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Salisbury, a cathedral city in Wiltshire — Massingers birthplace
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Massinger was baptised at St. Thomass on 24 November 1583. He apparently belonged to an old Salisbury family, for the name occurs in the city records as early as 1415.


The Maid of Honour (c. 1621)
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The Maid of Honour was first published in 1632 and is one of Massingers earliest known solo works not to be lost. It was published by the bookseller, Robert Allot, who was the principal publisher of Shakespeares Second Folio in 1632. The exact date of the first performance of the play is unknown, although scholars believe that it was likely to have been c. 1621. The play was recorded to have been performed at the Phoenix Theatre (aka, The Cockpit) by Queen Henriettas Men in the mid or late 1620s, but this is highly unlikely to have been its first production. It was revived in 1785 by the famous actor, John Philip Kemble, in a production starring his sister, the highly regarded actress, Sarah Siddons.

The Maid of Honour is a tragicomedy based on a story from William Painters 1566 work The Palace of Pleasure, which was released in two volumes and contained more than sixty tales in the first volume and more than thirty in the second. The stories were mostly derived from classic Italian tales and the book served as a source text for many Elizabethan and Jacobean dramatists, including Shakespeare. The Maid of Honour is set in Italy, long before unification and it begins with the King of Sicily, Roberto, refusing a call to arms from his military ally, the Duke of Urbino, Ferdinand, who has launched an assault on the Duchy of Siena. The central romance centres on the eponymous Maid of Honour, Camiola and Bertoldo, a Knight of Malta. Bertoldo has sworn a vow of celibacy, which creates the fundamental obstacle to his union with Camiola. The comic subplot involves one of Massingers funniest characters, the ludicrous and self-regarding Signor Sylli, who insists he will only marry a woman if she is able to resist him for a month.
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The original plans for The Cockpit, drawn by John Webb, the protégé of Inigo Jones. The theatre functioned from 1616 to around 1665. It was the first theatre to be located near Drury Lane. After damage in 1617, it was renamed The Phoenix.
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Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, close to the site of The Cockpit


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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The Sicilians

Roberto, King of Sicily.
Bertoldo, the Kings natural brother, a Knight of Malta.
Fulgentio, the minion of Roberto.
Astutio, a counsellor of state.
Camiola, the MAID OF HONOUR.
Clarinda, her woman.
Adorni, a follower of Camiolas father.
Signior Sylli, a foolish self-lover.
Antonio, rich heir, city-bred, former ward of Astutio.
Gasparo, rich heir, city-bred, nephew of Astutio.
Father Paulo, a Priest, Camiolas confessor.

The Siennese

Aurelia, Duchess of Sienna.
Gonzaga, a Knight of Malta, General to the Duchess of Sienna.
Pierio, a colonel to Gonzaga.
Roderigo, captain to Gonzaga
Jacomo, captain to Gonzaga.

The Urbinites

Ferdinand, Duke of Urbin.
Druso, captain to Duke Ferdinand.
Livio, captain to Duke Ferdinand.
Ambassador from the Duke of Urbin.

A Bishop.
A Page.
Scout, Soldiers, Gaoler, Attendants, Servants, &c.

SCENE,
Partly in Sicily, and partly in the Siennese.


Act I


ACT I, SCENE I.
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Palermo.
A State-Room in the Palace.

Enter Astutio and Adorni.

Ador. Good day to your lordship.

Astut. Thanks, Adorni.

Ador. May I presume to ask if the ambassador
Employed by Ferdinand, the Duke of Urbin,
Hath audience this morning?

Enter Fulgentio.

Astut. Tis uncertain;
For, though a counsellor of state, I am not
Of the cabinet council: but theres one, if he please,
That may resolve you.

Ador. I will move him. − Sir!

Fulg. If youve a suit, shew water, I am blind else.

Ador. A suit; yet of a nature not to prove
The quarry that you hawk for; if your words
Are not like Indian wares, and every scruple
To be weighed and rated, one poor syllable,
Vouchsafed in answer of a fair demand,
Cannot deserve a fee.

Fulg. It seems you are ignorant,
I neither speak nor hold my peace for nothing;
And yet, for once, I care not if I answer
One single question, gratis.

Ador. I much thank you.
Hath the ambassador audience, sir, to-day?

Fulg. Yes.

Ador. At what hour?

Fulg. I promised not so much.
A syllable you begged, my charity gave it;
Move me no further.

[Exit.]

Astut. This you wonder at:
With me, tis usual.

Ador. Pray you, sir, what is he?

Astut. A gentleman, yet no lord. He hath some drops
Of the kings blood running in his veins, derived
Some ten degrees off. His revenue lies
In a narrow compass, the kings ear; and yields him
Every hour a fruitful harvest. Men may talk
Of three crops in a year in the Fortunate Islands,
Or profit made by wool; but, while there are suitors,
His sheepshearing, nay, shaving to the quick,
Is in every quarter of the moon, and constant.
In the time of trussing a point, he can undo
Or make a man: his play or recreation
Is to raise this up, or pull down that; and, though
He never yet took orders, makes more bishops
In Sicily than the pope himself.

Enter Bertoldo, Gasparo, Antonio, and a Servant.

Ador. Most strange!

Astut. The presence fills. He in the Malta habit
Is the natural brother of the king − a by-blow.

Ador. I understand you.

Gasp. Morrow to my uncle.

Ant. And my late guardian: − but at length I have
The reins in my own hands.

Astut. Pray you, use them well,
Or youll too late repent it.

Bert. With this jewel
Presented to Camiola, prepare
This night a visit for me. −

[Exit Servant.]

I shall have
Your company, gallants, I perceive, if that
The king will hear of war.

Ant. Sir, I have horses
Of the best breed in Naples, fitter far
To break a rank than crack a lance; and are,
In their career, of such incredible swiftness,
They outstrip swallows.

Bert. And such may be useful
To run away with, should we be defeated:
You are well provided, signior.

Ant. Sir, excuse me;
All of their race, by instinct, know a coward,
And scorn the burthen: they come on, like lightning;
Foundered in a retreat.

Bert. By no means back them;
Unless you know your courage sympathize
With the daring of your horse.

Ant. My lord, this is bitter.

Gasp. I will raise me a company of foot,
And, when at push of pike I am to enter
A breach, to shew my valour, I have bought me
An armour cannon proof.

Bert. You will not leap, then,
Oer an outwork in your shirt?

Gasp. I do not like
Activity that way.

Bert. You had rather stand
A mark to try their muskets on?

Gasp. If I do
No good, Ill do no hurt.

Bert. Tis in you, signior,
A Christian resolution, and becomes you!
But I will not discourage you.

Ant. You are, sir,
A knight of Malta, and, as I have heard,
Have served against the Turk.

Bert. Tis true.

Ant. Pray you, shew us
The difference between the city valour
And service in the field.

Bert. Tis somewhat more
Than roaring in a tavern or a brothel,
Or to steal a constable from a sleeping watch,
Then burn their halberds; or, safe guarded by
Your tenants sons, to carry away a May-pole
From a neighbour village. You will not find there
Your masters of dependencies, to take up
A drunken brawl, or, to get you the names
Of valiant chevaliers, fellows that will be,
For a cloak with thrice-dyed velvet, and a cast suit,
Kicked down the stairs. A knave with half a breech there,
And no shirt, (being a thing superfluous
And worn out of his memory,) if you bear not
Yourselves both in and upright, with a provant sword
Will slash your scarlets and your plush a new way;
Or, with the hilts, thunder about your ears
Such music as will make your worships dance
To the doleful tune of Lachrymae.

Gasp. I must tell you
In private, as you are my princely friend,
I do not like such fiddlers.

Bert. No! they are useful
For your imitation; I remember you,
When you came first to the court, and talked of nothing
But your rents and your entradas, ever chiming
The golden bells in your pockets; you believed
The taking of the wall as a tribute due to
Your gaudy clothes; and could not walk at midnight
Without a causeless quarrel, as if men
Of coarser outsides were in duty bound
To suffer your affronts: but, when you had been
Cudgelled well twice or thrice, and from the doctrine
Made profitable uses, you concluded
The sovereign means to teach irregular heirs
Civility, with conformity of manners,
Were two or three sound beatings.

Ant. I confess
They did much good upon me.

Gasp. And on me:
The principles that they read were sound.

Bert. Youll find
The like instructions in the camp.

Astut. The king!

A flourish. Enter Roberto, Fulgentio,
Ambassadors, and Attendants.

Roberto ascends the throne.

Rob. We sit prepared to hear.

Amb. Your majesty
Hath been long since familiar, I doubt not,
With the desperate fortunes of my lord; and pity
Of the much that your confederate hath suffered,
You being his last refuge, may persuade you
Not alone to compassionate, but to lend
Your royal aids to stay him in his fall
To certain ruin. He, too late, is conscious
That his ambition to encroach upon
His neighbours territories, with the danger of
His liberty, nay, his life, hath brought in question
His own inheritance: but youth and heat
Of blood, in your interpretation, may
Both plead and mediate for him. I must grant it
An error in him, being denied the favours
Of the fair princess of Sienna, (though
He sought her in a noble way,) to endeavour
To force affection, by surprisal of
Her principal seat, Sienna.

Rob. Which now proves
The seat of his captivity, not triumph:
Heaven is still just.

Amb. And yet that justice is
To be with mercy tempered, which Heavens deputies
Stand bound to minister. The injured duchess,
By reason taught, as nature could not, with
The reparation of her wrongs, but aim at
A brave revenge; and my lord feels, too late,
That innocence will find friends. The great Gonzaga,
The honour of his order, (I must praise
Virtue, though in an enemy,) he whose fights
And conquests hold one number, rallying up
Her scattered troops, before we could get time
To victual or to man the conquered city,
Sat down before it; and, presuming that
Tis not to be relieved, admits no parley,
Our flags of truce hung out in vain: nor will he
Lend an ear to composition, but exacts,
With the rendering up the town, the goods and lives
Of all within the walls, and of all sexes,
To be at his discretion.

Rob. Since injustice
In your duke meets this correction, can you press us,
With any seeming argument of reason,
In foolish pity to decline his dangers,
To draw them on ourself? Shall we not be
Warned by his harms? The league proclaimed between us
Bound neither of us further than to aid
Each other, if by foreign force invaded;
And so far in my honour I was tied.
But since, without our counsel or allowance,
He hath taen arms; with his good leave he must
Excuse us if we steer not on a rock
We see and may avoid. Let other monarchs
Contend to be made glorious by proud war,
And, with the blood of their poor subjects, purchase
Increase of empire, and augment their cares
In keeping that which was by wrongs extorted,
Gilding unjust invasions with the trim
Of glorious conquests; we, that would be known
The father of our people, in our study
And vigilance for their safety, must not change
Their ploughshares into swords, and force them from
The secure shade of their own vines, to be
Scorched with the flames of war: or, for our sport,
Expose their lives to ruin.

Amb. Will you, then,
In his extremity forsake your friend?

Rob. No; but preserve ourself.

Bert. Cannot the beams
Of honour thaw your icy fears?

Rob. Whos that?

Bert. A kind of brother, sir, howeer your subject;
Your fathers son, and one who blushes that
You are not heir to his brave spirit and vigour,
As to his kingdom.

Rob. Hows this!

Bert. Sir, to be
His living chronicle, and to speak his praise,
Cannot deserve your anger.

Rob. Wheres your warrant
For this presumption?

Bert. Here, sir, in my heart:
Let sycophants, that feed upon your favours,
Style coldness in you caution, and prefer
Your ease before your honour, and conclude,
To eat and sleep supinely is the end
Of human blessings: I must tell you, sir,
Virtue, if not in action, is a vice,
And, when we move not forward, we go backward:
Nor is this peace, the nurse of drones and cowards,
Our health, but a disease.

Gasp. Well urged, my lord.

Ant. Perfect what is so well begun.

Amb. And bind
My lord your servant.

Rob. Hair-brained fool! what reason
Canst thou infer to make this good?

Bert. A thousand,
Not to be contradicted. But consider
Where your command lies: tis not, sir, in France,
Spain, Germany, Portugal, but in Sicily;
An island, sir. Here are no mines of gold
Or silver to enrich you; no worm spins
Silk in her womb, to make distinctión
Between you and a peasant in your habits;
No fish lives near our shores, whose blood can dye
Scarlet or purple; all that we possess,
With beasts we have in common: nature did
Design us to be warriors, and to break through
Our ring, the sea, by which we are environed;
And we by force must fetch in what is wanting
Or precious to us. Add to this, we are
A populous nation, and increase so fast
That, if we by our providence are not sent
Abroad in colonies, or fall by the sword,
Not Sicily, though now it were more fruitful
Than when twas styled the granary of great Rome,
Can yield our numerous fry bread: we must starve,
Or eat up one another.

Ador. The king hears
With much attention.

Astut. And seems moved with what
Bertoldo hath delivered.

Bert. May you live long, sir,
The king of peace, so you deny not us
The glory of the war; let not our nerves
Shrink up with sloth, nor, for want of employment,
Make younger brothers thieves: it is their swords, sir,
Must sow and reap their harvest. If examples
May move you more than arguments, look on England,
The empress of the European isles,
And unto whom alone ours yields precedence:
When did she flourish so, as when she was
The mistress of the ocean, her navies
Putting a girdle round about the world?
When the Iberian quaked, her worthies named;
And the fair flower-de-luce grew pale, set by
The red rose and the white! Let not our armour
Hung up, or our unrigged armada, make us
Ridiculous to the late poor snakes our neighbours,
Warmed in our bosoms, and to whom again
We may be terrible; while we spend our hours
Without variety, confined to drink,
Dice, cards, or whores. Rouse us, sir, from the sleep
Of idleness, and redeem our mortgaged honours.
Your birth, and justly, claims my fathers kingdom;
But his heroic mind descends to me:
I will confirm so much.

Ador. In his looks he seems
To break ope Janus temple.

Astut. How these younglings
Take fire from him!

Ador. It works an alteration
Upon the king.

Ant. I can forbear no longer:
War, war, my sovereign!

Fulg. The king appears
Resolved, and does prepare to speak.

Rob. Think not
Our counsels built upon so weak a base,
As to be overturned or shaken with
Tempestuous winds of words. As I, my lord,
Before resolved you, I will not engage
My person in this quarrel; neither press
My subjects to maintain it: yet, to shew
My rule is gentle, and that I have feeling
O your masters sufferings, since these gallants, weary
Of the happiness of peace, desire to taste
The bitter sweets of war, we do consent
That, as adventurers and volunteers,
No way compelled by us, they may make trial
Of their boasted valours.

Bert. We desire no more.

Rob. Tis well; and, but my grant in this, expect not
Assistance from me. Govern, as you please,
The province you make choice of; for, I vow
By all things sacred, if that thou miscarry
In this rash undertaking, I will hear it
No otherwise than as a sad disaster
Fallen on a stranger: nor will I esteem
That man my subject, who, in thy extremes,
In purse or person aids thee. Take your fortune:
You know me; I have said it. So, my lord,
You have my absolute answer.

Amb. My prince pays,
In me, his duty.

Rob. Follow me, Fulgentio,
And you, Astutio.

[Flourish. Exeunt Roberto,
Fulgentio, Astutio, and Attendants.]

Gasp. What a frown he threw,
At his departure, on you!

Bert. Let him keep
His smiles for his state catamite, I care not.

Ant. Shall we aboard to-night?

Amb. Your speed, my lord,
Doubles the benefit.

Bert. I have a business
Requires dispatch; some two hours hence Ill meet you.

[Exeunt.]


ACT I, SCENE II.
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The same.
A Room in Camiolas House.

Enter Signior Sylli, walking fantastically,
followed by Camiola and Clarinda.

Cam. Nay, signior, this is too much ceremony,
In my own house.

Syl. Whats gracious abroad,
Must be in private practised.

Clar. [To Camiola] For your mirths sake
Let him alone; he has been all this morning
In practise with a peruked gentleman-usher,
To teach him his true amble, and his postures,
When he walks before a lady.

[Sylli walking by, and practising.]

Syl. You may, madam,
Perhaps, believe that I in this use art,
To make you dote upon me, by exposing
My more than most rare features to your view:
But I, as I have ever done, deal simply;
A mark of sweet simplicity, ever noted
In the family of the Syllis. Therefore, lady,
Look not with too much contemplation on me;
If you do, you are in the suds.

Cam. You are no barber?

Syl. Fie, no! not I; but my good parts have drawn
More loving hearts out of fair ladies bellies
Than the whole trade have done teeth.

Cam. Ist possible?

Syl. Yes, and they live too: marry, much condoling
The scorn of their Narcissus, as they call me,
Because I love myself −

Cam. Without a rival.
What philtres or love-powders do you use
To force affection? I see nothing in
Your person but I dare look on, yet keep
My own poor heart still.

Syl. You are warned − be armed;
And do not lose the hope of such a husband
In being too soon enamoured.

Clar. Hold in your head,
Or you must have a martingal.

Syl. I have sworn
Never to take a wife, but such a one,
O may your ladyship prove so strong! as can
Hold out a month against me.

Cam. Never fear it;
Though your best taking part, your wealth, were trebled,
I would not woo you. But since in your pity
You please to give me caution, tell me what
Temptations I must fly from.

Syl. The first is,
That you never hear me sing, for Im a Siren:
If you observe, when I warble, the dogs howl,
As ravished with my ditties; and you will
Run mad to hear me.

Cam. I will stop my ears,
And keep my little wits.

Syl. Next, when I dance,
And come aloft thus, [capers] cast not a sheeps eye
Upon the quivering of my calf.

Cam. Proceed, sir.

Syl. But on no terms, for tis a main point, dream not
O the strength of my back, though it will bear a burthen
With any porter.

Cam. I mean not to ride you.

Syl. Nor I your little ladyship, till you have
Performed the covenants. Be not taken with
My pretty spider-fingers, nor my eyes,
That twinkle on both sides.

Cam. Was there ever such
A piece of motley heard of!

[A knocking within.]

Whos that?

[Exit Clarinda.]

You may spare
The catalogue of my dangers.

Syl. No, good madam;
I have not told you half.

Cam. Enough, good signior;
If I eat more of such sweetmeats, I shall surfeit. −

Re-enter Clarinda.

Who ist?

Clar. The brother of the king.

Syl. Nay, start not.
The brother of the king! is he no more?
Were it the king himself, Id give him leave
To speak his mind to you, for I am not jealous;
And, to assure your ladyship of so much,
Ill usher him in, and, that done − [Aside] hide myself.

[Exit.]

Cam. Camiola, if ever, now be constant:
This is, indeed, a suitor, whose sweet presence,
Courtship, and loving language, would have staggered
The chaste Penelope; and, to increase
The wonder, did not modesty forbid it,
I should ask that from him he sues to me for:
And yet my reason, like a tyrant, tells me
I must nor give nor take it.

Re-enter Sylli with Bertoldo.

Syl. [To Bertoldo] I must tell you,
You lose your labour. Tis enough to prove it,
Signior Sylli came before you; and you know,
First come first served: yet you shall have my countenance
To parley with her, and Ill take special care
That none shall interrupt you.

Bert. You are courteous.

Syl. Come, wench, wilt thou hear wisdom?

Clar. Yes, from you, sir.

[They walk aside.]

Bert. If forcing this sweet favour from your lips,

[Kisses her.]

Fair madam, argue me of too much boldness,
When you are pleased to understand I take
A parting kiss, if not excuse, at least
Twill qualify the offence.

Cam. A parting kiss, sir!
What nation, envious of the happiness
Which Sicily enjoys in your sweet presence,
Can buy you from her? or what climate yield
Pleasures transcending those which you enjoy here,
Being both beloved and honoured; the north-star
And guider of all hearts; and, to sum up
Your full account of happiness in a word,
The brother of the king?

Bert. Do you alone,
And with an unexampled cruèlty,
Enforce my absence, and deprive me of
Those blessings which you, with a polished phrase,
Seem to insinuate that I do possess,
And yet tax me as being guilty of
My wilful exile? What are titles to me,
Or popular suffrage, or my nearness to
The king in blood, or fruitful Sicily,
Though it confessed no sovereign but myself,
When you, that are the essence of my being,
The anchor of my hopes, the real substance
Of my felicity, in your disdain,
Turn all to fading and deceiving shadows?

Cam. You tax me without cause.

Bert. You must confess it.
But answer love with love, and seal the contract
In the uniting of our souls, how gladly
(Though now I were in action, and assured,
Following my fortune, that plumed Victory
Would make her glorious stand upon my tent)
Would I put off my armour, in my heat
Of conquest, and, like Antony, pursue
My Cleopatra! Will you yet look on me,
With an eye of favour?

Cam. Truth bear witness for me,
That, in the judgment of my soul, you are
A man so absolute, and circular
In all those wished-for rarities that may take
A virgin captive, that, though at this instant
All sceptered monarchs of our western world
Were rivals with you, and Camiola worthy
Of such a competition, you alone
Should wear the garland.

Bert. If so, what diverts
Your favour from me?

Cam. No mulct in yourself,
Or in your person, mind, or fortune.

Bert. What then?

Cam. The consciousness of mine own wants: alas! sir,
We are not parallels, but, like lines divided,
Can neer meet in one centre. Your birth, sir,
Without addition, were an ample dowry
For one of fairer fortunes; and this shape,
Were you ignoble, far above all value:
To this so clear a mind, so furnished with
Harmonious faculties moulded from Heaven,
That though you were Thersites in your features,
Of no descent, and Irus in your fortunes,
Ulysses-like youd force all eyes and ears
To love, but seen; and, when heard, wonder at
Your matchless story: but all these bound up
Together in one volume! − give me leave
With admiratión to look upon them,
But not presume, in my own flattering hopes,
I may or can enjoy them.

Bert. How you ruin
What you would seem to build up! I know no
Disparity between us; youre an heir,
Sprung from a noble family; fair, rich, young,
And every way my equal.

Cam. Sir, excuse me;
One aerie with proportion neer discloses
The eagle and the wren: − tissue and frieze
In the same garment, monstrous! But suppose
That whats in you excessive were diminished,
And my desert supplied, the stronger bar,
Religion, stops our entrance: you are, sir,
A knight of Malta, by your order bound
To a single life; you cannot marry me;
And, I assure myself, you are too noble
To seek me, though my frailty should consent,
In a base path.

Bert. A dispensation, lady,
Will easily absolve me.

Cam. O take heed, sir!
When what is vowed to Heavèn is dispensed with
To serve our ends on earth, a curse must follow,
And not a blessing.

Bert. Is there no hope left me?

Cam. Nor to myself, but is a neighbour to
Impossibility. True love should walk
On equal feet; in us it does not, sir:
But rest assured, excepting this, I shall be
Devoted to your service.

Bert. And this is your
Determinate sentence?

Cam. Not to be revoked.

Bert. Farewell then, fairest cruel! all thoughts in me
Of women perish. Let the glorious light
Of noble war extinguish Loves dim taper,
That only lends me light to see my folly:
Honour, be thou my ever-living mistress,
And fond affection, as thy bond-slave, serve thee!

[Exit.]

Cam. How soon my sun is set, he being absent,
Never to rise again! What a fierce battle
Is fought between my passions! − methinks
We should have kissed at parting.

Syl. I perceive
He has his answer: now must I step in
To comfort her.

[Comes forward.]

You have found, I hope, sweet lady,
Some difference between a youth of my pitch,
And this bugbear Bertoldo: men are men,
The kings brother is no more; good parts will do it,
When titles fail. Despair not; I may be
In time entreated.

Cam. Be so now, to leave me. −
Lights for my chamber. O my heart!

[Exeunt Camiola and Clarinda.]

Syl. She now,
I know, is going to bed, to ruminate
Which way to glut herself upon my person:
But, for my oaths sake, I will keep her hungry;
And, to grow full myself, Ill straight − to supper.

[Exit.]


Act II


ACT II, SCENE I.
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The same.
A Room in the Palace.

Enter Roberto, Fulgentio, and Astutio.

Rob. Embarked to-night, do you say?

Fulg. I saw him aboard, sir.

Rob. And without taking of his leave?

Astut. Twas strange!

Rob. Are we grown so contemptible?

Fulg. Tis far
From me, sir, to add fuèl to your anger,
That, in your ill opinion of him, burns
Too hot already; else, I should affirm,
It was a gross neglect.

Rob. A wilful scorn
Of duty and allegiance; you give it
Too fair a name: but we shall think ont. Can you
Guess what the numbers were, that followed him
In his desperate action?

Fulg. More than you think, sir.
All ill-affected spirits in Palermo,
Or to your government or person, with
The turbulent swordmen, such whose poverty forced them
To wish a change, are gone along with him;
Creatures devoted to his undertakings,
In right or wrong: and, to express their zeal
And readiness to serve him, ere they went,
Profanely took the sacrament on their knees,
To live and die with him.

Rob. O most impious!
Their loyalty to us forgot?

Fulg. I fear so.

Astut. Unthankful as they are!

Fulg. Yet this deserves not
One troubled thought in you, sir; with your pardon,
I hold that their remove from hence makes more
For your security than danger.

Rob. True;
And, as Ill fashion it, they shall feel it too.
Astutio, you shall presently be dispatched
With letters, writ and signed with our own hand,
To the Duchess of Sienna, in excuse
Of these forces sent against her. If you spare
An oath, to give it credit, that we never
Consented to it, swearing for the king,
Though false, it is no perjury.

Astut. I know it.
They are not fit to be state agents, sir,
That without scruple of their conscience, cannot
Be prodigal in such trifles.

Fulg. Right, Astutio.

Rob. You must, beside, from us take some instructions,
To be imparted, as you judge them useful,
To the general Gonzaga. Instantly
Prepare you for your journey.

Astut. With the wings
Of loyalty and duty.

[Exit.]

Fulg. I am bold
To put your majesty in mind −

Rob. Of my promise,
And aids, to further you in your amorous project
To the fair and rich Camiola? theres my ring;
Whatever you shall say that I entreat,
Or can command by power, I will make good.

Fulg. Ever your majestys creature.

Rob. Venus prove
Propitious to you!

[Exit.]

Fulg. All sorts to my wishes:
Bertoldo was my hindrance; he removed,
I now will court her in the conquerors style;
Come, see, and overcome. − Boy!

Enter Page.

Page. Sir; your pleasure?

Fulg. Haste to Camiola; bid her prepare
An entertainment suitable to a fortune
She could not hope for. Tell her, I vouchsafe
To honour her with a visit.

Page. Tis a favour
Will make her proud.

Fulg. I know it.

Page. I am gone, sir.

[Exit.]

Fulg. Entreaties fit not me; a man in grace
May challenge awe and privilege, by his place.

[Exit.]


ACT II, SCENE II.
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The same.
A Room in Camiolas House.

Enter Adorni, Sylli, and Clarinda.

Ador. So melancholy, say you!

Clar. Never given
To such retirement.

Ador. Can you guess the cause?

Clar. If it hath not its birth and being from
The brave Bertoldos absence, I confess
Tis past my apprehension.

Syl. You are wide,
The whole field wide. I, in my understanding,
Pity your ignorance; yet, if you will
Swear to conceal it, I will let you know
Where her shoe wrings her.

Clar. I vow, signior,
By my virginity.

Syl. A perilous oath,
In a waiting-woman of fifteen! and is, indeed,
A kind of nothing.

Ador. Ill take one of something,
If you please to minister it.

Syl. Nay, you shall not swear:
I had rather take your word; for, should you vow,
Damn me, Ill do this! − you are sure to break.

Ador. I thank you, signior; but resolve us.

Syl. Know, then,
Here walks the cause. She dares not look upon me;
My beauties are so terrible and enchanting,
She cannot endure my sight.

Ador. There I believe you.

Syl. But the time will come, be comforted, when I will
Put off this vizor of unkindness to her,
And shew an amorous and yielding face:
And, until then, though Hercules himself
Desire to see her, he had better eat
His club, than pass her threshold; for I will be
Her Cerberus, to guard her.

Ador. A good dog!

Clar. Worth twenty porters.

Enter Page.

Page. Keep you open house here?
No groom to attend a gentleman! O, I spy one.

Syl. He means not me, I am sure.

Page. You, sirrah sheeps-head,
With a face cut on a cat-stick, do you hear?
You, yeoman fewterer, conduct me to
The lady of the mansion, or my poniard
Shall disembogue thy soul.

Syl. O terrible! disembogue!
I talked of Hercules, and here is one
Bound up in decimo sexto.

Page. Answer, wretch.

Syl. Pray you, little gentleman, be not so furious:
The lady keeps her chamber.

Page. And we present,
Sent in an embassy to her! but here is
Her gentlewoman. Sirrah! hold my cloak,
While I take a leap at her lips: do it, and neatly;
Or, having first tripped up thy heels, Ill make
Thy back my footstool.

[Kisses Clarinda.]

Syl. Tamburlane in little!
Am I turned Turk! What an office am I put to!

Clar. My lady, gentle youth, is indisposed.

Page. Though she were dead and buried, only tell her,
The great man in the court, the brave Fulgentio,
Descends to visit her, and it will raise her
Out of the grave for joy.

Enter Fulgentio.

Syl. Here comes another!
The devil, I fear, in his holiday clothes.

Page. So soon!
My part is at an end then. Cover my shoulders;
When I grow great, thou shalt serve me.

Fulg. [To Sylli] Are you, sirrah,
An implement of the house?

Syl. Sure he will make
A jointstool of me!

Fulg. [To Adorni] Or, if you belong
To the lady of the place, command her hither.

Ador. I do not wear her livery, yet acknowledge
A duty to her; and as little bound
To serve your peremptory will, as she is
To obey your summons. Twill become you, sir,
To wait her leisure; then, her pleasure known,
You may present your duty.

Fulg. Duty! Slave,
Ill teach you manners.

Ador. Im past learning; make not
A tumult in the house.

Fulg. Shall I be braved thus?

[They draw.]

Syl. O, I am dead! and now I swoon.

[Falls on his face.]

Clar. Help! murder!

Page. Recover, sirrah; the ladys here.

Enter Camiola.

Syl. Nay, then
I am alive again, and Ill be valiant.

[Rises.]

Cam. What insolence is this? Adorni, hold,
Hold, I command you.

Fulg. Saucy groom!

Cam. Not so, sir;
However in his life he had dependence
Upon my father, hes a gentleman,
As well born as yourself. Put on your hat.

Fulg. In my presence, without leave!

Syl. He has mine, madam.

Cam. And I must tell you, sir, and in plain language,
Howeer your glittering outside promise gentry,
The rudeness of your carriage and behaviour
Speaks you a coarser thing.

Syl. She means a clown, sir;
I am her interpreter, for want of a better.

Cam. I am a queen in mine own house; nor must you
Expect an empire here.

Syl. Sure, I must love her
Before the day, the pretty souls so valiant.

Cam. What are you? and what would you with me?

Fulg. Proud one,
When you know what I am, and what I came for,
And may, on your submission, proceed to,
You, in your reason, must repent the coarseness
Of my entertainment.

Cam. Why, fine man? what are you?

Fulg. A kinsman of the kings.

Cam. I cry you mercy,
For his sake, not your own. But grant you are so,
Tis not impossible but a king may have
A fool to his kinsman, − no way meaning you, sir.

Fulg. You have heard of Fulgentio?

Cam. Long since, sir;
A suit-broker in court. He has the worst
Report among good men I ever heard of
For bribery and extortion: in their prayers,
Widows and orphans curse him for a canker
And caterpillar in the state. I hope, sir,
You are not the man; much less employed by him,
As a smock-agent to me.

Fulg. I reply not
As you deserve, being assured you know me;
Pretending ignorance of my person, only
To give me a taste of your wit: tis well, and courtly:
I like a sharp wit well.

Syl. I cannot endure it;
Nor any of the Syllis.

Fulg. More; I know too,
This harsh induction must serve as a foil
To the well-tuned observance and respect
You will hereafter pay me, being made
Familiar with my credit with the king,
And that (contain your joy) I deign to love you.

Cam. Love me! I am not rapt with it.

Fulg. Heart again;
I love you honestly: now you admire me.

Cam. I do, indeed; it being a word so seldom
Heard from a courtiers mouth. But, pray you, deal plainly,
Since you find me simple; what might be the motives
Inducing you to leave the freedom of
A bachelors life, on your soft neck to wear
The stubborn yoke of marriage; and, of all
The beauties in Palermo, to choose me,
Poor me? that is the main point you must treat of.

Fulg. Why, I will tell you. Of a little thing
You are a pretty peat, indifferent fair too;
And, like a new-rigged ship, both tight and yare,
Well trussed to bear: virgins of giant size
Are sluggards at the sport; but, for my pleasure,
Give me a neat well-timbered gamester like you;
Such need no spurs, − the quickness of your eye
Assures an active spirit.

Cam. You are pleasant, sir;
Yet I presume that there was one thing in me,
Unmentioned yet, that took you more than all
Those parts you have remembered.

Fulg. What?

Cam. My wealth, sir.

Fulg. You are in the right; without that, beauty is
A flower worn in the morning, at night trod on:
But beauty, youth, and fortune meeting in you,
I will vouchsafe to marry you.

Cam. You speak well;
And, in return, excuse me, sir, if I
Deliver reasons why, upon no terms,
Ill marry you: I fable not.

Syl. I am glad
To hear this; I began to have an ague.

Fulg. Come, your wise reasons.

Cam. Such as they are, pray you take them:
First, I am doubtful whether you are a man,
Since, for your shape, trimmed up in a ladys dressing,
You might pass for a woman; now I love
To deal on certainties: and, for the fairness
Of your complexion, which you think will take me,
The colour, I must tell you, in a man,
Is weak and faint, and never will hold out,
If put to labour: give me the lovely brown,
A thick curled hair of the same dye, broad shoulders,
A brawny arm full of veins, a leg without
An artificial calf; − I suspect yours;
But let that pass.

Syl. She means me all this while,
For I have every one of those good parts;
O Sylli! fortunate Sylli!

Cam. You are moved, sir.

Fulg. Fie! no; go on.

Cam. Then, as you are a courtier,
A graced one too, I fear you have been too forward;
And so much for your person. Rich you are,
Devilish rich, as tis reported, and sure have
The aids of Satans little fiends to get it;
And what is got upon his back, must be
Spent, you know where; − the proverbs stale − One word more,
And I have done.

Fulg. Ill ease you of the trouble,
Coy and disdainful!

Cam. Save me, or else hell beat me.

Fulg. No, your own folly shall; and, since you put me
To my last charm, look upon this, and tremble.

[Shews the kings ring.]

Cam. At the sight of a fair ring! the kings, I take it?
I have seen him wear the like: if he hath sent it,
As a favour, to me −

Fulg. Yes, tis very likely,
His dying mothers gift, prized as his crown!
By this he does command you to be mine;
By his gift you are so: − you may yet redeem all.

Cam. You are in a wrong account still. Though the king may
Dispose of my life and goods, my minds mine own,
And never shall be yours. The king, heaven bless him!
Is good and gracious, and, being in himself
Abstemióus from base and goatish looseness,
Will not compel, against their wills, chaste maidens
To dance in his minions circles. I believe,
Forgetting it when he washed his hands, you stole it,
With an intent to awe me. But you are cozened;
I am still myself, and will be.

Fulg. A proud haggard,
And not to be reclaimed! which of your grooms,
Your coachman, fool, or footman, ministers
Night-physic to you?

Cam. You are foul-mouthed.

Fulg. Much fairer
Than thy black soul; and so I will proclaim thee.

Cam. Were I a man, thou durst not speak this.

Fulg. Heaven
So prosper me, as I resolve to do it
To all men, and in every place: scorned by
A tit of ten-pence!

[Exeunt Fulgentio and Page.]

Syl. Now I begin to be valiant:
Nay, I will draw my sword. O for a brother!
Do a friends part; pray you, carry him the length oft.
I give him three years and a day to match my Toledo,
And then well fight like dragons.

Ador. Pray, have patience.

Cam. I may live to have vengeance: my Bertoldo
Would not have heard this.

Ador. Madam −

Cam. Pray you, spare
Your language.
[To Sylli] Prithee, fool, and make me merry.

Syl. That is my office ever.

Ador. I must do,
Not talk; this glorious gallant shall hear from me.

[Exeunt.]


ACT II, SCENE III.
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The Siennese.
A Camp before the Walls of Sienna.

Chambers shot off: a flourish as to an Assault:
after which, enter Gonzaga, Pierio,
Roderigo, Jacomo, and Soldiers.

Gonz. Is the breach made assaultable?

Pier. Yes, and the moat
Filled up; the cannoneer hath done his parts;
We may enter six abreast.

Rod. Theres not a man
Dares shew himself upon the wall.

Jac. Defeat not
The soldiers hoped-for spoil.

Pier. If you, sir,
Delay the assault, and the city be given up
To your discretion, you in honour cannot
Use the extremity of war, − but, in
Compassion to them, you to us prove cruel.

Jac. And an enemy to yourself.

Rod. A hindrance to
The brave revenge you have vowed.

Gonz. Temper your heat,
And lose not, by too sudden rashness, that
Which, be but patient, will be offered to you.
Security ushers ruin; proud contempt
Of an enemy three parts vanquished, with desire
And greediness of spoil, have often wrested
A certain victory from the conquerors gripe.
Discretion is the tutor of the war,
Valour the pupil; and, when we command
With lenity, and our directions followed
With cheerfulness, a prosperous end must crown
Our works well undertaken.

Rod. Ours are finished −

Pier. If we make use of Fortune.

Gonz. Her false smiles
Deprive you of your judgments. The condition
Of our affairs exacts a double care,
And, like bifronted Janus, we must look
Backward, as forward: though a flattering calm
Bids us urge on, a sudden tempest raised,
Not feared, much less expected, in our rear,
May foully fall upon us, and distract us
To our confusion. −

Enter a Scout, hastily.

Our scout! what brings
Thy ghastly looks, and sudden speed?

Scout. The assurance
Of a new enemy.

Gonz. This I foresaw and feared.
What are they, knowst thou?

Scout. They are, by their colours,
Sicilians, bravely mounted, and the brightness
Of their rich armours doubly gilded with
Reflection of the sun.

Gonz. From Sicily? −
The king in league! no war proclaimed! tis foul:
But this must be prevented, not disputed. −
Ha, how is this? your estridge plumes, that but
Even now, like quills of porcupines, seemed to threaten
The stars, drop at the rumour of a shower,
And, like to captive colours, sweep the earth!
Bear up; but in great dangers, greater minds
Are never proud. Shall a few loose troops, untrained,
But in a customary ostentation,
Presented as a sacrifice to your valours,
Cause a dejection in you?

Pier. No dejection.

Rod. However startled, where you lead well follow.

Gonz. Tis bravely said. We will not stay their charge,
But meet them man to man, and horse to horse. −
Pierio, in our absence hold our place,
And with our foot men, and those sickly troops,
Prevent a sally: I in mine own person,
With part of the cavállery, will bid
These hunters welcome to a bloody breakfast: −
But I lose time.

Pier. Ill to my charge.

[Exit.]

Gonz. And we
To ours: Ill bring you on.

Jac. If we come off,
Its not amiss; if not, my state is settled.

[Exeunt. Alarum within.]


ACT II, SCENE IV.
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The Same.
The Citadel of Sienna.

Enter Ferdinand, Druso, and Livio, on the Walls.

Ferd. No aids from Sicily! Hath hope forsook us;
And that vain comfort to affliction, pity,
By our vowed friend denied us? we can nor live
Nor die with honour: like beasts in a toil,
We wait the leisure of the bloody hunter,
Who is not so far reconciled unto us,
As in one death to give a period
To our calamities; but in delaying,
The fate we cannot fly from, starved with wants,
We die this night, to live again to-morrow,
And suffer greater torments.

Dru. There is not
Three days provisión for every soldier,
At an ounce of bread a day, left in the city.

Liv. To die the beggars death, with hunger made
Anatomies while we live, cannot but crack
Our heart-strings with vexation.

Ferd. Would they would break,
Break altogether! How willingly, like Cato,
Could I tear out my bowels, rather than
Look on the conquerors insulting face;
But that religion, and the horrid dream
To be suffered in the other world, denies it!

Enter a Soldier.

What news with thee?

Sold. From the turret of the fort,
By the rising clouds of dust, through which, like lightning,
The splendour of bright arms sometimes brake through,
I did descry some forces making towards us;
And, from the camp, as emulous of their glory,
The general, (for I know him by his horse,)
And bravely seconded, encountered them.
Their greetings were too rough for friends; their swords,
And not their tongues, exchanging courtesies.
By this the main battalias are joined;
And, if you please to be spectators of
The horrid issue, I will bring you where,
As in a theatre, you may see their fates
In purple gore presented.

Ferd. Heaven, if yet
Thou art appeased for my wrong done to Aurelia,
Take pity of my miseries! Lead the way, friend.

[Exeunt.]


ACT II, SCENE V.
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The same.
A Plain near the Camp.

A long Charge: after which, a Flourish for victory;
then enter Gonzaga, Jacomo, and Roderigo wounded;
Bertoldo, Gasparo, and Antonio Prisoners.
Officers and Soldiers.

Gonz. We have them yet, though they cost us dear. This was
Charged home, and bravely followed.
[To Jacomo and Roderigo] Be to yourselves
True mirrors to each others worth; and, looking
With noble emulation on his wounds,
[Points to Bertoldo] The glorious livery of triumphant war,
Imagine these with equal grace appear
Upon yourselves. The bloody sweat you have suffered
In this laborious, nay, toilsome harvest,
Yields a rich crop of conquest; and the spoil,
Most precious balsam to a soldiers hurts,
Will ease and cure them. Let me look upon
The prisoners faces.

[Gasparo and Antonio are brought forward.]

Oh, how much transformed
From what they were! O Mars! were these toys fashioned
To undergo the burthen of thy service?
The weight of their defensive armour bruised
Their weak effeminate limbs, and would have forced them,
In a hot day, without a blow to yield.

Ant. This insultation shews not manly in you.

Gonz. To men I had forborne it; you are women,
Or, at the best, loose carpet-knights. What fury
Seduced you to exchange your ease in court
For labour in the field? perhaps you thought
To charge through dust and blood, an armèd foe,
Was but like graceful running at the ring
For a wanton mistress glove; and the encounter,
A soft impression on her lips: − but you
Are gaudy butterflies, and I wrong myself
In parling with you.

Gasp. Vœ victus! now we prove it.

Rod. But heres one fashioned in another mould,
And made of tougher metal.

Gonz. True; I owe him
For this wound bravely given.

Bert. [Aside] O that mountains
Were heaped upon me, that I might expire,
A wretch no more remembered!

Gonz. Look up, sir;
To be oercome deserves no shame. If you
Had fallen ingloriously, or could accuse
Your want of courage in resistance, twere
To be lamented: but, since you performed
As much as could be hoped for from a man,
(Fortune his enemy,) you wrong yourself
In this dejection. I am honoured in
My victory over you; but to have these
My prisoners, is, in my true judgment, rather
Captivity than a triumph: you shall find
Fair quarter from me, and your many wounds,
Which I hope are not mortal, with such care
Looked to and cured, as if your nearest friend
Attended on you.

Bert. When you know me better,
You will make void this promise: can you call me
Into your memory?

Gonz. The brave Bertoldo!
A brother of our order! By Saint John,
Our holy patron, I am more amazed,
Nay, thunderstruck with thy apostacy,
And precipice from the most solemn vows
Made unto Heaven, when this, the glorious badge
Of our Redeemer, was conferred upon thee
By the great master, than if I had seen
A reprobate Jew, an atheist, Turk, or Tartar,
Baptized in our religion!

Bert. This I looked for;
And am resolved to suffer.

Gonz. Fellow-soldiers,
Behold this man, and, taught by his example,
Know that tis safer far to play with lightning,
Than trifle in things sacred.

[Weeps.]

In my rage
I shed these at the funeral of his virtue,
Faith, and religion: − why, I will tell you;
He was a gentleman so trained up and fashioned
For noble uses, and his youth did promise
Such certainties, more than hopes, of great achievements,
As − if the Christian world had stood opposed
Against the Othoman race, to try the fortune
Of one encounter, − this Bertoldo had been,
For his knowledge to direct, and matchless courage
To execute, without a rival, by
The votes of good men, chosen general;
As the prime soldier, and most deserving
Of all that wear the cross: which now, in justice,
I thus tear from him.

Bert. Let me die with it
Upon my breast.

Gonz. No; by this thou wert sworn,
On all occasions, as a knight, to guard
Weak ladies from oppression, and never
To draw thy sword against them: whereas thou,
In hope of gain or glory, when a princess,
And such a princess as Aurelia is,
Was dispossessed by violence, of what was
Her true inheritance; against thine oath
Hast, to thy uttermost, laboured to uphold
Her falling enemy. But thou shalt pay
A heavy forfeiture, and learn too late,
Valour employed in an ill quarrel turns
To cowardice, and Virtue then puts on
Foul Vices visor. This is that which cancels
All friendships bands between us. − Bear them off;
I will hear no reply: and let the ransom
Of these, for they are yours, be highly rated.
In this I do but right, and let it be
Styled justice, and not wilful cruèlty.

[Exeunt.]


Act III


ACT III, SCENE I.
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The same.
A Camp before the Walls of Sienna.

Enter Gonzaga, Astutio, Roderigo, and Jacomo.

Gonz. What I have done, sir, by the law of arms
I can and will make good.

Astut. I have no commission
To expostulate the act. These letters speak
The king my masters love to you, and his
Vowed service to the duchess, on whose person
I am to give attendance.

Gonz. At this instant,
Shes at Fienza: you may spare the trouble
Of riding thither: I have advertised her
Of our success, and on what humble terms
Sienna stands: though presently I can
Possess it, I defer it, that she may
Enter her own, and, as she please, dispose of
The prisoners and the spoil.

Astut. I thank you, sir.
In the mean time, if I may have your license,
I have a nephew, and one once my ward,
For whose liberties and ransoms I would gladly
Make composition.

Gonz. They are, as I take it,
Called Gasparo and Antonio.

Astut. The same, sir.

Gonz. For them, you must treat with these: but for Bertoldo,
He is mine own; if the king will ransom him,
He pays down fifty thousand crowns; if not,
He lives and dies my slave.

Astut. [Aside to Gonzaga] Pray you, a word:
The king will rather thank you to detain him,
Than give one crown to free him.

Gonz. At his pleasure.
Ill send the prisoners under guard: my business
Calls me another way.

[Exit.]

Astut. My service waits you. −
Now, gentlemen, do not deal like merchants with me,
But noble captains; you know, in great minds,
Posse et nolle, nobile.

Rod. Pray you, speak
Our language.

Jac. I find not, in my commission,
An officers bound to speak or understand
more than his mother-tongue.

Rod. If he speak that
After midnight, tis remarkable.

Astut. In plain terms, then,
Antonio is your prisoner; Gasparo, yours.

Jac. You are in the right.

Astut. At what sum do you rate
Their several ransoms?

Rod. I must make my market
As the commodity cost me.

Astut. As it cost you!
You did not buy your captainship? your desert,
I hope, advanced you.

Rod. How! It well appears
You are no soldier. Desert in these days!
Desert may make a serjeant to a colonel,
And it may hinder him from rising higher;
But, if it ever get a company,
A company, pray you mark me, without money,
Or private service done for the generals mistress,
With a commendatory epistle from her,
I will turn lanceprezado.

Jac. Pray you observe, sir:
I served two prenticeships, just fourteen years,
Trailing the puissant pike, and half so long
Had the right-hand file; and I fought well, twas said, too:
But I might have served, and fought, and served till doomsday,
And neer have carried a flag, but for the legacy
A buxom widow of threescore bequeathed me;
And that too, my back knows, I laboured hard for,
But was better paid.

Astut. You are merry with yourselves:
But this is from the purpose.

Rod. To the point then.
Prisoners are not taen every day; and, when
We have them, we must make the best use of them.
Our pay is little to the port we should bear,
And that so long a coming, that tis spent
Before we have it, and hardly wipes off scores
At the tavern and the ordinary.

Jac. You may add, too,
Our sport taen up on trust.

Rod. Peace, thou smock vermin!
Discover commanders secrets! − In a word sir,
We have inquired, and found our prisoners rich:
Two thousand crowns apiece our companies cost us;
And so much each of us will have, and that
In present pay.

Jac. It is too little: yet,
Since you have said the word, I am content;
But will not go a gazet less.

Astut. Since you are not
To be brought lower, there is no evading;
Ill be your paymaster.

Rod. We desire no better.

Astut. But not a word of whats agreed between us,
Till I have schooled my gallants.

Jac. I am dumb, sir.

Enter a Guard with Bertoldo,
Antonio, and Gasparo, in irons.

Bert. And where removed now? hath the tyrant found out
Worse usage for us?

Ant. Worse it cannot be.
My greyhound has fresh straw, and scraps, in his kennel;
But we have neither.

Gasp. Did I ever think
To wear such garters on silk stockings? or
That my too curious appetite, that turned
At the sight of godwits, pheasant, partridge, quails,
Larks, woodcocks, calvered salmon, as coarse diet,
Would leap at a mouldy crust?

Ant. And go without it,
So oft as I do? Oh! how have I jeered
The city entertainment! A huge shoulder
Of glorious fat ram-mutton, seconded
With a pair of tame cats or conies, a crab-tart,
With a worthy loin of veal, and valiant capon,
Mortified to grow tender! − these I scorned,
From their plentiful horn of abundance, though invited:
But now I could carry my own stool to a tripe,
And call their chitterlings charity, and bless the founder.

Bert. O that I were no further sensible
Of my miseries than you are! you, like beasts,
Feel only stings of hunger, and complain not
But when youre empty: but your narrow souls
(If you have any) cannot comprehend
How insupportable the torments are
Which a free and noble soul, made captive, suffers.
Most miserable men! − and what am I, then,
That envy you? Fetters, though made of gold,
Express base thraldom: and all delicates
Prepared by Median cooks for epicures,
When not our own, are bitter; quilts filled high
With gossamer and roses, cannot yield
The body soft repose, the mind kept waking
With anguish and affliction.

Astut. My good lord −

Bert. This is no time nor place for flattery, sir:
Pray you, style me as I am, a wretch forsaken
Of the world, as myself.

Astut. I would it were
In me to help you.

Bert. If that you want power, sir,
Lip-comfort cannot cure me. Pray you, leave me
To mine own private thoughts.

[Walks by.]

Astut. [Comes forward] My valiant nephew!
And my more than warlike ward! I am glad to see you,
After your glorious conquests. Are these chains,
Rewards for your good service? if they are
You should wear them on your necks, since they are massy,
Like aldermen of the war.

Ant. You jeer us too!

Gasp. Good uncle, name not, as you are a man of honour,
That fatal word of war; the very sound of it
Is more dreadful than a cannon.

Ant. But redeem us
From this captivity, and Ill vow hereafter
Never to wear a sword, or cut my meat
With a knife that has an edge or point; Ill starve first.

Gasp. I will cry broom, or cats-meat, in Palermo;
Turn porter, carry burthens, anything,
Rather than live a soldier.

Astut. This should have
Been thought upon before. At what price, think you,
Your two wise heads are rated?

Ant. A calfs head is
More worth than mine; Im sure it has more brains int,
Or I had neer come here.

Rod. And I will eat it
With bacon, if I have not speedy ransom.

Ant. And a little garlic too, for your own sake, sir:
Twill boil in your stomach else.

Gasp. Beware of mine,
Or the horns may choke you; I am married, sir.

Ant. You shall have my row of houses near the palace.

Gasp. And my villa; all −

Ant. All that we have.

Astut. Well, have more wit hereafter; for this time,
You are ransomed.

Jac. Off with their irons.

Rod. Do, do:
If you are ours again, you know your price.

Ant. Pray you dispatch us: I shall neer believe
I am a free man, till I set my foot
In Sicily again, and drink Palermo,
And in Palermo too.

Astut. The wind sits fair,
You shall aboard to-night; with the rising sun
You may touch upon the coast. But take your leaves
Of the late general first.

Gasp. I will be brief.

Ant. And I. My lord, Heaven keep you!

Gasp. Yours, to use
In the way of peace; but as your soldiers, never.

Ant. A pox of war! no more of war.

[Exeunt Roderigo, Jacomo, Antonio, and Gasparo.]

Bert. Have you
Authority to loose their bonds, yet leave
The brother of your king, whose worth disdains
Comparison with such as these, in irons?
If ransom may redeem them, I have lands,
A patrimony of mine own, assigned me
By my deceasèd sire, to satisfy
Whateer can be demanded for my freedom.

Astut. I wish you had, sir; but the king, who yields
No reason for his will, in his displeasure
Hath seized on all you had; nor will Gonzaga,
Whose prisoner now you are, accept of less
Than fifty thousand crowns.

Bert. I find it now,
That misery never comes alone. But, grant
The king is yet inexorable, time
May work him to a feeling of my sufferings.
I have friends that swore their lives and fortunes were
At my devotion, and, among the rest,
Yourself, my lord, when forfeited to the law
For a foul murder, and in cold blood done,
I made your life my gift, and reconciled you
To this incensèd king, and got your pardon.
− Beware ingratitude. I know you are rich,
And may pay down the sum.

Astut. I might, my lord;
But pardon me.

Bert. And will Astutio prove, then,
To please a passionate man, (the kings no more,)
False to his maker, and his reason, which
Commands more than I ask? O summer-friendship,
Whose flattering leaves, that shadowed us in our
Prosperity, with the least gust drop off
In the autumn of adversity! How like
A prison is to a grave! when dead, we are
With solemn pomp brought thither, and our heirs,
Masking their joy in false, dissembled tears,
Weep oer the hearse; but earth no sooner covers
The earth brought thither, but they turn away
With inward smiles, the dead no more remembered:
So, entered in a prison −

Astut. My occasions
Command me hence, my lord.

Bert. Pray you, leave me, do;
And tell the cruèl king, that I will wear
These fetters till my flesh and they are one
Incorporated substance.

[Exit Astutio.]

In myself,
As in a glass, Ill look on human frailty,
And curse the height of royal blood: since I,
In being born near to Jove, am near his thunder.
Cedars once shaken with a storm, their own
Weight grubs their roots out. − Lead me where you please;
I am his, not Fortunes martyr, and will die
The great example of his cruèlty.

[Exit guarded.]


ACT III, SCENE II.
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Palermo.
A Grove near the Palace.

Enter Adorni.

Ador. He undergoes my challenge, and contemns it,
And threatens me with the late edict made
Gainst duellists, − the altar cowards fly to.
But I, that am engaged, and nourish in me
A higher aim than fair Camiola dreams of,
Must not sit down thus. In the court I dare not
Attempt him; and in public, hes so guarded,
With a herd of parasites, clients, fools, and suitors,
That a musket cannot reach him: − my designs
Admit of no delay. This is her birthday,
Which, with a fit and due solemnity,
Camiola celebrates: and on it, all such
As love or serve her usually present
A tributary duty. Ill have something
To give, if my intelligence prove true,
Shall find acceptance. I am told, near this grove
Fulgentio, every morning, makes his markets
With his petitioners; I may present him
With a sharp petition! − Ha! tis he: my fate
Be ever blessed fort!

Enter Fulgentio and Page.

Fulg. Command such as wait me
Not to presume, at the least for half an hour,
To press on my retirements.

Page. I will say, sir,
You are at your prayers.

Fulg. That will not find belief;
Courtiers have something else to do: − be gone, sir.

[Exit Page.]

Challenged! tis well; and by a groom! still better.
Was this shape made to fight? I have a tongue yet,
Howeer no sword, to kill him; and what way,
This morning Ill resolve of.

[Exit.]

Ador. I shall cross
Your resolutión, or suffer for you.

[Exit, following him.]


ACT III, SCENE III.
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The same.
A Room in Camiolas House.

Enter Camiola, followed by Servants with Presents;
Sylli, and Clarinda.

Syl. What are all these?

Clar. Servants with several presents,
And rich ones too.

1 Serv. With her best wishes, madam,
Of many such days to you, the lady Petula
Presents you with this fan.

2 Serv. This diamond,
From your aunt Honoria.

3 Serv. This piece of plate
From your uncle, old Vicentio, with your arms
Graven upon it.

Cam. Good friends, they are too
Munificent in their love and favour to me.
[To Clarinda] Out of my cabinet return such jewels
As this directs you: − for your pains; and yours;
Nor must you be forgotten.

[Gives them money.]

Honour me
With the drinking of a health.

1 Serv. Gold, on my life!

2 Serv. She scorns to give base silver.

3 Serv. Would she had been
Born every month in the year!

1 Serv. Month! every day!

2 Serv. Shew such another maid.

3 Serv. All happiness wait you!

Clar. Ill see your will done.

[Exeunt Sylli, Clarinda, and Servants.]

Enter Adorni wounded.

Cam. How, Adorni wounded!

Ador. A scratch got in your service, else not worth
Your observation: I bring not, madam,
In honour of your birthday, antique plate,
Or pearl, for which, the savage Indian dives
Into the bottom of the sea; nor diamonds
Hewn from steep rocks with danger. Such as give
To those that have, what they themselves want, aim at
A glad return with profit: yet, despise not
My offering at the altar of your favour,
Nor let the lowness of the giver lessen
The height of whats presented; since it is
A precious jewèl, almost forfeited,
And dimmed with clouds of infamy, redeemed,
And, in its natural splendour, with addition
Restored to the true owner.

Cam. How is this?

Ador. Not to hold you in suspense, I bring you, madam,
Your wounded reputation cured, the sting
Of virulent malice, festering your fair name,
Plucked out and trod on. That proud man, that was
Denied the honour of your bed, yet durst,
With his untrue reports, strumpet your fame,
Compelled by me, hath given himself the lie,
And in his own blood wrote it: − you may read
Fulgentio subscribed.

[Offering a paper.]

Cam. I am amazed!

Ador. It does deserve it, madam. Common service
Is fit for hinds, and the reward proportioned
To their conditions: therefore, look not on me
As a follower of your fathers fortunes, or
One that subsists on yours: − you frown! my service
Merits not this aspect.

Cam. Which of my favours,
I might say bounties, hath begot and nourished
This more than rude presumption? Since you had
An itch to try your desperate valour, wherefore
Went you not to the war? Couldst thou suppose
My innocence could ever fall so low
As to have need of thy rash sword to guard it
Against malicious slander? O how much
Those ladies are deceived and cheated when
The clearness and integrity of their actions
Do not defend themselves, and stand secure
On their own bases! Such as in a colour
Of seeming service give protection to them,
Betray their own strengths. Malice scorned, puts out
Itself; but argued, gives a kind of credit
To a false accusation. In this, your
Most memorable service, you believed
You did me right; but you have wronged me more
In your defence of my undoubted honour
Than false Fulgentio could.

Ador. I am sorry what was
So well intended is so ill received;

Re-enter Clarinda.

Yet, under your correction, you wished
Bertoldo had been present.

Cam. True, I did:
But he and you, sir, are not parallels,
Nor must you think yourself so.

Ador. I am what
Youll please to have me.

Cam. If Bertoldo had
Punished Fulgentios insolence, it had shewn
His love to her whom, in his judgment, he
Vouchsafed to make his wife; a height, I hope,
Which you dare not aspire to. The same actions
Suit not all men alike; but I perceive
Repentance in your looks. For this time, leave me;
I may forgive, perhaps forget, your folly:
Conceal yourself till this storm be blown over.
You will be sought for; yet, if my estate

[Gives him her hand to kiss.]

Can hinder it, shall not suffer in my service.

Ador. [Aside]
This is something yet, though I missed the mark I shot at.
[Exit.]

Cam. This gentleman is of a noble temper,
And I too harsh, perhaps, in my reproof:
Was I not, Clarinda?

Clar. I am not to censure
Your actions, madam; but there are a thousand
Ladies, and of good fame, in such a cause
Would be proud of such a servant.

Cam. It may be;

Enter a Servant.

Let me offend in this kind. − Why, uncalled for?

Serv. The signiors, madam, Gasparo and Antonio,
Selected friends of the renowned Bertoldo,
Put ashore this morning.

Cam. Without him?

Serv. I think so.

Cam. Never think more then.

Serv. They have been at court,
Kissed the kings hand; and, their first duties done
To him, appear ambitióus to tender
To you their second service.

Cam. Wait them hither.

[Exit Servant.]

Fear, do not rack me! Reason, now, if ever,
Haste with thy aids, and tell me, such a wonder
As my Bertoldo is, with such care fashioned,
Must not, nay, cannot, in Heavens providence

Enter Antonio and Gasparo.

So soon miscarry! − pray you, forbear; ere you take
The privilege, as strangers, to salute me,
(Excuse my manners,) make me first understand
How it is with Bertoldo.

Gasp. The relation
Will not, I fear, deserve your thanks.

Ant. I wish
Some other should inform you.

Cam. Is he dead?
You see, though with some fear, I dare enquire it.

Gasp. Dead! Would that were the worst; a debt were paid then,
Kings in their birth owe nature.

Cam. Is there aught
More terrible than death?

Ant. Yes, to a spirit
Like his; cruèl imprisonment, and that
Without the hope of freedom.

Cam. You abuse me:
The royal king cannot, in love to virtue,
(Though all springs of affection were dried up,)
But pay his ransom.

Gasp. When you know what tis,
You will think otherwise: no less will do it
Than fifty thousand crowns.

Cam. A petty sum,
The price weighed with the purchase: fifty thousand!
To the king tis nothing. He that can spare more
To his minion for a masque, cannot but ransom
Such a brother at a million. You wrong
The kings magnificence.

Ant. In your opinion;
But tis most certain: he does not alone
In himself refuse to pay it, but forbids
All other men.

Cam. Are you sure of this?

Gasp. You may read
The edict to that purpose, published by him;
That will resolve you.

Cam. Possible! pray you, stand off.
If I do not mutter treason to myself,
My heart will break; and yet I will not curse him;
He is my king. The news you have delivered
Makes me weary of your company; well salute
When we meet next. Ill bring you to the door.
Nay, pray you, no more compliments.

Gasp. One thing more,
And thats substantial: let your Adorni
Look to himself.

Ant. The king is much incensed
Against him for Fulgentio.

Cam. As I am,
For your slowness to depart.

Both. Farewell, sweet lady.

[Exeunt Gasparo and Antonio.]

Cam. O more than impious times! when not alone
Subordinate ministers of justice are
Corrupted and seduced, but kings themselves,
The greater wheels by which the lesser move,
Are broken, or disjointed! could it be else,
A king, to soothe his politic ends, should so far
Forsake his honour, as at once to break
The adamant chains of nature and religion,
To bind up atheism as a defence
To his dark counsels? Will it ever be,
That to deserve too much is dangerous,
And virtue, when too eminent, a crime?
Must she serve Fortune still, or, when stripped of
Her gay and glorious favours, lose the beauties
Of her own natural shape? O, my Bertoldo,
Thou only sun in honours sphere, how soon
Art thou eclipsed and darkened! not the nearness
Of blood prevailing on the king; nor all
The benefits to the general good dispensed,
Gaining a retributión! But that
To owe a courtesy to a simple virgin
Would take from the deserving, I find in me
Some sparks of fire, which, fanned with honours breath,
Might rise into a flame, and in men darken
Their usurped splendour. Ha! my aim is high,
And, for the honour of my sex, to fall so,
Can never prove inglorious. − Tis resolved:
Call in Adorni.

Clar. I am happy in
Such an employment, madam.

[Exit.]

Cam. Hes a man,
I know, that at a reverent distance loves me;
And such are ever faithful. What a sea
Of melting ice I walk on! what strange censures
Am I to undergo! but good intents
Deride all future rumours.

Re-enter Clarinda with Adorni.

Ador. I obey
Your summons, madam.

Cam. Leave the place, Clarinda;
One woman, in a secret of such weight,
Wise men may think too much:

[Exit Clarinda.]

nearer, Adorni.
I warrant it with a smile.

Ador. I cannot ask
Safer protection; whats your will?

Cam. To doubt
Your ready desire to serve me, or prepare you
With the repetitión of former merits,
Would, in my diffidence, wrong you: but I will,
And without circumstance, in the trust that I
Impose upon you, free you from suspicion.

Ador. I foster none of you.

Cam. I know you do not.
You are, Adomi, by the love you owe me −

Ador. The surest conjuration.

Cam. Take me with you, −
Love born of duty; but advance no further.
You are, sir, as I said, to do me service,
To undertake a task, in which your faith,
Judgment, discretion − in a word, your all
Thats good, must be engaged; nor must you study,
In the execution, but what may make
For the ends I aim at.

Ador. They admit no rivals.

Cam. You answer well. You have heard of Bertoldos
Captivity, and the kings neglect; the greatness
Of his ransom; fifty thousand crowns, Adorni;
Two parts of my estate!

Ador. [Aside] To what tends this?

Cam. Yet I so love the gentleman, for to you
I will confess my weakness, that I purpose
Now, when he is forsaken by the king,
And his own hopes, to ransom him, and receive him
Into my bosom, as my lawful husband −
Why change you colour?

Ador. Tis in wonder of
Your virtue, madam.

Cam. You must, therefore, to
Sienna for me, and pay to Gonzaga
This ransom for his liberty; you shall
Have bills of exchange along with you. Let him swear
A solemn contract to me; for you must be
My principal witness, if he should − but why
Do I entertain these jealousies? You will do this?

Ador. Faithfully, madam − [Aside] but not live long after.

Cam. One thing I had forgot: besides his freedom,
He may want accommodations; furnish him
According to his birth: and from Camiola
Deliver this kiss, printed on your lips,

[Kisses him.]

Sealed on his hand. You shall not see my blushes:
Ill instantly dispatch you.

[Exit.]

Ador. I am half
Hanged out o the way already. − Was there ever
Poor lover so employed against himself
To make way for his rival? I must do it.
Nay, more, I will. If loyalty can find
Recompense beyond hope or imagination,
Let it fall on me in the other world
As a reward, for in this I dare not hope it.

[Exit.]


Act IV


ACT IV, SCENE I.
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The Siennese.
A Camp before the Walls of Sienna.

Enter Gonzaga, Pierio, Roderigo, and Jacomo.

Gonz. You have seized upon the citadel, and disarmed
All that could make resistance?

Pier. Hunger had
Done that before we came; nor was the soldier
Compelled to seek for prey; the famished wretches,
In hope of mercy, as a sacrifice offered
All that was worth the taking.

Gonz. You proclaimed,
On pain of death, no violence should be offered
To any woman?

Rod. But it needed not;
For famine had so humbled them, and taen off
The care of their sexs honour, that there was not
So coy a beauty in the town, but would,
For half a mouldy biscuit, sell herself
To a poor bisognion, and without shrieking.

Gonz. Where is the Duke of Urbin?

Jac. Under guard,
As you directed.

Gonz. See the soldiers set
In rank and file, and, as the duchess passes,
Bid them vail their ensigns; and charge them on their lives,
Not to cry Whores!

Jac. The devil cannot fright them
From their military license. Though they know
They are her subjects, and will part with being
To do her service, yet, since shes a woman,
They will touch at her breech with their tongues; and 
that is all
That they can hope for.

[A shout, and a general cry within.]

[Within: Whores! whores!]

Gonz. O the devil! they are at it.
Hell stop their brawling throats. Again! make up,
And cudgel them into jelly.

Rod. To no purpose;
Though their mothers were there, they would have the same name for them.

[Exeunt.]


ACT IV, SCENE II.
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The same.
Another Part of the Camp.

Loud music. Enter Roderigo, Jacomo,
Pierio, Gonzaga, and Aurelia under a Canopy.
Astutio presents her with letters.

Gonz. I do beseech your highness not to ascribe,
To the want of discipline, the barbarous rudeness
Of the soldier, in his profanation of
Your sacred name and virtues.

Aurel. No, lord general;
Ive heard my father say oft, twas a custom
Usual in the camp; nor are they to be punished
For words, that have, in fact, deserved so well:
Let the one excuse the other.

All. Excellent princess!

Aurel. But for these aids from Sicily sent against us,
To blast our spring of conquest in the bud,
I cannot find, my lord ambassador,
How we should entertaint but as a wrong,
With purpose to detain us from our own,
Howeer the king endeavours, in his letters,
To mitigate the affront.

Astut. Your grace hereafter
May hear from me such strong assurances
Of his unlimited desires to serve you,
As will, I hope, drown in forgetfulness
The memory of whats past.

Aurel. We shall take time
To search the depth of t further, and proceed
As our council shall direct us.

Gonz. We present you
With the keys of the city; all lets are removed,
Your way is smooth and easy; at your feet
Your proudest enemy falls.

Aurel. We thank your valours:
A victory without blood is twice achieved,
And the disposure of it, to us tendered,
The greatest honour. Worthy captains, thanks!
My love extends itself to all.

Gonz. Make way there.

[A Guard drawn up; Aurelia passes through them.
Loud music.]

[Exeunt.]


ACT IV, SCENE III.
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Sienna.
A Room in the Prison.

Bertoldo is discovered in fetters, reading.

Bert. Tis here determined, (great examples, armed
With arguments, produced to make it good,)
That neither tyrants, nor the wrested laws,
The peoples frantic rage, sad exile, want,
Nor that which I endure, captivity,
Can do a wise man any injury.
Thus Seneca, when he wrote, thought. − But then
Felicity courted him; his wealth exceeding
A private mans; happy in the embraces
Of his chaste wife Paulina; his house full
Of children, clients, servants, flattering friends,
Soothing his lip-positions; and created
Prince of the senate, by the general voice,
At his new pupils suffrage: then, no doubt,
He held and did believe this. But no sooner
The princes frowns and jealousies had thrown him
Out of securitys lap, and a centurion
Had offered him what choice of death he pleased,
But told him, die he must; when straight the armour
Of his so boasted fortitude fell off,

[Throws away the book.]

Complaining of his frailty. Can it then
Be censured womanish weakness in me, if,
Thus clogged with irons, and the period
To close up all calamities denied me,
Which was presented Seneca, I wish
I neer had being; at least, never knew
What happiness was; or argue with Heavens justice,
Tearing my locks, and, in defiance, throwing
Dust in the air? or, falling on the ground, thus
With my nails and teeth to dig a grave, or rend
The bowels of the earth, my step-mother,
And not a natural parent? or thus practise
To die, and, as I were insensible,
Believe I had no motion?

[Falls on his face.]

Enter Gonzaga, Adorni, and Gaoler.

Gonz. There he is:
Ill not enquire by whom his ransoms paid,
I am satisfied that I have it; nor allege
One reason to excuse his cruèl usage,
As you may interpret it; let it suffice
It was my will to have it so. He is yours now,
Dispose of him as you please.

[Exit.]

Ador. [Aside] Howeer I hate him,
As one preferred before me, being a man,
He does deserve my pity. Sir! − he sleeps: −
Or is he dead? would he were a saint in Heaven!
Tis all the hurt I wish him. But I was not
Born to such happiness –

[Kneels by him.]

no, he breathes − come near,
And, ift be possible, without his feeling,
Take off his irons.

[His irons taken off.]

So; now leave us private.

[Exit Gaoler.]

He does begin to stir; and, as transported
With a joyful dream, how he stares! and feels his legs,
As yet uncertain whether it can be
True or fantastical.

Bert. [Rising.] Ministers of mercy,
Mock not calamity. Ha! tis no vision!
Or, if it be, the happiest that ever
Appeared to sinful flesh! Whos here? his face
Speaks him Adorni; − but some glorious angel,
Concealing its divinity in his shape,
Hath done this miracle, it being not an act
For wolfish man. Resolve me, if thou lookst for
Bent knees in adoration?

Ador. O forbear, sir!
I am Adorni, and the instrument
Of your deliverance; but the benefit
You owe another.

Bert. If he has a name,
As soon as spoken, tis writ on my heart
I am his bondman.

Ador. To the shame of men,
This great act is a womans.

Bert. The whole sex
For her sake must be deified. How I wander
In my imagination, yet cannot
Guess who this phoenix should be!

Ador. Tis Camiola.

Bert. Pray you, speakt again; theres music in her name.
Once more, I pray you, sir.

Ador. Camiola,
The MAID OF HONOUR.

Bert. Cursed atheist that I was,
Only to doubt it could be any other,
Since she alone, in the abstract of herself,
That small but ravishing substance, comprehends
Whatever is, or can be wished, in the
Idea of a woman! O what service,
Or sacrifice of duty, can I pay her,
If not to live and die her charitys slave,
Which is resolved already!

Ador. She expects not
Such a dominion oer you: yet, ere I
Deliver her demands, give me your hand:
On this, as she enjoined me, with my lips
I print her love and service, by me sent you.

Bert. I am oerwhelmed with wonder!

Ador. You must now,
Which is the sum of all that she desires,
By a solemn contract bind yourself, when she
Requires it, as a debt due for your freedom,
To marry her.

Bert. This does engage me further;
A payment! an increase of obligatión.
To marry her! − twas my nil ultra ever:
The end of my ambition. O that now
The holy man, she present, were prepared
To join our hands, but with that speed my heart
Wishes mine eyes might see her!

Ador. You must swear this.

Bert. Swear it! Collect all oaths and imprecations,
Whose least breach is damnation, and those
Ministered to me in a form more dreadful;
Set Heaven and hell before me, I will take them:
False to Camiola! − never. Shall I now
Begin my vows to you?

Ador. I am no churchman;
Such a one must file it on record: you are free;
And, that you may appear like to yourself,
(For so she wished,) heres gold, with which you may
Redeem your trunks and servants, and whatever
Of late you lost. I have found out the captain
Whose spoil they were; his name is Roderigo.

Bert. I know him.

Ador. I have done my parts.

Bert. So much, sir,
As I am ever yours fort. Now, methinks,
I walk in air! Divine Camiola −
But words cannot express thee: Ill build to thee
An altar in my soul, on which Ill offer
A still-increasing sacrifice of duty.

[Exit.]

Ador. What will become of me now is apparent.
Whether a poniard or a halter be
The nearest way to hell, (for I must thither,
After Ive killed myself,) is somewhat doubtful.
This Roman resolution of self-murder,
Will not hold water at the high tribunal,
When it comes to be argued; my good genius
Prompts me to this consideration. He
That kills himself to avoid misery, fears it,
And, at the best, shews but a bastard valour.
This lifes a fort committed to my trust,
Which I must not yield up till it be forced:
Nor will I. Hes not valiant that dares die,
But he that boldly bears calamity.

[Exit.]


ACT IV, SCENE IV.
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The same.
A State-room in the Palace.

A Flourish.
Enter Pierio, Roderigo, Jacomo, Gonzaga,
Aurelia, Ferdinand, Astutio, and Attendants.

Aurel. A seat here for the duke. It is our glory
To overcome with courtesies, not rigour;
The lordly Roman, who held it the height
Of human happiness to have kings and queens
To wait by his triumphant chariot-wheels,
In his insulting pride, deprived himself
Of drawing near the nature of the gods,
Best known for such, in being merciful. −
Yet, give me leave, but still with gentle language,
And with the freedom of a friend, to tell you,
To seek by force, what courtship could not win,
Was harsh, and never taught in Loves mild school.
Wise poets feign that Venus coach is drawn
By doves and sparrows, not by bears and tigers.
I spare the application.

Ferd. In my fortune,
Heavens justice hath confirmed it; yet, great lady,
Since my offence grew from excess of love,
And not to be resisted, having paid, too,
With loss of liberty, the forfeiture
Of my presumption, in your clemency
It may find pardon.

Aurel. You shall have just cause
To say it hath. The charge of the long siege
Defrayed, and the loss my subjects have sustained
Made good, since so far I must deal with caution,
You have your liberty.

Ferd. I could not hope for
Gentler conditions.

Aurel. My lord Gonzaga,
Since my coming to Sienna, Ive heard much of
Your prisoner, brave Bertoldo.

Gonz. Such an one,
Madam, I had.

Astut. And have still, sir, I hope.

Gonz. Your hopes deceive you. He is ransomed, madam.

Astut. By whom, I pray you, sir?

Gonz. You had best enquire
Of your intelligencer: I am no informer.

Astut. [Aside] I like not this.

Aurel. He is, as tis reported,
A goodly gentleman, and of noble parts;
A brother of your order.

Gonz. He was, madam,
Till he, against his oath, wronged you, a princess,
Which his religion bound him from.

Aurel. Great minds,
For trial of their valours, oft maintain
Quarrels that are unjust, yet without malice;
And such a fair construction I make of him:
I would see that brave enemy.

Gonz. My duty
Commands me to seek for him.

Aurel. Pray you do;
And bring him to our presence.

[Exit Gonzaga.]

Astut. [Aside] I must blast
His entertainment. − May it please your excellency,
He is a man debauched, and, for his riots,
Cast off by the king my master; and that, I hope, is
A crime sufficiènt.

Ferd. To you, his subjects,
That like as your king likes.

Aurel. But not to us;
We must weigh with our own scale.

Re-enter Gonzaga, with Bertoldo,
richly habited, and Adorni.

[Aside] This is he, sure.
How soon mine eye had found him! what a port
He bears! how well his bravery becomes him!
A prisoner! nay, a princely suitor, rather!
But Im too sudden.

Gonz. Madam, twas his suit,
Unsent for, to present his service to you
Ere his departure.

Aurel. [Aside] With what majesty
He bears himself!

Astut. The devil, I think, supplies him.
Ransomed, and thus rich too!

[Bertoldo kneeling; kisses her hand.]

Aurel. You ill deserve
The favour of our hand − we are not well,
Give us more air. −

[Descends suddenly.]

Gonz. What sudden qualm is this?

Aurel. That lifted yours against me.

Bert. Thus, once more,
I sue for pardon.

Aurel. [Aside] Sure his lips are poisoned,
And through these veins force passage to my heart,
Which is already seized on.

Bert. I wait, madam,
To know what your commands are; my designs
Exact me in another place.

Aurel. Before
You have our license to depart! If manners,
Civility of manners, cannot teach you
To attend our leisure, I must tell you, sir,
That you are still our prisoner; − nor had you
Commission to free him.

Gonz. Hows this, madam?

Aurel. You were my substitute, and wanted power,
Without my warrant, to dispose of him:
I will pay back his ransom ten times over,
Rather than quit my interest.

Bert. This is
Against the law of arms.

Aurel. [Aside] But not of love. −
Why, hath your entertainment, sir, been such,
In your restraint, that, with the wings of fear,
You would fly from it?

Bert. I know no man, madam,
Enamoured of his fetters, or delighting
In cold or hunger, or that would in reason
Prefer straw in a dungeón, before
A down-bed in a palace.

Aurel. How! − Come nearer:
Was his usage such?

Gonz. Yes; and it had been worse,
Had I forseen this.

Aurel. O thou mis-shaped monster!
In thee it is confirmed that such as have
No share in natures bounties know no pity
To such as have them. Look on him with my eyes,
And answer, then, whether this were a man
Whose cheeks of lovely fulness should be made
A prey to meagre famine? or these eyes,
Whose every glance stores Cupids emptied quiver,
To be dimmed with tedious watching? or these lips,
These ruddy lips, of whose fresh colour cherries
And roses were but copies, should grow pale
For want of nectar? or these legs, that bear
A burthen of more worth than is supported
By Atlas wearied shoulders, should be cramped
With the weight of iron? O, I could dwell ever
On this description!

Bert. Is this in derision,
Or pity of me?

Aurel. In your charity
Believe me innocent. Now you are my prisoner,
You shall have fairer quarter: you will shame
The place where you have been, should you now leave it,
Before you are recovered. Ill conduct you
To more convenient lodgings, and it shall be
My care to cherish you. Repine who dare;
It is our will. Youll follow me?

Bert. To the centre,
Such a Sybilla guiding me.

[Exeunt Aurelia, Bertoldo, and Attendants.]

Gonz. Who speaks first?

Ferd. We stand as we had seen Medusas head.

Pier. I know not what to think, I am so amazed.

Rod. Amazed! I am thunderstruck.

Jac. We are enchanted,
And this is some illusion.

Ador. [Aside] Heaven forbid!
In dark despair it shews a beam of hope:
Contain thy joy, Adorni.

Astut. Such a princess,
And of so long-experienced reservedness,
Break forth, and on the sudden, into flashes
Of more than doubted looseness!

Gonz. They come again,
Smiling, as I live! his arm circling her waist.
I shall run mad: − some fury hath possessed her.
If I speak, I may be blasted. Ha! Ill mumble
A prayer or two, and cross myself, and then,
Though the devil fart fire, have at him.

Re-enter Bertoldo and Aurelia.

Aurel. Let not, sir,
The violence of my passion nourish in you
An ill opinion; or, grant my carriage
Out of the road and garb of private women,
Tis still done with decorum. As I am
A princess, what I do is above censure,
And to be imitated.

Bert. Gracious madam,
Vouchsafe a little pause; for I am so rapt
Beyond myself, that, till I have collected
My scattered faculties, I cannot tender
My resolutión.

Aurel. Consider of it,
I will not be long from you.

[Bertoldo walks by musing.]

Gonz. Pray I cannot,
This cursèd object strangles my devotion:
I must speak, or I burst. – Pray, you, fair lady,
If you can, in courtesy direct me to
The chaste Aurelia.

Aurel. Are you blind? who are we?

Gonz. Another kind of thing. Her blood was governed
By her discretion, and not ruled her reason:
The reverence and majesty of Juno
Shined in her looks, and, coming to the camp,
Appeared a second Pallas. I can see
No such divinities in you: if I,
Without offence, may speak my thoughts, you are,
As twere, a wanton Helen.

Aurel. Good! ere long
You shall know me better.

Gonz. Why, if you are Aurelia,
How shall I dispose of the soldier?

Astut. May it please you
To hasten my dispatch?

Aurel. Prefer your suits
Unto Bertoldo; we will give him hearing,
And youll find him your best advocate.

[Exit.]

Astut. This is rare!

Gonz. What are we come to?

Rod. Grown up in a moment
A favourite!

Ferd. He does take state already.

Bert. No, no; it cannot be: − yet, but Camiola,
There is no step between me and a crown.
Then my ingratitude! a sin in which
All sins are comprehended! Aid me, Virtue,
Or I am lost.

Gonz. May it please your excellence −
Second me, sir.

Bert. Then my so horrid oaths,
And hell-deep imprecations made against it!

Astut. The king, your brother, will thank you for the advancement
Of his affairs.

Bert. And yet who can hold out
Against such batteries as her power and greatness
Raise up against my weak defences!

Gonz. Sir,

Re-enter Aurelia.

Do you dream waking? Slight, shes here again!
Walks she on woollen feet!

Aurel. You dwell too long
In your deliberatión, and come
With a cripples pace to that which you should fly to.

Bert. It is confessed: yet why should I, to win
From you, that hazard all to my poor nothing,
By false play send you off a loser from me?
I am already too, too much engaged
To the king my brothers anger; and who knows
But that his doubts and politic fears, should you
Make me his equal, may draw war upon
Your territories? Were that breach made up,
I should with joy embrace what now I fear
To touch but with due reverence.

Aurel. That hindrance
Is easily removed. I owe the king
For a royal visit, which I straight will pay him;
And having first reconciled you to his favour,
A dispensatión shall meet with us.

Bert. I am wholly yours.

Aurel. On this book seal it.

Gonz. What, hand and lip too! then the bargains sure. −
You have no employment for me?

Aurel. Yes, Gonzaga;
Provide a royal ship.

Gonz. A ship! St. John,
Whither are we bound now?

Aurel. You shall know hereafter.
My lord, your pardon, for my too much trenching
Upon your patience.

Ador. [Aside to Bertoldo] Camiola!

Aurel. How do you?

Bert. Indisposed; but I attend you.

[Exeunt all but Adorni.]

Ador. The heavy curse that waits on perjury,
And foul ingratitude, pursue thee ever!
Yet why from me this? in his breach of faith
My loyalty finds reward: what poisons him,
Proves mithridate to me. I have performed
All she commanded, punctually; and now,
In the clear mirror of my truth, she may
Behold his falsehood. O that I had wings
To bear me to Palermo! This once known,
Must change her love into a just disdain,
And work her to compassion of my pain.

[Exit.]


ACT IV, SCENE V.
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Palermo.
A Room in Camiolas House.

Enter Sylli, Camiola, and Clarinda,
at several doors.

Syl. Undone! undone! − poor I, that whilome was
The top and ridge of my house, am, on the sudden,
Turned to the pitifullest animal
O the lineage of the Syllis!

Cam. Whats the matter?

Syl. The king − break, girdle, break!

Cam. Why, what of him?

Syl. Hearing how far you doted on my person,
Growing envious of my happiness, and knowing
His brother, nor his favourite, Fulgentio,
Could get a sheeps eye from you, I being present,
Is come himself a suitor, with the awl
Of his authority to bore my nose,
And take you from me − Oh, oh, oh!

Cam. Do not roar so:
The king!

Syl. The king. Yet loving Sylli is not
So sorry for his own, as your misfortune;
If the king should carry you, or you bear him,
What a loser should you be! He can but make you
A queen, and what a simple thing is that,
To the being my lawful spouse! the world can never
Afford you such a husband.

Cam. I believe you.
But how are you sure the king is so inclined?
Did not you dream this?

Syl. With these eyes I saw him
Dismiss his train, and lighting from his coach,
Whispering Fulgentio in the ear.

Cam. If so,
I guess the business.

Syl. It can be no other,
But to give me the bob, that being a matter
Of main importance. Yonder they are; I dare not

Enter Roberto and Fulgentio.

Be seen, I am so desperate: if you forsake me,
Send me word, that I may provide a willow garland,
To wear when I drown myself. O Sylli, Sylli!

[Exit crying.]

Fulg. It will be worth your pains, sir, to observe
The constancy and bravery of her spirit.
Though great men tremble at your frowns, I dare
Hazard my head, your majesty, set off
With terror, cannot fright her.

Rob. [Aside] May she answer
My expectation!

Fulg. There she is.

Cam. My knees thus
Bent to the earth, while my vows are sent upward
For the safety of my sovereign, pay the duty
Due for so great an honour, in this favour
Done to your humblest handmaid.

Rob. You mistake me;
I come not, lady, that you may report
The king, to do you honour, made your house
(He being there) his court; but to correct
Your stubborn disobedience. A pardon
For that, could you obtain it, were well purchased
With this humility.

Cam. A pardon, sir!
Till I am conscióus of an offence,
I will not wrong my innocence to beg one.
What is my crime, sir?

Rob. Look on him I favour,
By you scorned and neglected.

Cam. Is that all, sir?

Rob. No, minion; though that were too much. How can you
Answer the setting on your desperate bravo
To murder him?

Cam. With your leave, I must not kneel, sir,
While I reply to this: but thus rise up
In my defence, and tell you, as a man,
(Since, when you are unjust, the deity,
Which you may challenge as a king, parts from you,)
Twas never read in holy writ, or moral,
That subjects on their loyalty were obliged
To love their sovereigns vices; your grace, sir,
To such an undeserver is no virtue.

Fulg. What think you now, sir?

Cam. Say, you should love wine,
You being the king, and, cause I am your subject,
Must I be ever drunk? Tyrants, not kings,
By violénce, from humble vassals force
The liberty of their souls. I could not love him;
And to compel affection, as I take it,
Is not found in your prerogative.

Rob. [Aside] Excellent virgin!
How I admire her confidence!

Cam. He complains
wrong done him: but, be no more a king,
Unless you do me right. Burn your decrees,
And of your laws and statutes make a fire
To thaw the frozen numbness of delinquents,
If he escape unpunished. Do your edicts
Call it death in any man that breaks into
Anothers house to rob him, though of trifles;
And shall Fulgentio, your Fulgentio, live,
Who hath committed more than sacrilege,
In the pollutión of my clear fame,
By his malicious slanders?

Rob. Have you done this?
Answer truly, on your life.

Fulg. In the heat of blood,
Some such thing I reported.

Rob. Out of my sight!
For I vow, if by true penitence thou win not
This injured virgin to sue out thy pardon,
Thy grave is digged already.

Fulg. [Aside] By my own folly
I have made a fair hand of t.

[Exit.]

Rob. You shall know, lady,
While I wear a crown, justice shall use her sword
To cut offenders off, though nearest to us.

Cam. Ay, now you shew whose deputy you are:
If now I bathe your feet with tears, it cannot
Be censured superstition.

Rob. You must rise;
Rise in our favour and protection ever.

[Kisses her.]

Cam. Happy are subjects, when the prince is still
Guided by justice, not his passionate will.

[Exeunt.]


Act V


ACT V, SCENE I.
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The Same.
A Room in Camiolas House.

Enter Camiola and Sylli.

Cam. You see how tender I am of the quiet
And peace of your affection, and what great ones
I put off in your favour.

Syl. You do wisely,
Exceeding wisely; and when I have said,
I thank you fort, be happy.

Cam. And good reason,
In having such a blessing.

Syl. When you have it;
But the bait is not yet ready. Stay the time,
While I triumph by myself. − King, by your leave,
I have wiped your royal nose without a napkin;
You may cry, Willow, willow! for your brother,
Ill only say, Go by! for my fine favourite,
He may graze where he please; his lips may water
Like a puppys oer a furmenty pot, while Sylli
Out of his two-leaved cherry-stone dish drinks nectar!
I cannot hold out any longer; Heaven forgive me!
Tis not the first oath I have broke; I must take
A little for a preparative.

[Offers to kiss and embrace her.]

Cam. By no means.
If you forswear yourself, we shall not prosper:
Ill rather lose my longing.

Syl. Pretty soul!
How careful it is of me! let me buss yet
Thy little dainty foot fort: that, Im sure, is
Out of my oath.

Cam. Why, if thou canst dispense witht
So far, Ill not be scrupulous; such a favour
My amorous shoe-maker steals.

Syl. O most rare leather!

[Kisses her shoe often.]

I do begin at the lowest, but in time
I may grow higher.

Cam. Fie! you dwell too long there:
Rise, prithee rise.

Syl. O, I am up already.

Enter Clarinda, hastily.

Cam. How I abuse my hours! − What news with thee, now?

Clar. Off with that gown, tis mine; mine by your promise:
Signior Adorni is returned! now upon entrance!
Off with it, off with it, madam!

Cam. Be not so hasty:
When I go to bed, tis thine.

Syl. You have my grant too;
But, do you hear, lady, though I give way to this,
You must hereafter ask my leave, before
You part with things of moment.

Cam. Very good;
When Im yours Ill be governed.

Syl. Sweet obedience!

Enter Adorni.

Cam. You are well returned.

Ador. I wish that the success
Of my service had deserved it.

Cam. Lives Bertoldo?

Ador. Yes, and returned with safety.

Cam. Tis not then
In the power of fate to add to, or take from
My perfect happiness; and yet − he should
Have made me his first visit.

Ador. So I think too;
But he −

Syl. Durst not appear, I being present;
Thats his excuse, I warrant you.

Cam. Speak, where is he?
With whom? who hath deserved more from him? or
Can be of equal merit? I in this
Do not except the king.

Ador. Hes at the palace,
With the Duchess of Sienna. One coach brought them hither,
Without a third: hes very gracious with her;
You may conceive the rest.

Cam. My jealous fears
Make me to apprehend.

Ador. Pray you dismiss
Signior Wisdom, and Ill make relation to you
Of the particulars.

Cam. Servant, I would have you
To haste unto the court.

Syl. I will outrun
A footman for your pleasure.

Cam. There observe
The duchess train, and entertainment.

Syl. Fear not;
I will discover all that is of weight,
To the liveries of her pages and her footmen.
This is fit employment for me.

[Exit.]

Cam. Gracious with
The duchess! sure, you said so?

Ador. I will use
All possible brevity to inform you, madam,
Of what was trusted to me, and discharged
With faith and loyal duty.

Cam. I believe it;
You ransomed him, and supplied his wants − imagine
That is already spoken; and what vows
Of service he made to me, is apparent;
His joy of me, and wonder too, perspicuous;
Does not your story end so?

Ador. Would the end
Had answered the beginning! − In a word,
Ingratitude and perjury at the height
Cannot express him.

Cam. Take heed.

Ador. Truth is armed,
And can defend itself. It must out, madam:
I saw (the presence full) the amorous duchess
Kiss and embrace him; on his part accepted
With equal ardour; and their willing hands
No sooner joined, but a remove was published,
And put in executión.

Cam. The proofs are
Too pregnant. O Bertoldo!

Ador. Hes not worth
Your sorrow, madam.

Cam. Tell me, when you saw this,
Did not you grieve, as I do now to hear it?

Ador. His precipice from goodness raising mine,
And serving as a foil to set my faith off,
I had little reason.

Cam. In this you confess
The devilish malice of your disposition.
As you were a man, you stood bound to lament it;
And not, in flattery of your false hopes,
To glory in it. When good men pursue
The path marked out by virtue, the blest saints
With joy look on it, and seraphic angels
Clap their celestial wings in heavenly plaudits
To see a scene of grace so well presented,
The fiends, and men made up of envy, mourning.
Whereas now, on the contrary, as far
As their divinity can partake of passion,
With me they weep, beholding a fair temple,
Built in Bertoldos loyalty, turned to ashes
By the flames of his inconstancy, the damned
Rejoicing in the object. – Tis not well
In you, Adorni.

Ador. [Aside] What a temper dwells
In this rare virgin!
[To Camiola] Can you pity him,
That hath shewn none to you?

Cam. I must not be
Cruèl by his example. You, perhaps,
Expect now I should seek recovery
Of what I have lost, by tears, and with bent knees
Beg his compassion. No; my towering virtue,
From the assurance of my merit, scorns
To stoop so low. Ill take a nobler course,
And, confident in the justice of my cause,
The king his brother, and new mistress, judges,
Ravish him from her arms. You have the contract,
In which he swore to marry me?

Ador. Tis here, madam.

Cam. He shall be, then, against his will, my husband;
And when I have him, Ill so use him! − Doubt not,
But that, your honesty being unquestioned,
This writing, with your testimony, clears all.

Ador. And buries me in the dark mists of error.

Cam. Ill presently to court; pray you, give order
For my caroch.

Ador. [Aside] A cart for me were fitter,
To hurry me to the gallows.

[Exit.]

Cam. O false men!
Inconstant! perjured! My good angel help me,
In these my extremities!

Re-enter Sylli.

Syl. If you eer will see brave sight,
Lose it not now. Bertoldo and the duchess
Are presently to be married: theres such pomp
And preparation!

Cam. If I marry, tis
This day, or never.

Syl. Why, with all my heart;
Though I break this, Ill keep the next oath I make,
And then it is quit.

Cam. Follow me to my cabinet;
You know my confessor, Father Paulo?

Syl. Yes: shall he
Do the feat for us?

Cam. I will give in writing
Directions to him, and attire myself
Like a virgin bride; and something I will do
That shall deserve mens praise, and wonder too.

Syl. And I, to make all know I am not shallow,
Will have my points of cochineal and yellow.

[Exeunt.]


ACT V, SCENE II.
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The Same.
A State-room in the Palace.

Loud music. Enter Roberto, Bertoldo, Aurelia,
Ferdinand, Astutio, Gonzaga, Roderigo,
Jacomo, Pierio, a Bishop, and Attendants.

Rob. Had our división been greater, madam,
Your clemency, the wrong being done to you,
In pardon of it, like the rod of concord,
Must make a perfect union. − Once more,
With a brotherly affection, we receive you
Into our favour: let it be your study
Hereafter to deserve this blessing, far
Beyond your merit.

Bert. As the princess grace
To me is without limit, my endeavours,
With all obsequiousness to serve her pleasures,
Shall know no bounds: nor will I, being made
Her husband, eer forget the duty that
I owe her as a servant.

Aurel. I expect not
But fair equality, since I well know,
If that superiority be due,
Tis not to me. When you are made my consort,
All the prerogatives of my high birth cancelled,
Ill practice the obedience of a wife,
And freely pay it. Queens themselves, if they
Make choice of their inferiors, only aiming
To feed their sensual appetites, and to reign
Over their husbands, in some kind commit
Authorized whoredom; nor will I be guilty,
In my intent of such a crime.

Gonz. This done,
As it is promised, madam, may well stand for
A precedent to great women: but, when once
The griping hunger of desire is cloyed,
And the poor fool advanced, brought on his knees,
Most of your eagle breed, Ill not say all,
Ever excepting you, challenge again
What, in hot blood, they parted from.

Aurel. You are ever
An enemy of our sex; − but you, I hope, sir,
Have better thoughts.

Bert. I dare not entertain
An ill one of your goodness.

Rob. To my power
I will enable him, to prevent all danger
Envy can raise against your choice. One word more
Touching the articles.

Enter Fulgentio, Camiola, Sylli, and Adorni.

Fulg. In you alone
Lie all my hopes; you can or kill or save me;
But pity in you will become you better
(Though I confess in justice tis denied me)
Than too much rigour.

Cam. I will make your peace
As far as it lies in me; but must first
Labour to right myself.

Aurel. Or add or alter
What you think fit; in him I have my all:
Heaven make me thankful for him!

Rob. On to the temple.

Cam. Stay, royal sir; and as you are a king,
Erect one here, in doing justice to
An injured maid.

Aurel. Hows this?

Bert. O, I am blasted!

Rob. I have given some proof, sweet lady, of my promptness
To do you right, you need not, therefore, doubt me;
And rest assured, that, this great work dispatched,
You shall have audience, and satisfaction
To all you can demand.

Cam. To do me justice
Exacts your present care, and can admit
Of no delay. If, ere my cause be heard,
In favour of your brother you go on, sir,
Your sceptre cannot right me. Hes the man,
The guilty man, whom I accuse; and you
Stand bound in duty, as you are supreme,
To be impartial. Since you are a judge,
As a delinquent look on him, and not
As on a brother: Justice painted blind,
Infers her ministers are obliged to hear
The cause, and truth, the judge, determine of it:
And not swayed or by favour or affection,
By a false gloss, or wrested comment, alter
The true intent and letter of the law.

Rob. Nor will I, madam.

Aurel. You seem troubled, sir.

Gonz. His colour changes too.

Cam. The alteration
Grows from his guilt. The goodness of my cause
Begets such confidence in me, that I bring
No hired tongue to plead for me, that with gay
Rhetorical flourishes may palliate
That which, stripped naked, will appear deformed.
I stand here mine own advocate; and my truth,
Delivered in the plainest language, will
Make good itself; nor will I, if the king
Give suffrage to it, but admit of you,
My greatest enemy, and this stranger prince,
To sit assistants with him.

Aurel. I neer wronged you.

Cam. In your knowledge of the injury, I believe it;
Nor will you, in your justice, when you are
Acquainted with my interest in this man,
Which I lay claim to.

Rob. Let us take our seats.
What is your title to him?

Cam. By this contract,
Sealed solemnly before a reverend man,

[Presents a paper to the king.]

I challenge him for my husband.

Syl. Ha! was I
Sent for the friar for this? O Sylli! Sylli!
Some cordial, or I faint.

Rob. This writing is
Authentical.

Aurel. But, done in heat of blood,
Charmed by her flatteries, as no doubt he was,
To be dispensed with.

Ferd. Add this, if you please,
The distance and disparity between
Their births and fortunes.

Cam. What can Innocence hope for,
When such as sit her judges are corrupted!
Disparity of birth or fortune, urge you?
Or Syren charms? or, at his best, in me
Wants to deserve him? Call some few days back,
And, as he was, consider him, and you
Must grant him my inferior. Imagine
You saw him now in fetters, with his honour,
His liberty lost; with her black wings Despair
Circling his miseries, and this Gonzaga
Trampling on his afflictions; the great sum
Proposed for his redemptión; the king
Forbidding payment of it; his near kinsmen,
With his protesting followers and friends,
Falling off from him; by the whole world forsaken;
Dead to all hope, and buried in the grave
Of his calamities; and then weigh duly
What she deserved, whose merits now are doubted,
That, as his better angel, in her bounties
Appeared unto him, his great ransom paid,
His wants, and with a prodigal hand, supplied;
Whether, then, being my manumisèd slave,
He owed not himself to me?

Aurel. Is this true?

Rob. In his silence tis acknowledged.

Gonz. If you want
A witness to this purpose, Ill depose it.

Cam. If I have dwelt too long on my deservings
To this unthankful man, pray you pardon me;
The cause required it. And though now I add
A little, in my painting to the life
His barbarous ingratitude, to deter
Others from imitation, let it meet with
A fair interpretatión. This serpent,
Frozen to numbness, was no sooner warmed
In the bosom of my pity and compassion,
But, in return, he ruined his preserver,
The prints the irons had made in his flesh
Still ulcerous; but all that I had done,
My benefits, in sand or water written,
As they had never been, no more remembered!
And on what ground, but his ambitious hopes
To gain this duchess favour?

Aurel. Yes; the object,
Look on it better, lady, may excuse.
The change of his affectión.

Cam. The object!
In what? forgive me, modesty, if I say
You look upon your form in the false glass
Of flattery and self-love, and that deceives you.
That you were a duchess, as I take it, was not
Charactered on your face; and, that not seen,
For other feature, make all these, that are
Experienced in women, judges of them.
And, if they are not parasites, they must grant,
For beauty without art, though you storm at it,
I may take the right-hand file.

Gonz. Well said, i faith!
I see fair women on no terms will yield
Priority in beauty.

Cam. Down, proud heart!
Why do I rise up in defence of that
Which, in my cherishing of it, hath undone me?
No, madam, I recant, − you are all beauty,
Goodness, and virtue; and poor I not worthy
As a foil to set you off: enjoy your conquest;
But do not tyrannize. Yet, as I am,
In my lowness, from your height you may look on me,
And, in your suffrage to me, make him know
That, though to all men else I did appear
The shame and scorn of women, he stands bound
To hold me as the masterpiece.

Rob. By my life,
You have shewn yourself of such an abject temper,
So poor and low-conditioned, as I grieve for
Your nearness to me.

Ferd. I am changed in my
Opinion of you, lady; and profess
The virtues of your mind an ample fortune
For an absolute monarch.

Gonz. Since you are resolved
To damn yourself, in your forsaking of
Your noble order for a woman, do it
For this. You may search through the world, and meet not
With such another phoenix.

Aurel. On the sudden
I feel all fires of love quenched in the water
Of my compassion. − Make your peace; you have
My free consent; for here I do disclaim
All interest in you: − and, to further your
Desires, fair maid, composed of worth and honour,
The dispensatión procured by me,
Freeing Bertoldo from his vow, makes way
To your embraces.

Bert. Oh, how have I strayed,
And wilfully, out of the noble track
Marked me by virtue! till now, I was never
Truly a prisoner. To excuse my late
Captivity, I might allege the malice
Of fortune; you, that conquered me, confessing
Courage in my defence was no way wanting.
But now I have surrendered up my strengths
Into the power of Vice, and on my forehead
Branded, with mine own hand, in capital letters,
DISLOYAL, and INGRATEFUL. Though barred from
Human society, and hissed into
Some desert neer yet haunted with the curses
Of men and women, sitting as a judge
Upon my guilty self, I must confess
It justly falls upon me; and one tear,
Shed in compassion of my sufferings, more
Than I can hope for.

Cam. This compunction
For the wrong that you have done me, though you should
Fix here, and your true sorrow move no further,
Will, in respect I loved once, make these eyes
Two springs of sorrow for you.

Bert. In your pity
My cruelty shews more monstrous: yet I am not,
Though most ingrateful, grown to such a height
Of impudence, as, in my wishes only,
To ask your pardon. If, as now I fall
Prostrate before your feet, you will vouchsafe
To act your own revenge, treading upon me
As a viper eating through the bowels of
Your benefits, to whom, with liberty,
I owe my being, twill take from the burthen
That now is insupportable.

Cam. Pray you, rise;
As I wish peace and quiet to my soul,
I do forgive you heartily: yet, excuse me,
Though I deny myself a blessing that,
By the favour of the duchess, seconded
With your submission, is offered to me;
Let not the reason I allege fort grieve you, −
You have been false once. − I have done: and if,
When I am married, as this day I will be,
As a perfect sign of your atonement with me,
You wish me joy, I will receive it for
Full satisfaction of all obligations
In which you stand bound to me.

Bert. I will do it,
And, whats more, in despite of sorrow, live
To see myself undone, beyond all hope
To be made up again.

Syl. My blood begins
To come to my heart again.

Cam. Pray you, Signior Sylli,
Call in the holy friar: hes prepared
For finishing the work.

Syl. I knew I was
The man: Heaven make me thankful!

Rob. Who is this?

Astut. His father was the banker of Palermo,
And this the heir of his great wealth; his wisdom
Was not hereditary.

Syl. Though you know me not,
Your majesty owes me a round sum; I have
A seal or two to witness; yet, if you please
To wear my colours, and dance at my wedding,
Ill never sue you.

Rob. And Ill grant your suit.

Syl. Gracious madonna, noble general,
Brave captains, and my quondam rivals, wear them,

[Gives them favours.]

Since I am confident you dare not harbour
A thought but that way current.

[Exit.]

Aurel. For my part
I cannot guess the issue.

Re-enter Sylli with Father Paulo.

Syl. Do your duty;
And with all speed you can, you may dispatch us.

Paul. Thus, as a principal ornament to the church,
I seize her.

All. How!

Rob. So young, and so religious!

Paul. She has forsook the world.

Syl. And Sylli too!
I shall run mad.

Rob. Hence with the fool!

[Sylli is thrust off.]

Proceed, sir.

Paul. Look on this MAID OF HONOUR, now
Truly honoured in her vow
She pays to Heavèn: vain delight
By day, or pleasure of the night,
She no more thinks of. This fair hair
(Favours for great kings to wear)
Must now be shorn; her rich array
Changed into a homely gray:
The dainties with which she was fed,
And her proud flesh pamperéd,
Must not be tasted; from the spring,
For wine, cold water we will bring;
And with fasting mortify
The feasts of sensuality.
Her jewèls, beads; and she must look
Not in a glass, but holy book,
To teach her the neer-erring way
To immortality. O may
She, as she purposes to be
A child new-born to piety,
Perséver in it. and good men,
With saints and angels, say, Amen!

Cam. This is the marriage! this the port to which
My vows must steer me! Fill my spreading sails
With the pure wind of your devotions for me,
That I may touch the secure haven, where
Eternal happiness keeps her residence,
Temptatións to frailty never entering!
I am dead to the world, and thus dispose
Of what I leave behind me; and, dividing
My state into three parts, I thus bequeath it:
The first to the fair nunnery, to which
I dedicate the last and better part
Of my frail life; a second portión
To pious uses; and the third to thee,
Adorni, for thy true and faithful service;
And, ere I take my last farewell, with hope
To find a grant, my suit to you is, that
You would, for my sake, pardon this young man,
And to his merits love him, and no further.

Rob. I thus confirm it.

[Gives his hand to Fulgentio.]

Cam. [To Bertoldo] And, as eer you hope,
Like me, to be made happy, I conjure you
To reassume your order; and in fighting
Bravely against the enemies of our faith,
Redeem your mortgaged honour.

Gonz. I restore this:

[Gives him the white cross.]

Once more brothers in arms.

Bert. Ill live and die so.

Cam. To you my pious wishes! And, to end
All differences, great sir, I beseech you
To be an arbitrator, and compound
The quarrel long continuing between
The duke and duchess.

Rob. I will take it into
My special care.

Cam. I am then at rest. Now, father,
Conduct me where you please.

[Exeunt Paulo and Camiola.]

Rob. She well deserves
Her name, THE MAID OF HONOUR! May she stand,
To all posterity, a fair example
For noble maids to imitate! Since to live
In wealth and pleasures common, but to part with
Such poisoned baits is rare; there being nothing
Upon this stage of life to be commended,
Though well begun, till it be fully ended.

[Flourish. Exeunt.]

FINIS


The Duke of Milan (c. 1621)
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The Duke of Milan was first published in quarto form in 1623 by the stationer Edward Blackmore. In the Stationers Register, it was listed as A Play Called Sforza: Duke of Millaine, made by Mr Messenger on 20 January 1623. The first edition was dedicated to Lady Catherine Stanhope, the sister of Henry Hastings, 5th Earl of Huntingdon. Hastings was the primary patron of playwright John Fletcher, with whom Massinger collaborated with multiple times. The play is thought to have been first performed in c. 1622 by The Kings Men at the Blackfriars Theatre. In 1779, dramatist and civil servant Richard Cumberland staged a heavily adapted and unsuccessful version of the work in Covent Garden, while the original was revived by actor Edmund Dean in 1816 to a similarly dismal public reception.

The Duke of Milan is very loosely based on events and real people in Lombardy during the 1520s. There are several deviations in the play from historical reality, including the fact that Massingers Duke, Ludovico Sforza, was actually the Duke thirty years earlier in the late fifteenth century. It was Ludovicos second son, Francisco II, who ruled Milan as Duke during the early 1520s. The play centres on Sforzas obsession with his wife, his controlling and violent jealousy and his misgovernment of Milan, where he has allowed his private passions to cause disorder within his court. Massinger was inspired by Shakespeares Othello, as well as Thomas Middletons 1611 play, The Second Maidens Tragedy. However, the central plot owes its greatest debt to the story of Herod the Great and his wife Mariamne I, as recorded in the books The Jewish War and Antiquities of the Jews by the first-century Roman-Jewish historian, Titus Flavius Josephus.
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Massinger was educated at St. Alban Hall, Oxford as the son of a gentleman. His father, who had also been educated at St. Alban Hall, was a Member of Parliament, and was attached to the household of Henry Herbert, 2nd Earl of Pembroke. 
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Front quad, view opposite the chapel — the oldest building in the college. Massinger left Oxford without a degree in 1606. His father had died in 1603, perhaps leaving him without financial assistance.
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DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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The Milanese

Ludovico Sforza, supposed Duke of Milan.
Marcelia, the Duchess, wife to Sforza.
A Gentlewoman, serves the Duchess.
Isabella, mother to Sforza.

Francisco, Sforzas especial favourite.
Mariana, wife to Francisco, and sister of Sforza.
Graccho, a creature of Mariana.
Eugenia, sister to Francisco.

Tiberio, a Lord of Sforzas Council.
Stephano, a Lord of Sforzas Council.

Julio, a Courtier.
Giovanni, a Courtier.

Three Gentlemen. Fiddlers. An Officer. Two Doctors.
Two Couriers.

The Spanish

Charles, the Emperor.
Hernando, a Captain to the Emperor.
Medina, a Captain to the Emperor.
Alphonso, a Captain to the Emperor.

Pescara, serves the Emperor, but a friend to Sforza.

As well as Guards, Servants, Attendants.

SCENE:
The first and second acts, in Milan;
during part of the third, in the Imperial
Camp near Pavia; the rest of the play,
in Milan, and its neighbourhood.


Act I


ACT I, SCENE I.
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Milan.
An outer Room in the Castle.

Enter Graccho, Julio, and Giovanni, with flaggons.

Grac. Take every man his flaggon: give the oath
To all you meet; I am this day the state-drunkard,
I am sure against my will; and if you find
A man at ten thats sober, hes a traitor,
And, in my name, arrest him.

Jul. Very good, sir:
But, say he be a sexton?

Grac. If the bells
Ring out of tune, as if the street were burning,
And he cry, Tis rare music! bid him sleep:
Tis a sign he has taen his liquor; and if you meet
An officer preaching of sobriety,
Unless he read it in Geneva print,
Lay him by the heels.

Jul. But think you tis a fault
To be found sober?

Grac. It is capital treason:
Or, if you mitigate it, let such pay
Forty crowns to the poor: but give a pension
To all the magistrates you find singing catches,
Or their wives dancing; for the courtiers reeling,
And the duke himself, I dare not say distempered,
But kind, and in his tottering chair carousing,
They do the country service; if you meet
One that eats bread, a child of ignorance,
And bred up in the darkness of no drinking,
Against his will you may initiate him
In the true posture; though he die in the taking
His drench, it skills not: whats a private man,
For the public honour! Weve nought else to think on.
And so, dear friends, copartners in my travails,
Drink hard; and let the health run through the city,
Until it reel again, and with me cry,
Long live the duchess!

Enter Tiberio and Stephano.

Jul. Here are two lords; − what think you?
Shall we give the oath to them?

Grac. Fie! no: I know them,
You need not swear them; your lord, by his patent,
Stands bound to take his rouse. Long live the duchess!

[Exeunt Graccho, Julio, and Giovanni.]

Steph. The cause of this? but yesterday the court
Wore the sad livery of distrust and fear;
No smile, not in a buffoon to be seen,
Or common jester: the great duke himself
Had sorrow in his face! which, waited on
By his mother, sister, and his fairest duchess,
Dispersed a silent mourning through all Milan;
As if some great blow had been given the state,
Or were at least expected.

Tib. Stephano,
I know as you are noble, you are honest,
And capable of secrets of more weight
Than now I shall deliver. If that Sforza,
The present duke, (though his whole life hath been
But one continued pilgrimage through dangers,
Affrights, and horrors, which his fortune, guided
By his strong judgment, still hath overcome,)
Appears now shaken, it deserves no wonder:
All that his youth hath laboured for, the harvest
Sown by his industry ready to be reaped too,
Being now at stake; and all his hopes confirmed,
Or lost for ever.

Steph. I know no such hazard:
His guards are strong and sure, his coffers full;
The people well affected; and so wisely
His provident care hath wrought, that though war rages
In most parts of our western world, there is
No enemy near us.

Tib. Dangers that we see
To threaten ruin are with ease prevented;
But those strike deadly, that come unexpected:
The lightning is far off, yet, soon as seen,
We may behold the terrible effects
That it produceth. But Ill help your knowledge,
And make his cause of fear familiar to you.
The wars so long continuéd between
The Emperor Charles and Francis the French king,
Have interessed, in eithers cause, the most
Of the Italian princes; among which, Sforza,
As one of greatest power, was sought by both;
But with assurance, having one his friend,
The other lived his enemy.

Steph. Tis true:
And twas a doubtful choice.

Tib. But he, well knowing,
And hating too, it seems, the Spanish pride,
Lent his assistance to the King of France:
Which hath so far incensed the emperor,
That all his hopes and honours are embarked
With his great patrons fortune.

Steph. Which stands fair,
For aught I yet can hear.

Tib. But should it change,
The dukes undone. They have drawn to the field
Two royal armies, full of fiery youth;
Of equal spirit to dare, and power to do:
So near intrenched, that tis beyond all hope
Of human counsel they can eer be severed,
Until it be determined by the sword,
Who hath the better cause: for the success
Concludes the victor innocent, and the vanquished
Most miserably guilty. How uncertain
The fortune of the war is, children know;
And, it being in suspense on whose fair tent
Winged Victory will make her glorious stand,
You cannot blame the duke, though he appear
Perplexed and troubled.

Steph. But why, then,
In such a time, when every knee should bend
For the success and safety of his person,
Are these loud triumphs? In my weak opinion,
They are unseasonable.

Tib. I judge so too;
But only in the cause to be excused.
It is the duchess birthday, once a year
Solemnized with all pomp and ceremony;
In which the duke is not his own, but hers:
Nay, every day, indeed, he is her creature,
For never man so doted; − but to tell
The tenth part of his fondness to a stranger,
Would argue me of fiction.

Steph. Shes, indeed,
A lady of most exquisite form.

Tib. She knows it,
And how to prize it.

Steph. I neer heard her tainted
In any point of honour.

Tib. On my life,
Shes constant to his bed, and well deserves
His largest favours. But, when beauty is
Stamped on great women, great in birth and fortune,
And blown by flatterers greater than it is,
Tis seldom unaccompanied with pride;
Nor is she that way free: presuming on
The dukes affection, and her own desert,
She bears herself with such a majesty,
Looking with scorn on all as things beneath her,
That Sforzas mother, that would lose no part
Of what was once her own, nor his fair sister,
A lady too acquainted with her worth,
Will brook it well; and howsoeer their hate
Is smothered for a time, tis more than feared
It will at length break out.

Steph. He in whose power it is,
Turn all to the best!

Tib. Come, let us to the court;
We there shall see all bravery and cost,
That art can boast of.

Steph. Ill bear you company.

[Exeunt.]


ACT I, SCENE II.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Francisco, Isabella, and Mariana.

Mari. I will not go; I scorn to be a spot
In her proud train.

Isab. Shall I, that am his mother,
Be so indulgent, as to wait on her
That owes me duty?

Fran. Tis done to the duke,
And not to her: and, my sweet wife, remember,
And, madam, if you please, receive my counsel,
As Sforza is your son, you may command him;
And, as a sister, you may challenge from him
A brothers love and favour: but, this granted,
Consider hes the prince, and you his subjects,
And not to question or contend with her
Whom he is pleased to honour. Private men
Prefer their wives; and shall he, being a prince,
And blest with one that is the paradise
Of sweetness and of beauty, to whose charge
The stock of womens goodness is given up,
Not use her like herself?

Isab. You are ever forward
To sing her praises.

Mari. Others are as fair;
I am sure, as noble.

Fran. I detract from none,
In giving her whats due: were she deformed,
Yet being the duchess, I stand bound to serve her;
But, as she is, to admire her. Never wife
Met with a purer heat her husbands fervour;
A happy pair, one in the other blest!
She confident in herself hes wholly hers,
And cannot seek for change; and he secure,
That tis not in the power of man to tempt her.
And therefore to contest with her, that is
The stronger and the better part of him,
Is more than folly: you know him of a nature
Not to be played with; and, should you forget
To obey him as your prince, hell not remember
The duty that he owes you.

Isab. Tis but truth:
Come, clear our brows, and let us to the banquet;
But not to serve his idol.

Mari. I shall do
What may become the sister of a prince;
But will not stoop beneath it.

Fran. Yet, be wise;
Soar not too high, to fall; but stoop to rise.

[Exeunt.]


ACT I, SCENE III.
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A STATE ROOM in the same.

Enter three Gentlemen, setting forth a banquet.

1 Gent. Quick, quick, for loves sake! let the court put on
Her choicest outside: cost and bravery
Be only thought of.

2 Gent. All that may be had
To please the eye, the ear, taste, touch, or smell,
Are carefully provided.

3 Gent. Theres a masque:
Have you heard whats the invention?

1 Gent. No matter:
It is intended for the duchess honour;
And if it give her glorious attributes,
As the most fair, most virtuous, and the rest,
Twill please the duke.

[Loud music.]

They come.

3 Gent. All is in order.

Flourish. Enter Tiberio, Stephano, Francisco,
Sforza, Marcelia, Isabella, Mariana,
and Attendants.

Sfor. You are the mistress of the feast − sit here,
O my souls comfort! and when Sforza bows
Thus low to do you honour, let none think
The meanest service they can pay my love,
But as a fair addition to those titles
They stand possessed of. Let me glory in
My happiness, and mighty kings look pale
With envy, while I triumph in mine own.
O mother, look on her! sister, admire her!
And, since this present age yields not a woman
Worthy to be her second, borrow of
Times past, and let imagination help,
Of those canónized ladies Sparta boasts of,
And, in her greatness, Rome was proud to owe,
To fashion one; yet still you must confess,
The phoenix of perfection neer was seen,
But in my fair Marcelia.

Fran. Shes, indeed,
The wonder of all times.

Tib. Your excellence,
Though I confess, you give her but her own,
Forces her modesty to the defence
Of a sweet blush.

Sfor. It need not, my Marcelia;
When most I strive to praise thee, I appear
A poor detractor: for thou art, indeed,
So absolute in body and in mind,
That, but to speak the least part to the height,
Would ask an angels tongue, and yet then end
In silent admiration!

Isab. You still court her
As if she were a mistress, not your wife.

Sfor. A mistress, mother! she is more to me,
And every day deserves more to be sued to.
Such as are cloyed with those they have embraced,
May think their wooing done: no night to me
But is a bridal one, where Hymen lights
His torches fresh and new; and those delights,
Which are not to be clothed in airy sounds,
Enjoyed, beget desires as full of heat,
And jovial fervour, as when first I tasted
Her virgin fruit. − Blest night! and be it numbered
Amongst those happy ones, in which a blessing
Was, by the full consent of all the stars,
Conferred upon mankind.

Marcel. My worthiest lord!
The only object I behold with pleasure, −
My pride, my glory, in a word, my all!
Bear witness, Heaven, that I esteem myself
In nothing worthy of the meanest praise
You can bestow, unless it be in this,
That in my heart I love and honour you.
And, but that it would smell of arrogance,
To speak my strong desire and zeal to serve you,
I then could say, these eyes yet never saw
The rising sun, but that my vows and prayers
Were sent to Heaven for the prosperity
And safety of my lord: nor have I ever
Had other study, but how to appear
Worthy your favour; and that my embraces
Might yield a fruitful harvest of content
For all your noble travail, in the purchase
Of her thats still your servant. By these lips,
Which, pardon me, that I presume to kiss −

Sfor. O swear, forever swear!

Marcel. I neer will seek
Delight but in your pleasure: and desire,
When you are sated with all earthly glories,
And age and honours make you fit for Heaven,
That one grave may receive us.

Sfor. Tis believed,
Believed, my blest one.

Mari. How she winds herself
Into his soul!

Sfor. Sit all. − Let others feed
On those gross cates, while Sforza banquets with
Immortal viands taen in at his eyes.
I could live ever thus. − Command the eunuch
To sing the ditty that I last composed,
In praise of my Marceliá.

Enter a Courier.

From whence?

Cour. From Pavia, my dread lord.

Sfor. Speak, is all lost?

Cour. [Delivers a letter.]
The letter will inform you.

[Exit.]

Fran. How his hand shakes,
As he receives it!

Mari. This is some allay
To his hot passion.

Sfor. Though it bring death, Ill read it:
May it please your excellence to understand, that the
very hour I wrote this, heard a bold defiance delivered
by a herald from the emperor, which was cheerfully
received by the King of France. The battailes being
ready to join, and the vanguard committed to my charge
enforces me to end abruptly.

Your Highnesss humble servant.
GASPERO.

[Aside] Ready to join! − By this, then, I am nothing.
Or my estate secure.

Marcel. My lord.

Sfor. [Aside] To doubt,
Is worse than to have lost; and to despair,
Is but to antedate those miseries
That must fall on us; all my hopes depending
Upon this battles fortune. In my soul,
Methinks, there should be that imperious power,
By supernatural, not usual means,
To inform me what I am. − The cause considered,
Why should I fear? The French are bold and strong,
Their numbers full, and in their councils wise;
But then, the haughty Spaniard is all fire,
Hot in his executions; fortunate
In his attempts; married to victory: −
Ay, there it is that shakes me.

Fran. Excellent lady,
This day was dedicated to your honour;
One gale of your sweet breath will easily
Disperse these clouds; and, but yourself, theres none
That dare speak to him.

Marcel. I will run the hazard. −
My lord!

Sfor. Ha! − pardon me, Marcelia, I am troubled;
And stand uncertain, whether I am master
Of aught thats worth the owning.

Marcel.  I am yours, sir;
And I have heard you swear, I being safe,
There was no loss could move you. This day, sir,
Is by your gift made mine. Can you revoke
A grant made to Marcelia? your Marcelia? −
For whose love, nay, whose honour, gentle sir,
All deep designs, and state-affairs deferred,
Be, as you purposed, merry.

Sfor. Out of my sight!

[Throws away the letter.]

And all thoughts that may strangle mirth forsake me.
Fall what can fall, I dare the worst of fate:
Though the foundation of the earth should shrink,
The glorious eye of Heavèn lose his splendour,
Supported thus, Ill stand upon the ruins,
And seek for new life here. − Why are you sad?
No other sports! by Heaven, hes not my friend,
that wears one furrow in his face. I was told
There was a masque.

Fran. They wait your highness pleasure,
And when you please to have it −

Sfor. Bid them enter:
Come, make me happy once again. I am rapt −
Tis not to-day, to-morrow, or the next,
But all my days, and years, shall be employed
To do thee honour.

Marcel. And my life to serve you.

[A horn without.]

Sfor. Another post! Go hang him, hang him, I say;
I will not interrupt my present pleasures,
Although his message should import my head:
Hang him, I say.

Marcel. Nay, good sir, I am pleased
To grant a little intermission to you;
Who knows but he brings news we wish to hear,
To heighten our delights.

Sfor. As wise as fair!

Enter another Courier.

From Gaspero?

Cour. That was, my lord.

Sfor. How! dead?

Cour. [Delivers a letter.]
With the delivery of this, and prayers
To guard your excellency from certain dangers,
He ceased to be a man.

[Exit.]

Sfor. All that my fears
Could fashion to me, or my enemies wish,
Is fallen upon me. − Silence that harsh music;
Tis now unseasonable: a tolling bell,
As a sad harbinger to tell me, that
This pampered lump of flesh must feast the worms,
Is fitter for me: − I am sick.

Marcel. My lord!

Sfor. Sick to the death, Marceliá. Remove
These signs of mirth; they were ominous, and but ushered
Sorrow and ruin.

Marcel. Bless us, Heaven!

Isab. My son.

Marcel. What sudden change is this?

Sfor. All leave the room;
Ill bear alone the burden of my grief,
And must admit no partner. I am yet
Your prince, wheres your obedience? − Stay, Marcelia;
I cannot be so greedy of a sorrow,
In which you must not share.

[Exeunt Tiberio, Stephano, Francisco,
Isabella, Mariana, and Attendants.]

Marcel. And cheerfully
I will sustain my part. Why look you pale?
Where is that wonted constancy and courage,
That dared the worst of fortune? where is Sforza,
To whom all dangers that fright common men,
Appeared but panic terrors? why do you eye me
With such fixed looks? Love, counsel, duty, service,
May flow from me, not danger.

Sfor. O, Marcelia!
It is for thee I fear; for thee, thy Sforza
Shakes like a coward: for myself, unmoved,
I could have heard my troops were cut in pieces,
My general slain, and he, on whom my hopes
Of rule, of state, of life, had their dependence,
The King of France, my greatest friend, made prisoner
To so proud enemies.

Marcel.  Then you have just cause
To shew you are a man.

Sfor. All this were nothing,
Though I add to it, that I am assured,
For giving aid to this unfortunate king,
The emperor, incensed, lays his command
On his victorious army, fleshed with spoil,
And bold of conquest, to march up against me,
And seize on my estates: suppose that done too,
The city taen, the kennels running blood,
The ransacked temples falling on their saints:
My mother, in my sight, tossed on their pikes,
And sister ravished; and myself bound fast
In chains, to grace their triumph; or what else
An enemys insolence could load me with,
I would be Sforza still. But, when I think
That my Marceliá, to whom all these
Are but as atoms to the greatest hill,
Must suffer in my cause, and for me suffer!
All earthly torments, nay, even those the damned
Howl for in hell, are gentle strokes, compared
To what I feel, Marcelia.

Marcel. Good sir, have patience:
I can as well partake your adverse fortune,
As I thus long have had an ample share
In your prosperity. Tis not in the power
Of fate to alter me; for while I am,
In spite of it, Im yours.

Sfor. But should that will
To be so, be forced, Marcelia; and I live
To see those eyes I prize above my own,
Dart favours, though compelled, upon another;
Or those sweet lips, yielding immortal nectar,
Be gently touched by any but myself;
Think, think, Marcelia, what a cursèd thing
I were, beyond expression!

Marcel. Do not feed
Those jealous thoughts; the only blessing that
Heaven hath bestowed on us, more than on beasts,
Is, that tis in our pleasure when to die.
Besides, were I now in anothers power,
There are so many ways to let out life,
I would not live, for one short minute, his;
I was born only yours, and I will die so.

Sfor. Angels reward the goodness of this woman!

Enter Francisco.

All I can pay is nothing. − Why, uncalled for?

Fran. It is of weight, sir, that makes me thus press
Upon your privacies. Your constant friend,
The Marquis of Pescara, tired with haste,
Hath business that concerns your life and fortunes,
And with speed, to impart.

Sfor. Wait on him hither. −

[Exit Francisco.]

And, dearest, to thy closet. Let thy prayers
Assist my councils.

Marcel. To spare imprecations
Against myself, without you I am nothing.

[Exit.]

Sfor. The Marquis of Pescara! a great soldier;
And, though he served upon the adverse party,
Ever my constant friend.

Re-enter Francisco with Pescara.

Fran. Yonder he walks,
Full of sad thoughts.

Pesc. Blame him not, good Francisco,
He hath much cause to grieve; would I might end so,
And not add this, − to fear!

Sfor. My dear Pescara;
A miracle in these times! a friend, and happy,
Cleaves to a falling fortune!

Pesc. If it were
As well in my weak power, in act, to raise it,
As tis to bear a part of sorrow with you,
You then should have just cause to say, Pescara
Looked not upon your state, but on your virtues,
When he made suit to be writ in the list
Of those you favoured. − But my haste forbids
All compliment; thus, then, sir, to the purpose:
The cause that, unattended, brought me hither,
Was not to tell you of your loss, or danger;
For fame hath many wings to bring ill tidings,
And I presume youve heard it; but to give you
Such friendly counsel, as, perhaps, may make
Your sad disaster less.

Sfor. You are all goodness;
And I give up myself to be disposed of,
As in your wisdom you think fit.

Pesc. Thus, then, sir:
To hope you can hold out against the emperor,
Were flattery in yourself, to your undoing:
Therefore, the safest course that you can take,
Is to give up yourself to his discretion,
Before you be compelled; for, rest assured,
A voluntary yielding may find grace,
And will admit defence, at least, excuse:
But, should you linger doubtful, till his powers
Have seized your person and estates perforce,
You must expect extremes.

Sfor. I understand you;
And I will put your counsel into act,
And speedily. I only will take order
For some domestical affairs, that do
Concern me nearly, and with the next sun
Ride with you: in the mean time, my best friend,
Pray take your rest.

Pesc. Indeed, I have travelled hard;
And will embrace your counsel.

[Exit.]

Sfor. With all care,
Attend my noble friend. − Stay you, Francisco.
You see how things stand with me?

Fran. To my grief:
And if the loss of my poor life could be
A sacrifice to restore them as they were,
I willingly would lay it down.

Sfor. I think so;
For I have ever found you true and thankful,
Which makes me love the building I have raised
In your advancement; and repent no grace
I have conferred upon you. And, believe me,
Though now I should repeat my favours to you,
The titles I have given you, and the means
Suitable to your honours; that I thought you
Worthy my sister and my family,
And in my dukedom made you next myself;
It is not to upbraid you; but to tell you
I find you are worthy of them, in your love
And service to me.

Fran. Sir, I am your creature;
And any shape, that you would have me wear,
I gladly will put on.

Sfor. Thus, then, Francisco:
I now am to deliver to your trust
A weighty secret; of so strange a nature,
And twill, I know, appear so monstrous to you,
That you will tremble in the execution,
As much as I am tortured to command it;
For tis a deed so horrid, that, but to hear it,
Would strike into a ruffian fleshed in murders,
Or an obdurate hangman, soft compassion;
And yet, Francisco, of all men the dearest,
And from me most deserving, such my state
And strange condition is, that thou alone
Must know the fatal service, and perform it.

Fran. These preparations, sir, to work a stranger,
Or to one unacquainted with your bounties,
Might appear useful; but to me they are
Needless impertinencies: for I dare do
Whateer you dare command.

Sfor. But you must swear it;
And put into the oath all joys or torments
That fright the wicked, or confirm the good;
Not to conceal it only, that is nothing,
But, whensoeer my will shall speak, Strike now!
To fall upont like thunder.

Fran. Minister
The oath in any way or form you please,
I stand resolved to take it.

Sfor. Thou must do, then,
What no malevolent star will dare to look on,
It is so wicked: for which men will curse thee
For being the instrument; and the blest angels
Forsake me at my need, for being the author:
For tis a deed of night, of night, Francisco!
In which the memory of all good actions
We can pretend to, shall be buried quick:
Or, if we be remembered, it shall be
To fright posterity by our example,
That have outgone all precedents of villains
That were before us; and such as succeed,
Though taught in hells black school, shall neer come near us. −
Art thou not shaken yet?

Fran. I grant you move me:
But to a man confirmed −

Sfor. Ill try your temper:
What think you of my wife?

Fran. As a thing sacred;
To whose fair name and memory I pay gladly
These signs of duty.

Sfor. Is she not the abstract
Of all thats rare, or to be wished in woman?

Fran. It were a kind of blasphemy to dispute it:
But to the purpose, sir.

Sfor. Add too, her goodness,
Her tenderness of me, her care to please me.
Her unsuspected chastity, neer equaled;
Her innocence, her honour: − O, I am lost
In the ocean of her virtues and her graces,
When I think of them!

Fran. Now I find the end
Of all your conjurations; theres some service
To be done for this sweet lady. If she have enemies,
That she would have removed −

Sfor. Alas! Francisco,
Her greatest enemy is her greatest lover;
Yet, in that hatred, her idolater.
One smile of hers would make a savage tame;
One accent of that tongue would calm the seas,
Though all the winds at once strove there for empire.
Yet I, for whom she thinks all this too little,
Should I miscarry in this present journey,
From whence it is all number to a cipher,
I neer return with honour, by thy hand
Must have her murdered.

Fran. Murdered! − She that loves so,
And so deserves to be beloved again!
And I, who sometimes you were pleased to favour,
Picked out the instrument!

Sfor. Do not fly off:
What is decreed can never be recalled;
Tis more than love to her, that marks her out
A wished companion to me in both fortunes:
And strong assurance of thy zealous faith,
That gives up to thy trust a secret, that
Racks should not have forced from me. O, Francisco!
There is no Heaven without her; nor a hell,
Where she resides. I ask from her but justice.
And what I would have paid to her, had sickness,
Or any other accident, divorced
Her purer soul from her unspotted body.
The slavish Indian princes, when they die,
Are cheerfully attended to the fire,
By the wife and slave that, living, they loved best,
To do them service in another world:
Nor will I be less honoured, that love more.
And therefore trifle not, but, in thy looks,
Express a ready purpose to perform
What I command; or, by Marcelias soul,
This is thy latest minute.

Fran. Tis not fear
Of death, but love to you, makes me embrace it;
But for mine own security, when tis done,
What warrant have I? If you please to sign one,
I shall, though with unwillingness and horror,
Perform your dreadful charge.

Sfor. I will, Francisco:
But still remember, that a princes secrets
Are balm concealed; but poison, if discovered.
I may come back; then this is but a trial
To purchase thee, if it were possible,
A nearer place in my affection: − but
I know thee honest.

Fran. Tis a character
I will not part with.

Sfor. I may live to reward it.

[Exeunt.]


Act II


ACT II, SCENE I.
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The same.
An open space before the Castle.

Enter Tiberio and Stephano.

Steph. How! left the court?

Tib. Without guard or retinue
Fitting a prince.

Steph. No enemy near, to force him
To leave his own strengths, yet deliver up
Himself, as twere, in bonds, to the discretion
Of him that hates him! tis beyond example.
You never heard the motives that induced him
To this strange course?

Tib. No, those are cabinet councils,
And not to be communicated, but
To such as are his own, and sure. Alas!
We fill up empty places, and in public
Are taught to give our suffrages to that
Which was before determined; and are safe so.
Signior Francisco (upon whom alone
His absolute power is, with all strength, conferred,
During his absence) can with ease resolve you:
To me they are riddles.

Steph. Well, he shall not be
My Oedipus; Ill rather dwell in darkness.
But, my good lord Tiberio, this Francisco
Is, on the sudden, strangely raised.

Tib. O sir,
He took the thriving course; he had a sister,
A fair one too, with whom, as it is rumoured,
The duke was too familiar; but she, cast off,
(What promises soever passed between them,)
Upon the sight of this, forsook the court,
And since was never seen. To smother this,
As honours never fail to purchase silence,
Francisco first was graced, and, step by step,
Is raised up to this height.

Steph. But how is
His absence borne?

Tib. Sadly, it seems, by the duchess;
For since he left the court,
For the most part she hath kept her private chamber,
No visitants admitted. In the church
She hath been seen to pay her pure devotions,
Seasoned with tears; and sure her sorrows true,
Or deeply counterfeited; pomp, and state,
And bravery cast off: and she, that lately
Rivalled Poppaea in her varied shapes,
Or the Egyptian queen, now, widow-like,
In sable colours, as her husbands dangers
Strangled in her the use of any pleasure,
Mourns for his absence.

Steph. It becomes her virtue,
And does confirm what was reported of her.

Tib. You take it right: but, on the other side.
The darling of his mother, Mariana,
As there were an antipathy between
Her and the duchess passions; and as
Shed no dependence on her brothers fortune,
She neer appeared so full of mirth.

Steph. Tis strange.

Enter Graccho with Fiddlers.

But see! her favourite, and accompanied,
To your report.

Grac. You shall scrape, and I will sing
A scurvy ditty to a scurvy tune,
Repine who dares.

1stFid. But if we should offend,
The duchess having silenced us; and these lords
Stand by to hear us −

Grac. They in name are lords,
But I am one in power: and, for the duchess,
But yesterday we were merry for her pleasure,
We nowll be for my ladys.

Tib. Signior Graccho.

Grac. A poor man, sir, a servant to the princess;
But you, great lords and counsellors of state,
Whom I stand bound to reverence.

Tib. Come; we know
You are a man in grace.

Grac. Fie! no: I grant,
I bear my fortunes patiently − serve the princess,
And have access at all times to her closet,
Such is my impudence! when your grave lordships
Are masters of the modesty to attend
Three hours, nay sometimes four; and then bid wait
Upon her the next morning.

Steph. He derides us.

Tib. Pray you, what news is stirring? you know all.

Grac. Who, I? alas! Ive no intelligence
At home nor abroad; I only sometimes guess
The change of the times: I should ask of your lordships,
Who are to keep their honours, who to lose them;
Who the duchess smiled on last, or on whom frowned,
You only can resolve me; we poor waiters
Deal, as you see, in mirth, and foolish fiddles:
It is our element; and − could you tell me
What point of state tis that I am commanded
To muster up this music, on mine honesty,
You should much befriend me.

Steph. Sirrah, you grow saucy.

Tib. And would be laid by the heels.

Grac. Not by your lordships,
Without a special warrant; look to your own stakes;
Were I committed, here come those would bail me:
Perhaps, we might change places too.

Enter Isabella, and Mariana;
Graccho whispers the latter.

Tib. The princess!
We must be patient.

Steph. There is no contending.

Tib. See, the informing rogue!

Steph. That we should stoop
To such a mushroom!

Mari. Thou dost mistake; they durst not
Use the least word of scorn, although provoked,
To anything of mine. − Go, get you home,
And to your servants, friends, and flatterers, number
How many descents youre noble: − look to your wives too;
The smooth-chinned courtiers are abroad.

Tib. No way to be a freeman!

[Exeunt Tiberio and Stephano.]

Grac. Your Excellence hath the best gift to dispatch
These arras pictures of nobility
I ever read of.

Mari. I can speak sometimes.

Grac. And cover so your bitter pills with sweetness
Of princely language to forbid reply,
They are greedily swallowed.

Isab. But the purpose, daughter,
That brings us hither? Is it to bestow
A visit on this woman, that, because
She only would be thought truly to grieve
The absence and the dangers of my son,
Proclaims a general sadness?

Mari. If to vex her
May be interpreted to do her honour,
She shall have many of them. Ill make use
Of my short reign: my lord now governs all;
And she shall know that her idolater,
My brother, being not by now to protect her,
I am her equal.

Grac. [Aside] Of a little thing,
It is so full of gall! A devil of this size,
Should they run for a wager to be spiteful,
Gets not a horse-head of her.

Mari. On her birthday,
We were forced to be merry, and now shes musty,
We must be sad, on pain of her displeasure:
We will, we will! this is her private chamber,
Where, like an hypocrite, not a true turtle,
She seems to mourn her absent mate; her servants
Attending her like mutes: but Ill speak to her,
And in a high key too. − Play anything
Thats light and loud enough but to torment her,
And we will have rare sport.

[Music and a song.]
Marcelia appears at a window above, in black.

Isab. She frowns as if
Her looks could fright us.

Mari. May it please your greatness,
We heard that your late physic hath not worked;
And that breeds melancholy, as your doctor tells us:
To purge which, we, that are born your highness vassals,
And are to play the fool to do you service,
Present you with a fit of mirth. What think you
Of a new antic?

Isab. Twould shew rare in ladies.

Mari. Being intended for so sweet a creature,
Were she but pleased to grace it.

Isab. Fie! she will,
Be it neer so mean; shes made of courtesy.

Mari. The mistress of all hearts. One smile, I pray you,
On your poor servants, or a fiddlers fee;
Coming from those fair hands, though but a ducat,
We will enshrine it as a holy relic.

Isab. Tis wormwood, and it works.

Marcel.  If I lay by
My fears and griefs, in which you should be sharers,
If doting age could let you but remember
You have a son; − or frontless impudence,
You are a sister; and, in making answer
To what was most unfit for you to speak,
Or me to hear, borrow of my just anger −

Isab. A set speech, on my life.

Mari. Penned by her chaplain.

Marcel. Yes, it can speak, without instruction speak,
And tell your want of manners, that you are rude,
And saucily rude, too.

Grac. Now the game begins.

Marcel. You durst not, else, on any hire or hope,
Remembering what I am, and whose I am,
Put on the desperate boldness, to disturb
The least of my retirements.

Mari. Note her, now.

Marcel. For both shall understand, though the one presume
Upon the privilege due to a mother,
The duke stands now on his own legs, and needs
No nurse to lead him.

Isab. How, a nurse!

Marcel.  A dry one,
And useless too: − but I am merciful,
And dotage signs your pardon.

Isab. I defy thee;
Thee, and thy pardons, proud one!

Marcel. For you, puppet −

Mari. What of me, pine-tree?

Marcel. Little you are, I grant,
And have as little worth, but much less wit;
You durst not else, the duke being wholly mine,
His power and honour mine, and the allegiance,
You owe him as a subject, due to me −

Mari. To you?

Marcel. To me: and therefore, as a vassal,
From this hour learn to serve me, or youll feel
I must make use of my authority,
And, as a princess, punish it.

Isab. A princess!

Mari. I had rather be a slave unto a Moor,
Than know thee for my equal.

Isab. Scornful thing!
Proud of a white face.

Mari. Let her but remember
The issue in her leg.

Isab. The charge she puts
The state to, for perfumes.

Mari. And howsoeer
She seems, when shes made up, as shes herself,
She stinks above the ground. O that I could reach you!
The little one you scorn so, with her nails
Would tear your painted face, and scratch those eyes out.
Do but come down.

Marcel. Were there no other way,
But leaping on thy neck, to break my own,
Rather than be outbraved thus −

[She retires.]

Grac. [Aside] Forty ducats
Upon the little hen; shes of the kind,
And will not leave the pit.

Mari. That it were lawful
to meet her with a poniard and a pistol.
But these weak hands shall shew my spleen −

Re-enter Marcelia below.

Marcel.  Where are you,
You modicum, you dwarf!

Mari. Here, giantess, here.

Enter Francisco, Tiberio, Stephano, and Guards.

Fran. A tumult in the court!

Mari. Let her come on.

Fran. What wind hath raised this tempest? Sever
Them, I command you. Whats the cause?
Speak, Mariana.

Mari. I am out of breath;
But we shall meet, we shall − And do you hear, sir!
Or right me on this monster, (shes three feet
Too high for a woman,) or neer look to have
A quiet hour with me.

Isab. If my son were here,
And would endure this, may a mothers curse
Pursue and overtake him!

Fran. O forbear:
In me hes present, both in power and will; −
[to Marcelia] And, madam, I much grieve that, in his absence,
There should arise the least distaste to move you;
It being his principal, nay, only charge,
To have you in his absence, served and honoured,
As when himself performed the willing office.

Mari. This is fine, i faith.

Grac. I would I were well off!

Fran. And therefore, I beseech you, madam, frown not,
Till most unwittingly he hath deserved it,
On your poor servant; to your Excellence
I ever was and will be such; and lay
The dukes authority, trusted to me,
With willingness at your feet.

Mari. O base!

Isab. We are like
To have an equal judge!

Fran. But, should I find
That you are touched in any point of honour,
Or that the least neglect is falln upon you,
I then stand up a prince.

1stFid.  Without reward,
Pray you dismiss us.

Grac. Would I were five leagues hence!

Fran. I will be partial
To none, not to myself;
Be you but pleased to shew me my offence,
Or if you hold me in your good opinion,
Name those that have offended you.

Isab. I am one,
And I will justify it.

Mari. Thou art a base fellow,
To take her part.

Fran. Remember, shes the duchess.

Marcel. But used with more contempt, than if I were
A peasants daughter; baited, and hooted at,
Like to a common strumpet; with loud noises
Forced from my prayers; and my private chamber,
Which with all willingness, I would make my prison
During the absence of my lord, denied me:
But if he eer return −

Fran. [to Mariana] Were you an actor
In this lewd comedy?

Mari. Ay, marry was I;
And will be one again.

Isab. Ill join with her,
Though you repine at it.

Fran. Think not, then, I speak,
For I stand bound to honour, and to serve you;
But that the duke, that lives in this great lady,
For the contempt of him in her, commands you
To be close prisoners.

Isab. and Mari. Prisoners!

Fran. Bear them hence;
This is your charge, my lord Tiberio,
And, Stephano, this is yours.

Marcel. I am not cruel,
But pleased they may have liberty.

Isab. Pleased, with a mischief!

Mari. Ill rather live in any loathsome dungeon,
Than in a paradise at her entreaty:
And, for you, upstart −

Steph. There is no contending.

Tib. What shall become of these?

Fran. See them well whipped,
As you will answer it.

Tib. Now, Signior Graccho,
What think you of your greatness?

Grac. I preach patience,
And must endure my fortune.

1stFid. I was never yet
At such a hunts-up, nor was so rewarded.

[Exeunt all but Francisco and Marcelia.]

Fran. Let them first know themselves, and how you are
To be served and honoured; which, when they confess,
You may again receive them to your favour:
And then it will shew nobly.

Marcel. With my thanks
The duke shall pay you his, if he return
To bless us with his presence.

Fran. There is nothing
That can be added to your fair acceptance;
That is the prize, indeed; all else are blanks,
And of no value. As, in virtuous actions,
The undertaker finds a full reward,
Although conferred upon unthankful men;
So, any service done to so much sweetness,
However dangerous, and subject to
An ill construction, in your favour finds
A wished and glorious end.

Marcel. From you, I take this
As loyal duty; but, in any other,
It would appear gross flattery.

Fran. Flattery, madam!
You are so rare and excellent in all things,
And raised so high upon a rock of goodness,
As that vice cannot reach you; who but looks on
This temple, built by nature to perfection,
But must bow to it; and out of that zeal,
Not only learn to adore it, but to love it?

Marcel. [Aside] Whither will this fellow?

Fran. Pardon, therefore, madam,
If an excess in me of humble duty,
Teach me to hope, and though it be not in
The power of man to merit such a blessing,
My piety, for it is more than love,
May find reward.

Marcel. You have it in my thanks;
And, on my hand, I am pleased that you shall take
A full possession of it: but, take heed
That you fix here, and feed no hope beyond it;
If you do, it will prove fatal.

Fran. Be it death,
And death with torments tyrants neer found out,
Yet I must say, I love you.

Marcel. As a subject;
And twill become you.

Fran. Farewell, circumstance! −
And since you are not pleased to understand me,
But by a plain and usual form of speech;
All superstitious reverence laid by,
I love you as a man, and, as a man,
I would enjoy you. Why do you start, and fly me?
I am no monster, and you but a woman,
A woman made to yield, and by example
Told it is lawful: favours of this nature
Are, in our age, no miracles in the greatest;
And, therefore, lady −

Marcel.  Keep off! − O you Powers! −
Libidinous beast! and, add to that, unthankful!
A crime, which creatures wanting reason fly from!
Are all the princely bounties, favours, honours,
Which, with some prejudice to his own wisdom,
Thy lord and raiser hath conferred upon thee,
In three days absence buried? Hath I made thee,
A thing obscure, almost without a name,
The envy of great fortunes? Have I graced thee,
Beyond thy rank, and entertain thee, as
A friend, and not a servant? And is this,
This impudent attempt to taint my honour,
The fair return of both our ventured favours!

Fran. Hear my excuse.

Marcel. The devil may plead mercy,
And with as much assurance, as thou yield one.
Burns lust so hot in thee? or is thy pride,
Grown up to such a height, that, but a princess,
No woman can content thee; and, add to it,
His wife and princess, to whom thou art tied
In all the bonds of duty? – Read my life,
And find one act of mine so loosely carried,
That could invite a most self-loving fool,
Set off with all that fortune could throw on him,
To the least hope to find way to my favour;
And, whats the worst mine enemies wish me,
Ill be thy strumpet.

Fran. Tis acknowledged, madam,
That your whole course of life hath been a pattern
For chaste and virtuous women. In your beauty,
Which I first saw and loved, as a fair crystal,
I read your heavenly mind, clear and untainted;
And while the duke did prize you to your value,
Could it have been in man to pay that duty,
I well might envy him, but durst not hope
To stop you in your full career of goodness:
But now I find that hes falln from his fortune,
And, howsoever he would appear doting,
Grown cold in his affection; I presume,
From his most barbarous neglect of you,
To offer my true service. Nor stand I bound,
To look back on the courtesies of him,
That, of all living men, is most unthankful.

Marcel. Unheard-of impudence!

Fran. Youll say I am modest,
When I have told the story. Can he tax me,
That have received some worldly trifles from him,
For being ungrateful; when he, that first tasted,
And hath so long enjoyed, your sweet embraces,
In which all blessings that our frail condition
Is capable of are wholly comprehended,
As cloyed with happiness, contemns the give
Of his felicity; and, as he reached not
The masterpiece of mischief which he aims at,
Unless he pay those favours he stands bound to,
With fell and deadly hate! − You think he loves you
With unexampled fervour; nay, dotes on you,
As there were something in you more than woman:
When, on my knowledge, he long since hath wished
You were among the dead; − and I, you scorn so,
Perhaps, am your preserver.

Marcel. Bless me, good angels,
Or I am blasted! Lies so false and wicked,
And fashioned to so damnable a purpose,
Cannot be spoken by a human tongue.
My husband hate me! give thyself the lie,
False and accursed! Thy soul, if thou hast any,
Can witness, never lady stood so bound
To the unfeigned affection of her lord,
As I do to my Sforza. If thou wouldst work
Upon my weak credulity, tell me, rather,
That the earth moves; the sun and stars stand still;
The ocean keeps nor floods nor ebbs; or that
Theres peace between the lion and the lamb;
Or that the ravenous eagle and the dove
Keep in one aerie, and bring up their young;
Or anything that is averse to nature:
And I will sooner credit it, than that
My lord can think of me, but as a jewel
He loves more than himself, and all the world.

Fran. O innocence abused! simplicity cozened!
It were a sin, for which we have no name,
To keep you longer in this wilful error.
Read his affection here;

[Gives her a paper.]

and then observe
How dear he holds you! Tis his character,
Which cunning yet could never counterfeit.

Marcel. Tis his hand, Im resolved of it. Ill try
What the inscription is.

Fran. Pray you, do so.

Marcel. [Reads] You know my pleasure, and the
hour of Marcelias death, which fail not to execute,
as you will answer the contrary, not with your
head alone, but with the ruin of your whole family.
And this, written with mine own hand, and signed
with my privy signet, shall be your sufficient warrant.

LODOVICO SFORZA.

I do obey it! every words a poniard,
And reaches to my heart.

[Swoons.]

Fran. What have I done?
Madam! for Heavens sake, madam! − O my fate!
Ill bend her body: this is yet some pleasure:
Ill kiss her into a new life. Dear lady! −
She stirs. For the dukes sake, for Sforzas sake −

Marcel. Sforzas! stand off; though dead, I will be his,
And even my ashes shall abhor the touch
Of any other. − O unkind, and cruel!
Learn, women, learn to trust in one another;
There is no faith in man: Sforza is false,
False to Marceliá!

Fran. But I am true,
And live to make you happy. All the pomp,
State, and observance you had, being his,
Compared to what you shall enjoy, when mine,
Shall be no more remembered. Lose his memory,
And look with cheerful beams on your new creature;
And know, what he hath plotted for your good,
Fate cannot alter. If the emperór
Take not his life, at his return he dies,
And by my hand: my wife, that is his heir,
Shall quickly follow: − then we reign alone!
For with this arm Ill swim through seas of blood,
Or make a bridge, arched with the bones of men,
But I will grasp my aims in you, my dearest,
Dearest, and best of women!

Marcel. Thou art a villain!
All attributes of arch-villains made into one,
Cannot express thee. I prefer the hate
Of Sforza, though it mark me for the grave,
Before thy base affection. I am yet
Pure and unspotted in my true love to him;
Nor shall it be corrupted, though hes tainted:
Nor will I part with innocence, because
He is found guilty. For thyself, thou art
A thing that, equal with the devil himself,
I do detest and scorn.

Fran. Thou, then, art nothing:
Thy life is in my power, disdainful woman!
Think ont, and tremble.

Marcel.  No, though thou wert now
To play thy hangmans part. − Thou well mayst be
My executioner, and art only fit
For such employment; but neer hope to have
The least grace from me. I will never see thee,
But as the shame of men: so, with my curses
Of horror to thy conscience in this life,
And pains in hell hereafter, I spit at thee;
And, making haste to make my peace with Heaven,
Expect thee as my hangman.

[Exit.]

Fran. I am lost
In the discovery of this fatal secret.
Cursed hope, that flattered me, that wrongs could make her
A stranger to her goodness! all my plots
Turn back upon myself; but I am in,
And must go on: and, since I have put off
From the shore of innocence, guilt be now my pilot!
Revenge first wrought me; Murders his twin brother:
One deadly sin, then, help to cure another!

[Exit.]


Act III


ACT III, SCENE I.
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THE IMPERIAL CAMP, before Pavia.

Enter Medina, Hernando, and Alphonso.

Med. The spoil, the spoil! tis that the soldier fights for.
Our victory, as yet, affords us nothing
But wounds and empty honour. We have passed
The hazard of a dreadful day, and forced
A passage with our swords through all the dangers
That, page-like, wait on the success of war;
And now expect reward.

Hern. Hell put it in
The enemys mind to be desperate, and hold out!
Yieldings and compositions will undo us;
And what is that way given, for the most part,
Comes to the emperors coffers to defray
The charge of the great action, as tis rumoured:
When, usually, some thing in grace, that neer heard
The cannons roaring tongue, but at a triumph,
Puts in, and for his intercession shares
All that we fought for; the poor soldier left
To starve, or fill up hospitals.

Alph. But, when
We enter towns by force, and carve ourselves
Pleasure with pillage. and the richest wines
Open our shrunk-up veins, and pour into them
New blood and fervour −

Med. I long to be at it;
To see these chuffs, that every day may spend
A soldiers entertainment for a year,
Yet make a third meal of a bunch of raisins;
These sponges, that suck up a kingdoms fat,
Battening like scarabs in the dung of peace,
To be squeezed out by the rough hand of war;
And all that their whole lives have heaped together,
By cozenage, perjury, or sordid thrift,
With one gripe to be ravished.

Hern. I would be tousing
Their fair madonnas, that in little dogs,
Monkeys, and paraquittos, consume thousands;
Yet, for the advancement of a noble action,
Repine to part with a poor piece of eight:
Wars plagues upon them! I have seen them stop
Their scornful noses first, then seem to swoon,
At sight of a buff jerkin, if it were not
Perfumed, and hid with gold: yet these nice wantons,
Spurred on by lust, covered in some disguise,
To meet some rough court-stallion, and be leaped,
Durst enter into any common brothel,
Though all varieties of stink contend there;
Yet praise the entertainment.

Med. I may live
To see the tatteredst rascals of my troop
Drag them out of their closets, with a vengeance!
When neither threatening, flattering, kneeling, howling,
Can ransom one poor jewel, or redeem
Themselves, from their blunt wooing.

Hern. My main hope is,
To begin the sport at Milan: theres enough,
And of all kinds of pleasure we can wish for,
To satisfy the most covetous.

Alph. Every day
We look for a remove.

Med. For Lodowick Sforza,
The Duke of Milan, I, on mine own knowledge,
Can say thus much: he is too much a soldier,
Too confident of his own worth, too rich too,
And understands too well the emperor hates him,
To hope for composition.

Alph. On my life,
We need not fear his coming in.

Hern. On mine,
I do not wish it: I had rather that,
To shew his valour, hed put us to the trouble
To fetch him in by the ears.

Med. The emperor!

Flourish. Enter Charles, Pescara, and Attendants.

Charl. You make me wonder: nay, it is no counsel,
You may partake it, gentlemen: whod have thought,
That he, that scorned our proffered amity
When he was sued to, should, ere he be summoned,
(Whether persuaded to it by base fear,
Or flattered by false hope, which, tis uncertain,)
First kneel for mercy?

Med. When your majesty
Shall please to instruct us who it is, we may
Admire it with you.

Charl. Who, but the Duke of Milan,
The right hand of the French! of all that stand
In our displeasure, whom necessity
Compels to seek our favour, I would have sworn
Sforza had been the last.

Hern. And should be writ so,
In the list of those you pardon. Would his city
Had rather held us out a siege, like Troy,
Than, by a feigned submission, he should cheat you
Of a just revenge; or us, of those fair glories
We have sweat blood to purchase!

Med. With your honour
You cannot hear him.

Alph. The sack alone of Milan
Will pay the army.

Charl. I am not so weak,
To be wrought on, as you fear! nor ignorant
That money is the sinew of the war;
And on what terms soever he seek peace,
Tis in our power to grant it, or deny it:
Yet, for our glory, and to shew him that
Weve brought him on his knees, it is resolved
To hear him as a suppliant. Bring him in;
But let him see the effects of our just anger,
In the guard that you make for him.

[Exit Pescara.]

Hern. [Aside to Medina] I am now
Familiar with the issue; all plagues on it!
He will appear in some dejected habit,
His countenance suitable, and, for his order,
A rope about his neck: then kneel and tell
Old stories, what a worthy thing it is
To have the power, and not to use it; then add to that
A tale of King Tigranes and great Pompey,
Who said, forsooth, and wisely! twas more honour
To make a king than kill one; which, applied
To the emperor, and himself, a pardons granted
To him an enemy; and we, his servants,
Condemned to beggary.

Med. Yonder he comes;
But not as you expected.

Re-enter Pescara with Sforza, strongly guarded.

Alph. [Aside to Medina] He looks as if
He would outface his dangers.

Hern. I am cozened:
A suitor, in the devils name!

Med. Hear him speak.

Sfor. I come not, emperor, to invade thy mercy,
By fawning on thy fortune; nor bring with me
Excuses, or denials. I profess,
And with a good mans confidence, even this instant
That I am in thy power, I was thine enemy;
Thy deadly and vowed enemy: one that wished
Confusion to thy person and estates;
And with my utmost powers, and deepest counsels,
Had they been truly followed, furthered it.
Nor will I now, although my neck were under
The hangmans axe, with one poor syllable
Confess, but that I honoured the French king,
More than myself, and all men.

Med. By Saint Jacques,
This is no flattery.

Hern. There is fire and spirit int;
But not long-lived, I hope,

Sfor. Now give me leave,
My hate against thyself, and love to him
Freely acknowledged, to give up the reasons
That make me so affected: in my wants
I ever found him faithful; had supplies
Of men and monies from him; and my hopes,
Quite sunk, were, by his grace, buoyed up again;
He was, indeed, to me, as my good angel
To guard me from all dangers. I dare speak,
Nay, must and will, his praise now, in as high
And loud a key, as when he was thy equal. −
The benefits he sowed in me, met not
Unthankful ground, but yielded him his own
With fair increase, and I still glory in it.
And though my fortunes poor, compared to his,
And Milan, weighed with France, appear as nothing,
Are in thy fury burnt, let it be mentioned,
They served but as small tapers to attend
The solemn flame at this great funeral;
And with them I will gladly waste myself,
Rather than undergo the imputation
Of being base, or unthankful.

Alph. Nobly spoken!

Hern. I do begin, I know not why, to hate him
Less than I did.

Sfor. If that, then, to be grateful
For courtesies received, or not to leave
A friend in his necessities, be a crime
Amongst you Spaniárds, which other nations
That, like you, aimed at empire, loved, and cherished
Whereer they found it, Sforza brings his head
To pay the forfeit. Nor come I as a slave,
Pinioned and fettered, in a squalid weed,
Falling before thy feet, kneeling and howling,
For a forestalled remission: that were poor,
And would but shame thy victory; for conquest
Over base foes is a captivity,
And not a triumph. I neer feared to die,
More than I wished to live. When I had reached
My ends in being a duke, I wore these robes,
This crown upon my head, and to my side
This sword was girt; and witness truth that now
Tis in anothers power, when I shall part
With them and life together, Im the same:
My veins then did not swell with pride; nor now
Shrink they for fear. Know, sir, that Sforza stands
Prepared for either fortune.

Hern. As I live,
I do begin strangely to love this fellow;
And could part with three-quarters of my share in
The promised spoil, to save him.

Sfor. But, if example
Of my fidelity to the French, whose honours,
Titles, and glories, are now mixed with yours,
As brooks, devoured by rivers, lose their names,
Has power to invite you to make him a friend,
That hath given evident proof he knows to love,
And to be thankful: this my crown, now yours,
You may restore me, and in me instruct
These brave commanders, should your fortune change,
Which now I wish not, what they may expect
From noble enemies, for being faithful;
The charges of the war I will defray,
And, what you may, not without hazard, force,
Bring freely to you: Ill prevent the cries
Of murdered infants, and of ravished maids,
Which in a city sacked, call on Heavens justice,
And stop the course of glorious victories:
And, when I know the captains and the soldiers,
That have in the late battle done best service,
And are to be rewarded, I myself,
According to their quality and merits,
Will see them largely recompensed. − I have said,
And now expect my sentence.

Alph. By this light, −
Tis a brave gentleman.

Med. How like a block
The emperor sits!

Hern. He hath delivered reasons,
Especially in his purpose to enrich
Such as fought bravely, (I myself am one,
I care not who knows it,) as I wonder that
He can be so stupid. Now he begins to stir:
Mercy, ant be thy will!

Charl. Thou hast so far
Outgone my expectation, noble Sforza, −
For such I hold thee, − and true constancy,
Raised on a brave foundation, bears such palm
And privilege with it, that where we behold it,
Though in an enemy, it does command us
To love and honour it. By my future hopes,
I am glad for thy sake that in seeking favour
Thou didst not borrow of Vice her indirect,
Crooked, and abject means; and for mine own,
That, since my purposes must now be changed
Touching thy life and fortunes, the world cannot
Tax me of levity in my settled counsels;
I being neither wrought by tempting bribes,
Nor servile flattery, but forced into it
By a fair war of virtue.

Hern. This sounds well.

Char. All former passages of hate be buried:
For thus with open arms I meet thy love,
And as a friend embrace it; and so far
I am from robbing thee of the least honour,
That with my hands, to make it sit the faster,
I set thy crown once more upon thy head;
And do not only style thee Duke of Milan,
But vow to keep thee so. Yet, not to take
From others to give only to myself,
I will not hinder your magnificence
To my commanders, neither will I urge it;
But in that, as in all things else, I leave you
To be your own disposer.

[Flourish. Exit with Attendants.]

Sfor. May I live.
To seal my loyalty, though with loss of life,
In some brave service worthy Caesars favour,
I shall die most happy! Gentlemen,
Receive me to your loves; and, if henceforth
There can arise a difference between us,
It shall be in a noble emulation
Who hath the fairest sword, or dare go farthest,
To fight for Charles the emperor.

Hern. We embrace you,
As one well read in all the points of honour:
And there we are your scholars.

Sfor. True; but such
As far outstrip the master. Well contend
In love hereafter: in the meantime, pray you,
Let me discharge my debt, and, as an earnest
Of whats to come, divide this cabinet:
In the small body of it there are jewels
Will yield a hundred thousand pistolets,
Which honour me to receive.

Med. You bind us to you.

Sfor. And when great Charles commands me to his presence,
If you will please to excuse my abrupt departure,
Designs that most concern me, next this mercy,
Calling me home, I shall hereafter meet you,
And gratify the favour.

Hern. In this, and all things,
We are your servants.

Sfor. A name I ever owe you.

[Exeunt Medina, Hernando, and Alphonso.]

Pesc. So, sir; this tempest is well overblown,
And all things fall out to our wishes: but,
In my opinión, this quick return,
Before youve made a party in the court
Among the great ones, (for these needy captains
Have little power in peace,) may beget danger,
At least suspicion.

Sfor. Where true honour lives,
Doubt hath no being: I desire no pawn
Beyond an emperors word, for my assurance.
Besides, Pescara, to thyself, of all men,
I will confess my weakness: − though my state
And crowns restored me, though I am in grace,
And that a little stay might be a step
To greater honours, I must hence. Alas
I live not here; my wife, my wife, Pescara,
Being absent, I am dead. Prithee, excuse,
And do not chide, for friendships sake, my fondness;
But ride along with me: Ill give you reasons,
And strong ones, to plead for me.

Pesc. Use your own pleasure;
Ill bear you company,

Sfor. Farewell, grief! I am stored with
Two blessings most desired in human life,
A constant friend, an unsuspected wife.

[Exeunt.]


ACT III, SCENE II.
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Milan.
A Room in the Castle.

Enter an Officer with Graccho.

Offic. What I did, I had warrant for; you have tasted
My office gently, and for those soft strokes,
Flea-bitings to the jerks I could have lent you,
There does belong a feeing.

Grac. Must I pay
For being tormented and dishonoured?

Offic. Fie! no,
Your honours not impaired int. Whats the letting out
Of a little corrupt blood, and the next way too?
There is no surgeon like me, to take off
A courtiers itch thats rampant at great ladies,
Or turns knave for preferment, or grows proud
Of his rich cloaks and suits, though got by brokage,
And so forgets his betters.

Grac. Very good, sir:
But am I the first man of quality
That eer came under your fingers?

Offic. Not by a thousand;
And they have said I have a lucky hand too:
Both men and women of all sorts have bowed
Under this sceptre. I have had a fellow
That could indite, forsooth, and make fine metres
To tinkle in the ears of ignorant madams,
That, for defaming of great men, was sent me
Threadbare and lousy, and in three days after,
Discharged by another that set him on. I have seen him
Cap à pié gallant, and his stripes washed off
With oil of angels.

Grac. Twas a sovereign cure.

Offic. There was a sectary too, that would not be
Conformable to the orders of the church,
Nor yield to any argument of reason,
But still rail at authority, brought to me,
When I had wormed his tongue, and trussed his haunches,
Grew a fine pulpit man, and was beneficed:
Had he not cause to thank me?

Grac. There was physic
Was to the purpose.

Offic. Now, for women, sir,
For your more consolation, I could tell you
Twenty fine stories, but Ill end in one,
And tis the last thats memorable.

Grac. Prithee, do;
For I grow weary of thee.

Offic. There was lately
A fine she-waiter in the court, that doted
Extremely of a gentleman, that had
His main dependence on a signiors favour
I will not name, but could not compass him
On any terms. This wanton, at dead midnight,
Was found at the exercise behind the arras,
With the foresaid signior: he got clear off,
But she was seized on, and, to save his honour,
Endured the lash; and, though I made her often
Curvet and caper, she would never tell
Who played at pushpin with her.

Grac. But what followed?
Prithee be brief.

Offic. Why this, sir: she, delivered,
Had store of crowns assigned her by her patron,
Who forced the gentleman, to save her credit,
To marry her, and say he was the party
Found in Lobs pound: so she, that before gladly
Would have been his whore, reigns oer him as his wife;
Nor dares he grumble at it. Speak but truth, then,
Is not my office lucky?

Grac. Go, theres for thee;
But what will be my fortune?

Offic. If you thrive not
After that soft correction, come again.

Grac. I thank you, knave.

Offic. And then, knave, I will fit you.

[Exit.]

Grac. Whipt like a rogue! no lighter punishment serve
To balance with a little mirth! Tis well;
My credit sunk for ever, I am now
Fit company only for pages and for footboys,
That have perused the porters lodge.

Enter Julio and Giovanni.

Giov. See, Julio,
Yonder the proud slave is. How he looks now,
After his castigation!

Jul. As he came
From a close fight at sea under the hatches,
With a she-Dunkirk, that was shot before
Between wind and water; and he had sprung a leak too,
Or I am cozened.

Giov. Lets be merry with him.

Grac. How they stare at me! am I turned to an owl? −
The wonder, gentlemen?

Jul. I read, this morning,
Strange stories of the passive fortitude
Of men in former ages, which I thought
Impossible, and not to be believed:
But now I look on you, my wonder ceases.

Grac. The reason, sir?

Jul. Why, sir, you have been whipt,
Whipt, Signior Graccho; and the whip, I take it,
Is to a gentleman, the greatest trial
That may be of his patience.

Grac. Sir, Ill call you
To a strict account for this.

Giov. Ill not deal with you,
Unless I have a beadle for my second:
And then Ill answer you.

Jul. Farewell, poor Graccho.

[Exeunt Julio and Giovanni.]

Grac. Better and better still. If ever wrongs
Could teach a wretch to find the way to vengeance,
Hell now inspire me!

Enter Francisco and a Servant.

How, the lord protector!
My judge; I thank him! Whither thus in private?
I will not see him.

[Stands Aside.]

Fran. If I am sought for,
Say I am indisposed, and will not hear
Or suits, or suitors.

Serv. But, sir, if the princess
Enquire, what shall I answer?

Fran. Say, I am rid
Abroad to take the air; but by no means
Let her know Im in court.

Serv. So I shall tell her.

[Exit.]

Fran. Within there, ladies!

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gentlew. My good lord, your pleasure?

Fran. Prithee, let me beg thy favour for access
To the duchess.

Gentlew. In good sooth, my lord, I dare not;
Shes very private.

Fran. Come, theres gold to buy thee
A new gown, and a rich one.

Gentlew. I once swore
If eer I lost my maidenhead, it should be
With a great lord, as you are; and, I know not how,
I feel a yielding inclination in me,
If you have appetite.

Fran. Pox on thy maidenhead!
Where is thy lady?

Gentlew. If you venture on her,
Shes walking in the gallery; perhaps,
You will find her less tractable.

Fran. Bring me to her.

Gentlew. I fear, youll have cold entertainment, when
You are at your journeys end; and twere discretion
To take a snatch by the way.

Fran. Prithee, leave fooling:
My page waits in the lobby; give him sweetmeats;
He is trained up for his masters ease,
And he will cool thee.

[Exeunt Francisco and Gentlewoman.]

Grac. A brave discovery beyond my hope,
A plot even offered to my hand to work on!
If I am dull now, may I live and die
The scorn of worms and slaves! − Let me consider:
My lady and her mother first committed,
In the favour of the duchess; and I whipt!
That, with an iron pen, is writ in brass
On my tough heart, now grown a harder metal. −
And all his bribed approaches to the duchess
To be concealed! good, good. This to my lady
Delivered, as Ill order it, runs her mad. −
But this may prove but courtship! let it be,
I care not, so it feed her jealousy.

[Exit.]


ACT III, SCENE III.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Marcelia and Francisco.

Marcel. Believe thy tears or oaths! Can it be hoped,
After a practice so abhorred and horrid,
Repentance eer can find thee?

Fran. Dearest lady,
Great in your fortune, greater in your goodness,
Make a superlative of excellence,
In being greatest in your saving mercy.
I do confess, humbly confess my fault,
To be beyond all pity; my attempt
So barbarously rude, that it would turn
A saint-like patience into savage fury.
But you, that are all innocence and virtue,
No spleen or anger in you of a woman,
But when a holy zeal to piety fires you,
May, if you please, impute the fault to love,
Or call it beastly lust, for tis no better:
A sin, a monstrous sin! yet with it many
That did prove good men after, have been tempted;
And, though Im crooked now, tis in your power
To make me straight again.

Marcel. [Aside]  Ist possible
This can be cunning!

Fran. But, if no submission
Nor prayers can appease you, that you may know
Tis not the fear of death that makes me sue thus
But a loathed detestation of my madness
Which makes me wish to live to have your pardon.
I will not wait the sentence of the duke,
Since his return is doubtful, but I myself
Will do a fearful justice on myself,
No witness by but you, there being no more
When I offended. Yet, before I do it,
For I perceive in you no signs of mercy,
I will disclose a secret, which dying with me,
May prove your ruin.

Marcel.  Speak it; it will take from
The burthen of thy conscience.

Fran. Thus, then, madam:
The warrant by my lord signed for your death
Was but conditional; but you must swear
By your unspotted truth, not to reveal it,
Or I end here abruptly.

Marcel.  By my hopes
Of joys hereafter! On.

Fran. Nor was it hate
That forced him to it, but excess of love.
And, if I neer return, (so said great Sforza,)
No living man deserving to enjoy
My best Marcelia, with the first news
That I am dead, (for no man after me
Must eer enjoy her,) fail not to kill her; but
Till certain proof assure thee I am lost,
(These were his words,)
Observe and honour her, as if the soul
Of womans goodness only dwelt in hers.
This trust I have abused, and basely wronged;
And, if the excelling pity of your mind
Cannot forgive it, as I dare not hope it,
Rather than look on my offended lord,
I stand resolved to punish it.

[Draws his sword.]

Marcel. Hold! tis forgiven,
And by me freely pardoned. In thy fair life
Hereafter, study to deserve this bounty,
Which thy true penitence, such I believe it,
Against my resolution hath forced from me. −
But that my lord, my Sforza, should esteem
My life fit only as a page, to wait on
The various course of his uncertain fortunes,
Or cherish in himself that sensual hope,
In death to know me as a wife, afflicts me;
Nor does his envy less deserve mine anger,
Which, though, such is my love, I would not nourish,
Will slack the ardour that I had to see him
Return in safety.

Fran. But if your entertainment
Should give the least ground to his jealousy,
To raise up an opinion I am false,
You then destroy your mercy. Therefore, madam,
(Though I shall ever look on you as on
My lifes preserver, and the miracle
Of human pity,) would you but vouchsafe,
In company, to do me those fair graces
And favours, which your innocence and honour
May safely warrant, it would to the duke,
I being to your best self alone known guilty,
Make me appear most innocent.

Marcel. Have your wishes:
And something I may do to try his temper,
At least, to make him know a constant wife
Is not so slaved to her husbands doting humours,
But that she may deserve to live a widow,
Her fate appointing it.

Fran. [Aside] It is enough;
Nay, all I could desire, and will make way
To my revenge, which shall disperse itself
On him, on her, and all.

[Francisco exits.]

Shout and flourish.

Marcel. What shout is that?

Enter Tiberio and Stephano.

Tib. All happiness to the duchess, that may flow
From the dukes new and wished return!

Marcel.  Hes welcome.

Steph. How coldly she receives it!

Tib. Observe the encounter.

Flourish. Enter Sforza, Pescara, Isabella,
Mariana, Graccho, and Attendants.

Mari. What you have told me, Graccho, is believed,
And Ill find time to stir int.

Grac. As you see cause;
I will not do ill offices.

Sfor. I have stood
Silent thus long, Marcelia, expecting
When, with more than a greedy haste, thou wouldst
Have flown into my arms, and on my lips
Have printed a deep welcome. My desires
To glass myself in these fair eyes, have borne me
With more than human speed: nor durst I stay
In any temple, or to any saint
To pay my vows and thanks for my return,
Till I had seen thee.

Marcel. Sir, I am most happy
To look upon you safe, and would express
My love and duty in a modest fashion,
Such as might suit with the behaviour
Of one that knows herself a wife, and how
To temper her desires, not like a wanton
Fired with hot appetite; nor can it wrong me
To love discreetly.

Sfor. How! why, can there be
A mean in your affectións to Sforza?
Or any act, though neer so loose, that may
Invite or heighten appetite, appear
Immodest or uncomely? Do not move me;
My passións to you are in extremes,
And know no bounds: − come; kiss me.

Marcel.  I obey you.

Sfor. By all the joys of love, she does salute me
As if I were her grandfather! What witch,
With cursèd spells, hath quenched the amorous heat
That lived upon these lips? Tell me, Marcelia,
And truly tell me, ist a fault of mine
That hath begot this coldness? or neglect
Of others, in my absence?

Marcel. Neither, sir:
I stand indebted to your substitute,
Noble and good Francisco, for his care
And fair observance of me: there was nothing
With which you, being present, could supply me
That I dare say I wanted.

Sfor. How!

Marcel. The pleasures
That sacred Hymen warrants us, excepted,
Of which, in troth, you are too great a doter;
And there is more of beast in it than man.
Let us love temperately; things violent last not,
And too much dotage rather argues folly
Than true affectión.

Grac. Observe but this,
And how she praised my lords care and observance;
And then judge, madam, if my intelligence
Have any ground of truth.

Mari. No more; I mark it.

Steph. How the duke stands!

Tib. As he were rooted there,
And had no motión.

Pesc. My lord, from whence
Grows this amazement?

Sfor. It is more, dear my friend;
For I am doubtful whether Ive a being,
But certain that my lifes a burden to me.
Take me back, good Pescara, shew me to Caesar
In all his rage and fury; I disclaim
His mercy: to live now, which is his gift,
Is worse than death, and with all studied torments.
Marcelia is unkind, nay, worse, grown cold
In her affection; my excess of fervour,
Which yet was never equalled, grown distasteful!
− But have thy wishes, woman; thou shalt know
That I can be myself, and thus shake off
The fetters of fond dotage. From my sight,
Without reply; for I am apt to do
Something I may repent. −

[Exit Marcelia.]

− Oh! who would place
His happiness in most accursèd woman,
In whom obsequiousness engenders pride,
And harshness deadly hatred! From this hour
Ill labour to forget there are such creatures;
True friends be now my mistresses. Clear your brows,
And, though my heart-strings crack fort, I will be
To all a free example of delight.
We will have sports of all kinds, and propound
Rewards to such as can produce us new;
Unsatisfied, though we surfeit in their store; −
And never think of cursed Marcelia more.

[Exeunt.]


Act IV


ACT IV, SCENE I.

[image: img27.jpg]

The same.
A Room in the Castle.

Enter Francisco and Graccho.

Fran. And is it possible thou shouldst forget
A wrong of such a nature, and then study
My safety and content?

Grac. Sir, but allow me
Only to have read the elements of courtship,
Not the abstruse and hidden arts to thrive there;
And you may please to grant me so much knowledge,
That injuries from one in grace, like you,
Are noble favours. Is it not grown common,
In every sect, for those that want, to suffer
From such as have to give? Your captain cast,
If poor, though not thought daring, but approved so,
To raise a coward into name, thats rich,
Suffers disgraces publicly; but receives
Rewards for them in private.

Fran. Well observed.
Put on; well be familiar, and discourse
A little of this argument. That day,
In which it was first rumoured, then confirmed,
Great Sforza thought me worthy of his favour,
I found myself to be another thing;
Not what I was before. I passèd then
For a pretty fellow, and of pretty parts too,
And was perhaps received so; but, once raised,
The liberal courtiers made me master of
Those virtues which I neer knew in myself:
If I pretended to a jest, twas made one
By their interpretation; if I offered
To reason of philosophy, though absurdly,
They had helps to save me, and without a blush
Would swear that I, by nature, had more knowledge,
Than others could acquire by any labour:
Nay, all I did, indeed, which in another
Was not remarkable, in me shewed rarely.

Grac. But then they tasted of your bounty.

Fran. True:
They gave me those good parts I was not born to,
And, by my intercession, they got that
Which, had I crossed them, they durst not have hoped for.

Grac. All this is oracle: and shall I, then,
For a foolish whipping, leave to honour him,
That holds the wheel of fortune? no; that savours
Too much of the ancient freedom. Since great men
Receive disgraces and give thanks, poor knaves
Must have nor spleen, nor anger. Though I love
My limbs as well as any man, if you had now
A humour to kick me lame into an office,
Where I might sit in state and undo others,
Stood I not bound to kiss the foot that did it?
Though it seem strange, there have been such things seen
In the memory of man.

Fran. But to the purpose,
And then, that service done, make thine own fortunes.
My wife, thou sayst, is jealous I am too
Familiar with the duchess.

Grac. And incensed
For her commitment in her brothers absence;
And by her mothers anger is spurred on
To make discovery of it. This her purpose
Was trusted to my charge, which I declined
As much as in me lay; but, finding her
Determinately bent to undertake it,
Though breaking my faith to her may destroy
My credit with your lordship, I yet thought,
Though at my peril, I stood bound to reveal it.

Fran. I thank thy care, and will deserve this secret,
In making thee acquainted with a greater,
And of more moment. Come into my bosom,
And take it from me: Canst thou think, dull Graccho,
My power and honours were conferred upon me,
And, add to them, this form, to have my pleasures
Confined and limited? I delight in change,
And sweet variety; thats my Heaven on earth,
For which I love life only. I confess,
My wife pleased me a day, the duchess, two,
(And yet I must not say I have enjoyed her,)
But now I care for neither: therefore, Graccho,
So far I am from stopping Mariana
In making her complaint, that I desire thee
To urge her to it.

Grac. That may prove your ruin;
The duke already being, as tis reported,
Doubtful she hath played false.

Fran. There thou art cozened;
His dotage, like an ague, keeps his course,
And now tis strongly on him. But I lose time,
And therefore know, whether thou wilt or no,
Thou art to be my instrument; and, in spite
Of the old saw, that says, It is not safe
On any terms to trust a man thats wronged,
I dare thee to be false.

Grac. This is a language,
My lord, I understand not.

Fran. You thought, sirrah,
To put a trick on me for the relation
Of what I knew before, and, having won
Some weighty secret from me, in revenge
To play the traitor. Know, thou wretched thing,
By my command thou wert whipt; and every day
Ill have thee freshly tortured, if thou miss
In the least charge that I impose upon thee.
Though what I speak, for the most part, is true:
Nay, grant thou hadst a thousand witnesses
To be deposed they heard it, tis in me
With one word, such is Sforzas confidence
Of my fidelity not to be shaken,
To make all void, and ruin my accusers.
Therefore look tot; bring my wife hotly on
To accuse me to the duke − I have an end int,
Or think what tis makes man most miserable,
And that shall fall upon thee. Thou wert a fool
To hope, by being acquainted with my courses,
To curb and awe me; or that I should live
Thy slave, as thou didst saucily divine:
For prying in my counsels, still live mine.

[Exit.]

Grac. I am caught on both sides. This tis for a puisne
In policys Protean school, to try conclusions
With one that hath commenced, and gone out doctor.
If I discover what but now he bragged of,
I shall not be believed: if I fall off
From him, his threats and actions go together,
And theres no hope of safety. Till I get
A plummet that may sound his deepest counsels,
I must obey and serve him: Want of skill
Now makes me play the rogue against my will.

[Exit.]


ACT IV, SCENE II.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Marcelia, Tiberio, Stephano, and Gentlewoman.

Marcel. Command me from his sight, and with such scorn
As he would rate his slave!

Tib. Twas in his fury.

Steph. And he repents it, madam.

Marcel.  Was I born
To observe his humours? or, because he dotes,
Must I run mad?

Tib. If that your Excellence
Would please but to receive a feeling knowledge
Of what he suffers, and how deep the least
Unkindness wounds from you, you would excuse
His hasty language.

Steph. He hath paid the forfeit
Of his offence, Im sure, with such a sorrow,
As, if it had been greater, would deserve
A full remission.

Marcel. Why, perhaps, he hath it;
And I stand more afflicted for his absence,
Than he can be for mine: − so, pray you, tell him.
But, till I have digested some sad thoughts,
And reconciled passions that are at war
Within myself, I purpose to be private: −
And have you care, unless it be Francisco,
That no man be admitted.

[Exit Gentlewoman.]

Tib. How! Francisco?

Steph. He, that at every stage keeps livery mistresses;
The stallion of the state!

Tib. They are things above us,
And so no way concern us.

Steph. If I were
The duke, (I freely must confess my weakness,)
I should wear yellow breeches.

Enter Francisco.

Here he comes.

Tib. Nay, spare your labour, lady, we know our duty,
And quit the room.

Steph. Is this her privacy!
Though with the hazard of a check, perhaps,
This may go to the duke.

[Exeunt Tiberio and Stephano.]

Marcel. Your face is full
Of fears and doubts: the reason?

Fran. O, best madam,
They are not counterfeit. I, your poor convert,
That only wish to live in sad repentance,
To mourn my desperáte attempt of you,
That have no ends nor aims, but that your goodness
Might be a witness of my penitence,
Which seen, would teach you how to love your mercy,
Am robbed of that last hope. The duke, the duke,
I more than fear, hath found that I am guilty.

Marcel. By my unspotted honour, not from me;
Nor have I with him changed one syllable,
Since his return, but what you heard.

Fran. Yet malice
Is eagle-eyed, and would see that which is not;
And jealousys too apt to build upon
Unsure foundations.

Marcel. Jealousy!

Fran. [Aside] It takes.

Marcel. Who dares but only think I can be tainted?
But for him, though almost on certain proof,
To give it hearing, not belief, deserves
My hate for ever.

Fran. Whether grounded on
Your noble, yet chaste favours shewn unto me;
Or her imprisonment, for her contempt
To you, by my command, my frantic wife
Hath put it in his head.

Marcel. Have I then lived
So long, now to be doubted? Are my favours
The themes of her discourse? or what I do,
That never trod in a suspected path,
Subject to base construction? Be undaunted;
For now, as of a creature that is mine,
I rise up your protectress: all the grace
I hitherto have done you, was bestowed
With a shut hand; it shall be now more free,
Open, and liberal. But let it not,
Though counterfeited to the life, teach you
To nourish saucy hopes.

Fran. May I be blasted,
When I prove such a monster!

Marcel. I will stand then
Between you and all danger. He shall know,
Suspicion overturns what confidence builds;
And he that dares but doubt when theres no ground,
Is neither to himself nor others sound.

[Exit.]

Fran. So, let it work! Her goodness, that denied
My service, branded with the name of lust,
Shall now destroy itself; and she shall find,
When hes a suitor, that brings cunning armed
With power to be his advocates, the denial
Is a disease as killing as the plague,
And chastity a clue that leads to death.
Hold but thy nature, duke, and be but rash
And violent enough, and then at leisure
Repent; I care not.
And let my plots produce this longed-for birth,
In my revenge I have my Heaven on earth.

[Exit.]


ACT IV, SCENE III.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Sforza, Pescara, and three Gentlemen.

Pesc. You promised to be merry.

1 Gent.  There are pleasures,
And of all kinds, to entertain the time.

2 Gent. Your Excellence vouchsafing to make choice
Of that which best affects you.

Sfor. Hold your prating.
Learn manners too; you are rude.

3 Gent. [Aside] I have my answer,
Before I ask the question.

Pesc. I must borrow
The privilege of a friend, and will; or else
I am like these, a servant, or, whats worse,
A parasite to the sorrow Sforza worships
In spite of reason.

Sfor. Pray you, use your freedom;
And so far, if you please, allow me mine,
To hear you only; not to be compelled
To take your moral potions. I am a man,
And, though philosophy, your mistress, rage fort,
Now I have cause to grieve I must be sad;
And I dare shew it.

Pesc. Would it were bestowed
Upon a worthier subject!

Sfor. Take heed, friend.
You rub a sore, whose pain will make me mad;
And I shall then forget myself and you.
Lance it no further.

Pesc. Have you stood the shock
Of thousand enemies, and outfaced the anger
Of a great emperor, that vowed your ruin,
Though by a desperáte, a glorious way,
That had no precedent? are you returned with honour,
Loved by your subjects? does your fortune court you,
Or rather say, your courage does command it?
Have you given proof, to this hour of your life,
Prosperity, that searches the best temper,
Could never puff you up, nor adverse fate
Deject your valour? Shall, I say, these virtues,
So many and so various trials of
Your constant mind, be buried in the frown
(To please you, I will say so) of a fair woman?
− Yet I have seen her equals.

Sfor. Good Pescara,
This language in another were profane;
In you it is unmannerly. − Her equal!
I tell you as a friend, and tell you plainly,
(To all men else my sword should make reply,)
Her goodness does disdain comparison,
And, but herself, admits no parallel.
But you will say shes cross; tis fit she should be,
When I am foolish; for shes wise, Pescara,
And knows how far she may dispose her bounties,
Her honour safe; or, if she were averse,
Twas a prevention of a greater sin
Ready to fall upon me; for shes not ignorant,
But truly understands how much I love her,
And that her rare parts do deserve all honour.
Her excellence increasing with her years too,
I might have fallen into idolatry,
And, from the admiration of her worth,
Been taught to think there is no Power above her;
And yet I do believe, had angels sexes,
The most would be such women, and assume
No other shape, when they were to appear
In their full glory.

Pesc. Well, sir, Ill not cross you,
Nor labour to diminish your esteem,
Hereafter, of her. Since your happiness,
As you will have it, has alone dependence
Upon her favour, from my soul I wish you
A fair atonement.

Sfor. Time, and my submission,
May work her to it.

Enter Tiberio and Stephano.

O! you are well returned;
Say, am I blest? hath she vouchsafed to hear you?
Is there hope left that she may be appeased?
Let her propound, and gladly Ill subscribe
To her conditions.

Tib. She, sir, yet is froward,
And desires respite, and some privacy.

Steph. She was harsh at first; but, ere we parted, seemed not
Implacable.

Sfor. Theres comfort yet: Ill ply her
Each hour with new ambassadors of more honours,
Titles, and eminence: my second self,
Francisco, shall solicit her.

Steph. That a wise man,
And what is more, a prince that may command,
Should sue thus poorly, and treat with his wife,
As she were a victorious enemy,
At whose proud feet, himself, his state, and country,
Basely begged mercy!

Sfor. What is that you mutter?
Ill have thy thoughts.

Steph. You shall. You are too fond,
And feed a pride thats swollen too big already,
And surfeits with observance.

Sfor. O my patience!
My vassal speak thus?

Steph. Let my head answer it,
If I offend. She, that you think a saint,
I fear, may play the devil.

Pesc. [Aside] Well said, old fellow.

Steph. And he that hath so long engrossed your favours,
Though to be named with reverence, lord Francisco,
Who, as you purpose, shall solicit for you,
I thinks too near her.

[Sforza lays his hand on his sword.]

Pesc. Hold, sir! this is madness.

Steph. It may be they confer of joining lordships;
Im sure hes private with her.

Sfor. Let me go,
I scorn to touch him; he deserves my pity,
And not my anger. − Dotard! and to be one
Is thy protection, else thou durst not think
That love to my Marcelia hath left room
In my full heart for any jealous thought: −
That idle passion dwell with thick-skinned tradesmen,
The undeserving lord, or the unable!
Lock up thy own wife, fool, that must take physic
From her young doctor, physic upon her back,
Because thou hast the palsy in that part
That makes her active. I could smile to think
What wretched things they are that dare be jealous
Were I matched to another Messaline,
While I found merit in myself to please her,
I should believe her chaste, and would not seek
To find out my own torment; but, alas!
Enjoying one that, but to me, s a Dian,
I am too secure.

Tib. This is a confidence
Beyond example.

Enter Graccho, Isabella, and Mariana.

Grac. There he is − now speak,
Or be forever silent.

Sfor. If you come
To bring me comfort, say that you have made
My peace with my Marcelia.

Isab. I had rather
Wait on you to your funeral.

Sfor. You are my mother;
Or, by her life, you were dead else.

Mari. Would you were,
To your dishonour! and, since dotage makes you
Wilfully blind, borrow of me my eyes,
Or some part of my spirit. Are you all flesh?
A lump of patience only? no fire in you?
But do your pleasure: − here your mother was
Committed by your servant, (for I scorn
To call him husband,) and myself, your sister,
If that you dare remember such a name,
Mewed up, to make the way open and free
For the adultress, I am unwilling
To say, a part of Sforza.

Sfor. Take her head off!
She hath blasphemed, and by our law must die!

Isab. Blasphemed! for calling of a whore, a whore?

Sfor. O hell, what do I suffer!

Mari. Or is it treason
For me, that am a subject, to endeavour
To save the honour of the duke, and that
He should not be a wittol on record?
For by posterity twill be believed,
As certainly as now it can be proved,
Francisco, the great minion, that sways all,
To meet the chaste embraces of the duchess,
Hath leaped into her bed.

Sfor. Some proof, vile creature!
Or thou hast spoke thy last.

Mari. The public fame,
Their hourly private meetings; and, een now,
When, under a pretence of grief or anger,
You are denied the joys due to a husband,
And made a stranger to her, at all times
The door stands open to him; to a Dutchman
This were enough, but to a right Italian
A hundred thousand witnesses.

Isab. Would you have us
To be her bawds?

Sfor. O the malice
And envy of base women, that, with horror,
Knowing their own defects and inward guilt,
Dare lie, and swear, and damn, for whats most false,
To cast aspersions upon one untainted!
Ye are in your natures devils, and your ends, −
Knowing your reputation sunk for ever,
And not to be recovered, − to have all
Wear your black livery. Wretches! you have raised
A monumental trophy to her pureness,
In truth your studied purpose to deprave her:
And all the shot made by your foul detraction,
Falling upon her sure-armed innocence,
Returns upon yourselves; and, if my love
Could suffer an addition, Im so far
From giving credit to you, this would teach me
More to admire and serve her. You are not worthy
To fall as sacrifices to appease her;
And therefore live till your own envy burst you.

Isab. All is in vain; he is not to be moved.

Mari. She has bewitched him.

Pesc. Tis so past belief,
To me it shews a fable.

Enter Francisco, speaking to a Servant within.

Fran. On thy life,
Provide my horses, and without the port
With care attend me.

Serv. [Within] I shall, my lord.

Grac. Hes come.
What gimcrack have we next?

Fran. Great sir.

Sfor. Francisco,
Though all the joys in women are fled from me,
In thee I do embrace the full delight
That I can hope from man.

Fran. I would impart,
Please you to lend your ear, a weighty secret,
I am in labour to deliver to you.

Sfor. All leave the room.

[Exeunt Isabella, Mariana, and Graccho.]

Excuse me, good Pescara,
Ere long I will wait on you.

Pesc. You speak, sir,
The language I should use.

[Exit.]

Sfor. Be within call,
Perhaps we may have use of you.

Tib. We shall, sir.

[Exeunt Tiberio and Stephano.]

Sfor. Say on, my comfort.

Fran. Comfort! no, your torment,
For so my fate appoints me. I could curse
The hour that gave me being.

Sfor. What new monsters
Of misery stand ready to devour me?
Let them at once dispatch me.

Fran. Draw your sword then,
And, as you wish your own peace, quickly kill me;
Consider not, but do it.

Sfor. Art thou mad?

Fran. Or, if to take my life be too much mercy,
As death, indeed, concludes all human sorrows,
Cut off my nose and ears; pull out an eye,
The other only left to lend me light
To see my own deformities. Why was I born
Without some mulct imposed on me by nature?
Would from my youth a loathsome leprosy
Had run upon this face, or that my breath
Had been infectious, and so made me shunned
Of all societies! Cursed be he that taught me
Discourse or manners, or lent any grace
That makes the owner pleasing in the eye
Of wanton women! since those parts, which others
Value as blessings, are to me afflictions,
Such my condition is.

Sfor. I am on the rack:
Dissolve this doubtful riddle.

Fran. That I alone,
Of all mankind, that stand most bound to love you,
And study your content, should be appointed,
Not by my will, but forced by cruèl fate,
To be your greatest enemy! − not to hold you
In this amazement longer, in a word,
Your duchess loves me.

Sfor. Loves thee!

Fran. Is mad for me,
Pursues me hourly.

Sfor. Oh!

Fran. And from hence grew
Her late neglect of you.

Sfor. O women! women!

Fran. I laboured to divert her by persuasion,
Then urged your much love to her, and the danger;
Denied her, and with scorn.

Sfor. Twas like thyself.

Fran. But when I saw her smile, then heard her say,
Your love and extreme dotage, as a cloak,
Should cover our embraces, and your power
Fright others from suspicion; and all favours
That should preserve her in her innocence,
By lust inverted to be used as bawds;
I could not but in duty (though I know
That the relation kills in you all hope
Of peace hereafter, and in me twill shew
Both base and poor to rise up her accuser)
Freely discover it.

Sfor. Eternal plagues
Pursue and overtake her! for her sake,
To all posterity may he prove a cuckold,
And, like to me, a thing so miserable
As words may not express him, that gives trust
To all-deceiving women! Or, since it is
The will of Heavèn to preserve mankind,
That we must know and couple with these serpents,
No wise man ever, taught by my example,
Hereafter use his wife with more respect
Than he would do his horse that does him service,
Base woman being in her creation made
A slave to man. But, like a village nurse,
Stand I now cursing and considering, when
The tamest fool would do − Within there! Stephano,
Tiberio, and the rest! 1 will be sudden,
And she shall know and feel, love in extremes
Abused, knows no degree in hate.

Enter Tiberio and Stephano.

Tib. My lord.

Sfor. Go to the chamber of that wicked woman −

Steph. What wicked woman, sir?

Sfor. The devil, my wife.
Force a rude entry, and, if she refuse
To follow you, drag her hither by the hair,
And know no pity; any gentle usage
To her will call on cruèlty from me,
To such as shew it. − Stand you staring? Go,
And put my will in act.

Steph. Theres no disputing.

Tib. But tis a tempest, on the sudden raised,
Who durst have dreamed of?

[Exeunt Tiberio and Stephano.]

Sfor. Nay, since she dares damnation,
Ill be a Fury to her.

Fran. Yet, great sir,
Exceed not in your fury; shes yet guilty
Only in her intent.

Sfor. Intent, Francisco!
It does include all fact; and I might sooner
Be won to pardon treason to my crown,
Or one that killed my father.

Fran. You are wise,
And know whats best to do: − yet, if you please,
To prove her temper to the height, say only
That I am dead, and then observe how far
Shell be transported. Ill remove a little,
But be within your call. – [Aside] Now to the upshot!
Howeer, Ill shift for one.

[Exit.]

Re-enter Tiberio, Stephano,
and Guard with Marcelia.

Marcel. Where is this monster,
This walking tree of jealousy, this dreamer,
This horned beast that would be? Oh! are you here, sir?
Is it by your commandment or allowance,
I am thus basely used? Which of my virtues,
My labours, services, and cares to please you, −
For, to a man suspicious and unthankful,
Without a blush I may be mine own trumpet, −
Invites this barbarous course? dare you look on me
Without a seal of shame?

Sfor. Impudence,
How ugly thou appearst now! Thy intent
To be a whore, leaves thee not blood enough
To make the honest blush: what had the act done?

Marcel. Returned thee the dishonour thou deservst;
Though willingly I had given up myself
To every common letcher.

Sfor. Your chief minion,
Your chosen favourite, your wooed Francisco,
Has dearly paid fort; for, wretch! know, hes dead,
And by my hand.

Marcel. The bloodier villain thou
But tis not to be wondered at, thy love
Does know no other object: − thou hast killed then,
A man I do profess I loved; a man
For whom a thousand queens might well be rivals.
But he, I speak it to thy teeth, that dares be
A jealous fool, dares be a murderer,
And knows no end in mischief.

Sfor. I begin now
In this my justice.

[Stabs her.]

Marcel. Oh! I have fooled myself
Into my grave, and only grieve for that
Which, when you know youve slain an innocent,
You needs must suffer.

Sfor. An innocent! Let one
Call in Francisco;

[Exit Stephano.]

for he lives, vile creature,
To justify thy falsehood, and how often,
With whorish flatteries, thou hast tempted him;
I being only fit to live a stale,
A bawd and property to your wantonness.

Re-enter Stephano.

Steph. Signior Francisco, sir, but evèn now
Took horse without the ports.

Marcel. We are both abused,
And both by him undone. − Stay, Death, a little,
Till I have cleared me to my lord, and then
I willingly obey thee. − O, my Sforza!
Francisco was not tempted, but the tempter;
And, as he thought to win me, shewed the warrant
That you signed for my death.

Sfor. Then I believe thee;
Believe thee innocent too.

Marcel. But, being contemned,
Upon his knees with tears he did beseech me
Not to reveal it; I, soft-hearted fool,
Judging his penitence true, was won unto it:
Indeed, the unkindness to be sentenced by you,
Before that I was guilty in a thought,
Made me put on a seeming anger towards you,
And now − behold the issue! As I do,
May Heaven forgive you!

[Dies.]

Tib. Her sweet soul has left
Her beauteous prison.

Steph. Look to the duke; he stands
As if he wanted motion.

Tib. Grief hath stopped
the organ of his speech.

Steph. Take up this body,
And call for his physicians.

Sfor. O, my heart-strings!

[Exeunt.]


Act V


ACT V, SCENE I.
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The Milanese.
A Room in Eugenias House.

Enter Francisco, and Eugenia in male attire.

Fran. Why, couldst thou think, Eugenia, that rewards,
Graces, or favours, though strewed thick upon me,
Could ever bribe me to forget mine honour?
Or that I tamely would sit down, before
I had dried these eyes, still wet with showers of tears,
By the fire of my revenge? look up, my dearest!
For that proud fair, that, thief-like, stepped between
Thy promised hopes, and robbed thee of a fortune
Almost in thy possessión, hath found,
With horrid proof, his love, she thought her glory,
And an assurance of all happiness,
But hastened her sad ruin.

Eug. Do not flatter
A grief that is beneath it; for, however
The credulous duke to me proved false and cruel,
It is impossible he could be wrought
To look on her, but with the eyes of dotage,
And so to serve her.

Fran. Such, indeed, I grant,
The stream of his affection was, and ran
A constant course, till I, with cunning malice −
And yet I wrong my act, for it was justice, −
Made it turn backwards; and hate, in extremes,
(Love banished from his heart,) to fill the room:
In a word, know the fair Marcelias dead.

Eug. Dead!

Fran. And by Sforza s hand. Does it not move you?
How coldly you receive it! I expected
The mere relation of so great a blessing,
Borne proudly on the wings of sweet revenge,
Would have called on a sacrifice of thanks,
And joy not to be bounded or concealed.
You entertain it with a look, as if
You wished it were undone.

Eug. Indeed I do:
For, if my sorrows could receive addition,
Her sad fate would increase, not lessen them.
She never injured me, but entertained
A fortune humbly offered to her hand,
Which a wise lady gladly would have kneeled for.
Unless you would impute it as a crime,
She was more fair than I, and had discretion
Not to deliver up her virgin fort,
Though strait besieged with flatteries, vows, and tears,
Until the church had made it safe and lawful.
And had I been the mistress of her judgment
And constant temper, skilful in the knowledge
Of mans malicious falsehood, I had never,
Upon his hell-deep oaths to marry me,
Given up my fair name, and my maiden honour,
To his foul lust; nor lived now, being branded
In the forehead for his whore, the scorn and shame
Of all good women.

Fran. Have you then no gall,
Anger, or spleen, familiar to your sex?
Or is it possible, that you could see
Another to possess what was your due,
And not grow pale with envy?

Eug. Yes, of him
That did deceive me. Theres no passion, that
A maid so injured ever could partake of,
But I have dearly suffered. These three years,
In my desire and labour of revenge,
Trusted to you, I have endured the throes
Of teeming women; and will hazard all
Fate can inflict on me, but I will reach
Thy heart, false Sforza! − You have trifled with me,
And not proceeded with that fiery zeal,
I looked for from a brother of your spirit.
Sorrow forsake me, and all signs of grief
Farewell for ever! Vengeance, armed with fury,
Possess me wholly now!

Fran. The reason, sister,
Of this strange metamorphosis?

Eug. Ask thy fears,
Thy base, unmanly fears, thy poor delays,
Thy dull forgetfulness equal with death;
My wrong, else, and the scandal which can never
Be washed off from our house, but in his blood,
Would have stirred up a coward to a deed
In which, though he had fallen, the brave intent
Had crowned itself with a fair monument
Of noble resolution. In this shape
I hope to get access; and, then, with shame,
Hearing my sudden execution, judge
What honour thou hast lost, in being transcended
By a weak woman.

Fran. Still mine own, and dearer!
And yet in this you but pour oil on fire,
And offer your assistance where it needs not,
And, that you may perceive I lay not fallow,
But had your wrongs stamped deeply on my heart
By the iron pen of vengeance, I attempted,
By whoring her, to cuckold him: that failing,
I did begin his tragedy in her death,
To which it served as prologue, and will make
A memorable story of your fortunes
In my assured revenge: Only, best sister,
Let us not lose ourselves in the performance
By your rash undertaking: we will be
As sudden as you could wish.

Eug. Upon those terms
I yield myself and cause to be disposed of
As you think fit.

Enter a Servant.

Fran. Thy purpose?

Serv. Theres one Graccho,
That followed you, it seems, upon the track,
Since you left Milan, thats importunate
To have access, and will not be denied:
His haste, he says, concerns you.

Fran. Bring him to me.

[Exit Servant.]

Though he hath laid an ambush for my life,
Or apprehension, yet I will prevent him,
And work mine own ends out.

Enter Graccho.

Grac. [Aside] Now for my whipping!
And if I now outstrip him not, and catch him,
And by a new and strange way too, hereafter
Ill swear there are worms in my brains.

Fran. Now, my good Graccho!
We meet as twere by miracle.

Grac. Love, and duty,
And vigilance in me for my lords safety,
First taught me to imagine you were here,
And then to follow you. Alls come forth, my lord,
That you could wish concealed. The duchess wound,
In the dukes rage put home, yet gave her leave
To acquaint him with your practices, which your flight
Did easily confirm.

Fran. This I expected;
But sure you come provided of good counsel,
To help in my extremes.

Grac. I would not hurt you.

Fran. How! hurt me? such another words thy death;
Why, darst thou think it can fall in thy will
To outlive what I determine?

Grac. [Aside] How he awes me!

Fran. Be brief; what brought thee hither?

Grac. Care to inform you
You are a condemned man, pursued and sought for,
And your head rated at ten thousand ducats
To him that brings it.

Fran. Very good.

Grac. All passages
Are intercepted, and choice troops of horse
Scour oer the neighbour plains; your picture sent
To every state confederate with Milan:
That, though I grieve to speak it, in my judgment,
So thick your dangers meet, and run upon you,
It is impossible you should escape
Their curious search.

Eug. Why, let us then turn Romans,
And, falling by our own hands, mock their threats,
And dreadful preparations.

Fran. Twould show nobly;
But that the honour of our full revenge
Were lost in the rash action. No, Eugenia,
Graccho is wise, my friend too, not my servant,
And I dare trust him with my latest secret.
We would, and thou must help us to perform it,
First kill the duke − then, fall what can upon us!
For injuries are writ in brass, kind Graccho,
And not to be forgotten.

Grac. [Aside] He instructs me
What I should do.

Fran. Whats that?

Grac. I labour with
A strong desire to assist you with my service;
And now I am delivered of t.

Fran. I told you.
Speak, my oraculous Graccho.

Grac. I have heard, sir,
Of men in debt that, layed for by their creditors,
In all such places where it could be thought
They would take shelter, chose for sanctuary
Their lodgings underneath their creditors noses,
Or near that prison to which they were designed,
If apprehended; confident that there
They never should be sought for.

Eug. Tis a strange one!

Fran. But what infer you from it?

Grac. This, my lord;
That, since all ways of your escape are stopped,
In Milan only, or, whats more, in the court,
Whither it is presumed you dare not come,
Concealed in some disguise, you may live safe.

Fran. And not to be discovered?

Grac. But by myself.

Fran. By thee! Alas! I know thee honest, Graccho,
And I will put thy counsel into act,
And suddenly. Yet, not to be ungrateful
For all thy loving travail to preserve me,
What bloody end soeer my stars appoint,
Thou shalt be safe, good Graccho. − Whos within there?

Grac. In the devils name, what means he!

Enter Servants.

Fran. Take my friend
Into your custody, and bind him fast:
I would not part with him.

Grac. My good lord.

Fran. Dispatch:
Tis for your good, to keep you honest, Graccho!
I would not have ten thousand ducats tempt you,
Being of a soft and wax-like disposition,
To play the traitor; nor a foolish itch
To be revenged for your late excellent whipping
Give you the opportunity to offer
My head for satisfaction. Why, thou fool!
I can look through and through thee; thy intents
Appear to me as written in thy forehead,
In plain and easy characters: and but that
I scorn a slaves base blood should rust that sword
That from a prince expects a scarlet dye,
Thou now wert dead; but live, only to pray
For good success to crown my undertakings;
And then, at my return, perhaps, Ill free thee,
To make me further sport. Away with him!
I will not hear a syllable.

[Exeunt Servants with Graccho.]

We must trust
Ourselves, Eugenia; and though we make use of
The counsel of our servants, that oil spent,
Like snuffs that do offend, we tread them out. −
But now to our last scene, which well so carry,
That few shall understand how twas begun,
Till all, with half an eye, may see tis done.

[Exeunt.]


ACT V, SCENE II.
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Milan.
A Room in the Castle.

Enter Pescara, Tiberio, and Stephano.

Pesc. The like was never read of.

Steph. In my judgment,
To all that shall but hear it, twill appear
A most impossible fable.

Tib. For Francisco,
My wonder is the less, because there are
Too many precedents of unthankful men
Raised up to greatness, which have after studied
The ruin of their makers.

Steph. But that melancholy,
Though ending in distraction, should work
So far upon a man as to compel him
To court a thing that has nor sense nor being,
Is unto me a miracle.

Pesc. Troth, Ill tell you,
And briefly as I can, by what degrees
He fell into this madness. When, by the care
Of his physicians, he was brought to life,
As he had only passed a fearful dream,
And had not acted what I grieve to think on,
He called for fair Marcelia, and being told
That she was dead, he broke forth in extremes,
(I would not say blasphemed,) and cried that Heaven,
For all the offences that mankind could do,
Would never be so cruèl as to rob it
Of so much sweetness, and of so much goodness,
That not alone was sacred in herself,
But did preserve all others innocent
That had but converse with her. Then it came
Into his fancy that she was accused
By his mother and his sister; thrice he cursed them,
And thrice his desperate hand was on his sword
To have killed them both; but he restrained, and they
Shunning his fury, spite of all prevention
He would have turned his rage upon himself;
When wisely his physicians, looking on
The duchess wound, to stay his ready hand,
Cried out, it was not mortal.

Tib.  Twas well thought on.

Pesc. He easily believing what he wished,
More than a perpetuity of pleasure
In any object else, flattered by hope,
Forgetting his own greatness, he fell prostrate
At the doctors feet, implored their aid, and swore,
Provided they recovered her, he would live
A private man, and they should share his dukedom.
They seemed to promise fair, and every hour
Vary their judgments, as they find his fit
To suffer intermission or extremes:
For his behaviour since −

Sfor. [within] As you have pity
Support her gently.

Pesc. Now, be your own witnesses;
I am prevented.

Enter Sforza, Isabella, Mariana, Doctors,
and Servants with the body of Marcelia.

Sfor. Carefully, I beseech you,
The gentlest touch torments her; and then think
What I shall suffer. O you earthly gods,
You second natures, that from your great master,
Who joined the limbs of torn Hippolitus,
And drew upon himself the Thunderers envy,
Are taught those hidden secrets that restore
To life death-wounded men! you have a patient,
On whom to express the excellence of art,
Will bind even Heaven your debtor, though it pleases
To make your hands the organs of a work
The saints will smile to look on, and good angels
Clap their celestial wings to give it plaudits.
How pale and wan she looks! O pardon me,
That I presume (dyed oer with bloody guilt,
Which makes me, I confess, far, far unworthy)
To touch this snow-white hand. How cold it is!
This once was Cupids fire-brand, and still
Tis so to me. How slow her pulses beat too!
Yet in this temper she is all perfection,
And mistress of a heat so full of sweetness,
The blood of virgins in their pride of youth
Are balls of snow or ice compared unto her.

Mari. Is not this strange?

Isab. Oh! cross him not, dear daughter;
Our conscience tells us we have been abused,
Wrought to accuse the innocent, and with him
Are guilty of a fact −

Enter a Servant, and whispers Pescara.

Mari. Tis now past help.

Pesc. With me? What is he?

Serv. He has a strange aspect;
A Jew by birth, and a physicián
By his profession, as he says, who, hearing
Of the dukes frenzy, on the forfeit of
His life will undertake to render him
Perfect in every part: − provided that
Your lordships favour gain him free access,
And your power with the duke a safe protection,
Till the great work be ended.

Pesc. Bring me to him;
As I find cause, Ill do.

[Exeunt Pescara and Servant.]

Sfor. How sound she sleeps!
Heaven keep her from a lethargy! − How long
(But answer me with comfort, I beseech you)
Does your sure judgment tell you that these lids,
That cover richer jewels than themselves,
Like envious night, will bar these glorious suns
From shining on me?

1 Doct.  We have given her, sir,
A sleepy potion, that will hold her long,
That she may be less sensible of the torment
The searching of her wound will put her to.

2 Doct. She now feels little; but, if we should wake her,
To hear her speak would fright both us and you,
And therefore dare not hasten it.

Sfor.  I am patient.
You see I do not rage, but wait your pleasure.
What do you think she dreams of now? for sure,
Although her bodys organs are bound fast,
Her fancy cannot slumber.

1 Doct.  That, sir, looks on
Your sorrow for your late rash act, with pity
Of what you suffer for it, and prepares
To meet the free confession of your guilt
With a glad pardon.

Sfor.  She was ever kind,
And her displeasure, though called on, short-lived
Upon the least submission. − O you Powers,
That can convey our thoughts to one another
Without the aid of eyes or ears, assist me!
Let her behold me in a pleasing dream

[Kneels.]

Thus, on my knees before her; (yet that duty
In me is not sufficient;) let her see me
Compel my mother, from whom I took life,
And this my sister, partner of my being,
To bow thus low unto her; let her hear us
In my acknowledgment freely confess
That we in a degree as high are guilty
As she is innocent. − Bite your tongues, vile creatures,
And let your inward horror fright your souls,
For having belied that pureness to come near which,
All women that posterity can bring forth
Must be, though striving to be good, poor rivals.
And for that dog Francisco, that seduced me,
In wounding her, to raise a temple built
To chastity and sweetness, let her know
Ill follow him to hell, but I will find him,
And there live a fourth Fury to torment him.
Then, for this cursèd hand and arm that guided
The wicked steel, Ill have them, joint by joint,
With burning irons seared off, which I will eat,
I being a vulture fit to taste such carrion;
Lastly −

1 Doct. You are too loud, sir; you disturb
Her sweet repose.

Sfor.  I am hushed. Yet give us leave,
Thus prostrate at her feet, our eyes bent downwards,
Unworthy and ashamed to look upon her,
To expect her gracious sentence.

2 Doct. Hes past hope.

1 Doct. The body too will putrify, and then
We can no longer cover the imposture.

Tib. Which, in his death, will quickly be discovered.
I can but weep his fortune.

Steph. Yet be careful
You lose no minute to preserve him; time
May lessen his distraction.

Re-enter Pescara, with Francisco, as a Jew doctor,
and Eugenia disguised as before.

Fran. I am no god, sir,
To give a new life to her; yet Ill hazard
My head, Ill work the senseless trunk to appear
To him as it had got a second being,
Or that the soul thats fled fromt were called back
To govern it again. I will preserve it
In the first sweetness, and by a strange vapour,
Which Ill infuse into her mouth, create
A seeming breath; Ill make her veins run high too,
As if they had true motion.

Pesc. Do but this,
Till we use means to win upon his passions
To endure to hear shes dead with some small patience,
And make thy own reward.

Fran. The art I use
Admits no looker on: I only ask
The fourth part of an hour, to perfect that
I boldly undertake.

Pesc. I will procure it.

2 Doct. What strangers this?

Pesc. Sooth me in all I say;
Theres a main end in it.

Fran. Beware!

Eug.  I am warned.

Pesc. Look up, sir, cheerfully; comfort in me
Flows strongly to you.

Sfor. From whence came that sound?
Was it from my Marcelia? If it were,

[Rises.]
I rise, and joy will give me wings to meet it.

Pesc. Nor shall your expectation be deferred
But a few minutes. Your physicians are
Mere voice, and no performance; I have found
A man that can do wonders. Do not hinder
The duchess wished recovery, to enquire
Or what he is, or to give thanks, but leave him
To work this miracle.

Sfor. Sure, tis my good angel.
I do obey in all things: be it death
For any to disturb him, or come near,
Till he be pleased to call us. O, be prosperous,
And make a duke thy bondman!

[Exeunt all but Francisco and Eugenia.]

Fran. Tis my purpose;
If that to fall a long-wished sacrifice
To my revenge can be a benefit.
Ill first make fast the doors; − so!

Eug. You amaze me:
What follows now?

Fran. A full conclusion
Of all thy wishes. Look on this, Eugenia,
Even such a thing the proudest fair on earth,
For whose delight the elements are ransacked,
And art with nature studied to preserve her,
Must be, when she is summoned to appear
In the court of Death. But I lose time.

Eug. What mean you?

Fran. Disturb me not. − Your ladyship looks pale;
But I, your doctor, have a ceruse for you. −
See, my Eugenia, how many faces,
That are adorned in court, borrow these helps,

[Paints the cheeks.]

And pass for excellence, when the better part
Of them are like to this. − Your mouth smells sour too,
But here is that shall take away the scent;
A precious antidote old ladies use,
When they would kiss, knowing their gums are rotten.

[Paints the lips.]

These hands, too, that disdained to take a touch
From any lip, whose owner writ not lord,
Are now but as the coarsest earth; but I
Am at the charge, my bill not to be paid too,
To give them seeming beauty.

[Paints the hands.]

So! tis done.
How do you like my workmanship?

Eug. I tremble:
And thus to tyrannize upon the dead,
Is most inhuman.

Fran. Come we for revenge,
And can we think on pity! Now to the upshot,
And, as it proves, applaud it. − My lord the duke!
Enter with joy, and see the sudden change
Your servants hand hath wrought.

Re-enter Sforza and the rest.

Sfor. I live again
In my full confidence that Marcelia may
Pronounce my pardon. Can she speak yet?

Fran. No:
You must not look for all your joys at once;
That will ask longer time.

Pesc. Tis wondrous strange!

Sfor. By all the dues of love I have had from her,
This hand seems as it was when first I kissed it.
These lips invite too: I could ever feed
Upon these roses, they still keep their colour
And native sweetness: only the nectars wanting,
That, like the morning dew in flowery May,
Preserved them in their beauty.

Enter Graccho hastily.

Grac. Treason, treason!

Tib. Call up the guard.

Fran. [Aside] Graccho! then we are lost.

Enter Guard.

Grac. I am got off, sir Jew; a bribe hath done it,
For all your serious charge; theres no disguise
Can keep you from my knowledge.

Sfor. Speak.

Grac. I am out of breath,
But this is −

Fran. Spare thy labour, fool, − Francisco.

All. Monster of men!

Fran. Give me all attributes
Of all you can imagine, yet I glory
To be the thing I was born. I AM Francisco;
Francisco, that was raised by you, and made
The minion of the time; the same Francisco,
That would have whored this trunk, when it had life;
And, after, breathed a jealousy upon thee,
As killing as those damps that belch out plagues
When the foundation of the earth is shaken:
I made thee do a deed Heaven will not pardon,
Which was − to kill an innocent.

Sfor. Call forth the tortures
For all that flesh can feel.

Fran. I dare the worst.
Only, to yield some reason to the world
Why I pursued this course, look on this face,
Made old by thy base falsehood: tis Eugenia.

Sfor. Eugenia!

Fran. Does it start you, sir? my sister,
Seduced and fooled by thee: but thou must pay
The forfeit of thy falsehood. Does it not work yet! −
Whateer becomes of me, which I esteem not,
THOU art marked for the grave: Ive given thee poison
In this cup, now observe me, which (thy lust
Carousing deeply of) made thee forget
Thy vowed faith to Eugenia.

Pesc. O damnèd villain!

Isab.  How do you, sir?

Sfor. Like one
That learns to know in death what punishment
Waits on the breach of faith. Oh! now I feel
An Ætna in my entrails. − I have lived
A prince, and my last breath shall be command.
− I burn, I burn! yet ere life be consumed,
Let me pronounce upon this wretch all torture
That witty cruelty can invent.

Pesc.  Away with him!

Tib. In all things we will serve you.

Fran. Farewell, sister!
Now I have kept my word, torments I scorn:
I leave the world with glory. They are men,
And leave behind them name and memory,
That, wronged, do right themselves before they die.

[Exeunt Guard with Francisco.]

Steph. A desperate wretch!

Sfor. I come: Death! I obey thee.
Yet I will not die raging; for, alas!
My whole life was a frenzy. − Good Eugenia,
In death forgive me. − As you love me, bear her
To some religious house, there let her spend
The remnant of her life: when I am ashes,
Perhaps shell be appeased, and spare a prayer
For my poor soul. Bury me with Marcelia,
And let our epitaph be −

[Dies.]

Tib. His speech is stopped.

Steph. Already dead!

Pesc. It is in vain to labour
To call him back. Well give him funeral,
And then determine of the state affairs:
And learn, from this example, Theres no trust
In a foundation that is built on lust.

[Exeunt.]

FINIS
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TO MY MUCH HONOURED FRIEND,ANTHONY SENTLIGER, OF OUKHAM IN KENT, ESQUIRE.
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Sir,
That the Patronage of trifles, in this kinde, hath long since rendred Dedications, and Inscriptions obsolete, and out of fashion, I perfectly understand, and cannot but ingenuously confesse, that I walking in the same path, may be truly argued by you of weaknesse, or wilfull errour: but the reasons and defences, for the tender of my service this way to you, are so just, that I cannot (in my thankefulnesse for so many favours received) but be ambitious to publish them. Your noble Father, Sir Warham Sentliger (whose remarkeable vertues must be ever remembred) being, while hee lived, a master, for his pleasure, in Poetry, feared not to hold converse with divers, whose necessitous fortunes made it their profession, among which, by the clemency of his judgement, I was not in the last place admitted. You (the Heire of his honour and estate) inherited his good inclinations to men of my poore quality, of which I cannot give any ampler testimony, than by my free and glad profession of it to the world. Besides, (and it was not the least encouragement to mee) many of eminence, and the best of such, who disdained not to take notice of mee, have not thought themselves disparaged, I dare not say honoured, to be celebrated the Patrons of my humble studies. In the first file of which, I am confident, you shall have no cause to blush, to finde your Name written. I present you with this old Tragedie, without Prologue, or Epilogue, it being composed in a time (and that too, peradventure, as knowing as this) when such by ornaments, were not advanced above the fabricque of the whole worke.
Accept it I beseech you, as it is, and continue your favour to the Author.

Your Servant,
Philip Massinger.


ACTUS PRIMUS, SCÆNA PRIMA.

MONTREVILE, THEOCRINE, USHER, PAGE, WAITING WOMEN.
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Montrevile. Now to bee modest Madam, when you are
A suitor for your father, would appeare
Courser then bouldnesse; you a while must part with
Soft silence, and the blushings of a virgin,
Though I must grant (did not this cause command it)
They are rich jeweils you have ever worne
To all mens admiration. In this age,
If by our owne forcd importunity,
Or others purchasd intercession, or
Corrupting bribes we can make our approches
To justice, guarded from us by sterne power,
We blesse the meanes, and industry.

Usher. Heres musicke
In this bagge shall wake her, though shee had drunke Opium,
Or eaten Mandrakes; let commanders talke
Of cannons to make breaches, give but fire
To this petarde, it shall blow open Madam
The iron doores of a judge, and make you entrance,
When they (let them doe what they can) with all
Their mines, their culverins, and Basiliscos
Shall coole their feete without, this being the pickelocke
That never failes.

Montrevile. Tis true, gold can doe much,
But beauty more. Were I the governour,
Though the Admirall your father stood convicted
Of what hes only doubted, halfe a dozen
Of sweet close kisses from these cherry lips,
With some short active conference in private,
Should signe his generall pardon.

Theocrine. These light words sir
Doe ill become the weight of my sad fortune
And I much wonder you that doe professe
Your selfe to be my fathers bosome friend,
Can raise mirth from his misery.

Montrevile. You mistake me,
I share in his calamity, and only
Deliver my thoughts freely, what I should doe
For such a rare petitioner, and if
Youle follow the directions I prescribe,
With my best judgement Ill marke out the way
For his inlargement.

Theocrine. With all reall joy,
I shall put what you counsell into act,
Provided it be honest.

Montrevile. Honesty
In a faire she client (trust to my experience)
Seldome or never prospers, the worlds wicked.
Wee are men, not saints sweet Lady; you must practice
The manners of the time, if you intend
To have favour from it; do not deceive your selfe
By building too much on the false foundations
Of chastity and vertue. Bid your wayters
Stand farther of, and ill come neerer to you.

Woman. Some wicked counsaile on my life.

Woman. Nere doubt it,
If it proceed from him.

Page. I wonder that
My Lord so much affects him.

Usher. Thou art a child
And dost not understand on what strong bases
This freindships raisd between this Mountrevile
And our Lord Monsieur Malefort, but ile teach thee;
From thy yeares they have been joynt purchasers,
In fire, and water-works, and truckt together.

Page. In fire and waterworks?

Usher. Commodities boy
Which you may know hereafter.

Page. And deale in em
When the trade has given you over, as appeares
By the increase of your high forehead.

Usher. Heares a cracke,
I thinke they sucke this knowledge in their milke.

Page. I had had an ignorant nurse else. I have tide sir
My Ladies garter, and can ghesse — 

Usher. Peace infant,
Tales out a schoole! take heed, you will be britchd else.
THEOCRINE falls off.

Woman. My Ladies colour changes.

Woman. She falls off too.

Theocrine. You are a naughty man, indeed you are,
And I will sooner perish with my father
Then at this price redeeme him.

Montrevile. Take your owne way,
Your modest legall way, tis not your vayle
Nor mourning habit, nor these creatures taught
To howle, and cry, when you beginne to whimper,
Nor following my Lords coach in the dirt,
Nor that which you relie upon, a bribe,
Will doe it when theres something he likes better.
These courses fit an old crone of threescore,
That had seaven yeares together tirde the court
With tedious petitions and clamors,
For the recovery of a straggling husband,
To pay forsooth the duties of one to her,
But for a Lady of your tempting beauties,
Your youth and ravishing features to hope only
In such a suite as this is, to gaine favor
Without exchange of courtesie, you conceive me,
Were madnes at the height.

Enter BEAUFORT JUNIOR and BELGARDE.

Heres brave yong Beaufort
The meteor of Marsellis, one that houlds
The governour his fathers will and power
In more awe then his owne; come, come advance,
Present your bag crammd with crowns of the sunne,
Doe you thinke he cares for money? he loves pleasure,
Burne your petition, burne it, he dotes on you,
Upon my knowledge; to his cabinet, doe
And hee will point you out a certaine course,
Be the cause right or wrong, to have your father
Releasd with much facility. Exit MONTREVILE.

Theocrine. Doe you heare?
Take a pander with you.

Beaufort junior. I tell thee there is neither
Imployment yet nor money.

Belgarde. I have commanded
And spent my owne meanes in my countries service,
In hope to raise a fortune.

Beaufort junior. Many have hopd so,
But hopes prove seldome certainties with souldiers.

Belgarde. If no preferment, let me but receive
My pay that is behinde, to set me up
A taverne, or a vaulting house; while men love
Or drunkennesse, or lechery, theyl nere fayle me:
Shall I have that?

Beaufort junior. As our prises are brought in,
Till then you must be patient.

Belgarde. In the meane time,
How shall I doe for cloths?

Beaufort junior. As most captaines doe;
Philosopher like, carry all you have about you.

Belgarde. But how shall I do to satisfie Colon Mounsieur,
There lies the doubt.

Beaufort junior. Thats easily decided,
My fathers tables free for any man
That hath borne armes.

Belgarde. And theres good store of meat?

Beaufort junior. Never feare that.

Belgarde. Ile seeke no other ordinarie then,
But be his daily ghest without invitement,
And if my stomacke hould, Ile feed so heartily
As he shall pay me suddainely to be quit of me.

Beaufort junior. Tis shee.

Belgarde. And further — 

Beaufort junior. Away, you are troublesome,
Designes of more weight — 

Belgarde. Ha faire Theocrine,
Nay if a velvet peticote move in the front
Buffe jerkins must to the rere, I know my manners;
This is indeed great businesse, mine a gugawe,
I may dance attendance, this must be dispatchd,
And suddainly, or all will goe to wracke.
Charge her home in the flank my Lord, nay I am gone sir.

Exit BELGARDE.

Beaufort junior. Nay pray you Madam rise, or Ill kneele with you.

Page. I would bring you on your knees, were I a woman.

Beaufort junior. What is it can deserve so poore a name,
As a suite to me? this more then mortall forme
Was fashioned to command and not intreate,
Your will but knowne is served.

Theocrine. Great Sir, my father
My brave deserving father, but that sorrow
Forbids the use of speech — 

Beaufort junior. I understand you,
Without the ayds of those interpreters
That fall from your faire eies, I know you labour
The libertie of your father, at the least
An equall hearing to acquit himselfe:
And tis not to endeere my service to you,
Though I must adde and pray you with patience heare it,
Tis hard to be effected, in respect
The States incensd against him: all presuming
The world of outrages his impious sonne,
Turnd worse than Pirat in his cruelties

Expresd to this poore Countrey, could not be
With such ease put in execution, if
Your father (of late our great Admirall)
Held not or correspondencie, or connivd
At his proceedings.

Theocrine. And must he then suffer,
His cause unheard?

Beaufort junior. As yet it is resolvd so,
In their determination. But suppose,
For I would nourish hope, not kill it in you,
I should divert the torrent of their purpose,
And render them that are implacable,
Impartiall Judges, and not swayd with spleene:
Will you, I dare not say in recompence,
For that includes a debt you cannot owe me,
But in your liberall bountie, in my suit
To you be gracious?

Theocrine. You entreat of me, Sir,
What I should offer to you, with confession
That you much undervalue your owne worth,
Should you receive me, since there come with you
Not lustfull fires, but faire and lawfull flames.
But I must be excusd, tis now no time
For me to thinke of Hymenæall joyes.
Can he (and pray you, Sir, consider it)
That gave me life, and faculties to love,
Be, as he is now, ready to be devourd
By ravenous wolves, and at that instant, I
But entertaine a thought of those delights
In which perhaps my ardor meets with yours?
Dutie and pietic forbid it, Sir.

Beaufort junior. But this effected, and your father free,
What is your answer?

Theocrine. Everie minute to me
Will be a tedious age till our embraces
Are warrantable to the world.

Beaufort junior. I urge no more,
Confirme it with a kisse.

Theocrine. I doubly seale it.

Usher. This would doe better a bed, the businesse ended,
[Aside.]
They are the lovingest Couple.

Enter BEAUFORT SENIOR, the Governour, MONTAIGNE, CHAMONT, LANOUR.

Beaufort junior. Here comes my father
With the Councell of war, deliver your petition,
And leave the rest to me.

Beaufort senior. I am sorrie, Lady,
Your fathers guilt compels your innocence
To aske what I in justice must denie.

Beaufort junior. For my sake, Sir, pray you receive, and read it.

Beaufort senior. Thou foolish boy, I can deny thee nothing.

Beaufort junior. Thus far we are happie. Madam quit the place,
You shall heare how we succeed.

Theocrine. Goodnesse reward you.

Exeunt THEOCRINE, USHER, PAGE, WOMEN.

Montaigne. It is apparent, and we stay too long
To censure Malefort as he deserves.

Chamont. There is no colour of reason that makes for him:
Had he dischargd the trust committed to him,
With that experience and fidelitie
He practisd heretofore, it could not be
Our Navie should be blockd up, and in our sight
Our goods made prize, our Sailors sold for slaves,
By his prodigious issue.

Lanour. I much grieve,
After so many brave and high atchievements,
He should in one ill forfeit all the good
He ever did his Countrey.

Beaufort senior. Well, tis granted.

Beaufort junior. I humbly thanke you, Sir.

Beaufort senior. He shall have hearing,
His irons too strucke off, bring him before us;
But seeke no further favour.

Beaufort junior. Sir, I dare not. Exit BEAUFORT JUNIOR.

Beaufort senior. Monsieur Chamont, Montaigne, Lanour, assistants
By a Commission from the most Christian King
In punishing, or freeing Malefort
Our late great Admirall: though I know you need not
Instructions from me, how to dispose of
Your selves in this mans triall (that exacts
Your cleerest judgements) give me leave with favour
To offer my opinion: we are to heare him,
A little looking backe on his faire actions,
Loyall, and true demeanour, not as now
By the generall voyce, already hes condemnd.
But if we finde (as most beleeve) he hath held
Intelligence with his accursed sonne,
Falne off from all allegeance, and turnd
(But for what cause we know not) the most bloudy
And fatall enemie, this Countrey ever
Repented to have brought forth, all compassion
Of what he was, or may be, if now pardond,
We sit ingagd to censure him with all
Extremitie and rigour.

Chamont. Your Lordship shewes us
A path which we will tread in.

Lanour. He that leaves
To follow, as you lead, will lose himselfe.

Montaigne. Ile not be singular.

Enter BEAUFORT JUNIOR, MONTREVILE, MALEFORT SENIOR, BELGARDE, Officers.

Beaufort senior. He comes, but with
A strange distracted looke.

Malefort senior. Live I once more
To see these hands and armes free? these, that often
In the most dreadfull horror of a fight,
Have beene as sea-markes to teach such as were
Seconds in my attempts, to steere betweene
The rocks of too much daring, and pale feare,
To reach the Port of victory? when my sword,
Advancd thus, to my enemies appeard
A hairy comet, threatenning death and ruine
To such as durst behold it. These the legs
That when our ships were grappld, carried me
With such swift motion from decke to decke,
As they that saw it, with amazment crid;
He does not runne, but flies.

Montrevile. He still retaines
The greatnesse of his spirit.

Malefort senior. Now crampt with irons,
Hunger, and could, they hardly doe support me,
But I forget my selfe. O my good Lords
That sit there as my judges to determine
The life and death of Malefort, where are now
Those shoutes, those chearefull lookes, those loud applauses
With which when I returnd loaden with spoile
You entertaind your Admirall? alls forgotten,
And I stand here to give accompt for that
Of which I am as free, and innocent
As he that never saw the eyes of him,
For whom I stand suspected.

Beaufort senior. Monsieur Malefort
Let not your passion so farre transport you
As to believe from any private malice,
Or envie to your person you are questiond,
Nor doe the suppositions want waight,
That doe invite us to a strong assurance,
Your sonne — 

Malefort senior. My shame.

Beaufort senior. Pray you heare with patience, never
Without assistance, or sure aids from you,
Could with the pirates of Argers and Tunis,
Evn those that you had almost twice defeated,
Acquire such credit, as with them to be
Made absolute commander! (pray you observe me)
If there had not some contract passd betweene you,
That when occasion servd you would joyne with em
To the ruine of Marsellis!

Montrevile. More, what urgd
Your sonne to turne Apostata?

Chamont. Had he from
The State, or Governour, the least neglect

Which envie could interpret for a wrong?

Lanour. Or if you slept not in your charge, how could
So many ships as doe infest our Coast
And have in our owne Harbor shut our Navie
Come in unfought with?

Beaufort junior. They put him hardly to it.

Malefort senior. My Lords, with as much brevitie as I can,
Ill answer each particular objection
With which you charge me. The maine ground, on which
You raise the building of your accusation,
Hath reference to my sonne: should I now curse him,
Or wish in thagonie of my troubled soule,
Lightning had found him in his mothers womb
Youll say tis from the purpose, and I therefore
Betake him to the Devill, and so leave him.
Did never loyall father but my selfe
Beget a treacherous issue? wast in me
With as much ease to fashion up his minde,
As in his generation to forme
The organs to his body? must it follow
Because that he is impious, I am false?
I would not boast my actions, yet tis lawfull
To upbraid my benefits to unthankfull men.
Who suncke the Turkish gallies in the Straights,
But Malefort? who rescud the French Merchants,
When they were boorded, and stowed under hatches
By the Pirats of Argiers, when everie minute
They did expect to be chaind to the oare,
But your now doubted Admirall? then you filld
The aire with shouts of joy, and did proclaime
When hope had left them, and grim-lookd Despaire
Hoverd with saile-stretcht wings over their heads,
To me, as to the Neptune of the Sea,
They owd the restitution of their goods,
Their lives, their liberties. O can it then
Be probable, my Lords, that he that never
Became the master of a Pirats ship,
But at the maine yard hung the Captaine up,
And causd the rest to be throwne over boord,
Should after all these proofes of deadly hate,
So oft expresd against em, entertaine
A thought of quarter with em? but much lesse
(To the perpetuall ruine of my glories)
To joyne with them to lift a wicked arme
Against my mother Countrey, this Marsellis,
Which with my prodigall expence of bloud
I have so oft protected.

Beaufort senior. What you have done
Is granted, and applauded, but yet know
This glorious relation of your actions
Must not so blinde our judgements, as to suffer
This most unnaturall crime you stand accusd of,
To passe unquestiond.

Chamont. No, you must produce
Reasons of more validitie, and weight,
To plead in your defence, or we shall hardly
Conclude you innocent.

Montrevile. The large volume of
Your former worthy deeds, with your experience,
Both what, and when to doe, but makes against you.

Lanour. For had your care and courage beene the same
As heretofore, the dangers we are plungd in
Had beene with ease prevented.

Malefort senior. What have I
Omitted in the power of flesh, and bloud,
Even in the birth to strangle the designes
Of this hell-bred wolfe my sonne? alas my Lords,
I am no god, nor like him could foresee
His cruell thoughts, and cursed purposes,
Nor would the sun at my command forbeare
To make his progresse to the other world,
Affording to us one continued light.
Nor could my breath dispresse those foggie mists
Coverde with which, and darkenesse of the night,
Their navie undiscernd, without resistance
Beset our harbor! make not that my fault,
Which you in justice must ascribe to fortune.
But if that nor my former acts, nor what
I have deliverd, can prevaile with you
To make good my integritie and truth:
Rip up this bosome, and plucke out the heart
That hath beene ever loyall. A trumpet within.

Beaufort senior. How! a trumpet!
Enquire the cause.

MONTREVILE goes off.

Malefort senior. Thou searcher of mens hearts,
And sure defender of the innocent,
(My other crying sinnes, a while not lookd on)
If I in this am guiltie strike me dead,
Or by some unexpected meanes confirme,
I am accusd unjustly.
Enter MONTREVILE and a SEA CAPTAIN.

Beaufort senior. Speake the motives
That brings thee hither.

Captain. From our Admirall thus,
He does salute you fairely, and desires
It may be understood no publike hate,
Hath brought him to Marsellis, nor seekes he
The ruine of his countrie, but aimes only
To wreake a private wrong; and if from you
He may have leave, and liberty to decide it
In a single combate, hell give up good pledges
If he fall in the triall of his right,
Wee shall waigh anchor and no more molest
This towne with hostile armes.

Beaufort senior. Speake to the man,
(If in this presence he appeare to you)
To whom you bring this challenge.

Captain. Tis to you;

Beaufort senior. His father!

Montrevile. Can it be!

Beaufort junior. Strange and prodigious.

Malefort senior. Thou seest I stand unmovd; were thy voice thunder
It should not shake mee, say what would the viper?

Captain. The reverence a fathers name may challenge,
And duty of a sonne, no more remembred,
He does defie thee to the death.

Malefort senior. Goe on.

Captain. And with his sword will prove it on thy head,
Thou art a murtherer, an Atheist,
And that all attributes of men turnd furies
Cannot expresse thee, this he will make good
If thou darst give him meeting.

Malefort senior. Dare I live,
Dare I when mountaines of my sins orewhelme me
At my last gaspe aske for mercie? how I blesse
Thy comming, Captaine, never man to me
Arrivd so opportunely; and thy message,
However it may seeme to threaten death,
Does yield to mee a second life in curing
My wounded honour. Stand I yet suspected
As a confederate with this enemie,
Whom of all men, against all ties of nature
He markes out for destruction? you are just,
Immortall powers, and in this merciful,
And it takes from my sorrow, and my shame
For being the father to so bad a sonne,
In that you are pleasd to offer up the monster
To my correction. Blush and repent
As you are bound, my honourable Lords,
Your ill opinions of me; not great Brutus
The father of the Roman liberty
With more assured constancy beheld
His traytor sons, for labouring to call home
The banished Tarquins, scourgd with rods to death,
Then I will show when I take backe the life
This prodigie of mankinde receivd from me.

Beaufort senior. We are sory Monsieur Malefort for our errour
And are much taken with your resolution
But the disparity of yeares, and strength
Between you, and your sonne, duely considerd,
We would not so expose you.

Malefort senior. Then you kill me
Under pretence to save me. O my Lords
As you love honour, and a wrongd mans fame
Denie me not this faire, and noble meanes
To make me right againe to all the world.
Should any other but my selfe be chosen
To punish this Apostata with death,
You rob a wretched father of a justice
That to all after times will be recorded.
I wish his strength were centuple, his skill equall
To my experience, that in his fall
He may not shame my victory; I feele
The powers, and spirits of twenty strong men in me.
Were hee with wild fire circld. I undaunted
Would make way to him; as you doe affect Sir
My daughter Theocrine, as you are
My true and ancient friend, as thou art valiant,
And as all love a souldier, second me
In this my just petition. In your lookes
They all sue to the governour.
I see a grant my Lord.

Beaufort senior. You shall orebeare me,
And since you are so confident in your cause,
Prepare you for the combate.

Malefort senior. With more joy
Then yet I ever tasted; by the next sunne,
The disobedient rebell shall heare from me,
And so returne in safety. My good Lords,
To all my service, I will die or purchase
Rest to Marsellis, nor can I make doubt,
But his impietie is a potent charme,
To edge my sword and adde strength to my arme. Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDI, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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ENTER THREE SEA CAPTAINS.

Captain. HEE did accept the challenge then?

Captain. Nay more,
Was overjoyd int; and as it had beene
A faire invitement to a solemne feast,
And not a combate to conclude with death,
He chearefully imbracd it.

Captain. Are the articles
Signd to on both parts?

Captain. At the fathers suit,
With much unwillingnesse the governour
Consented to em.

Captain. You are inward with
Our Admirall; could you yet never learne
What the nature of the quarrell is, that renders
The sonne, more then incensed, implacable
Against the father?

Captain. Never; yet I have
As far as manners would give warrant to it,
With my best curiousnesse of care observd him,
I have sate with him in his cabin, a day together,
Yet not a sillable exchangd between us;
Sigh he did often, as if inward griefe,
And melancholy at that instant would
Choke up his vitall spirits, and now and then
A teare, or two, as in derision of
The toughnesse of his rugged temper would
Fall on his hallow cheekes, which but once felt,
A sudden flash of fury did dry up,
And laying then his hand upon his sword,
He would murmure, but yet so as I oft hard him,
We shall meete cruell father, yes we shall,
When ill exact for every womanish drop
Of sorrow from these eies, a strict accompt
Of much more from thy heart.

Captain. Tis wondrous strange.

Captain. And past my apprehension.

Captain. Yet what makes
The miracle greater, when from the maine top
A sayles descride, all thoughts that doe concerne
Himselfe layd by, no Lyon pinchd with hunger,
Rowzes himselfe more fiercely from his den,
Then he comes on the decke, and there how wisely
He gives directions, and how stout he is
In his executions, we to admiration,
Have beene eye-witnesses, yet he never minds
The bootie when tis made ours, but as if
The danger, in the purchase of the prey
Delighted him much more then the rewarde, His will made knowne he does retire himselfe
To his private contemplation, no joy
Expressd by him for victory.

Enter MALEFORT JUNIOR.

Captain. Heare he comes
But with more chearefull lookes then ever yet
I saw him weare.

Malefort junior. It was long since resolvd on
Nor must I stagger now. May the cause
That forces mee to this unnaturall act,
Be buried in everlasting silence,
And I finde rest in death, or my revenge,
To either I stand equall. Pray you Gentlemen
Be charitable in your censures of me,
And doe not entertaine a false beleefe
That I am mad, for undertaking that
Which must be, when effected, still repented.
It addes to my calamitie that I have
Discourse and reason, and but too well know
I can nor live, nor end a wretched life,
But both wayes I am impious. Doe not therefore
Ascribe the perturbation of my soule
To a servile feare of death: I oft have viewd
All kindes of his inevitable darts,
Nor are they terrible. Were I condemnd to leape
From the cloud-covered browes of a steepe rocke
Into the deepe; or Curtius-like to fill up,
For my Countries safetie and an after name,
A bottomlesse Abysse, or charge through fire,
It could not so much shake me, as thencounter
Of this dayes single enemie.

Captain. If you please, Sir,
You may shun it, or defer it.

Malefort junior. Not for the world:
Yet two things I entreat you. The first is,

Youll not enquire the difference betweene
My selfe and him, which as a father once
I honourd, now my deadliest enemie;
The last is, if I fall, to beare my body
Far from this place, and where you please interre it.
I should say more, but by his sudden comming
I am cut off.

Enter BEAUFORT JUNIOR, and MONTREVILE leading in MALEFORT SENIOR; BELGARDE following with others.

Beaufort junior. Let me, Sir, have the honour
To be your second.

Montrevile. With your pardon, Sir,
I must put in for that, since our tried friendship
Hath lasted from our infancie.

Belgarde. I have servd
Under your command, and you have seen me fight,
And handsomely, though I say it, and if now
At this downeright game, I may but hold your cards,
Ill not pull downe the side.

Malefort senior. I rest much bound
To your so noble offers, and I hope
Shall finde your pardon, though I now refuse em,
For which Ill yeeld strong reasons, but as briefly
As the time will give me leave. For me to borrow
(That am supposd the weaker) any aid
From the assistance of my Seconds sword,
Might write me downe in the blacke list of those,
That have nor fire, nor spirit of their owne;
But dare, and doe, as they derive their courage
From his example, on whose help and valour
They wholly doe depend. Let this suffice
In my excuse for that. Now if you please
On both parts to retire to yonder mount,
Where you, as in a Roman Theater,
May see the bloudy difference determind,
Your favours meet my wishes.

Malefort junior. Tis approvd of
By me, and I command you lead the way,
And leave me to my fortune.

Beaufort junior. I would gladly
Be a spectator (since I am denid
To be an Actor) of each blow, and thrust,
And punctually observe em.

Malefort junior. You shall have
All you desire; for in a word or two
I must make bold to entertaine the time,
If he give suffrage to it.

Malefort senior. Yes, I will,
Ill heare thee, and then kill thee: nay farewell.

Malefort junior. Embrace with love on both sides, and with us
Leave deadly hate, and furie.

Malefort senior. From this place
You nere shall see both living.

Belgarde. Whats past help, is

Bevond prevention.
They embrace on both sides, and take leave severally of the father and sonne.

Malefort senior. Now we are alone, Sir,
And thou hast libertie to unlode the burthen
Which thou groanst under. Speake thy griefes.

Malefort junior. I shall, Sir;
But in a perplext forme and method, which
You onely can interpret; would you had not
A guiltie knowledge in your bosome of
The language which you force me to deliver,
So I were nothing. As you are my father
I bend my knee, and uncompelld professe
My life, and all thats mine, to be your gift;
And that in a sonnes dutie I stand bound
To lay this head beneath your feet, and run
All desperate hazards for your ease and safetie.
But this confest on my part, I rise up,
And not as with a father, (all respect,
Love, feare, and reverence cast off,) but as
A wicked man I thus expostulate with you.
Why have you done that which I dare not speake?
And in the action changd the humble shape
Of my obedience, to rebellious rage
And insolent pride? and with shut eyes constraind me

To run my Barke of honour on a shelfe,
I must not see, nor if I saw it, shun it?
In my wrongs nature suffers, and lookes backward,
And mankinde trembles to see me pursue
What beasts would flie from. For when I advance
This sword, as I must doe against your head,
Pietie will weepe, and filiall dutie mourne,
To see their altars which you built up in me,
In a moment razd and ruind. That you could
(From my grievd soule I wish it) but produce
To qualifie, not excuse your deed of horror,
One seeming reason that I might fix here,
And move no farther.

Malefort senior. Have I so far lost
A fathers power, that I must give account
Of my actions to my sonne? or must I plead
As a fearefull prisoner at the bar, while he
That owes his being to me sits a Judge
To censure that, which onely by my selfe
Ought to be questiond? mountaines sooner fall
Beneath their vallies, and the loftie Pine
Pay homage to the Bramble, or what else is
Preposterous in nature, ere my tongue
In one short sillable yeelds satisfaction
To any doubt of thine, nay though it were
A certaintie disdaining argument.
Since though my deeds wore Hels blacke liverie,
To thee they should appeare triumphall robes,
Set off with glorious honour, thou being bound
To see with my eyes, and to hold that reason,
That takes or birth or fashion from my will.

Malefort junior. This sword divides that slavish knot.

Malefort senior. It cannot,
It cannot wretch, and if thou but remember
From whom thou hadst this spirit, thou darst not hope it.
Who traind thee up in armes but I? Who taught thee
Men were men onely when they durst looke downe
With scorne on death and danger, and contemnd
All opposition, till plumd victorie
Had made her constant stand upon their helmets?

Under my shield thou hast fought as securely
As the young Eglet, covered with the wings
Of her fierce Dam, learnes how and where to prey.
All that is manly in thee, I call mine;
But what is weake and womanish, thine owne.
And what I gave, since thou art proud, ungratefull,
Presuming to contend with him, to whom
Submission is due, I will take from thee.
Looke therefore for extremities, and expect not
I will correct thee as a sonne, but kill thee
As a Serpent swolne with poyson, who surviving
A little longer, with infectious breath,
Would render all things neere him, like it selfe

Contagious. Nay, now my angers up,
Ten thousand virgins kneeling at my feet,
And with one generall crie howling for mercie,
Shall not redeeme thee.

Malefort junior. Thou incensed Power,
A while forbeare thy thunder, let me have
No aid in my revenge, if from the grave
My mother — 

Malefort senior. Thou shalt never name her more.
Above BEAUFORT JUNIOR, MONTREVILE, BELGARDE, the three SEA CAPTAINS.

Beaufort junior. They are at it.

Captain. That thrust was put strongly home.

Montrevile. But with more strength avoyded.

Belgarde. Well come in,
He has drawne bloud of him yet, well done old Cocke.

Captain. That was a strange misse.

Beaufort junior. That a certaine hit.

Belgarde. Hees falne, the day is ours. Young MALEFORT slaine.

Captain. The Admirals slaine.

Montrevile. The father is victorious!

Belgarde. Let us haste
To gratulate his conquest.

Captain. Wee to mourne
The fortune of the sonne.

Beaufort junior. With utmost speed
Acquaint the Governour with the good successe,
That he may entertaine to his full merit,
The father of his Countries peace and safetie. They descend.

Malefort senior. Were a new life hid in each mangled limbe,
I would search, and finde it. And howere to some
I may seeme cruell, thus to tyrannize
Upon this senslesse flesh, I glorie in it.
That I have power to be unnaturall,
Is my securitie. Die all my feares,
And waking jealousies, which have so long
Beene my tormentors, theres now no suspition;
A fact, which I alone am conscious of,
Can never be discoverd, or the cause
That calld this Duell on, I being above
All perturbations, nor is it in
The power of Fate, againe to make me wretched.

Enter BEAUFORT JUNIOR, MONTREVILE, BELGARDE, the three SEA CAPTAINS.

Beaufort junior. All honour to the Conquerour. Who dares tax
My friend of treacherie now?

Belgarde. I am verie glad, Sir,
You have sped so well. But I must tell you thus much,
To put you in minde that a low ebbe must follow
Your high swolne tide of happinesse, you have purchast
This honour at a high price.

Malefort senior. Tis Belgarde,
Above all estimation, and a little
To be exalted with it cannot savour
Of arrogance: that to this arme and sword,
Marsellis owes the freedome of her feares,
Or that my loyaltie not long since eclipsd,
Shines now more bright than ever, are not things
To be lamented. Though indeed they may
Appeare too dearely bought, my falling glories
Being made up againe, and cemented
With a sonnes bloud. Tis true, he was my sonne

While he was worthy, but when he shooke off
His dutie to me, (which my fond indulgence
Upon submission might perhaps have pardond)
And grew his Countries enemie, I lookd on him
As a Stranger to my family, and a Traytor
Justly proscribd, and he to be rewarded
That could bring in his head. I know in this
That I am censurd rugged, and austere,
That will vouchsafe not one sad sigh or teare
Vpon his slaughterd body. But I rest
Well satisfid in my selfe, being assurd
That extraordinarie vertues, when they soare
Too high a pitch for common sights to judge of,
Losing their proper splendour, are condemnd
For most remarkable vices.

Beaufort junior. Tis too true, Sir,
In the opinion of the multitude:
But for my selfe that would be held your friend,
And hope to know you by a nearer name,
They are as they deserve, receivd.

Malefort. My daughter
Shall thanke you for the favour.

Beaufort junior. I can wish
No happinesse beyond it.

Captain. Shall we have leave
To beare the corps of our dead Admirall,
As he enjoynd us from this Coast?

Malefort. Provided
The articles agreed on, be observd,
And you depart hence with it, making oath
Never hereafter but as friends to touch
Vpon this shore.

Captain. Weell faithfully performe it.

Malefort. Then as you please dispose of it. Tis an object
That I could wish removd. His sins die with him,
So far he has my charitie.

Captain. He shall have
A Souldiers funerall.

The SEA CAPTAINS beare the body off with sad musicke.

Malefort. Farewell.

Beaufort junior. These rites
Paid to the dead, the Conquerour that survives
Must reape the harvest of his bloudy labour.
Sound all loud instruments of joy and triumph,
And with all circumstance, and ceremonie
Wait on the Patron of our libertie,
Which he at all parts merits.

Malefort. I am honourd
Beyond my hopes.

Beaufort junior. Tis short of your deserts.
Lead on: Oh Sir you must: you are too modest.
Exeunt with loud musicke.


ACTUS SECUNDI, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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THEOCRINE, PAGE, WOMEN.

Theocrine. Talke not of comfort, I am both wayes wretched,
And so distracted with my doubts and feares,
I know not where to fix my hopes. My losse
Is certaine in a father, or a brother,
Or both, such is the crueltie of my fate,
And not to be avoyded.

Woman. You must beare it
With patience, Madam.

Woman. And whats not in you
To be prevented, should not cause a sorrow
Which cannot help it.

Page. Feare not my brave Lord
Your noble father; fighting is to him
Familiar as eating. He can teach
Our moderne Duellists how to cleave a button,
And in a new way, never yet found out
By old Caranza.

Woman. May he be victorious,
And punish disobedience in his sonne,
Whose death in reason should at no part move you,
He being but hulfe your brother, and the neernesse,
Which that might challenge from you, forfeited
By his impious purpose to kill him, from whom

He receivd life. A shout within.

2. Woman. A generall shout.

Woman. Of joy.

Page. Looke up deare Lady, sad newes never came
Usherd with loud applause.

Enter USHER.

Theocrine. I stand prepard,
To indure the shocke of it.

Usher. I am out of breath
With running to deliver first.

Theocrine. What?

Usher. Wee are all made,
My Lord has won the day, your brothers slaine,
The pirats gone, and by the governour,
And states, and all the men of war he is
Brought home in triumph, nay no musing, pay me
For my good newes hereafter.

Theocrine. Heaven is just!

Usher. Give thankes at leasure, make all hast to meete him:
I coulde wish I were a horse that I might beare you
To him upon my backe.

Page. Thou art an asse,
And this is a sweete burthen.

Usher. Peace, you crackrope. Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDI, SCÆNA TERTIA.
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LOUD MUSICKE. MONTREVILE, BELGARDE, BEAUFORT JUNIOR, BEAUFORT SENIOR, MALEFORT, followed by MONTAIGNE, CHAMONT, LANOUR.

Beaufort senior. All honours we can give you and rewards,
Though all thats rich, or pretious in Marsellis
Were layd downe at your feet, can hold no waight
With your deservings; let me glory in
Your action as if it were mine owne,
And have the honour with the armes of love,
To embrace the great performer of a deed,

Transcending all this Countrey ere could boast of.

Montaigne. Imagine, noble Sir, in what we may
Expresse our thankfulnesse, and rest assurd
It shall be freely granted.

Chamont. Hees an enemie
To goodnesse and to vertue, that dares thinke
Theres any thing within our power to give,
Which you in justice may not boldly challenge.

Lanour. And as your owne, for we will ever be
At your devotion.

Malefort. Much honourd Sir,
And you my noble Lords, I can say onely,
The greatnesse of your favours overwhelme me,
And like too large a saile, for the small barke
Of my poore merits, sinks me. That I stand
Vpright in your opinions, is an honour
Exceeding my deserts, I having done
Nothing but what in dutie I stood bound to:
And to expect a recompence were base,
Good deeds being ever in themselves rewarded.
Yet since your liberall bounties tell me that
I may with your allowance be a Suitor,
To you my Lord I am an humble one,
And must aske that, which knowne, I feare you will
Censure me over-bold.

Beaufort senior. It must be something
Of a strange nature, if it finde from me
Deniall or delay.

Malefort. Thus then my Lord,
Since you encourage me: You are happie in
A worthy sonne, and all the comfort that
Fortune has left me is one daughter; now
If it may not appeare too much presumption,
To seeke to match my lownesse with your height,
I should desire (and if I may obtaine it,
I write Nil ultra to my largest hopes)
She may in your opinion be thought worthy
To be receivd into your family,
And married to your sonne: their yeares are equall,

And their desires I thinke too, she is not
Ignoble, nor my state contemptible,
And if you thinke me worthy your alliance,
Tis all I doe aspire to.

Beaufort junior. You demand
That which with all the service of my life
I should have labourd to obtaine from you.
O, Sir, why are you slow to meet so faire
And noble an offer? Can France shew a virgin
That may be paralleld with her? Is she not
The Phoenix of the time? the fairest star
In the bright sphere of women?

Beaufort senior. Be not rapd so:
Though I dislike not what is motiond, yet
In what so neere concernes me, it is fit
I should proceed with judgement.

Enter USHER, THEOCRINE, PAGE, WOMEN.

Beaufort junior. Here she comes,
Looke on her with impartiall eyes, and then
Let envie if it can, name one gracd feature
In which she is defective.

Malefort. Welcome Girle:
My joy, my comfort, my delight, my all,
Why dost thou come to greet my victorie
In such a sable habit? this shewd well
When thy father was a prisoner, and suspected;
But now his faith and loyaltie are admird,
Rather than doubted, in your outward garments
You are to expresse the joy you feele within;
Nor should you with more curiousnesse and care,
Pace to the Temple to be made a Bride,
Than now, when all mens eyes are fixt upon you,
You should appeare to entertaine the honour
From me descending to you, and in which
You have an equall share.

Theocrine. Heaven has my thankes
With all humility payd for your faire fortune,
And so farre duty bindes me, yet a little

To mourn a brothers losse (however wicked)
The tendernesse familiar to our sex
May if you please excuse.

Malefort. Thou art deceivd.
Hee living was a blemish to thy beauties,
But in his death gives ornament, and lustre
To thy perfections, but that they are
So exquisitly rare, that they admit not
The least addition. Ha! heres yet a print
Of a sad teare on thy cheeke, how it takes from
Our present happinesse! with a fathers lips,
A loving fathers lips, ill kisse it off,
The cause no more remembred.

Theocrine. You forget Sir
The presence we are in.

Malefort. Tis well considered,
And yet who is the owner of a treasure,
Above all valew, but without offence,
May glory in the glad possession of it?
Nor let it in your excellence beget wonder,
Or any here, that looking on the daughter,
I feast my selfe in the imagination
Of those sweet pleasures, and allowd delights,
I tasted from the mother (who still lives
In this her perfit modell) for she had
Such smooth and high archd brows, such sparkling eies,
Whose every glance stord Cupids emptied quiver;
Such ruby lips, and such a lovely browne,
Disdaining all adulterate aydes of art,
Kepd a perpetuall spring upon her face,
As death himselfe lamented being forcd
To blast it with his palenesse, and if now,
Her brightnes dimd with sorrow, take and please you,
Thinke think young Lord, when she appeares her selfe
(This vayle removd) in her owne naturall purenesse
How farre she will transport you.

Beaufort junior. Did she need it,
The praise which you (and well deservd) give to her
Must of necessity raise new desires

In one indebted more to yeares; to me
Your words are but as oyle powrd on a fire,
That flames already at the height.

Malefort. No more;
I doe believe you, and let me from you
Finde so much credit, when I make her yours
I doe possesse you of a gift, which I
With much unwillingnesse part from. My good Lords
Forbeare your further trouble, give me leave,
For on the suddaine I am indisposd,
To retire to my own house, and rest. To morrow
As you command me I will be your ghest,
And having deckt my daughter like her selfe,
You shall have farther conference.

Beaufort senior. You are Master
Of your owne will; but fayle not, ill expect you.

Malefort. Nay I will be excusd; I must part with you.
To young BEAUFORT and the rest.
My dearest Theocrine give me thy hand,
I will support thee.

Theocrine. You gripe it too hard Sir.

Malefort. Indeed I doe, but have no farther end in it,
But love and tendernesse such as I may challenge
And you must grant. Thou art a sweet one, yes,
And to be cherished.

Theocrine. May I still deserve it.
They goe off several wayes.


ACTUS TERTII, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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ENTER BEAUFORT SENIOR, SERVANT.

Beaufort senior. HAVE you beene carefull?

Servant. With my best endevours,
Let them bring stomacks, theres no want of meat Sir:
Portly and curious viands are prepard,
To please all kindes of appetites.

Beaufort senior. Tis well.

I love a table furnisht with full plentie,
And store of friends to eat it, but with this caution,
I would not have my house a common Inne,
For some men that come rather to devoure me,
Than to present their service. At this time too
It being a serious and solemne meeting,
I must not haue my boord pesterd with shadowes,
That under other mens protection breake in

Without invitement.

Servant. With your favour then,
You must double your gard, my Lord, for on my knowledge
There are some so sharp set, not to be kept out
By a file of Musketiers. And tis lesse danger,
Ill undertake, to stand at push of pike
With an enemie in a breach, that undermind too,
And the Cannon playing on it, than to stop
One Harpie, your perpetuall ghest, from entrance,
When the dresser, the Cookes drum, thunders come on,
The service will be lost else.

Beaufort senior. What is hee?

Servant. As tall a trencher-man, that is most certaine,
As ere demolisht Pie-fortification
As soone as batterd; and if the rim of his belly
Were not made up of a much tougher stuffe
Than his Buffe jerkin, there were no defence
Against the charge of his guts: you needs must know him,
Hes eminent for his eating.

Beaufort senior. O Belgarde!

Servant. The same, one of the Admirals cast Captaines,
Who sweare, there being no war, nor hope of any,
The onely drilling is to eat devoutly,
And to be ever drinking, (thats allowd of)
But they know not where to get it, theres the spite ont.

Beaufort senior. The more their miserie, yet if you can
For this day put him off.

Servant. It is beyond
Th invention of man.

Beaufort senior. No: say this onely,
Whispers to him.
And as from me; you apprehend me?

Servant. Yes Sir.

Beaufort senior. But it must be done gravely.

Servant. Never doubt me Sir.

Beaufort senior. Weell dine in the great roome, but let the musick
And banquet be prepard here.
Exit BEAUFORT SENIOR.

Servant. This will make him
Lose his dinner at the least, and that will vex him.
As for the sweet meats, when they are trod under foot,
Let him take his share with the Pages and Lacqueyes,
Or scramble in the rushes.

Enter BELGARDE.

Belgarde. Tis neere twelve,
I keepe a watch within me never misses.
Save thee Master Steward.

Servant. You are most welcome, Sir.

Belgarde. Has thy Lord slept well to night? I come to enquire.
I had a foolish dreame, that against my will
Carried me from my lodging, to learne onely
How hes disposd.

Servant. Hes in most perfect health, Sir.

Belgarde. Let me but see him feed heartily at dinner,
And Ill beleeve so too, for from that ever
I make a certaine iudgement.

Servant. It holds surely
In your owne constitution.

Belgarde. And in all mens
Tis the best symptome, let us loose no time,
Delay is dangerous.

Servant. Troth Sir, if I might
Without offence deliver what my Lord has
Committed to my trust, I shall receive it
As a speciall favour.

Belgarde. Weell seet, and discourse
As the proverbe sayes for health sake after dinner,
Or rather after supper, willingly then
Ill walke a mile to here thee.

Servant. Nay good Sir
I will be briefe and pithee.

Belgarde. Prethee be so.

Servant. Hee bid me say of all his ghests, that he
Stands most affected to you, for the freedome,
And plainnesse of your maners. He nere observd you
To twirle a dish about, you did not like of,
All being pleasing to you; or to take
A say of venison, or stale fowle by your nose,
(Which is a solecisme at anothers table)
But by strong eating of em did confirme
They never were delitious to your palat,
But when they were mortifid, as the Hugonot sayes,
And so your part growes greater; nor doe you
Find fault with the sawce, keen hunger being the best,
Which ever to your much praise, you bring with you;
Nor will you with impertinent relations,
Which is a master-peece, when meates before you
Forget your teeth to use your nimble tongue
But doe the feate you come for.

Belgarde. Be advisd
And end your jeering; for if you proceede
Youll feele, as I can eate I can be angrie,
And beating may insue.

Servant. Ill take your counsell,
And roundly come to the point; my Lord much wonders
That you, that are a courtier as a souldier,
In all things else, and every day can vary
Your actions and discourse, continue constant
To this one suite.

Belgarde. To one? tis well I have one,
Unpawnd; in these dayes, every cast commander
Is not blest with the fortune, I assure you,
But why this question? does this offend him?

Servant. Not much: but he believes it is the reason
You nere presume to sit above the salt,
And therefore this day (our great Admirall
With other states being invited ghests)
He does intreate you to appeare among em,
In some fresh habit.

Belgarde. This staffe shall not serve
[Aside]
To beat the dogge off, these are souldiers garments,
And so by consequence grow contemptible.

Servant. It has stung him.

Belgarde. I would I were aquainted with the players,
[Aside.]
In charity they might furnish me, but there is
No faith in Brokers, and for believing Taylors
They are only to be read of, but not seene,
And sure they are confinde to their owne hells,
And there they live invisible; well I must not
Be fubd off thus — pray you report my service
To the Lord governour. I will obey him
And though my wardrops poore, rather then loose
His company at this feast, I will put on
The richest suite I have, and fill the chaire,
That makes me worthy of.

Exit BELGARDE.

Servant. We are shut of him,
He will be seene no more here, how my fellowes
Will blesse me for his absence, he had starvd em
Had he stayd a little longer. Would he cood,
For his owne sake shift a shirt, and thats the utmost
Of his ambition, adew good Captaine.

Exit.


ACTUS TERTII, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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ENTER BEAUFORT SENIOR and BEAUFORT JUNIOR.

Beaufort senior. Tis a Strange fondnesse.

Beaufort junior. Tis beyond example.
His resolution to part with his estate,
To make her dower the waightier is nothing,
But to observe how curious he is
In his owne person to adde ornament
To his daughters ravishing features, is the wonder.
I sent a page of mine in the way of courtship,
This morning to her to present my service,
From whom I understand all: there he found him
Sollicitous in what shape she should appeare,
This gowne was rich, but the fashion stale, the other
Was quaint, and neate, but the stuffe not rich enough;
Then does he curse the Taylor, and in rage

Falls on her Shoomaker, for wanting art
To expresse in every circumstance, the forme
Of her most delicate foote, then sits in counsell
With much deliberation to finde out
What tire would best adorne her; and one chosen,
Varying in his opinion, he teares off,
And stamps it under foot, then tries a second
A third and fourth, and satisfied at length
With much a doe in that, he growes agen
Perplexd and troubld where to place her Jewells
To be most markd, and whether she should weare
This diamond on her forehead, or betweene
Her milke-white paps, disputing on it both wayes,
Then taking in his hand, a rope of pearle,
(The best of France) he seriously considers
Whither she should dispose it on her arme
Or on her necke, with twenty other trifles,
Too tedious to deliver.

Beaufort senior. I have knowne him
From his first youth, but never yet observd
In all the passages of his life, and fortunes,
Vertues so mixd with vices. Valiant the world speakes him,
But with that bloody; liberall in his gifts too,
But to maintaine his prodigall expence,
A fierce extortioner; an impotent lover
Of women for a flash, but his fires quenchd,
Hating as deadly; the truth is I am not
Ambitious of this match: nor will I crosse you
In your affections.

Beaufort junior. I have ever found you,
(And tis my happinesse) a loving father,

Loud musicke.
And carefull of my good: — by the loud musicke,
As you gave order for his entertainment,
Hes come into the house. Two long houres since,
The Colonels, commissioners and captaines,
To pay him all the rites his worth can challenge,
Went to wayt on him hither.

Enter MALEFORT, MONTAIGNE, CHAMONT, LANOUR, MONTREVILE, THEOCRINE, USHER, PAGE, WOMEN.

Beaufort senior. You are most welcome,
And what I speake to you, does from my heart
Disperse it selfe to all.

Malefort. You meet my Lord

Your trouble.

Beaufort senior. Rather Sir, increase of honour,
When you are pleasd to grace my house.

Beaufort junior. The Favour
Is doubld on my part, most worthy Sir,
Since your faire daughter, my incomparable Mistresse,
Daines us her presence.

Malefort. View her well brave Beaufort,
But yet at distance; you hereafter may
Make your approaches neerer, when the priest
Hath made it lawfull, and were not shee mine,
I durst alowd proclaime it, Hymen never
Put on his saffron coloured robe to change
A barren virgin name with more good omens,
Then at her nuptialls. Looke on her againe,
Then tell me if she now appeare the same
That she was yesterday.

Beaufort junior. Being her selfe
She cannot but be excellent, these rich
And curious dressings, which in others might
Cover deformities, from her take lustre
Nor can adde to her.

Malefort. You conceive her right,
And in your admiration of her sweetnesse,
You only can deserve her; blush not girle,
Thou art above his praise, or mine, nor can
Obsequious flattery though she should use
Her thousand oyld tongues to advance thy worth,
Give ought (for thats impossible) but take from
Thy more then humane graces, and even then

When shee hath spent her selfe with her best strength,
The wrong she has done thee shall be so apparent,
That loosing her owne servile shape and name,
She will be thought detraction, but I
Forget my selfe, and something whispers to me,
I have said too much.

Montrevile. I know not what to thinke ont,
[Aside.]
But theres some mystery in it, which I feare
Will be too soone discoverd.

Malefort. I much wrong
Your patience noble Sir, by too much hugging
My proper issue, and like the foolish crow
Believe my blacke brood swans.

Beaufort senior. There needes not Sir
The least excuse for this, nay I must have
Your arme, you being the master of the feast,
And this the mistris.

Theocrine. I am any thing
That you shall please to make mee.

Beaufort junior. Nay tis yours
Without more complement.

Malefort. Your wills a law sir.

Loud musicke. Exeunt BEAUFORT SENIOR, MALEFORT, THEOCRINE, BEAUFORT JUNIOR, MONTAIGNE, CHAMONT, LANOUR, MONTREVILE.

Usher. Would I had beene borne a Lord.
woman. Or I a Lady.

Page. It may be you were both begot in court,
Though bred up in the Citie, for your mothers,
As I have heard lovd the lobbie, and there nightly
Are seen strange apparitions, and who knowes
But that some noble fawne, heated with wine,
And cloyde with partridge, had a kinde of longing
To trade in sprats? this needs no exposition,
But can you yeeld a reason for your wishes?

Usher. Why had I beene borne a Lord, I had beene no servant.
woman. And where as now necessity makes us wayters,

We had been attended on.
woman. And might have slept then.
As long as we pleasd, and fed when we had stomackes,
And worne new cloths, nor livd as now in hope
Of a cast gowne, or petticote.

Page. You are fooles,
And ignorant of your happinesse; ere I was
Sworne to the pantofle, I have heard my tutor
Prove it by logicke, that a servants life
Was better then his masters, and by that
I learnd from him, if that my memory fade not,
Ill make it good.

Usher. Proceed my little wit
In decimo sexto.

Page. Thus then from the king
To the beggar, by gradation all are servants,
And you must grant the slavery is lesse
To studie to please one, then many.

Usher. True.

Page. Well then, and first to you Sir, you complaine
You serve one Lord, but your Lord serves a thousand,
Besides his passions (that are his worst masters.)
You must humor him, and he is bound to sooth
Every grimme Sir above him, if he frowne;
For the least neglect you feare to loose your place,
But if, and with all slavish observation,
From the mignions selfe, to the groome of his close stoole,
He hourly seekes not favour, he is sure
To be easd of his office, though perhaps he bought it.
Nay more, that high disposer of all such
That are subordinate to him, serves, and feares
The fury of the many-headed monster,
The giddy multitude. And as a horse
Is still a horse, for all his golden trappings,
So your men of purchasd titles, at their best are
But serving-men in rich liveries.

Usher. Most rare infant,
Where learndst thou this morality?

Page. Why thou dull pate,
As I tould thee, of my tutor.

Woman. Now for us boy.

Page. I am cut of. The governour.

Enter BEAUFORT SENIOR, BEAUFORT JUNIOR, Servants setting forth a banquet.

Beaufort Senior. Quicke, quicke sirs,
See all things perfit.

Servant. Let the blame be ours else.

Beaufort Senior. And as I said, when we are at the banquet,
And high in our cups, (for tis no feast without it,
Especially among souldiers) Theocrine
Being retird, as thats no place for her,
Take you occasion to rise from the table,
And lose no opportunity.

Beaufort Junior. Tis my purpose,
And if I can winne her to give her heart,
I have a holy man in readinesse
To joyne our hands, for the Admirall her father
Repents him of his grant to me, and growes
So far transported with a strange opinion
Of her faire features, that should we deferre it,
I thinke ere long he will beleeve, and strongly,
The Daulphine is not worthy of her, I
Am much amazd witht.

Beaufort Senior. Nay dispatch there fellowes.

Servant. We are ready when you please.
Exeunt BEAUFORT SENIOR, BEAUFORT JUNIOR.
Sweet formes your pardon,
It has beene such a busy time I could not
Tender that ceremonious respect
Which you deserve, but now the great worke ended,
I will attend the lesse, and with all care
Observe, and serve you.

Page. This is a pend speech,

And serves as a perpetuall preface to
A dinner made of fragments.

Usher. Wee wayt on you. Loud Musicke. [Exeunt]


ACTUS TERTII, SCÆNA TERTIA.
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BEAUFORT SENIOR, MALEFORT, MONTAIGNE, CHAMONT, LANOUR, BEAUFORT JUNIOR, MONTREVILE, Servants.

Beaufort Senior. You are not merry Sir.

Malefort. Yes my good Lord,
You have given us ample meanes to drowne all cares,
And yet I nourish strange thoughts, which I would Aside.
Most willingly destroy.

Beaufort Senior. Pray you take your place,

Beaufort Junior. And drink a health, and let it be if you please
To the worthiest of Women: now observe him.

Malefort. Give mee the bowle, since you doe me the honour,
I will beginne it.

Chamont. May wee know her name Sir?

Malefort. You shall, I will not choose a forraigne Queenes,
Nor yet our owne, for that would relish of
Tame flattery; nor doe their height of title,
Or absolute power confirme their worth and goodnesse,
These being heavens gifts and frequently conferd
On such as are beneath em; nor will I
Name the kings Mistresse howsoever shee
In his esteeme may carry it; but if I,
As wine gives liberty, may use my freedome,
Not swayd this way, or that with confidence,
(And I will make it good on any equall)
If it must be to her, whose outward forme
Is betterd by the beauty of her minde,
She lives not that with justice can pretend
An interest to this so sacred health,
But my faire daughter. He that only doubts it,
I doe pronounce a villain, this to her then. Drinkes.

Montaigne. What may we thinke of this? Loud musicke.

Beaufort Senior. It matters not.

Lanour. For my part I will sooth him rather then
Draw on a quarrell.

Chamont. Tis the safest course,
And one I mean to follow.

Beaufort Junior. It has gone round Sir.
Exit BEAUFORT JUNIOR.

Malefort. Now you have done her right, if there be any
Worthy to second this, propose it bouldly,
I am your pledge.

Beaufort Senior. Lets pause here if you please,
And entertaine the time with something else.
Musicke there in some lofty straine, the song too
That I gave order for; the new one cald
The souldiers delight!

The song ended: enter BELGARDE in armor, a case of Carbines by his side.

Belgarde. Who stops mee now?
Or who dares only say that I appeare not
In the most rich and glorious habit that
Renders a man compleate? what court so set off
With state and ceremonious pompe, but thus
Accoutred I may enter? or what feast
Though all the elements at once were ransackd,
To store it with varietie transcending
The curiousnesse, and cost, on Trajans birth day,
(Where princes only, and confederat kings
Did sit as ghests, servd, and attended on
By the senators of Rome) at which a souldier
In this his naturall, and proper shape
Might not and bouldly fill a seat, and by
His presence make the great solemnity
More honourd and remarkeable?

Beaufort Senior. Tis acknowledge,
And this a grace done to me unexpected.

Montaigne. But why in armor?

Malefort. Whats the mysterie?
Pray you reveale that.

Belgarde. Souldiers out of action,
That very rare, but like unbidden ghests
Bring their stooles with em, for their owne defence,
At court should feed in gauntlets, they may have
Their fingers cut else; there your carpet knights,
That never chargd beyond a mistresse lips,
Are still most keene, and valiant, but to you
Whom it does most concern, my Lord, I will
Addresse my speech, and with a souldiers freedome
In my reproofe returne the bitter scoffe,
You threw upon my poverty. You contemnd
My courser outside, and from that concluded,
(As by your groome you made me understand)
I was unworthy to sit at your table,
Among these tissues, and imbroideries,
Unlesse I changd my habit. I have done it,
And show my selfe in that which I have worne
In the heate and fervor of a bloudy fight,
And then it was in fashion, not as now
Ridiculous, and despisd: this hath past through
A wood of pikes, and every one aimd at it,
Yet scornd to take impression from their fury;
With this, as still you see it fresh and new
I have chargd through fire that would have singd your sables,
Blacke fox, and ermins, and changd the proud colour
Of Skarlet though of the right Tirian die;
But now as if the trappings made the man,
Such only are admird that come adornd
With whats no part of them. This is mine owne
My richest suit, a suite I must not part from,
But not regarded now, and yet remember
Tis we that bring you in the meanes of feasts,
Banquets, and revels, which when you possesse,
With barbarous ingratitude you deny us
To be made sharers in the harvest, which
Our sweat and industrie reapd, and sowd for you.
The silks you weare, we with our bloud spin for you;

This massie plate, that with the ponderous waight
Does make your cupboords crack, we (unaffrighted
With tempests, or the long and tedious way,
Or dreadfull monsters of the deepe, that wait
With open jawes still ready to devoure us)
Fetch from the other world. Let it not then
In after ages to your shame be spoken,
That you with no relenting eyes looke on
Our wants that feed your plentie; or consume
In prodigall, and wanton gifts on Drones
The Kingdomes treasure, yet detaine from us
The debt that with the hazard of our lives,
We have made you stand ingagd for: or force us
Against all civill government in armour
To require that, which with all willingnesse
Should be tenderd, ere demanded.

Beaufort Senior. I commend
This wholsome sharpnesse in you, and prefer it
Before obsequious tamenesse, it shewes lovely:
Nor shall the raine of your good counsell fall
Upon the barren sands, but spring up fruit
Such as you long have wisht for. And the rest
Of your profession like you discontented
For want of meanes, shall in their present payment
Be bound to praise your boldnesse: and hereafter
I will take order you shall have no cause
For want of change to put your armour on
But in the face of an enemie; not as now
Among your friends. To that which is due to you,
To furnish you like your selfe, of mine owne bountie
Ill adde five hundred crownes.

Chamont. I to my power
Will follow the example.

Montaigne. Take this, Captaine,
Tis all my present store, but when you please,
Command me further.

Lanour. I could wish it more.

Belgarde. This is the luckiest jest ever came from me. [Aside]
Let a Souldier use no other Scribe to draw

The forme of his petition. This will speed
When your thrice humble supplications,
With prayers for encrease of health and honours
To their grave Lordships shall as soone as read
Be pocketted up, the cause no more remembred.
When this dumb Rhetorique. — Well, I have a life,
Which I in thankfulnesse for your great favours,
My noble Lords, when you please to command it,
Must never thinke mine owne. Broker, be happie,
These golden birds flie to thee. Exit BELGARDE.

Beaufort Senior. You are dull, Sir,
And seeme not to be taken with the passage
You saw presented.

Malefort. Passage? I observd none,
My thoughts were elsewhere busied. Ha! she is
In danger to be lost, to be lost for ever,
If speedily I come not to her rescue,
For so my Genius tels me.

Montrevile. What Chimeras
Worke on your phantasie?

Malefort. Phantasies? They are truths.
Where is my Theocrine? You have plotted
To rob me of my Daughter: bring me to her,
Or Ill call downe the Saints to witnesse for me:
You are inhospitable.

Beaufort Senior. You amaze me,
Your Daughters safe, and now exchanging courtship
With my sonne her servant. Why doe you heare this
With such distracted lookes? since to that end
You brought her hither?

Malefort. Tis confessd I did,
But now pray you pardon me, and if you please
Ere she deliver up her virgin fort,
I would observe what is the art he uses
In planting his artillery against it;
She is my only care, nor must she yield
But upon noble termes.

Beaufort Senior. Tis so determind.

Malefort. Yet I am jealous.

Montrevile. Overmuch I feare.
What passions are these?

Beaufort Senior. Come I will bring you
Where you, with these if they so please, may see
The love-scæne acted.

Montrevile. There is something more [Aside.]
Then fatherly love in this.

Montaigne. We wayt upon you. Exeunt omnes.


ACTUS TERTIJ, SCÆNA ULTIMA.
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BEAUFORT JUNIOR, THEOCRINE.

Beaufort Junior. Since then you meet my flames with equall ardor
As you professe, it is your bounty mistresse,
Nor must I call it debt, yet tis your glory,
That your excesse supplies my want, and makes mee
Strong in my weakenesse, which could never bee,
But in your good opinion.

Theocrine. You teach me Sir,
What I should say, since from your sun of favour,
I like dimme Phœbe, in her selfe obscure,
Borrow that light I have.

Beaufort Junior. Which you returne
With large increase (since that you will orecome,
And I dare not contend) were you but pleasd
To make whats yet divided one.

Theocrine. I have
Already in my wishes, modesty
Forbids me to speake more.

Beaufort Junior. But what assurance,
(But still without offence) may I demand
That may secure me that your heart and tongue
Joyne to make up this harmonie?

Theocrine. Choose any
Suiting your love distinguished from lust,
To aske and mine to grant.

Enter (as unseene) BEAUFORT SENIOR, MALEFORT, MONTREVILE, and the rest.

Beaufort Senior. Yonder they are.

Malefort. At distance too, tis yet well.

Beaufort Junior. I may take then
This hand, and with a thousand burning kisses,
Sweare tis the anchor to my hopes?

Theocrine. You may Sir.

Malefort. This is somewhat too much.

Beaufort Junior. And this done, view my selfe
In these true mirrors.

Theocrine. Ever trew to you Sir,
And may they loose thabilitie of sight,
When they seeke other object.

Malefort. This is more
Then I can give consent to.

Beaufort Junior. And a kisse,
Thus printed on your lips will not distast you?

Malefort. Her lips!

Montrevile. Why where should he kisse? are you distracted?

Beaufort Junior. Then when this holy man hath made it lawfull — 
Brings in a Priest.

Malefort. A priest so ready too! I must breake in.

Beaufort Junior. And whats spoke here is registred above,
I must ingrosse those favours to my selfe
Which are not to be namd.

Theocrine. All I can give,
But what they are I know not.

Beaufort Junior. Ill instruct you.

Malefort. O how my bloud boyles!

Montrevile. Pray you containe your selfe,
Me thinkes his courtships modest.

Beaufort Junior. Thee being mine,
And wholly mine, the river of your love
To kinsmen and allies, nay to your father,
(Howere out of his tendernesse he admires you)
Must in the Ocean of your affection
To me be swallowd up, and want a name
Compard with what you owe me.

Theocrine. Tis most fit, Sir,
The stronger bond that bindes me to you, must
Dissolve the weaker.

Malefort. I am ruind if [Aside.]
I come not fairely off.

Beaufort Senior. Theres nothing wanting
But your consent.

Malefort. Some strange invention aid me. Aside.
This! yes, it must be so.

Montrevile. Why doe you stagger,
When what you seemd so much to wish is offerd?

Beaufort Junior. Both parties being agreed to.

Beaufort Senior. Ill not court
A grant from you, nor doe I wrong your Daughter,
Though I say my sonne deserves her.

Malefort. Tis far from
My humble thoughts to undervalue him
I cannot prize too high. For howsoever
From my owne fond indulgence I have sung
Her praises with too prodigall a tongue,
That tendernesse laid by, I stand confirmd
All that I fancied excellent in her
Ballancd, with what is really his owne,
Holds waight in no proportion.

Montrevile. New turnings!

Beaufort senior. Whither tends this?

Malefort. Had you observd, my Lord,
With what a sweet gradation he wood,
As I did punctually, you cannot blame her,
Though she did listen with a greedie eare
To his faire modest offers: but so great
A good as then flowd to her, should have beene
With more deliberation entertaind,
And not with such haste swallowd; she shall first
Consider seriously what the blessing is,
And in what ample manner to give thanks fort,
And then receive it. And though I shall thinke
Short minutes yeeres till it be perfitted,
I will defer that which I most desire,

And so must she, till longing expectation,
That heightens pleasure, makes her truly know
Her happinesse, and with what out-streatcht armes
She must embrace it.

Beaufort Junior. This is curiousnesse

Beyond example.

Malefort. Let it then begin
From me, in whats mine owne Ill use my will,
And yeeld no further reason. I lay claime to
The libertie of a subject. Fall not off,
But be obedient, or by the haire
Ill drag thee home. Censure me as you please,
Ill take my owne way, O the inward fires
That wanting vent consume me! Exit with THEOCRINE.

Montrevile. Tis most certaine
Hees mad, or worse.

Beaufort Senior. How, worse?

Montrevile. Nay, there I leave you,
My thoughts are free.

Beaufort Junior. This I foresaw.

Beaufort Senior. Take comfort,
He shall walke in clouds, but Ill discover him:
And he shall finde, and feele, if he excuse not,
And with strong reasons this grosse injurie,
I can make use of my authoritie. Exeunt omnes.


ACTUS QUARTI, SCENA PRIMA.
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MALEFORT solus.

Malefort. WHAT flames are these my wild desires fan in me?
The torch that feeds them, was not lighted at
Thy altars, Cupid: vindicate thy selfe,
And doe not own it: and confirme it rather,
That this infernall brand that turnes me cyndars,
Was by the snake-haird Sisters throwne into
My guiltie bosome. O that I was ever
Accursd in having issue: my sonnes bloud,
(That like the poysond shirt of Hercules

Growes to each part about me) which my hate
Forcd from him with much willingnesse, may admit
Some weake defence; but my most impious love
To my faire daughter Theocrine, none,
Since my affection (rather wicked lust)
That does pursue her, is a greater crime
Than any detestation, with which
I should afflict her innocence. With what cunning
I have betrayd my selfe, and did not feele
The scorching heat that now with furie rages.
Why was I tender of her? coverd with
That fond disguise, this mischiefe stole upon me.
I thought it no offence to kisse her often,
Or twine mine armes about her softer neck,
And by false shadowes of a fathers kindnesse
I long deceivd my selfe: but now the effect
Is too apparent. How I strove to be
In her opinion held the worthiest man
In courtship, forme, and feature, envying him
That was preferd before me, and yet then
My wishes to my selfe were not discoverd.
But still my fires increasd, and with delight
I would call her mistresse, wilfully forgetting
The name of daughter, choosing rather she
Should stile me servant, then with reverence father;
Yet waking I nere cherishd obscene hopes,
But in my troubled slumbers often thought
Shee was too neere to me, and then sleeping blushd
At my imagination, which passd,
My eyes being open, not condemning it,
I was ravishd with the pleasure of the dreame.
Yet spight of these temptations I have reason
That pleades against em, and commands me to
Extinguish these abhominable fires,
And I will doe it, I will send her backe
To him that loves her lawfully. Within there!

Enter THEOCRINE.

Theocrine. Sir did you call?

Malefort. I looke no sooner on her, [Aside.]
But all my boasted power of reason leaves me,
And passion againe usurpes her Empire, — 
Does none else wait me?

Theocrine. I am wretched sir,
Should any owe more duty.

Malefort. This is worse
Then disobedience, leave me.

Theocrine. On my knees sir,
As I have ever squard my will by yours,
And likd, and loathd with your eyes: I beseech you
To teach me what the nature of my fault is,
That hath incensd you, (sure tis one of weakenesse
And not of malice) which your gentler temper
On my submission I hope will pardon,
Which granted by your piety, if that I
Out of the least neglect of mine hereafter,
Make you remember it, may I sinke ever
Under your dread command.

Malefort. O my stars!
Who can but dote on this humility
That sweetens, lovely in her teares! the fetters
That seemd to lessen in their waight; but now
By this grow heavier on me.

Theocrine. Deare sir:

Malefort. Peace,
I must not heare thee.

Theocrine. Nor looke on me?

Malefort. No,
Thy lookes and words are charmes.

Theocrine. May they have power then
To calme the tempest of your wrath; alas sir,
Did I but know in what I give offence
In my repentance I would shew my sorrow,
For what is past, and in my care hereafter
Kill the occasion or cease to be

Since life without your favour is to me
A load I would cast off.

Malefort. O that my heart
Were rent in sunder, that I might expire,
The cause in my death buried: yet I know not,
With such prevailing Oratory tis begd from me
That to deny thee would convince me to
Have suckd the milke of Tigers. Rise, and I
(But in a perplexd, and misterious method,)
Will make relation that which all the world
Admires and cries up in thee for perfections,
Are to unhappy me foule blemishes,
And mulcts in nature. If thou hadst beene borne
Deformd and crooked, in the features of
Thy body, as the manners of thy mind,
Moore lipd, flat nosd, dimme eyd, and beetle browd,
With a dwarfes stature to a gyant waste,
Sower breathd, with clawes for fingers on thy hands,
Splay footed, gouty legd, and over all
A loathsome leprosie had spread it selfe,
And made thee shund of humane fellowships:
I had beene blest.

Theocrine. Why would you wish a monster
(For such a one or worse you have describd)
To call you father?

Malefort. Rather then as now,
Though I had drownd thee for it in the sea,
Appearing as thou dost a new Pandora,
With Junos faire cow eyes, Minervas brow,
Auroras blushing cheekes, Hebes fresh youth,
Venus soft paps, with Thetis silver feet.

Theocrine. Sir you have likd and lovd them, and oft forcd
(With your hyperboles of praise powrd on them)
My modesty to a defensive red,
Strowd ore that palenesse, which you then were pleasd
To stile the purest white.

Malefort. And in that cup
I drank the poison I now feele dispersd

Through every vaine and artery. Wherefore art thou
So cruell to me? This thy outward shape
Brought a fierce warre against me, not to be
By flesh and blood resisted: but to leave me
No hope of freedome, from the Magazine
Of thy minds forces, treacherously thou drewst up
Auxiliary helpes to strengthen that
Which was already in it selfe too potent:
Thy beauty gave the first charge, but thy duty
Seconded with thy care, and watchfull studies
To please, and serve my will in all that might
Raise up content in me, like thunder brake through
All opposition, and my rankes of reason
Disbanded, my victorious passions fell
To bloody execution, and compeld me
With willing hands to tie on my owne chaines,
And with a kinde of flattering joy to glory
In my captivity.

Theocrine. I, in this you speake, sir,
Am ignorance it selfe.

Malefort. And so continue,
For knowledge of the armes thou bearst against me
Would make thee curse thy selfe, but yield no ayds
For thee to helpe me, and twere cruelty
In me to wounde that spotlesse innocency
How ere it make me guilty; in a word
The plurisie of goodnesse is thy ill,
Thy vertues vices, and thy humble lownesse
Far worse than stubborne sullennesse, and pride;
Thy lookes that ravish all beholders else
As killing as the Basiliskes, theis teares
Expressd in sorrow for the much I suffer,
A glorious insultation, and no signe
Of pitty in thee, and to heare thee speake
In thy defence, though but in silent action,
Would make the hurt already deepely festerd
Incurable, and therefore as thou wouldst not

By thy presence raise fresh furies to torment me
I doe conjure thee by a fathers power,
(And tis my curse I dare not thinke it lawfull
To sue unto thee in a neerer name)
Without reply to leave me.

Theocrine. My obedience
Never learnd yet to question your commands,
But willingly to serve em, yet I must
Since that your will forbids the knowledge of
My fault, lament my fortune. Exit.

Malefort. O that I
Have reason to discerne the better way
And yet pursue the worse. When I looke on her
I burne with heat, and in her absence freeze
With the cold blasts of jelousie, that another
Should ere taste those delights that are denide me,
And which of theis afflictions bring lesse torture
I hardly can distinguish. Is there then
No meane? no, so my understanding tels me,
And that by my crosse fates it is determind
That I am both waies wretched.
Enter USHER, and MONTREVILE.

Usher. Yonder he walkes sir,
In much vexation: he hath sent my Lady
His daughter weeping in, but what the cause is
Rests yet in supposition.

Montrevile. I guesse at it,
But must be further satisfied. I will sift him
In private therefore, quit the roome.

Usher. I am gon, sir. Exit.

Malefort. Ha! who disturbes me? Montrevile? your pardon.

Montrevile. Would you could grant one to your selfe, (I speake it
With the assurance of a friend) and yet
Before it be too late, make reparation
Of the grosse wrong, your indiscretion offered
To the governour and his sonne, nay to your selfe,

For there begins my sorrow.

Malefort. Would I had
No greater cause to mourne then their displeasure,
For I dare justifie — 

Montrevile. We must not doe
All that we dare; we are private friend, I observd
Your alterations with a stricter eye
Perhaps then others, and to loose no time
In repetition, your strange demeanour
To your sweet daughter.

Malefort. Would you could finde out
Some other theame to treat of.

Montrevile. None but this;
And this Ile dwell on, how ridiculous
And subject to construction — 

Malefort. No more.

Montrevile. You made your selfe, amazes me, and if
The frequent trials enterchanged betweene us
Of love and friendship, be to their desert
Esteemd by you, as they hold waight with me,
No inward trouble should be of a shape
So horrid to your selfe, but that to me
You stand bound to discover it, and unlocke
Your secretst thoughts: though the most innocent were
Lowd crying sinnes.

Malefort. And so perhaps they are.
And therefore be not curious to learne that
Which knowne must make you hate me.

Montrevile. Thinke not so,
I am yours in right and wrong, nor shall you finde
A verball friendship in me, but an active,
And here I vow, I shall no sooner know
What the disease is, but if you give leave
I will apply a remedy. Is it madnesse?
I am familiarly acquainted with
A deepe read man that can with charmes and hearbs

Restore you to your reason, or suppose
You are bewitchd, he with more potent spels
And magicall rites shall cure you. Ist heavens anger?
With penitence and sacrifice appease it,
Beyond this, there is nothing that I can

Imagine dreadfull. In your fame and fortunes
You are secure, your impious sonne removd to
That rendred you suspected to the state,
And your faire daughter — 

Malefort. Oh presse me no farther.

Montrevile. Are you wrung there? why what of her? hath she
Made shipwracke of her honour, or conspird
Against your life? or seald a contract with
The divell of hell, for the recovery of
Her young Inamorato?

Malefort. None of these,
And yet, what must increase the wonder in you,
Being Innocent in her selfe, she hath wounded me,
But where enquire not. Yet I know not how,
I am perswaded from my confidence
Of your vowd love to me, to trust you with
My dearest secret, pray you chide me for it,
But with a kind of pity, not insulting
On my calamity.

Montrevile. Forward.

Malefort. This same daughter — 

Montrevile. What is her fault?

Malefort. She is too faire to me.

Montrevile. Ha! how is this?

Malefort. And I have lookd upon her
More than a father should, and languish to
Enjoy her as a husband.

Montrevile. Heaven forbid it.

Malefort. And this is all the comfort you can give me,
Where are your promisd ayds, your charmes, your herbs?
Your deepe read scholier, spels, and magicke rites?
Can all these disenchaunt me? no, I must be
My owne Physitian, and upon my selfe
Practice a desperate cure.

Montrevile. Doe not contemne me,
Injoyne me what you please with any hazzard,
Ile undertake it. What meanes have you practisd
To quench this hellish fire?

Malefort. All I could thinke on,
But to no purpose, and yet sometimes absence
Does yeeld a kinde of intermission to
The fury of the fit.

Montrevile. See her no more then.

Malefort. Tis my last refuge, and twas my intent
And still tis, to desire your helpe.

Montrevile. Command it.

Malefort. Thus then, you have a fort of which you are
The absolute Lord, to which I pray you beare her
And that the sight of her may not againe
Nourish those flames, which I feele something lessend,
By all the ties of friendship I conjure you
And by a solemne oath you must confirme it,
That though my now calmd passions should rage higher
Then ever heretofore, and so compell me
Once more to wish to see her; though I use
Perswasions mixd with threatnings; nay adde to it
That I, this fayling, should with hands held up thus
Kneele at your feet, and bathe them with my teares,
Prayers or curses, vowes or imprecations
Onely to looke upon her though at distance,
You still must be obdurate.

Montrevile. If it be
Your pleasure sir that I shall be unmovd,
I will endeavour.

Malefort. You must sweare to be
Inexorable as you would prevent
The greatest mischiefe to your friend, that fate
Could throw upon him.

Montrevile. Well, I will obey you.
But how the governour will be answerd, yet,
And tis materiall, is not considered.

Malefort. Leave that to me. Ile presently give order

How you shall surprize her, be not frighted with

Her exclamations.

Montrevile. Be you constant to
Your resolution, I will not faile
In what concernes my part.

Malefort. Be ever blessed fort. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUARTI, SCÆNA SECUNDA.

[image: img27.jpg]

ENTER BEAUFORT JUNIOR, CHAMONT, LANOUR.

Chamont. Not to be spoke with, say you?

Beaufort junior. No.

Lanour. Nor you
Admitted to have conference with her?

Beaufort junior. Neither.
His doores are fast lockd up, and solitude
Dwels round about em, no accesse allowd
To friend or enemy, but — 

Chamont. Nay be not movd sir,
Let his passion worke, and like a hot reind horse
Twill quickly tire it selfe.

Beaufort junior. Or in his death
Which for her sake till now I have forborne
I will revenge the injury he hath done
To my true and lawfull love.

Lanour. How does your father
The Governour rellish it?

Beaufort junior. Troth he never had
Affection to the match: yet in his pitty
To me, hes gone in person to his house,
Nor will he be denide, and if he finde not
Strong and faire reasons Malefort will heare from him
In a kinde he does not looke for.

Chamont. In the meane time
Pray you put on cheerefull lookes.

Enter MONTAIGNE.

Beaufort junior. Mine suite my fortune.

Lanour. O heers Montaigne.

Montaigne. I never could have met you

More opportunely. Ile not stale the jest
By my relation: but if you will looke on
The malecontent Belgarde, newly rigde up,
With the traine that followes him, twill be an object
Worthy of your noting.

Beaufort junior. Looke you the Comedy
Make good the Prologue, or the scorne will dwell
Upon your selfe.

Montaigne. Ill hazard that, observe now.
Enter BELGARDE in a gallant habit; stayes at the doore with his sword drawne; severall voyces within.

Wenches. Nay, Captaine, glorious Captaine:

Belgarde. Fall backe Rascalls,
Doe you make an Owle of me? this day I will
Receive no more Petitions,
Here are bills of all occasions, and all sizes!
If this be the pleasure of a rich suite, would I were
Againe in my buffe jerkin, or my armour,
Then I walkd securely by my creditors noses,
And not a dog markd me, every officer shund me,
And not one lowzie prison would receive me;
But now, as the Ballade sayes, I am turnd gallant:
There does not live that thing I ow a sowse to,
But does torment me. A faithfull Cobler told me
With his awle in his hand, I was behind hand with him
For setting me upright, and bad me looke to my selfe.
A Sempstresse too, that traded but in sockes,
Swore she would set a Serjeant on my backe
For a borrowed shirt: my pay and the benevolence
The Governour and the States bestowd upon me,
The citie cormorants, my monie-mongers,
Have swallowd downe already; they were summes,
I grant, but that I should be such a foole
Against my othe, being a cashird Captaine,
To pay debts, though growne up to one and twenty,

Deserves more reprehension, in my judgement,
Then a shop-keeper, or a Lawyer that lends money,
In a long dead vacation.

Montaigne. How doe you like
His meditation?

Chamont. Peace, let him proceed.

Belgarde. I cannot now goe on the score for shame,
And where I shall begin to pawne, I marry,
That is considerd timely. I paid for
This traine of yours Dame Estridge foureteen crowns,
And yet it is so light, twill hardly passe
For a Taverne reckoning, unlesse it be
To save the charge of paynting, naild on a post
For the signe of the feathers; pox upon the fashion,
That a Captaine cannot thinke himselfe a Captaine,
If he weare not this like a fore-horse; yet it is not
Staple commodity; these are perfumd too,
Of the Roman wash, and yet a stale red herring
Would fill the belly better, and hurt the head lesse:
And this is Venice gold, would I had it againe
In french crownes in my pocket. O you commanders
That like me have no dead paies, nor can couzen
The Commissary at a muster, let me stand
For an example to you, as you would
Injoy your priviledges: videlicet,
To pay your debts, and take your lechery gratis,
To have your issue warmd by others fires,
To be often drunke, and sweare, yet pay no forfeit
To the poore, but when you share with one another,
With all your other choyce immunities;
Onely of this I seriously advise you:
Let Courtiers trip like Courtiers, and your Lords
Of dirt and dung hills mete their woods and acres,
In velvets, sattins, tissues, but keepe you
Constant to cloth and shamois.

Montaigne. Have you heard
Of such a penitent homily?

Belgarde. I am studying now

Where I shall hide my selfe till the rumor of
My wealth and braverie vanish, let me see,
There is a kinde of a vaulting house not farre off,
Where I usd to spend my afternoones, among
Suburb shee-gamesters; and yet now I thinke ont
I have crackd a ring or two there, which they made
Others to solder, no,
Enter a BAWD and two WENCHES, with two Children.

Wench. O, have we spide you?

Bawd. Upon him without ceremonie, nows the time
While he is in the paying veine.

Wench. Save you brave Captaine.

Beaufort junior. Slight, how he stares, they are worse then shewolves to him.

Belgarde. Shame me not in the streets, I was comming to you.

Wench. O Sir, you may in publique pay for the fidling
You had in private.

Wench. We heare you are full of crownes, Sir.

Wench. And therefore knowing you are open-handed,
Before all be destroyd, Ill put you in mind, Sir,
Of your young heire here.

Wench. Heres a second, Sir,
That lookes for a childs portion.

Bawd. There are reckonings
For Muskadine and Egs too, must be thought on.

Wench. We have not beene hasty, Sir.

Bawd. But staid your leasure;
But now you are ripe, and loden with fruit.

Wench. Tis fit you should be puld; heres a boy, Sir,
Pray you kisse him, tis your owne, Sir,

Wench. Nay, busse this first,
It hath just your eyes, and such a promising nose,
That if the signe deceive me not, in time
Twill prove a notable striker, like his father.

Belgarde. And yet you laid it to another.

Wench. True,
While you were poore, and it was policy,
But she that has varietie of fathers,

And makes not choyce of him that can maintaine it,
Nere studied Aristotles Problemes.

Lanour. A smart queane.

Belgarde. Why braches, will you whurry me?

Wench. No, but ease you
Of your golden burthen, the heavie carriage may
Bring you to a sweating sicknesse.

Belgarde. Very likely,
I foame all ore alreadie.

Wench. Will you come off, Sir?

Belgarde. Would I had nere come on: heare me with patience,
Or I will anger you. Goe to, you know me,
And doe not vexe me further: by my sins
And your diseases, which are certaine truthes,
What ere you thinke, I am not master at
This instant, of a livre.

Wench. What, and in
Such a glorious suite?

Belgarde. The liker wretched things
To have no mony.

Bawd. You may pawne your clothes, Sir.

Wench. Will you see your issue starve?

Wench. Or the mothers beg?

Belgarde. Why, you unconscionable strumpets, would you have me
Transforme my hat to double clouts and biggins?
My corselet to a cradle? or my belt
To swaddlebands? or turne my cloke to blankets?
Or to sell my sword and spurs for sope and candles?
Have you no mercy? what a chargeable divell
We carry in our breeches!

Beaufort junior. Now tis time
To fetch him off.
Enter BEAUFORT SENIOR.

Montaigne. Your father does it for us.

Bawd. The Governour!

Beaufort senior. What are these?

Wench. And it like your Lordship,
Very poore spinsters.

Bawd. I am his Nurse and Landresse.

Belgarde. You have nursd and landerd me, hell take you for it.

Vanish.

Chamont. Doe, doe, and talke with him hereafter.

Wench. Tis our best course.

Wench. Well find a time to fit him.
Exeunt BAWD and WHORES [with Children].

Beaufort senior. Why in this heat, Belgarde?

Belgarde. You are the cause oft.

Beaufort senior. Who, I?

Belgarde. Yes, your pied liverie, and your gold
Draw these vexations on mee, pray you strip me
And let me be as I was: I will not lose
The pleasures and the fredome which I had
In my certaine povertie; for all the wealth
Faire France is proud of!

Beaufort senior. Wee at better leasure
Will learne the cause of this.

Beaufort junior. What answer, Sir,
From the Admirall?

Beaufort senior. None, his daughter is removd
To the fort of Montrevile, and he himselfe
In person fled, but where is not discoverd.
I could tell you wonders, but the time denies mee

Fit libertie. In a word, let it suffice
The power of our great master is contemnd,
The sacred lawes of God and man prophand,
And if I sit downe with this injury,
I am unworthy of my place, and thou
Of my acknowledgement : draw up all the troopes,
As I goe, I will instruct you to what purpose.
Such as have power to punish, and yet spare
From feare, or from connivence, others ill,
Though not in act assist them in their will.

Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTI, SCENA PRIMA.
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MONTREVILE, THEOCRINE, SERVANTS [, PAGE, WOMEN].

Montrevile. BINDE them, and gag their mouthes sure, I alone
Will be your convoy.

Woman. Madam,

Woman. Dearest Lady,

Page. Let me fight for my Mistresse.

Servant. Tis in vaine,
Little Cockerell of the kinde.

Montrevile. Away with them,
And doe as I command you. Exeunt SERVANTS, PAGE, WOMEN.

Theocrine. Montrevile
You are my fathers friend, nay, more, a souldier,
And if a right one, as I hope to find you,
Though in a lawfull war you had surprizd
A Citie, that bowd humbly to your pleasure,
In honour you stand bound to guard a virgin
From violence; but in a free estate
Of which you are a limb, to doe a wrong
Which noble enemies never consent to
Is such an insolence — 

Montrevile. How her heart beats!
Much like a Partridge in a Sparhawkes foot,
That with a panting silence does lament
The fate she cannot flie from! sweet, take comfort,
You are safe, and nothing is intended to you
But love and service.

Theocrine. They came never clothd
In force, and outrage; upon what assurance
(Remembring only that my father lives
Who will not tamely suffer the disgrace)
Have you presumd to hurry mee from his house,
And as I were not worth the waiting on,
To snatch me from the duty, and attendance
Of my poore servants?

Montrevile. Let not that afflict you,
You shall not want observance, I will be

Your Page, your Woman, Parasite or Foole,
Or any other property, provided
You answer my affection.

Theocrine. In what kind?

Montrevile. As you had done young Beauforts.

Theocrine. How?

Montrevile. So Lady,
Or, if the name of wife appeare a yoke
Too heavie for your tender necke, so I
Enjoy you as a private friend, or mistresse,
Twil be sufficient.

Theocrine. Blessed Angels guard me,
What frontlesse impudence is this? What divell
Hath to thy certaine ruine tempted thee
To offer me this motion? by my hopes
Of after joyes, submission, nor repentance
Shall expiate this foule intent.

Montrevile. Intent?
Tis more, Ill make it act.

Theocrine. Ribald, thou darest not,
And if (and with a feaver to thy soule)
Thou but consider that I have a father
And such a father, as when this arrives at
His knowledge, as it shall, the terrour of
His vengeance, which as sure as fate must follow,
Will make thee curse the houre in which lust taught thee
To nourish these base hopes, and tis my wonder
Thou darest forget how tender he is of mee
And that each shadow of wrong done to me
Will raise in him a tempest not to be
But with thy heart-blood calmd: this when I see him.

Montrevile. As thou shalt never.

Theocrine. Wilt thou murther me?

Montrevile. No, no, tis otherwise determind, foole,
The master which in passion kills his slave
That may be usefull to him, does himselfe

The injurie. Know thou most wretched creature,
That father thou presumst upon, that father,
That when I sought thee in a noble way,
Denyd thee to me, fancying in his hope

A higher match from his excesse of dotage,
Hath in his bowels kindled such a flame
Of impious and most unnaturall lust,
That now he feares his furious desires
May force him to doe that he shakes to thinke on.

Theocrine. O me most wretched.

Montrevile. Never hope againe
To blast him with those eyes, their golden beames
Are unto him arrowes of death and hell,
But unto me divine artillery.
And therefore since what I so long in vaine
Pursud, is offerd to me, and by him
Given up to my possession: doe not flatter
Thy selfe with an imaginary hope,
But that Ill take occasion by the forelock,
And make use of my fortune; as we walke
Ill tell the more.

Theocrine. I will not stirre.

Montrevile. Ill force thee:

Theocrine. Helpe, helpe,

Montrevile. In vaine,

Theocrine. In mee my brothers blood
Is punishd at the height.

Montrevile. The Coach there.

Theocrine. Deare Sir,

Montrevile. Teares, curses, prayers, are alike to me,
I can, and must enjoy my present pleasure,
And shall take time to mourne for it at leasure.

Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTI, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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Enter MALEFORT solus.

Malefort. I have playd the foole, the grosse foole, to believe
The bosome of a friend will hold a secret
Mine owne could not containe, and my industry
In taking liberty from my innocent daughter,
Out of false hopes of freedome to my selfe,
Is in the little helpe it yeelds me, punishd.
Shees absent, but I have her figure here,
And every grace, and rarity about her,
Are by the pencill of my memory
In living colours paynted on my heart.
My fires too, a short interim closd up
Breake out with greater fury. Why was I
(Since twas my fate, and not to be declind)
In this so tender consciencd? say I had
Injoyd what I desird, what had it beene
But incest? and theres something here that tels me
I stand accomptable for greater sinnes,
I never checkd at: neither had the crime
Wanted a præsident. I have read in story
Those first great Heroes that for their brave deeds
Were in the worlds first infancie stild gods,
Freely enjoyd what I deny my selfe.
Old Saturne in the golden age embraced
His sister Ops and in the same degree
The thunderer Juno, Neptune Thetis, and
By their example after the first deluge

Deucalion Pirrhæ. Universall nature
As every day tis evident allowes it
To creatures of all kinds. The gallant horse
Covers the Mare to which he was the sire,
The bird with fertile seed gives new encrease
To her that hatchd him. Why should envious man then
Brand that close act which adds proximity
To whats most neere him, with the abhorred title
Of incest? or our later lawes forbid
What by the first was granted? let old men
That are not capeable of these delights,
And solemne superstitious fooles prescribe
Rules to themselves, I will not curbe my freedome
But constantly go on, with this assurance,
I but walke in a path which greater men
Have trod before me. Ha this is the fort,
Open the gate. Within there.

Enter two SOULDIERS with Muskets.

Souldier. With your pardon
We must forbid your entrance.

Malefort. Doe you know me?

Souldier. Perfectly my Lord.

Malefort. I am thy Captaines friend.

Souldier. It may be so, but till we know his pleasure
You must excuse us.

Souldier. WeeI acquaint him with
Your waiting here.

Malefort. Waiting, slave? he was ever
By me commanded.

Souldier. As we are by him.

Malefort. So punctuall? pray you then in my name intreat

His presence.

Souldier. That we shall doe.

Exeunt SOULDIERS.

Malefort. I must use
Some strange perswasions to worke him to
Deliver her, and to forget those vowes,
And horrid oaths I in my madnesse made him
Take to the contrary, and may I get her
Once more in my possession, I will beare her
Into some close cave, or desert, where weel end
Our lusts and lives together.

Enter MONTREVILE and Souldiers.

Montrevile. Faild not, on
The forfeit of your lives to execute
What I commanded.
[Exeunt Souldiers.]

Malefort. Montrevile, how ist friend?

Montrevile. I am glad to see you weare such chearefull lookes,
The worlds well altred.

Malefort. Yes I thanke my stars.
But me thinks thou art troubled.

Montrevile. Some light crosse,
But of no moment.

Malefort. So I hope, beware
Of sad and impious thoughts, you know how far
They wrought on me.

Montrevile. No such come neere me sir.
I have like you no daughter, and much wish
You never had been cursd with one.

Malefort. Who I?
Thou art deceivd, I am most happy in her.

Montrevile. I am glad to heare it.

Malefort. My incestuous fires
Towards her are quite burnt out, I love her now
As a father, and no further.

Montrevile. Fix there then
Your constant peace, and doe not try a second
Temptation from her.

Malefort. Yes friend, though shee were
By millions of degrees more excellent
In her perfections, Nay though she could borrow
A forme Angelicall to take my fraylty
It would not doe, and therefore Montrevile
(My chiefe delight next her) I come to tell thee
The governour and I are reconcild,
And I confirmd, and with all possible speed,
To make large satisfaction to young Beaufort,
And her whom I have so much wrongd, and for
Thy trouble in her custody, of which
Ile now discharge thee, there is nothing in
My nerves or fortunes, but shall ever be
At thy devotion.

Montrevile. You promise fairely,
Nor doubt I the performance, yet I would not
Hereafter be reported, to have beene
The principall occasion of your falling
Into a relaps; or but suppose out of
The easinesse of my nature, and assurance
You are firme, and can hold out, I could consent:
You needs must know there are so many lets
That make against it, that it is my wonder
You offer me the motion, having bound me

With oathes and imprecations on no termes,
Reasons, or arguments, you could propose,
I ever should admit you to her sight,
Much lesse restore her to you.

Malefort. Are we souldiers,
And stand on othes?

Montrevile. Tis beyond my knowledge
In what we are more worthy, then in keeping
Our words, much more our vowes.

Malefort. Heaven pardon all,
How many thousands in our heate of wine,
Quarrels and play, and in our younger daies
(In private, I may say) betweene our selves
In points of love, have we to answer for,
Should we be scrupulous that way.

Montrevile. You say well,
And very aptly call to memory
Two oathes against all ties and rites of friendship
Broken by you to me.

Malefort. No more of that.

Montrevile. Yes tis materiall, and to the purpose.
The first (and think upont) was when I brought you
As a visitant to my mistresse then, the mother
Of this same daughter, whom with dreadfull words
Too hideous to remember, you swore deepely
For my sake never to attempt, yet then,
Then, when you had a sweet wife of your owne,
I know not with what arts, philtres, and charmes,
(Unlesse in wealth and fame you were above me)
You won her from me, and her grant obtaind,
A marriage with the second wayted on
The buriall of the first (that to the world
Brought your dead son); this I sate tamely down by,
Wanting indeed occasion and power
To be at the height revenged.

Malefort. Yet this you seemd
Freely to pardon.

Montrevile. As perhaps I did.
Your daughter Theocrine growing ripe,

(Her mother too deceasd) and fit for marriage
I was a suitor for her, had your word
Upon your honour, and our friendship made
Authenticall, and ratified with an oath,
Shee should be mine, but vowes with you being like
To your religion, a nose of wax
To be turnd every way, that very day
The governours sonne but making his approaches
Of Courtship to her, the winde of your ambition
For her advancement scatterd the thin sand
In which you wrot your full consent to me,
And drew you to his party. What hath pasd since
You beare a register in your owne bosome
That can at large informe you.

Malefort. Montrevile
I doe confesse all that you charge me with
To be strong truth, and that I bring a cause
Most miserably guilty, and acknowledge
That though your goodnesse made me mine owne judge,
I should not shew the least compassion,
Or mercy to my selfe. O let not yet
My foulenesse taint your purenesse, or my falshood
Divert the torrent of your loyall faith.
My ills, if not returnd by you, will adde
Lustre to your much good, and to orecome
With noble sufferance will expresse your strength,
And triumph ore my weakenesse. If you please to,
My blacke deeds being onely knowne to you,
And in surrendring up my daughter buried:
You not alone make me your slave (for I
At no part doe deserve the name of friend)
But in your owne brest raise a monument
Of pitty to a wretch on whom with justice
You may expresse all cruelty.

Montrevile. You much move me.

Malefort. O that I could but hope it; to revenge
An injurie is proper to the wishes
Of feeble women, that want strength to act it:
But to have power to punish, and yet pardon
Peculiar to Princes. See these knees,

That have beene ever stiffe to bend to heaven
To you are supple. Is there ought beyond this
That may speake my submission? or can pride
(Though I well know it is a stranger to you)
Desire a feast of more humility
To kill her growing appetite?

Montrevile. I requird not
To be sought to this poore way, yet tis so far
A kind of satisfaction that I will
Dispence a little with those serious oaths
You made me take; your daughter shall come to you,
I will not say as you deliverd her,
But as she is you may dispose of her
As you shall thinke most requisite.

Exit MONTREVILE.

Malefort. His last words
Are riddles to me. Here the lyons force
Would have provd uselesse and against my nature
Compeld me from the Crocodile to borrow
Her counterfeit teares. Thers now no turning backward,
May I but quench these fires that rage within me,
And fall what can fall, I am armd to beare it.

The SOULDIERS thrust forth THEOCRINE, her garments loose, her haire disheveld.

Souldier. You must be packing.

Theocrine. Hath he robd me of
Mine honour, and denies me now a roome
To hide my shame?

Souldier. My Lord the Admirall
Attends your Ladiship.

Souldier. Close the port, and leave em.

Exeunt SOULDIERS.

Malefort. Ha! who is this? how alterd! how deformd!
It cannot be. And yet this creature has
A kinde of a resemblance to my daughter,
My Theocrine! but as different
From that she was, as bodies dead are in
Their best perfections, from what they were

When they had life and motion.

Theocrine. Tis most true sir,
I am dead indeed to all but misery.
come not neere me sir, I am infectious;
To looke on me at distance is as dangerous
As from a pinacles cloud-kissing spire,
With giddy eyes to view the steepe descent,
But to acknowledge me a certaine ruine.
sir.

Malefort. Speake Theocrine, force me not
To farther question, my feares already
Have chokd my vitall spirits.

Theocrine. Pray you turne away
Your face and heare me, and with my last breath
Give me leave to accuse you. What offence
From my first infancie did I commit
That for a punishment you should give up
My Virgin chastity to the trecherous guard
Of Goatish Montrevile?

Malefort. What hath he done?

Theocrine. Abusd me sir by violence, and this told
I cannot live to speake more; may the cause
In you finde pardon, but the speeding curse
Of a ravishd maid fall heavie, heavie on him.
Beaufort my lawfull love, farewell for ever. She dies.

Malefort. Take not thy flight so soone immaculate spirit.
Tis fled already, how the innocent
As in a gentle slumber passe away,
But to cut off the knotty thred of life
In guilty men, must force sterne Atropos
To use her sharpe knife often. I would helpe
The edge of hers with the sharpe point of mine
But that I dare not die, till I have rent
This dogs heart peecemeale. O that I had wings
To scale these walls, or that my hands were Canons
To bore their flinty sides, that I might bring
The villaine in the reach of my good sword,
The Turkish Empire offerd for his ransome
Should not redeeme his life. O that my voice
Were loud as thunder and with horrid sounds

Might force a dreadfull passage to his eares,
And through them reach his soule; libidinous monster,
Foule ravisher, as thou durst doe a deed
Which forcd the Sun to hide his glorious face
Behinde a sable Masque of clouds appeare,
And as a man defend it, or like me
Shew some compunction for it.
MONTREVILE above, the curtaine suddenly drawn.

Montrevile. Ha, ha, ha.

Malefort. Is this an object to raise mirth?

Montrevile. Yes, yes.

Malefort. My daughters dead.

Montrevile. Thou hadst best follow her,
Or if thou art the thing thou art reported,
Thou shouldst have led the way. Doe teare thy haire
Like a village nurse, and mourn while I laugh at thee.
Be but a just examiner of thy selfe
And in an equall ballance poise the nothing
Or little mischiefe I have done compard
With the ponderous weight of thine, and how canst thou
Accuse or argue with me? mine was a rape
And she being in a kinde contracted to me,
The fact may challenge some qualification:
But thy intent made natures selfe run backward,
And done, had causd an earth-quake.
A SOULDIER above.

Souldier. Captaine.

Montrevile. Ha?

Souldier. Our outworkes are surprizd, the centinell slaine,
The corps du garde defeated too.

Montrevile. By whom?

Souldier. The sudden storme and darknesse of the night
Forbids the knowledge, make up speedily,
Or all is lost.

Montrevile. In the divels name, whence comes this! They descend.

Malefort. Doe, doe, rage on, rend open Æolus

Thy brazen prison, and let loose at once A storme.
Thy stormy issue; blustring Boreas,
Aided with all the gales, the Pilot numbers
Upon his compasse, cannot raise a tempest
Through the vast region of the ayre, like that
I feele within me: for I am possessd
With whirle-winds, and each guilty thought to me is
A dreadfull Hurricano; though this centre
Labour to bring forth earthquake, and hell open
Her wide stretchd jawes, and let out all her furies,
They cannot adde an atome to the mountaine
Of feares and terrors that each minute threaten
To fall on my accursed head. Ha, ist fancie?
Enter the Ghost of young MALEFORT, naked from the wast, full of wounds, leading in the shadow of a Ladie, her face leprous.
Or hath hell heard me, and makes proofe if I
Dare stand the tryall? yes, I doe, and now
I view these apparitions, I feele
I once did know the substances. For what come you?
Are your aeriall formes deprivd of language,
And so denid to tell me? that by signes
You bid me aske here of my selfe? tis so
The Ghosts use severall gestures.
And there is somthing here makes answer for you.
You come to launce my seard up conscience? Yes,
And to instruct me, that those thunderbolts,
That hurld me headlong from the height of glory,
Wealth, honours, worldly happinesse, were forgd
Upon the anvile of my impious wrongs
And cruelty to you? I doe confesse it;
And that my lust compelling me to make way
For a second wife, I poisond thee, and that
The cause (which to the world is undiscoverd)
That forcd thee to shake off thy filiall duty
To mee thy father, had its spring and sourse
From thy impatience to know thy mother,
That with all duty, and obedience servd me
(For now with horror I acknowledge it)

Removd unjustly: yet thou being my sonne,
Weret not a competent judge markd out by heaven
For her revenger, which thy falling by
My weaker hand confirmd. Tis granted by thee.
Answerd still by signes.
Can any penance expiate my guilt?
Or can repentance save me? they are vanishd. Exeunt Ghosts.
Whats left to doe then? Ill accuse my fate
That did not fashion me for nobler uses:
Or if those starres crosse to me in my birth,
Had not denid their prosperous influence to it,
With peace of conscience like to innocent men,
I might have ceasd to be, and not as now,
To curse my cause of being.
Hes killd with a flash of lightning. Enter BELGARDE with SOULDIERS.

Belgarde. Here is a night
To season my silkes. Buffe-jerkin, now I misse thee,
Thou hast endurd many foule nights, but never
One like to this; how fine my feather looks now!
Just like a Capons taile stolne out of the pen
And hid in the sinke, and yett had beene dishonour
To have chargd me without it. Wilt thou never cease?
Is the petarde, as I gave directions, fastend
On the portcullis?

Another Souldier. It hath beene attempted
By divers, but in vaine.

Belgarde. These are your gallants,
That at a feast take the first place, poore I,
Hardly allowd to follow; marry in
These foolish businesses they are content
That I shall have precedence, I much thanke
Their manners, or their feare; second me Souldiers,
They have had no time to undermine, or if
They have, it is but blowing up, and fetching
A caper or two in the ayre, and I will doe it,
Rather then blow my nailes here.

Souldier. O brave Captaine! Exeunt.

An alarum, noise and cryes within, a flourish. Enter BEAUFORT SENIOR, BEAUFORT JUNIOR, MONTAIGNE, chamont, lanour, belgarde, montrevile, Souldiers.

Montrevile. Rackes cannot force more from me then I have
Already told you. I expect no favour,
I have cast up my accompt.

Beaufort senior. Take you the charge
Of the fort, Belgarde, your dangers have deservd it.

Belgarde. I thanke your excellence, this will keepe me safe yet
From being pulld by the sleeve, and bid remember
The thing I wot of.

Beaufort junior. All that have eyes to weepe,
Spare one teare with mee. Theocrines dead.

Montrevile. Her father too lies breathlesse here, I thinke,
Strucke dead with thunder.

Chamont. Tis apparent: how
His carkase smells.

Lanour. His face is alterd to

Another colour.

Beaufort junior. But heres one retaines
Her native innocence, that never yet
Calld downe heavens anger.

Beaufort senior. Tis in vaine to mourne
For whats past helpe. We will refer, bad man,
Your sentence to the King: may we make use of
This great example, and learne from it, that
There cannot be a want of power above
To punish murther, and unlawfull love. Exeunt omnes.

FINIS.


The Bondman (1623)
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The Bondman was licensed for performance by Henry Herbert, the Master of the Revels on the 3 December 1623, under the title of The Noble Bondman. It was first performed by the Lady Elizabeths Men at the Cockpit Theatre (The Phoenix) and later it was staged at the Court at Whitehall. The play was entered into the Stationers Register on the 12 March 1624 and printed in quarto later that spring by Edward Allde for booksellers John Harrison and Edward Blackmore. Allde worked during the Elizabethan and Jacobean eras and was responsible for printing first editions by Shakespeare, Thomas Kyd, Christopher Marlowe, Thomas Dekker and Thomas Middleton. Massinger dedicated the play to Philip Herbert, the 4th Earl of Pembroke and a favourite of James I and Charles I. Herbert served as a patron to Massinger amongst other playwrights and he had more than forty works of literature dedicated to him over the course of his lifetime, including Shakespeares First Folio.

The play is set against the backdrop of the defence of Syracuse from Carthage by the Corinthian general Timoleon in 338 BC. Massinger drew on Parallel Lives by the renowned Greek philosopher and biographer Plutarch for the historical elements of his play, as well as Herodotus and other ancient writers. The play is a tragicomedy that portrays Syracuse as a corrupt, degenerate and misgoverned city. The noble gentleman Pisander, in pursuit of the virtuous Cleora, disguises himself as a slave in her fathers household to be close to her. He instigates a slave revolt in the city, while the rulers are distracted by the conflict with the Carthaginians. Although the play does criticise tyrannical rule, it is by no means a politically radical text advocating social change. Massinger condemns the misrule of the city and the abuse of slaves, rather than criticising the existence of slavery or a belief in a natural hierarchy.
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The Old Palace of Whitehall by Hendrick Danckerts, c. 1675— The Bondman was performed for the Court at Whitehall Palace in 1623.
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE, MY SINGULAR GOOD LORD, PHILIP, EARL OF MONTGOMERY

KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE GARTER, &C.

RIGHT HONOURABLE,

However I could never arrive at the happiness to be made known to your lordship, yet a desire, born with me, to make a tender of all duties and service to the noble family of the Herberts, descended to me as an inheritance from my dead father, Arthur Massinger. Many years he happily spent in the service of your honourable house, and died a servant to it; leaving his to be ever most glad and ready to be at the command of all such as derive themselves from his most honoured master, your lordships most noble father. The consideration of this encouraged me (having no other means to present my humblest service to your honour) to shroud this trifle under the wings of your noble protection; and I hope, out of the clemency of your heroic disposition, it will find, though perhaps not a welcome entertainment, yet, at the worst, a gracious pardon. When it was first acted, your lordships liberal suffrage taught others to allow it for current, it having received the undoubted stamp of your lordships allowance: and if in the perusal of any vacant hour, when your honours more serious occasions shall give you leave to read it, it answer, in your lordships judgment, the report and opinion it had upon the stage, I shall esteem my labours not ill employed, and, while I live, continue

the humblest of those that
truly honour your lordship,
PHILIP MASSINGER.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ. 

[image: img29.jpg]

Timoleon, the general, of Corinth.
Archidamus, prætor of Syracusa.
Diphilus, a senator of Syracusa.
Cleon, a fat foolish lord.
Marullo, the Bondman (i. e. Pisander, a gentleman of Thebes, disguised as a slave).
Poliphron, friend to Marullo, also disguised as a slave.
Leosthenes, a gentleman of Syracusa, enamoured of Cleora.
Asotus, a foolish lover, and the son of Cleon.
Timagoras, the son of Archidamus.

Gracculo, slave
Cimbrio, salve

A Gaoler.

Cleora, daughter of Archidamus.
Corisca, a proud lady, wife to Cleon.
Olympia, a rich widow.
Timandra, slave to Cleora (i. e. Statilia, sister to Pisander).
Zanthia, slave to Corisca.

Other Slaves, Soldiers, Officers, Senators.

SCENE, Syracuse, and the adjacent country.


ACT I. 


SCENE I.
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THE CAMP OF Timoleon, near Syracuse.

Enter Timagoras and Leosthenes.

Timag. Why should you droop, Leosthenes, or despair
My sisters favour? What, before, you purchased
By courtship and fair language, in these wars
(For from her soul you know she loves a soldier)
You may deserve by action.

Leost. Good Timagoras,
When I have said my friend, think all is spoken
That may assure me yours; and pray you believe,
The dreadful voice of war that shakes the city,
The thundering threats of Carthage, nor their army
Raised to make good those threats, affright not me. — 
If fair Cleora were confirmd his prize
That has the strongest arm and sharpest sword,
Id court Bellona in her horrid trim,
As if she were a mistress; and bless fortune,
That offers my young valour to the proof,
How much I dare do for your sisters love.
But, when that I consider how averse
Your noble father, great Archidamus,
Is, and hath ever been, to my desires,
Reason may warrant me to doubt and fear,
What seeds soever I sow in these wars
Of noble courage, his determinate will
May blast, and give my harvest to another,
That never toild for it.

Timag. Prithee, do not nourish
These jealous thoughts; I am thine, (and pardon me,
Though I repeat it,) thy Timagoras,
That, for thy sake, when the bold Theban sued,
Far-famed Pisander, for my sisters love,
Sent him disgraced and discontented home.
I wrought my father then; and I, that stoppd not
In the career of my affection to thee,
When that renowned worthy, that brought with him
High birth, wealth, courage, as feed advocates
To mediate for him; never will consent
A fool, that only has the shape of man,
Asotus, though he be rich Cleons heir,
Shall bear her from thee.

Leost. In that trust I love.

Timag. Which never shall deceive you.

Enter Marullo.

Mar. Sir, the general,
Timoleon, by his trumpets hath given warning
For a remove.

Timag. Tis well; provide my horse.

Mar. I shall, sir. [Exit.

Leost. This slave has a strange aspect.

Timag. Fit for his fortune; tis a strong-limbd knave:
My father bought him for my sisters litter.
O pride of women! Coaches are too common — 
They surfeit in the happiness of peace,
And ladies think they keep not state enough,
If, for their pomp and ease, they are not borne
In triumph on mens shoulders.

Leost. Who commands
The Carthaginian fleet?

Timag. Giscos their admiral,
And tis our happiness; a raw young fellow,
One never traind in arms, but rather fashiond
To tilt with ladies lips, than crack a lance;
Ravish a feather from a mistress fan,
And wear it as a favour. A steel helmet,
Made horrid with a glorious plume, will crack
His womans neck.

Leost. No more of him. — The motives,
That Corinth gives us aid?

Timag. The common danger;
For Sicily being afire, she is not safe:
It being apparent that ambitious Carthage,
That, to enlarge her empire, strives to fasten
An unjust gripe on us that live free lords
Of Syracusa, will not end, till Greece
Acknowledge her their sovereign.

Leost. I am satisfied.
What think you of our general?

Timag. Hes a man [Trumpets within.
Of strange and reserved parts; but a great soldier.
His trumpets call us, Ill forbear his character:
To-morrow, in the senate-house, at large
He will express himself.

Leost. Ill follow you. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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SYRACUSE. THE SENATE-HOUSE.

Enter Archidamus, Cleon, Diphilus, Olympia, Corisca, Cleora, and Zanthia.

Archid. So careless we have been, my noble lords,
In the disposing of our own affairs,
And ignorant in the art of government,
That now we need a stranger to instruct us.
Yet we are happy that our neighbour Corinth,
Pitying the unjust gripe Carthage would lay
On Syracusa, hath vouchsafed to lend us
Her man of men, Timoleon, to defend
Our country and our liberties.

Diph. Tis a favour
We are unworthy of, and we may blush
Necessity compels us to receive it.

Archid. O shame! that we, that are a populous nation,
Engaged to liberal nature for all blessings
An island can bring forth; we, that have limbs,
And able bodies; shipping, arms, and treasure,
The sinews of the war, now we are calld
To stand upon our guard, cannot produce
One fit to be our general.

Cleon. I am old and fat;
I could say something, else.

Archid. We must obey
The time and our occasions; ruinous buildings,
Whose bases and foundations are infirm,
Must use supporters: we are circled round
With danger; oer our heads, with sail-stretchd wings,
Destruction hovers, and a cloud of mischief
Ready to break upon us; no hope left us
That may divert it, but our sleeping virtue,
Roused up by brave Timoleon.

Cleon. When arrives he?

Diph. He is expected every hour.

Archid. The braveries
Of Syracusa, among whom my son,
Timagoras, Leosthenes, and Asotus,
Your hopeful heir, lord Cleon, two days since
Rode forth to meet him, and attend him to
The city; every minute we expect
To be blessd with his presence.
[Shouts within; then a flourish of trumpets.

Cleon. What shouts this?

Diph. Tis seconded with loud music.

Archid. Which confirms
His wishd-for entrance. Let us entertain him
With all respect, solemnity, and pomp,
A man may merit, that comes to redeem us
From slavery and oppression.

Cleon. Ill lock up
My doors, and guard my gold: these lads of Corinth
Have nimble fingers, and I fear them more,
Being within our walls, than those of Carthage;
They are far off.

Archid. And, ladies, be it your care
To welcome him and his followers with all duty:
For rest resolved, their hands and swords must keep you
In that full height of happiness you live;
A dreadful change else follows.
[Exeunt Archidamus, Cleon, and Diphilus.

Olymp. We are instructed.

Coris. Musing, Cleora?

Olymp. Shes studying how to entertain these strangers,
And to engross them to herself.

Cleor. No, surely.

Olymp. No more; they come.

Flourish of trumpets. Enter Timagoras, Leosthenes, Asotus, Timoleon in black, led in by Archidamus, Diphilus, and Cleon; followed by Marullo, Gracculo, Cimbrio, and other Slaves.

Archid. It is your seat: which, with a general suffrage, [Offering Timoleon the state.
As to the supreme magistrate, Sicily tenders,
And prays Timoleon to accept.

Timol. Such honours
To one ambitious of rule or titles,
Whose heaven on earth is placed in his command,
And absolute power oer others, would with joy,
And veins swollen high with pride, be entertaind.
They take not me; for I have ever loved
An equal freedom, and proclaimd all such
As would usurp on others liberties
Rebels to nature, to whose bounteous blessings
All men lay claim as true legitimate sons:
But such as have made forfeit of themselves
By vicious courses, and their birthright lost,
Tis not injustice they are markd for slaves,
To serve the virtuous. For myself, I know
Honours and great employments are great burdens,
And must require an Atlas to support them.
He that would govern others, first should be
The master of himself, richly endued
With depth of understanding, height of courage,
And those remarkable graces which I dare not
Ascribe unto myself.

Archid. Sir, empty men
Are trumpets of their own deserts; but you,
That are not in opinion, but in proof,
Really good, and full of glorious parts,
Leave the report of what you are to fame,
Which, from the ready tongues of all good men,
Aloud proclaims you.

Diph. Besides, you stand bound,
Having so large a field to exercise
Your active virtues offerd you, to impart
Your strength to such as need it.

Timol. Tis confessd;
And, since youll have it so, such as I am,
For you, and for the liberty of Greece,
I am most ready to lay down my life:
But yet consider, men of Syracusa,
Before that you deliver up the power,
Which yet is yours, to me, — to whom tis given;
To an impartial man, with whom nor threats
Nor prayers shall prevail; for I must steer
An even course.

Archid. Which is desired of all.

Timol. Timophanes, my brother, for whose death
I am tainted in the world, and foully tainted;
In whose remembrance I have ever worn,
In peace and war, this livery of sorrow;
Can witness for me how much I detest
Tyrannous usurpation. With grief
I must remember it; for when no persuasion
Could win him to desist from his bad practice,
To change the aristocracy of Corinth
Into an absolute monarchy, I chose rather
To prove a pious and obedient son
To my country, my best mother, than to lend
Assistance to Timophanes, though my brother,
That, like a tyrant, strove to set his foot
Upon the citys freedom.

Timag. Twas a deed
Deserving rather trophies than reproof.

Leost. And will be still rememberd to your honour,
If you forsake not us.

Diph. If you free Sicily
From barbarous Carthage yoke, it will be said
In him you slew a tyrant.

Archid. But, giving way
To her invasion, not vouchsafing us
That fly to your protection aid and comfort,
Twill be believed that, for your private ends,
You killd a brother.

Timol. As I then proceed,
To all posterity may that act be crownd
With a deserved applause, or branded with
The mark of infamy. — Stay yet: ere I take
This seat of justice, or engage myself
To fight for you abroad, or to reform
Your state at home, swear all upon my sword,
And call the gods of Sicily to witness
The oath you take, that whatsoeer I shall
Propound for safety of your commonwealth,
Not circumscribed or bound in, shall by you
Be willingly obeyd.

Archid. Diph. Cleon. So may we prosper,
As we obey in all things!

Timag. Leost. Asot. And observe
All your commands as oracles!

Timol. Do not repent it. [Takes the state.

Olymp. He askd not our consent.

Coris. Hes a clown, I warrant him.

Olymp. He thinks women
No part of the republic.

Coris. He shall find
We are a commonwealth.

Cleo. The less your honour.

Timol. First, then, a word or two, but without bitterness,
(And yet mistake me not, I am no flatterer,)
Concerning your ill government of the state;
In which the greatest, noblest, and most rich,
Stand, in the first file, guilty.

Cleon. Ha! hows this?

Timol. You have not, as good patriots should do, studied
The public good, but your particular ends;
Factious among yourselves, preferring such
To offices and honours, as neer read
The elements of saving policy,
But deeply skilld in all the principles
That usher to destruction.

Leost. Sharp!

Timag. The better.

Timol. Your senate-house, which used not to admit
A man, however popular, to stand
At the helm of government, whose youth was not
Made glorious by action; whose experience,
Crownd with gray hairs, gave warrant to his counsels,
Heard and received with reverence; is now filld
With green heads, that determine of the state
Over their cups, or when their sated lusts
Afford them leisure; or supplied by those
Who, rising from base arts and sordid thrift,
Are eminent for their wealth, not for their wisdom:
Which is the reason that to hold a place
In council, which was once esteemd an honour,
And a reward for virtue, hath quite lost
Lustre and reputation, and is made
A mercenary purchase.

Timag. He speaks home.

Leost. And to the purpose.

Timol. From whence it proceeds,
That the treasure of the city is engrossd
By a few private men, the public coffers
Hollow with want; and they, that will not spare
One talent for the common good, to feed
The pride and bravery of their wives, consume,
In plate, in jewels, and superfluous slaves,
What would maintain an army.

Coris. Have at us!

Olymp. We thought we were forgot.

Cleo. But it appears
You will be treated of.

Timol. Yet, in this plenty,
And fat of peace, your young men neer were traind
In martial discipline; and your ships unriggd
Rot in the harbour: no defence prepared,
But thought unuseful; as if that the gods,
Indulgent to your sloth, had granted you
A perpetuity of pride and pleasure,
No change feard or expected. Now you find
That Carthage, looking on your stupid sleeps
And dull security, was invited to
Invade your territories.

Archid. You have made us see, sir,
To our shame, the countrys sickness: now from you,
As from a careful and a wise physician,
We do expect the cure.

Timol. Old festerd sores
Must be lanced to the quick, and cauterized;
Which borne with patience, after Ill apply
Soft unguents. For the maintenance of the war,
It is decreed all moneys in the hand
Of private men shall instantly be brought
To the public treasury.

Timag. This bites sore.

Cleon. The cure
Is worse than the disease; Ill never yield to t:
What could the enemy, though victorious,
Inflict more on us? All that my youth hath toild for,
Purchased with industry, and preserved with care,
Forced from me in a moment!

Diph. This rough course
Will never be allowd of.

Timol. O blind men!
If you refuse the first means that is offerd
To give you health, no hopes left to recover
Your desperate sickness. Do you prize your muck
Above your liberties? and rather choose
To be made bondmen, than to part with that
To which already you are slaves? Or can it
Be probable, in your flattering apprehensions,
You can capitulate with the conquerors,
And keep that yours which they come to possess,
And, while you kneel in vain, will ravish from you?
— But take your own ways; brood upon your gold.
Sacrifice to your idol, and preserve
The prey entire, and merit the report
Of careful stewards: yield a just account
To your proud masters, who, with whips of iron,
Will force you to give up what you conceal,
Or tear it from your throats: adorn your walls
With Persian hangings wrought of gold and pearl;
Cover the floors on which they are to tread
With costly Median silks; perfume the rooms
With cassia and amber, where they are
To feast and revel; while, like servile grooms,
You wait upon their trenchers: feed their eyes
With massy plate, until your cupboards crack
With the weight that they sustain; and, to perfect
Their entertainment, offer up your sons
And able men for slaves; while you, that are
Unfit for labour, are spurnd out to starve,
Unpitied, in some desert, no friend by,
Whose sorrow may spare one compassionate tear
In the remembrance of what once you were.

Leost. The blood turns.

Timag. Observe how old Cleon shakes,
As if in picture he had shown him what
He was to suffer.

Coris. I am sick: the man
Speaks poniards and diseases.

Olymp. O my doctor!
I never shall recover.

Cleo. [coming forward.] If a virgin,
Whose speech was ever yet usherd with fear,
One knowing modesty and humble silence
To be the choicest ornaments of our sex,
In the presence of so many reverend men
Struck dumb with terror and astonishment,
Presume to clothe her thought in vocal sounds,
Let her find pardon. First to you, great sir,
A bashful maids thanks, and her zealous prayers
Wingd with pure innocence, bearing them to heaven,
For all prosperity that the gods can give
To one whose piety must exact their care,
Thus low I offer.

Timol. Tis a happy omen.
Rise, blest one, and speak boldly. On my virtue,
I am thy warrant from so clear a spring
Sweet rivers ever flow.

Cleo. Then, thus to you,
My noble father, and these lords, to whom
I next owe duty: no respect forgotten
To you, my brother, and these bold young men,
(Such I would have them,) that are, or should he,
The citys sword and target of defence.
To all of you I speak; and, if a blush
Steal on my cheeks, it is shown to reprove
Your paleness, willingly I would not say,
Your cowardice or fear: Think you all treasure
Hid in the bowels of the earth, or shipwreckd
In Neptunes watry kingdom, can hold weight,
When liberty and honour fill one scale,
Triumphant Justice sitting on the beam?
Or dare you but imagine that your gold is
Too dear a salary for such as hazard
Their blood and lives in your defence? For me,
An ignorant girl, bear witness, heaven! so far
I prize a soldier, that, to give him pay,
With such devotion as our flamens offer
Their sacrifices at the holy altar,
I do lay down these jewels, will make sale
Of my superfluous wardrobe, to supply
The meanest of their wants.
[Lays down her jewels, &c.; the rest follow her example.

Timol. Brave masculine spirit!

Diph. We are shown, to our shame, what we in honour
Should have taught others.

Archid. Such a fair example
Must needs be followd.

Timag. Ever my dear sister,
But now our familys glory!

Leost. Were she deformd,
The virtues of her mind would force a stoic
To sue to be her servant.

Cleon. I must yield;
And, though my heart-blood part with it, I will
Deliver in my wealth.

Asot. I would say something;
But, the truth is, I know not what.

Timol. We have money;
And men must now be thought on.

Archid. We can press
Of labourers in the country, men inured
To cold and heat, ten thousand.

Diph. Or, if need be,
Enrol our slaves, lusty and able varlets,
And fit for service.

Cleon. They shall go for me;
I will not pay and fight too.

Cleo. How! your slaves?
O stain of honour! —— Once more, sir, your pardon;
And, to their shames, let me deliver what
I know in justice you may speak.

Timol. Most gladly:
I could not wish my thoughts a better organ
Than your tongue, to express them.

Cleo. Are you men!
(For age may qualify, though not excuse,
The backwardness of these,) able young men!
Yet, now your countrys libertys at the stake,
Honour and glorious triumph made the garland
For such as dare deserve them; a rich feast
Prepared by Victory, of immortal viands,
Not for base men, but such as with their swords
Dare force admittance, and will be her guests:
And can you coldly suffer such rewards
To be proposed to labourers and slaves?
While you, that are born noble, to whom these,
Valued at their best rate, are next to horses,
Or other beasts of carriage, cry aim!
Like idle lookers on, till their proud worth
Make them become your masters!

Timol. By my hopes,
Theres fire and spirit enough in this to make
Thersites valiant.

Cleo. No; far, far be it from you:
Let these of meaner quality contend
Who can endure most labour; plough the earth,
And think they are rewarded when their toil
Brings home a fruitful harvest to their lords;
Let them prove good artificers, and serve you
For use and ornament, but not presume
To touch at what is noble. If you think them
Unworthy to taste of those cates you feed on,
Or wear such costly garments, will you grant them
The privilege and prerogative of great minds,
Which you were born to? Honour won in war,
And to be styled preservers of their country,
Are titles fit for free and generous spirits,
And not for bondmen. Had I been born a man,
And such neer-dying glories made the prize
To bold heroic courage, by Diana,
I would not to my brother, nay, my father,
Be bribed to part with the least piece of honour
I should gain in this action!

Timol. Shes inspired,
Or in her speaks the genius of your country,
To fire your blood in her defence: I am rapt
With the imagination. Noble maid,
Timoleon is your soldier, and will sweat
Drops of his best blood, but he will bring home
Triumphant conquest to you. Let me wear
Your colours, lady; and though youthful heats,
That look no further than your outward form,
Are long since buried in me; while I live,
I am a constant lover of your mind,
That does transcend all precedents.

Cleo. Tis an honour, [Gives her scarf.
And so I do receive it.

Leost. I am for the journey.

Timag. May all diseases sloth and luxury bring
Fall upon him that stays at home!

Archid. Though old,
I will be there in person.

Diph. So will I:
Methinks I am not what I was; her words
Have made me younger, by a score of years,
Than I was when I came hither.

Cleon. I shall never
Make a good soldier, and therefore desire
To be excused at home.

Asot. Tis my suit too.

Timol. Have your desires; you would be burthens to us. — 
Lead, fairest, to the temple; first well pay
A sacrifice to the gods for good success:
For all great actions the wishd course do run,
That are, with their allowance, well begun.
[Exeunt all but, Mar. Grac. and Cimb.

Mar. Stay, Cimbrio and Gracculo.

Cimb. The business?

Mar. Meet me to-morrow night near to the grove,
Neighbouring the east part of the city.

Grac. Well.

Mar. And bring the rest of our condition with you:
Ive something to impart may break our fetters,
If you dare second me.

Cimb. Well not fail.

Grac. A cart-rope
Shall not bind me at home.

Mar. Think on t, and prosper. [Exeunt.


ACT II. 


SCENE I.
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THE SAME. A Room in Archidamuss House.

Enter Archidamus, Timagoras, Leosthenes, with gorgets; and Marullo.

Archid. So, so, tis well: how do I look?

Mar. Most sprightfully.

Archid. I shrink not in the shoulders; though Im old
Im tough, steel to the back; I have not wasted
My stock of strength in featherbeds: heres an arm too;
Theres stuff in t, and I hope will use a sword
As well as any beardless boy of you all.

Timag. Im glad to see you, sir, so well prepared
To endure the travail of the war.

Archid. Go to, sirrah!
I shall endure, when some of you keep your cabins,
For all your flaunting feathers; nay, Leosthenes,
You are welcome too, all friends and fellows now.

Leost. Your servant, sir.

Archid. Pish! leave these compliments,
They stink in a soldiers mouth; I could be merry,
For, now my gowns off, farewell gravity!
I fear ye, when you come to the test. — Old stories tell us,
Theres a month calld October, which brings in
Cold weather; there are trenches too, tis rumourd,
In which to stand all night to the knees in water,
In gallants breeds the toothach; theres a sport too,
Named lying perdue, do you mark me? tis a game
Which you must learn to play at: now in these seasons,
And choice variety of exercises,
(Nay, I come to you,) and fasts, not for devotion,
Your rambling youngster feels strange alterations;
And in a frosty morning. —— O welcome! welcome!

Enter Diphilus and Cleora.

You have cut off my discourse; but I will perfect
My lecture in the camp.

Diph. Come, we are stayd for;
The generals afire for a remove,
And longs to be in action.

Archid. Tis my wish too.
We must part — nay, no tears, my best Cleora;
I shall melt too, and that were ominous.
Millions of blessings on thee! All thats mine
I give up to thy charge; and, sirrah, look
[To Marullo.
You with that care and reverence observe her,
Which you would pay to me. — A kiss; farewell, girl!

Diph. Peace wait upon you, fair one!
[Exeunt Archidamus, Diphilus, and Marullo.

Timag. Twere impertinence
To wish you to be careful of your honour,
That ever keep in pay a guard about you
Of faithful virtues: farewell! — Friend, I leave you
To wipe our kisses off; I know that lovers
Part with more circumstance and ceremony:
Which I give way to. [Exit.

Leost. Tis a noble favour,
For which I ever owe you. We are alone;
But how I should begin, or in what language
Speak the unwilling word of parting from you,
I am yet to learn.

Cleo. And still continue ignorant;
For I must be most cruel to myself,
If I should teach you.

Leost. Yet it must be spoken,
Or you will chide my slackness. You have fired me
With the heat of noble action to deserve you;
And the least spark of honour that took life
From your sweet breath, still fannd by it and cherishd,
Must mount up in a glorious flame, or I
Am much unworthy.

Cleo. May it not burn here,
And, as a seamark, serve to guide true lovers
Safe from the rocks of passion to the harbour
Of pure affection? rising up an example
Which aftertimes shall witness, to our glory,
First took from us beginning.

Leost. Tis a happiness
My duty to my country, and mine honour
Cannot consent to; besides, add to these,
It was your pleasure, fortified by persuasion,
And strength of reason, for the general good,
That I should go.

Cleo. Alas! I then was witty
To plead against myself; and mine eye, fixd
Upon the hill of honour, neer descended
To look into the vale of certain dangers,
Through which you were to cut your passage to it.

Leost. Ill stay at home, then.

Cleo. No, that must not be;
For so, to serve my own ends, and to gain
A petty wreath myself, I rob you of
A certain triumph, which must fall upon you,
Or Virtues turnd a handmaid to blind Fortune.
How is my soul divided! to confirm you
In the opinion of the world, most worthy
To be beloved, (with me youre at the height,
And can advance no further,) I must send you
To court the goddess of stern war, who, if
She see you with my eyes, will neer return you,
But grow enamourd of you.

Leost. Sweet, take comfort!
And what I offer you, you must vouchsafe me,
Or I am wretched. All the dangers that
I can encounter in the war are trifles;
My enemies abroad to be contemnd:
The dreadful foes, that have the power to hurt me,
I leave at home with you.

Cleo. With me!

Leost. Nay, in you,
In every part about you, they are armd
To fight against me.

Cleo. Where?

Leost. Theres no perfection
That you are mistress of, but musters up
A legion against me, and all sworn
To my destruction.

Cleo. This is strange!

Leost. But true, sweet;
Excess of love can work such miracles!
Upon this ivory forehead are intrenchd
Ten thousand rivals, and these suns command
Supplies from all the world, on pain to forfeit
Their comfortable beams; these ruby lips,
A rich exchequer to assure their pay:
This hand, Sibyllas golden bough to guard them
Through hell, and horror, to the Elysian springs;
Which wholl not venture for? and, should I name
Such as the virtues of your mind invite,
Their numbers would be infinite.

Cleo. Can you think
I may be tempted?

Leost. You were never proved.
For me, I have conversed with you no further
Than would become a brother. I neer tuned
Loose notes to your chaste ears; or brought rich presents
For my artillery, to batter down
The fortress of your honour; I never practised
The cunning and corrupting arts they study,
That wander in the wild maze of desire;
Honest simplicity and truth were all
The agents I employd; and when I came
To see you, it was with that reverence
As I beheld the altars of the gods:
And Love, that came along with me, was taught
To leave his arrows and his torch behind,
Quenchd in my fear to give offence.

Cleo. And twas
That modesty that took me, and preserves me,
Like a fresh rose, in mine own natural sweetness;
Which, sullied with the touch of impure hands,
Loses both scent and beauty.

Leost. But, Cleora,
When I am absent, as I must go from you,
(Such is the cruelty of my fate,) and leave you,
Unguarded, to the violent assaults
Of loose temptations; when the memory
Of my so many years of love and service
Is lost in other objects; when you are courted
By such as keep a catalogue of their conquests,
Won upon credulous virgins; when nor father
Is here to owe you, brother to advise you,
Nor your poor servant by, to keep such off,
By love instructed how to undermine,
And blow your constancy up; when your weak senses,
At once assaulted, shall conspire against you,
And play the traitors to your soul, your virtue;
How can you stand? Faith, though you fall, and I
The judge, before whom you then stood accused,
I should acquit you.

Cleo. Will you then confirm
That love and jealousy, though of different natures,
Must of necessity be twins; the younger
Created only to defeat the elder,
And spoil him of his birthright? tis not well.
But being to part, I will not chide, I will not;
Nor with one syllable or tear, express
How deeply I am wounded with the arrows
Of your distrust: but when that you shall hear,
At your return, how I have borne myself,
And what an austere penance I take on me,
To satisfy your doubts; when, like a vestal,
I show you, to your shame, the fire still burning,
Committed to my charge by true affection,
The people joining with you in the wonder;
When, by the glorious splendour of my sufferings,
The prying eyes of jealousy are struck blind,
The monster too that feeds on fears een starved
For want of seeming matter to accuse me;
Expect, Leosthenes, a sharp reproof
From my just anger.

Leost. What will you do?

Cleo. Obey me,
Or from this minute you are a stranger to me;
And do t without reply. All-seeing sun,
Thou witness of my innocence, thus I close
Mine eyes against thy comfortable light,
Till the return of this distrustful man!
Now bind them sure; — nay, do t: [He binds her eyes with her scarf.] If, uncompelld,
I loose this knot, until the hands that made it
Be pleased to untie it, may consuming plagues
Fall heavy on me! pray you guide me to your lips.
This kiss, when you come back, shall be a virgin
To bid you welcome; nay, I have not done yet:
I will continue dumb, and, you once gone,
No accent shall come from me. Now to my chamber,
My tomb, if you miscarry: there Ill spend
My hours in silent mourning, and thus much
Shall be reported of me to my glory,
And you confess it, whether I live or die,
My constancy triumphs oer your jealousy.
[Exeunt. 


SCENE II.
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THE SAME. A Room in Cleons House.

Enter Asotus, driving in Gracculo.

Asot. You slave! you dog! down, cur!

Grac. Hold, good young master,
For pitys sake!

Asot. Now am I in my kingdom: — 
Who says I am not valiant? I begin
To frown again: quake, villain!

Grac. So I do, sir;
Your looks are agues to me.

Asot. Are they so, sir!
Slight, if I had them at this bay that flout me,
And say I look like a sheep and an ass, Id make them
Feel that I am a lion.

Grac. Do not roar, sir,
As you are a valiant beast: but do you know
Why you use me thus?

Asot. Ill beat thee a little more,
Then study for a reason. O! I have it:
One brake a jest on me, and then I swore,
(Because I durst not strike him,) when I came home,
That I would break thy head.

Grac. Plague on his mirth!
I am sure I mourn for t.

Asot. Remember too, I charge you,
To teach my horse good manners yet; this morning,
As I rode to take the air, the untutord jade
Threw me, and kickd me.

Grac. I thank him for t. [Aside. 

Asot. Whats that?

Grac. I say, sir, I will teach him to hold his heels,
If you will rule your fingers.

Asot. Ill think upon t.

Grac. I am bruised to jelly: better be a dog,
Than slave to a fool or coward. [Aside.

Asot. Heres my mother,

Enter Corisca and Zanthia.

She is chastising too: how brave we live,
That have our slaves to beat, to keep us in breath
When we want exercise!

Coris. Careless creature, [Striking her.
Look to t; if a curl fall, or wind or sun
Take my complexion off, I will not leave
One hair upon thine head.

Grac. Heres a second show
Of the family of pride! [Aside.

Coris. Fie on these wars!
Im starved for want of action. When were you with
Your mistress, fair Cleora?

Asot. Two days sithence;
But shes so coy, forsooth, that ere I can
Speak a pennd speech I have bought and studied for her,
Her woman calls her away.

Coris. Heres a dull thing!

Zant. Madam, my lord.

Enter Cleon.

Cleon. Where are you, wife? I fain would go abroad,
But cannot find my slaves that bear my litter;
I am tired. Your shoulder, son; — nay, sweet, thy hand too:
A turn or two in the garden, and then to supper,
And so to bed.

Asot. Never to rise, I hope, more. [Aside.
[Exeunt.


SCENE III.
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A GROVE NEAR the Walls of Syracuse.

Enter Marullo and Poliphron. A Table set out with Wine, &c.

Mar. Twill take, I warrant thee.

Poliph. You may do your pleasure;
But, in my judgment, better to make use of
The present opportunity.

Mar. No more.

Poliph. I am silenced.

Mar. More wine; prithee drink hard, friend,
And when were hot, whatever I propound,

Enter Cimbrio, Gracculo, and other Slaves.

Second with vehemence. — Men of your words, all welcome!
Slaves use no ceremony; sit down; heres a health.

Poliph. Let it run round; fill every man his glass.

Grac. We look for no waiters; — this is wine!

Mar. The better,
Strong, lusty wine: drink deep; this juice will make us
As free as our lords. [Drinks.

Grac. But if they find we taste it,
We are condemnd to the quarry during life,
Without hope of redemption.

Mar. Pish! for that
Well talk anon: another rouse! we lose time;
[Drinks.
When our low bloods wound up a little higher,
Ill offer my design; nay, we are cold yet;
These glasses contain nothing: — do me right,
[Takes the bottle.
As eer you hope for liberty. Tis done bravely:
How do you feel yourselves now?

Cimb. I begin
To have strange conundrums in my head.

Grac. And I
To loathe base water. I would be hangd in peace now
For one month of such holidays.

Mar. An age, boys,
And yet defy the whip; if you are men,
Or dare believe you have souls.

Cimb. We are no brokers.

Mar. Our lords are no gods — 

Grac. They are devils to us, I am sure.

Mar. But subject to
Cold, hunger, and diseases.

Grac. In abundance.

Mar. Equal Nature fashiond us
All in one mould. The bear serves not the bear,
Nor the wolf the wolf; twas odds of strength in tyrants
That pluckd the first link from the golden chain
With which that Thing of Things bound in the world.
Why then, since we are taught, by their examples,
To love our liberty, if not command,
Should the strong serve the weak, the fair, deformd ones?
Or such as know the cause of things pay tribute
To ignorant fools? Alls but the outward gloss,
And politic form, that does distinguish us. — 
Cimbrio, thou art a strong man; if, in place
Of carrying burthens, thou hadst been traind up
In martial discipline, thou mightst have proved
A general, fit to lead and fight for Sicily,
As fortunate as Timoleon.

Cimb. A little fighting
Will serve a generals turn.

Mar. Thou, Gracculo,
Hast fluency of language, quick conceit;
And, I think, coverd with a senators robe,
Formally set on the bench, thou wouldst appear
As brave a senator.

Grac. Would I had lands,
Or money to buy a place! and if I did not
Sleep on the bench with the drowsiest of them,
Play with my chain, look on my watch, and wear
A state beard, with my barbers help, rank with them
In their most choice peculiar gifts, degrade me,
And put me to drink water again, which, now
I have tasted wine, were poison!

Mar. Tis spoke nobly,
And like a gownman: none of these, I think too,
But would prove good burghers.

Grac. Hum! the fools are modest;
I know their insides: heres an ill-faced fellow,
(But that will not be seen in a dark shop;)
If he did not in a month learn to outswear,
In the selling of his wares, the cunningst tradesman
In Syracuse, I have no skill. Heres another;
Observe but what a cozening look he has! — 
Hold up thy head, man! If, for drawing gallants
Into mortgages for commodities, cheating heirs
With your new counterfeit gold thread, and gummd velvets,
He does not transcend all that went before him,
Call in his patent.

Mar. Is t not pity, then,
Men of such eminent virtues should be slaves?

Cimb. Our fortune.

Mar. Tis your folly: daring men
Command and make their fates. Say, at this instant,
I markd you out a way to liberty;
Possessd you of those blessings our proud lords
So long have surfeited in; and, what is sweetest,
Arm you with power, by strong hand to revenge
Your stripes, your unregarded toil, the pride,
The insolence, of such as tread upon
Your patient sufferings; fill your famishd mouths
With the fat and plenty of the land; redeem you
From the dark vale of servitude, and seat you
Upon a hill of happiness; what would you do
To purchase this, and more?

Grac. Do! any thing:
To burn a church or two, and dance by the light on t,
Were but a May-game.

Poliph. I have a father living;
But if the cutting of his throat could work this,
He should excuse me.

Cimb. Slight! I would cut mine own,
Rather than miss it; so I might but have
A taste on t ere I die.

Mar. Be resolute men;
You shall run no such hazard, nor groan under
The burden of such crying sins.

Poliph. Do not torment us
With expectation.

Mar. Thus, then: — Our proud masters,
And all the able freemen of the city,
Are gone unto the wars —— 

Poliph. Observe but that.

Mar. Old men, and such as can make no resistance,
Are only left at home —— 

Grac. And the proud young fool,
My master — if this take, Ill hamper him.

Mar. Their arsenal, their treasure, s in our power,
If we have hearts to seize them. If our lords fall
In the present action, the whole countrys ours:
Say they return victorious, we have means
To keep the town against them; at the worst,
To make our own conditions. If you dare break up
Their iron chests, banquet in their rich halls,
And carve yourselves of all delights and pleasures
You have been barrd from, with one voice cry with me,
Liberty! liberty!

All. Liberty! liberty!

Mar. Go, then, and take possession: use all freedom;
But shed no blood. [Exeunt Slaves.] — So, this is well begun;
But not to be commended till t be done. [Exit.


ACT III. 


SCENE I.

[image: img29.jpg]

THE SAME. A Gallery in Archidamuss House.

Enter Marullo and Timandra.

Mar. Why, think you that I plot against myself?
Fear nothing, you are safe: these thick-skinnd slaves,
I use as instruments to serve my ends,
Pierce not my deep designs; nor shall they dare
To lift an arm against you.

Timand. With your will.
But turbulent spirits, raised beyond themselves
With ease, are not so soon laid; they oft prove
Dangerous to him that calld them up.

Mar. Tis true,
In what is rashly undertook. Long since
I have considerd seriously their natures,
Proceeded with mature advice, and know
I hold their will and faculties in more awe
Than I can do my own. Now, for their licence,
And riot in the city, I can make
A just defence and use: it may appear, too,
A politic prevention of such ills
As might, with greater violence and danger,
Hereafter be attempted; though some smart for t,
It matters not: — however, Im resolved;
And sleep you with security. Holds Cleora
Constant to her rash vow?

Timand. Beyond belief;
To me, that see her hourly, it seems a fable.
By signs I guess at her commands, and serve them
With silence; such her pleasure is, made known
By holding her fair hand thus. She eats little,
Sleeps less, as I imagine; once a day
I lead her to this gallery, where she walks
Some half a dozen turns, and, having offerd
To her absent saint a sacrifice of sighs,
She points back to her prison.

Mar. Guide her hither,
And make her understand the slaves revolt;
And, with your utmost eloquence, enlarge
Their insolence, and wrongs done in the city.
Forget not, too, I am their chief, and tell her
You strongly think my extreme dotage on her,
As Im Marullo, caused this sudden uproar,
To gain possession of her.

Timand. Punctually
I will discharge my part. [Exit. 

Enter Poliphron.

Poliph. O, sir, I sought you:
Theres such variety of all disorders
Among the slaves; answerd with crying, howling,
By the citizens and their wives; such a confusion,
In a word, not to tire you, as I think
The like was never read of.

Mar. This is some
Revenge for my disgrace.

Poliph. But, sir, I fear,
If your authority restrain them not,
Theyll fire the city, or kill one another,
They are so apt to outrage; neither know I
Whether you wish it, and came therefore to
Acquaint you with so much.

Mar. I will among them;
But must not long be absent.

Poliph. At your pleasure. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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THE SAME. A Room in the same.

Shouts within. Enter Cleora and Timandra.

Timand. They are at our gates: my heart! affrights and horrors
Increase each minute. No way left to save us,
No flattering hope to comfort us, or means,
But miracle, to redeem us from base wrongs
And lawless rapine! Are there gods, yet suffer
Such innocent sweetness to be made the spoil
Of brutish violence? And, of these rebel slaves,
He that should offer up his life to guard you,
Marullo, cursed Marullo, your own bondman,
Purchased to serve you, and fed by your favours — 
Nay, start not: it is he; he, the grand captain
Of these libidinous beasts, that have not left
One cruel act undone that barbarous conquest
Yet ever practised in a captive city;
He, doting on your beauty, and to have fellows
In his foul sin, hath raised these mutinous slaves.
Wring not your hands, tis bootless; use the means
That may preserve you. Tis no crime to break
A vow when you are forced to it; show your face,
And with the majesty of commanding beauty
Strike dead his loose affections: if that fail,
Give liberty to your tongue, and use entreaties:
There cannot be a breast of flesh and blood,
Or heart so made of flint, but must receive
Impression from your words; or eyes so stern,
But, from the clear reflection of your tears,
Must melt, and bear them company. Will you not
Do these good offices to yourself? poor I, then,
Can only weep your fortune. — Here he comes.

Enter Marullo, speaking at the door.

Mar. He that advances
A foot beyond this comes upon my sword:
You have had your ways, disturb not mine.

Timand. Speak gently;
Her fears may kill her else.

Mar. Now Love inspire me!
Still shall this canopy of envious night
Obscure my suns of comfort? and those dainties
Of purest white and red, which I take in at
My greedy eyes, denied my famishd senses? — 
The organs of your hearing yet are open;
And you infringe no vow, though you vouchsafe
To give them warrant to convey unto
Your understanding parts the story of
A tortured and despairing lover, whom
Not fortune but affection marks your slave: — 
Shake not, best lady! for, believe t, you are
As far from danger as I am from force:
All violence I shall offer tends no further
Than to relate my sufferings, which I dare not
Presume to do, till, by some gracious sign,
You show you are pleased to hear me.

Timand. If you are,
Hold forth your right hand.
[Cleora holds forth her right hand.

Mar. So, tis done; and I
With my glad lips seal humbly on your robe
My souls thanks for the favour: I forbear
To tell you who I am, what wealth, what honours
I made exchange of, to become your servant:
And though I knew worthy Leosthenes
(For sure he must be worthy, for whose love
You have endured so much) to be my rival,
When rage and jealousy counselld me to kill him,
Which then I could have done with much more ease,
Than now, in fear to grieve you, I dare speak it,
Love, seconded with duty, boldly told me
The man I hated, fair Cleora favourd;
And that was his protection. [Cleora bows.

Timand. See, she bows
Her head in sign of thankfulness.

Mar. He removed by
The occasion of the war, (my fires increasing
By being closed and stoppd up,) frantic affection
Prompted me to do something in his absence
That might deliver you into my power,
Which you see is effected: and even now,
When my rebellious passions chide my dulness,
And tell me how much I abuse my fortunes,
Now it is in my power to bear you hence,
[Cleora starts.
(Nay, fear not, madam; true love is a servant,
But brutish lust a tyrant,) only thus much
Be pleased I may speak in my own dear cause;
And think it worthy your consideration,
(I have loved truly, cannot say deserved,
Since duty must not take the name of merit,)
That I so far prize your content, before
All blessings that my hope can fashion to me,
That willingly I entertain despair,
And, for your sake, embrace it; for I know,
This opportunity lost, by no endeavour
The like can be recoverd. To conclude,
Forget not that I lose myself to save you:
For what can I expect but death and torture,
The war being ended? and, what is a task
Would trouble Hercules to undertake,
I do deny you to myself, to give you,
A pure unspotted present, to my rival.
I have said: if it distaste not, best of virgins!
Reward my temperance with some lawful favour,
Though you contemn my person.
[Cleora kneels, then pulls off her glove, and offers her hand to Marullo.

Timand. See, she kneels,
And seems to call upon the gods to pay
The debt she owes your virtue: to perform which,
As a sure pledge of friendship, she vouchsafes you
Her fair right hand.

Mar. I am paid for all my sufferings.
Now, when you please, pass to your private chamber:
My love and duty, faithful guards, shall keep you
From all disturbance; and when you are sated
With thinking of Leosthenes, as a fee
Due to my service, spare one sigh for me.
[Exeunt. Cleora makes a low courtesy as she goes off.


SCENE III.
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THE SAME. A Room in Cleons House.

Enter Gracculo, leading Asotus in an apes habit, with a chain about his neck; Zanthia in Coriscas clothes, she bearing up her train.

Grac. Come on, sir.

Asot. Oh!

Grac. Do you grumble? you were ever
A brainless ass; but if this hold, Ill teach you
To come aloft and do tricks like an ape.
Your mornings lesson: if you miss —— 

Asot. O no, sir.

Grac. What for the Carthaginians? [Asotus makes moppes.] A good beast.
What for ourself, your lord? [Dances.] Exceeding well.
Theres your reward. [Gives him an apple.] — Not kiss your paw! So, so, so.

Zant. Was ever lady, the first day of her honour,
So waited on by a wrinkled crone? She looks now,
Without her painting, curling, and perfumes,
Like the last day of January. Further off!
So — stand there like an image; if you stir,
Till, with a quarter of a look, I call you,
You know what follows.

Coris. O, what am I fallen to!
But tis a punishment for my cruel pride,
Justly returnd upon me.

Grac. How dost thou like
Thy ladyship, Zanthia?

Zant. Very well; and bear it
With as much state as your lordship.

Grac. Give me thy hand:
Let us, like conquering Romans, walk in triumph,
Our captives following; then mount our tribunals,
And make the slaves our footstools.

Zant. Fine, by Jove!
Are your hands clean, minion?

Coris. Yes, forsooth.

Zant. Fall off then. She and I have changed our parts;
She does what she forced me to do in her reign,
And I must practise it in mine.

Grac. Tis justice:
O! here come more.

Enter Cimbrio, Cleon, Poliphron, and Olympia.

Cimb. Discover to a drachma,
Or I will famish thee.

Cleon. O! I am pined already.

Poliph. Spare the old jade, hes founderd.

Grac. Cut his throat then,
And hang him out for a scarecrow.

Poliph. You have all your wishes
In your revenge, and I have mine. You see
I use no tyranny: once I was her slave,
And in requital of her courtesies,
Having made one another free, we are married:
And, if you wish us joy, join with us in
A dance at our wedding.

Grac. Agreed; for I have thought of
A most triumphant one, which shall express
We are lords, and these our slaves.

Poliph. But we shall want
A woman.

Grac. No, heres Jane-of-apes shall serve;
Carry your body swimming. — Wheres the music?

Poliph. I have placed it in yon window.

Grac. Begin then sprightly.
[Music, and then a dance.

Enter Marullo behind.

Poliph. Well done on all sides! I have prepared a banquet;
Lets drink and cool us.

Grac. A good motion.

Cimb. Wait here;
You have been tired with feasting, learn to fast now.

Grac. Ill have an apple for jack, and may be some scraps
May fall to your share.
[Exeunt Grac. Zant. Cimb. Poliph. and Olymp.

Coris. Whom can we accuse
But ourselves, for what we suffer? Thou art just,
Thou all-creating Power! and misery
Instructs me now, that yesterday acknowledged
No deity beyond my pride and pleasure,
There is a heaven above us, that looks down
With the eyes of justice, upon such as number
Those blessings freely given, in the accompt
Of their poor merits: else it could not be,
Now miserable I, to please whose palate
The elements were ransackd, yet complaind
Of nature, as not liberal enough
In her provision of rarities
To soothe my taste, and pamper my proud flesh,
Should wish in vain for bread.

Cleon. Yes, I do wish too,
For what I fed my dogs with.

Coris. I, that forgot
I was made of flesh and blood, and thought the silk
Spun by the diligent worm out of their entrails,
Too coarse to clothe me, and the softest down
Too hard to sleep on; that disdaind to look
On virtue being in rags, that from my servants
Expected adoration, am made justly
The scorn of my own bondwoman.

Cleon. I know I cannot
Last long, thats all my comfort.

Mar. What a true mirror
Were this sad spectacle for secure greatness!
Here they, that never see themselves, but in
The glass of servile flattery, might behold
The weak foundation upon which they build
Their trust in human frailty. Happy are those,
That knowing, in their births, they are subject to
Uncertain change, are still prepared, and armd
For either fortune: a rare principle,
And, with much labour, learnd in wisdoms school!
For, as these bondmen, by their actions, show
That their prosperity, like too large a sail
For their small bark of judgment, sinks them with
A fore-right gale of liberty, ere they reach
The port they long to touch at: so these wretches,
Swollen with the false opinion of their worth,
And proud of blessings left them, not acquired;
That did believe they could with giant arms
Fathom the earth, and were above their fates,
Those borrowd helps, that did support them, vanishd,
Fall of themselves, and by unmanly suffering
Betray their proper weakness, and make known
Their boasted greatness was lent, not their own.

Cleon. O for some meat! they sit long.

Coris. We forgot,
When we drew out intemperate feasts till midnight;
Their hunger was not thought on, nor their watchings;
Nor did we hold ourselves served to the height,
But when we did exact and force their duties
Beyond their strength and power.

Asot. We pay for t now:

Re-enter Poliphron, Cimbrio, Gracculo, Zanthia, and Olympia, drunk and quarrelling.

Cimb. Do not hold me:
Not kiss the bride!

Poliph. No, sir.

Mar. [coming forward] Hold!

Zant. Heres Marullo.

Olymp. Hes your chief.

Mar. Take heed; Ive news will cool this heat, and make you
Remember what you were.

Cimb. How!

Mar. Send off these,
And then Ill tell you.
[Exeunt Cleon, Asot. Zant. Olymp. and Coris.

Cimb. What would you impart?

Mar. What must invite you
To stand upon your guard, and leave your feasting;
Our masters are victorious.

All. How!

Mar. Within
A days march of the city, fleshd with spoil,
And proud of conquest; the armado sunk,
The Carthaginian admiral, hand to hand,
Slain by Leosthenes.

Cimb. I feel the whip
Upon my back already.

Grac. Every man
Seek a convenient tree, and hang himself.

Poliph. Better die once, than live an age to suffer
New tortures every hour.

Cimb. Say, we submit,
And yield us to their mercy? — 

Mar. Can you flatter
Yourselves with such false hopes? Or dare you think
That your imperious lords, that never faild
To punish with severity petty slips
In your neglect of labour, may be won
To pardon those licentious outrages
Which noble enemies forbear to practise
Upon the conquerd? We have gone too far
To think now of retiring; in our courage,
And daring, lies our safety: if you are not
Slaves in your abject minds, as in your fortunes,
Since to die is the worst, better expose
Our naked breasts to their keen swords, and sell
Our lives with the most advantage, than to trust
In a forestalld remission, or yield up
Our bodies to the furnace of their fury,
Thrice heated with revenge.

Grac. You led us on.

Cimb. And tis but justice you should bring us off.

Grac. And we expect it.

Mar. Hear then, and obey me;
And I will either save you, or fall with you.
Man the walls strongly, and make good the ports;
Boldly deny their entrance, and rip up
Your grievances, and what compelld you to
This desperate course: if they disdain to hear
Of composition, we have in our powers
Their aged fathers, children, and their wives,
Who, to preserve themselves, must willingly
Make intercession for us. Tis not time now
To talk, but do: a glorious end, or freedom,
Is now proposed us; stand resolved for either,
And, like good fellows, live or die together.
[Exeunt.


SCENE IV.
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THE COUNTRY NEAR Syracuse. The Camp of Timoleon.

Enter Leosthenes and Timagoras.

Timag. I am so far from envy, I am proud
You have outstrippd me in the race of honour.
O twas a glorious day, and bravely won!
Your bold performance gave such lustre to
Timoleons wise directions, as the army
Rests doubtful, to whom they stand most engaged
For their so great success.

Leost. The gods first honourd,
The glory be the generals; tis far from me
To be his rival.

Timag. You abuse your fortune,
To entertain her choice and gracious favours
With a contracted brow; plumed Victory
Is truly painted with a cheerful look,
Equally distant from proud insolence,
And base dejection.

Leost. O Timagoras,
You only are acquainted with the cause
That loads my sad heart with a hill of lead;
Whose ponderous weight, neither my new-got honour,
Assisted by the general applause
The soldier crowns it with, nor all wars glories,
Can lessen or remove: and, would you please,
With fit consideration, to remember
How much I wrongd Cleoras innocence
With my rash doubts; and what a grievous penance
She did impose upon her tender sweetness,
To pluck away the vulture, jealousy,
That fed upon my liver; you cannot blame me,
But call it a fit justice on myself,
Though I resolve to be a stranger to
The thought of mirth or pleasure.

Timag. You have redeemd
The forfeit of your fault with such a ransom
Of honourable action, as my sister
Must of necessity confess her sufferings,
Weighd down by your fair merits; and, when she views you,
Like a triumphant conqueror, carried through
The streets of Syracusa, the glad people
Pressing to meet you, and the senators
Contending who shall heap most honours on you;
The oxen, crownd with garlands, led before you,
Appointed for the sacrifice; and the altars
Smoking with thankful incense to the gods:
The soldiers chanting loud hymns to your praise,
The windows filld with matrons and with virgins,
Throwing upon your head, as you pass by,
The choicest flowers, and silently invoking
The queen of love, with their particular vows,
To be thought worthy of you; can Cleora
(Though, in the glass of self-love, she behold
Her best deserts) but with all joy acknowledge
What she endured was but a noble trial
You made of her affection? and her anger,
Rising from your too amorous cares, soon drenchd
In Lethe, and forgotten.

Leost. If those glories
You so set forth were mine, they might plead for me;
But I can lay no claim to the least honour
Which you, with foul injustice, ravish from her.
Her beauty in me wrought a miracle,
Taught me to aim at things beyond my power,
Which her perfections purchased, and gave to me
From her free bounties; she inspired me with
That valour which I dare not call mine own;
And, from the fair reflection of her mind,
My soul received the sparkling beams of courage.
She, from the magazine of her proper goodness,
Stockd me with virtuous purposes; sent me forth
To trade for honour; and, she being the owner
Of the bark of my adventures, I must yield her
A just account of all, as fits a factor.
And, howsoever others think me happy,
And cry aloud, I have made a prosperous voyage;
One frown of her dislike at my return,
Which, as a punishment for my fault, I look for,
Strikes dead all comfort.

Timag. Tush! these fears are needless;
She cannot, must not, shall not, be so cruel.
A free confession of a fault wins pardon,
But, being seconded by desert, commands it.
The general is your own, and, sure, my father
Repents his harshness; for myself, I am
Ever your creature. — One day shall be happy
In your triumph, and your marriage.

Leost. May it prove so,
With her consent and pardon.

Timag. Ever touching
On that harsh string! She is your own, and you
Without disturbance seize on whats your due.
[Exeunt.


ACT IV. 


SCENE I.
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SYRACUSE. A ROOM in Archidamuss House.

Enter Marullo and Timandra.

Mar. She has her health, then?

Timand. Yes, sir; and as often
As I speak of you, lends attentive ear
To all that I deliver; nor seems tired,
Though I dwell long on the relation of
Your sufferings for her, heaping praise on praise
On the unequalld temperance, and command
You hold oer your affections.

Mar. To my wish:
Have you acquainted her with the defeature
Of the Carthaginians, and with what honours
Leosthenes comes crownd home with?

Timand. With all care.

Mar. And how does she receive it?

Timand. As I guess,
With a seeming kind of joy; but yet appears not
Transported, or proud of his happy fortune.
But when I tell her of the certain ruin
You must encounter with at their arrival
In Syracusa, and that death, with torments,
Must fall upon you, which you yet repent not,
Esteeming it a glorious martyrdom,
And a reward of pure unspotted love,
Preserved in the white robe of innocence,
Though she were in your power; and, still spurrd on
By powerful love, you rather chose to suffer
The fury of your lord, than that she should
Be grieved or tainted in her reputation —— 

Mar. Pities she my misfortune?

Timand. She expressd
All signs of sorrow which, her vow observed,
Could witness a grieved heart. At the first hearing,
She fell upon her face, rent her fair hair,
Her hands held up to heaven, and vented sighs,
In which she silently seemd to complain
Of heavens injustice.

Mar. Tis enough: wait carefully,
And, on all watchd occasions, continue
Speech and discourse of me: tis time must work her.

Timand. Ill not be wanting, but still strive to serve you. [Exit.

Enter Poliphron.

Mar. Now, Poliphron, the news?

Poliph. The conquering army
Is within ken.

Mar. How brook the slaves the object?

Poliph. Cheerfully yet; they do refuse no labour,
And seem to scoff at danger; tis your presence
That must confirm them: with a full consent
You are chosen to relate the tyranny
Of our proud masters; and what you subscribe to,
They gladly will allow of, or hold out
To the last man.

Mar. Ill instantly among them.
If we prove constant to ourselves, good fortune
Will not, I hope, forsake us.

Poliph. Tis our best refuge. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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BEFORE THE WALLS of Syracuse.

Enter Timoleon, Archidamus, Diphilus, Leosthenes, Timagoras, and Soldiers.

Timol. Thus far we are returnd victorious; crownd
With wreaths triumphant, (famine, blood, and death,
Banishd your peaceful confines,) and bring home
Security and peace. Tis therefore fit
That such as boldly stood the shock of war,
And with the dear expense of sweat and blood
Have purchased honour, should with pleasure reap
The harvest of their toil: and we stand bound,
Out of the first file of the best deservers,
(Though all must be considerd to their merits,)
To think of you, Leosthenes, that stand,
And worthily, most dear in our esteem,
For your heroic valour.

Archid. When I look on
The labour of so many men and ages,
This well-built city, not long since designd
To spoil and rapine, by the favour of
The gods, and you, their ministers, preserved,
I cannot, in my height of joy, but offer
These tears for a glad sacrifice.

Diph. Sleep the citizens?
Or are they overwhelmd with the excess
Of comfort that flows to them?

Leost. We receive
A silent entertainment.

Timag. I long since
Expected that the virgins and the matrons,
The old men striving with their age, the priests,
Carrying the images of their gods before them,
Should have met us with procession. — Ha! the gates
Are shut against us!

Archid. And, upon the walls,
Armd men seem to defy us!

Enter above, on the Walls, Marullo, Poliphron, Cimbrio, Gracculo, and other Slaves.

Diph. I should know
These faces: they are our slaves.

Timag. The mystery, rascals!
Open the ports, and play not with an anger
That will consume you.

Timol. This is above wonder.

Archid. Our bondmen stand against us!

Grac. Some such things
We were in mans remembrance. The slaves are turnd
Lords of the town, or so — nay, be not angry:
Perhaps, upon good terms, giving security
You will be quiet men, we may allow you
Some lodgings in our garrets or outhouses:
Your great looks cannot carry it.

Cimb. The truth is,
We have been bold to rifle your rich chests,
Been busy with your wardrobes.

Timag. Can we endure this?

Leost. O my Cleora!

Grac. A caudle for the gentleman;
Hell die o the pip else.

Timag. Scornd too! are you turnd stone?
Hold parley with our bondmen! force our entrance,
Then, villains, expect —— 

Timol. Hold! You wear mens shapes,
And if, like men, you have reason, show a cause
That leads you to this desperate course, which must end
In your destruction.

Grac. That, as please the Fates;
But we vouchsafe —— Speak, captain.

Timag. Hell and furies!

Archid. Bayd by our own curs!

Cimb. Take heed you be not worried.

Poliph. We are sharp set.

Cimb. And sudden.

Mar. Briefly thus, then,
Since I must speak for all — Your tyranny
Drew us from our obedience. Happy those times
When lords were styled fathers of families,
And not imperious masters! when they numberd
Their servants almost equal with their sons,
Or one degree beneath them! when their labours
Were cherishd and rewarded, and a period
Set to their sufferings; when they did not press
Their duties or their wills, beyond the power
And strength of their performance! all things orderd
With such decorum, as wise lawmakers,
From each well-governd private house derived
The perfect model of a commonwealth.
Humanity then lodged in the hearts of men,
And thankful masters carefully provided
For creatures wanting reason. The noble horse,
That, in his fiery youth, from his wide nostrils
Neighd courage to his rider, and brake through
Groves of opposed pikes, bearing his lord
Safe to triumphant victory; old or wounded,
Was set at liberty, and freed from service.
The Athenian mules, that from the quarry drew
Marble, hewd for the temples of the gods,
The great work ended, were dismissd, and fed
At the public cost; nay, faithful dogs have found
Their sepulchres; but man, to man more cruel,
Appoints no end to the sufferings of his slave;
Since pride steppd in and riot, and oerturnd
This goodly frame of concord, teaching masters
To glory in the abuse of such as are
Brought under their command; who, grown unuseful,
Are less esteemd than beasts. — This you have practised,
Practised on us with rigour; this hath forced us
To shake our heavy yokes off; and, if redress
Of these just grievances be not granted us,
Well right ourselves, and by strong hand defend
What we are now possessd of.

Grac. And not leave
One house unfired.

Cimb. Or throat uncut of those
We have in our power.

Poliph. Nor will we fall alone;
You shall buy us dearly.

Timag. O the gods!
Unheard-of insolence!

Timol. What are your demands?

Mar. A general pardon first, for all offences
Committed in your absence. Liberty
To all such as desire to make return
Into their countries; and, to those that stay,
A competence of land freely allotted
To each mans proper use, no lord acknowledged:
Lastly, with your consent, to choose them wives
Out of your families.

Timag. Let the city sink first.

Leost. And ruin seize on all, ere we subscribe
To such conditions.

Archid. Carthage, though victorious,
Could not have forced more from us.

Leost. Scale the walls;
Capitulate after.

Timol. He that wins the top first
Shall wear a mural wreath. [Exeunt.

Mar. Each to his place. [Flourish and alarms.
Or death or victory! Charge them home, and fear not. [Exeunt Marullo and Slaves. 

Re-enter Timoleon, Archidamus, and Senators.

Timol. We wrong ourselves, and we are justly punishd,
To deal with bondmen, as if we encounterd
An equal enemy.

Archid. They fight like devils;
And run upon our swords, as if their breasts
Were proof beyond their armour.

Re-enter Leosthenes and Timagoras.

Timag. Make a firm stand.
The slaves, not satisfied they have beat us off,
Prepare to sally forth.

Timol. They are wild beasts,
And to be tamed by policy. Each man take
A tough whip in his hand, such as you used
To punish them with, as masters: in your looks
Carry severity and awe: twill fright them
More than your weapons. Savage lions fly from
The sight of fire; and these, that have forgot
That duty you neer taught them with your swords,
When, unexpected, they behold those terrors
Advanced aloft, that they were made to shake at,
Twill force them to remember what they are,
And stoop to due obedience.

Archid. Here they come.

Enter from the City, Cimbrio, Gracculo, and other Slaves.

Cimb. Leave not a man alive; a wounds but a flea-biting,
To what we sufferd, being slaves.

Grac. O, my heart!
Cimbrio, what do we see? the whip! our masters!

Timag. Dare you rebel, slaves!
[The Senators shake their whips, the Slaves throw away their weapons, and run off.

Cimb. Mercy! mercy! where
Shall we hide us from their fury?

Grac. Fly, they follow.
O, we shall be tormented!

Timol. Enter with them,
But yet forbear to kill them: still remember
They are part of your wealth; and being disarmd,
There is no danger.

Archid. Let us first deliver
Such as they have in fetters, and at leisure
Determine of their punishment.

Leost. Friend, to you
I leave the disposition of whats mine:
I cannot think I am safe without your sister,
She is only worth my thought; and, till I see
What she has sufferd, I am on the rack,
And Furies my tormentors. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.
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SYRACUSE. A ROOM in Archidamuss House.

Enter Marullo and Timandra.

Mar. I know I am pursued; nor would I fly,
Although the ports were open, and a convoy
Ready to bring me off: the baseness of
These villains, from the pride of all my hopes,
Hath thrown me to the bottomless abyss
Of horror and despair: had they stood firm,
I could have bought Cleoras free consent
With the safety of her fathers life, and brothers;
And forced Leosthenes to quit his claim,
And kneel a suitor for me.

Timand. You must not think
What might have been, but what must now be practised,
And suddenly resolve.

Mar. All my poor fortunes
Are at the stake, and I must run the hazard.
Unseen, convey me to Cleoras chamber;
For in her sight, if it were possible,
I would be apprehended: do not inquire
The reason why, but help me. [Knocking within.

Timand. Make haste, — one knocks.
[Exit Marullo.
Jove turn all to the best!

Enter Leosthenes.

You are welcome, sir.

Leost. Thou givst it in a heavy tone.

Timand. Alas! sir,
We have so long fed on the bread of sorrow,
Drinking the bitter water of afflictions,
Made loathsome too by our continued fears,
Comfort s a stranger to us.

Leost. Fears! your sufferings: — 
For which I am so overgone with grief,
I dare not ask, without compassionate tears,
The villains name that robbd thee of thy honour:
For being traind up in chastitys cold school,
And taught by such a mistress as Cleora,
Twere impious in me to think Timandra
Fell with her own consent.

Timand. How mean you, fell, sir?
I understand you not.

Leost. I would thou didst not,
Or that I could not read upon thy face,
In blushing characters, the story of
Libidinous rape: confess it, for you stand not
Accountable for a sin, against whose strength
Your oermatchd innocence could make no resistance;
Under which odds, I know, Cleora fell too,
Heavens help in vain invoked; the amazed sun
Hiding his face behind a mask of clouds,
Nor daring to look on it! In her sufferings
All sorrows comprehended: what Timandra,
Or the city, has endured, her loss considerd,
Deserves not to be named.

Timand. Pray you, do not bring, sir,
In the chimeras of your jealous fears,
New monsters to affright us.

Leost. O, Timandra,
That I had faith enough but to believe thee!
I should receive it with a joy beyond
Assurance of Elysian shades hereafter,
Or all the blessings, in this life, a mother
Could wish her children crownd with — but I must not
Credit impossibilities; yet I strive
To find out that whose knowledge is a curse,
And ignorance a blessing. Come, discover
What kind of look he had that forced thy lady,
(Thy ravisher I will inquire at leisure),
That when, hereafter, I behold a stranger
But near him in aspect, I may conclude,
Though men and angels should proclaim him honest,
He is a hell bred villain.

Timand. You are unworthy
To know she is preserved, preserved untainted:
Sorrow, but ill bestowd, hath only made
A rape upon her comforts in your absence.
Come forth, dear madam. [Leads in Cleora.

Leost. Ha! [Kneels.

Timand. Nay, she deserves
The bending of your heart; that, to content you,
Has kept a vow, the breach of which a Vestal,
Though the infringing it had calld upon her
A living funeral, must of force have shrunk at.
No danger could compel her to dispense with
Her cruel penance, though hot lust came armd
To seize upon her; when one look or accent
Might have redeemd her.

Leost. Might! O do not show me
A beam of comfort, and straight take it from me.
The means by which she was freed? speak, O speak quickly;
Each minute of delay s an age of torment;
O speak, Timandra.

Timand. Free her from her oath;
Herself can best deliver it.

Leost. O blest office! [Unbinds her eyes.
Never did galley-slave shake off his chains,
Or lookd on his redemption from the oar,
With such true feeling of delight, as now
I find myself possessed of. — Now I behold
True light indeed; for, since these fairest stars,
Coverd with clouds of your determinate will,
Denied their influence to my optic sense,
The splendour of the sun appeard to me
But as some little glimpse of his bright beams
Conveyd into a dungeon, to remember
The dark inhabitants there, how much they wanted.
Open these long-shut lips, and strike mine ears
With music more harmonious than the spheres
Yield in their heavenly motions: and if ever
A true submission for a crime acknowledged
May find a gracious hearing, teach your tongue,
In the first sweet articulate sounds it utters,
To sign my wishd-for pardon.

Cleo. I forgive you.

Leost. How greedily I receive this! Stay, best lady,
And let me by degrees ascend the height
Of human happiness! all at once deliverd,
The torrent of my joys will overwhelm me: — 
So! now a little more; and pray excuse me,
If, like a wanton epicure, I desire
The pleasant taste these cates of comfort yield me,
Should not too soon be swallowd. Have you not,
By your unspotted truth I do conjure you
To answer truly, sufferd in your honour,
By force, I mean, for in your will I free you,
Since I left Syracusa?

Cleo. I restore
This kiss, so help me goodness! which I borrowd,
When I last saw you.

Leost. Miracle of virtue!
One pause more, I beseech you: I am like
A man whose vital spirits consumed and wasted
With a long and tedious fever, unto whom
Too much of a strong cordial, at once taken,
Brings death, and not restores him. Yet I cannot
Fix here; but must inquire the man to whom
I stand indebted for a benefit,
Which to requite at full, though in this hand
I grasp all sceptres the worlds empire bows to,
Would leave me a poor bankrupt. Name him, lady;
If of a mean estate, Ill gladly part with
My utmost fortunes to him; but if noble,
In thankful duty study how to serve him;
Or if of higher rank, erect him altars,
And as a god adore him.

Cleo. If that goodness,
And noble temperance, the queen of virtues,
Bridling rebellious passions, to whose sway,
Such as have conquerd nations have lived slaves,
Did ever wing great minds to fly to heaven,
He, that preserved mine honour, may hope boldly
To fill a seat among the gods, and shake off
Our frail corruption.

Leost. Forward.

Cleo. Or if ever
The Powers above did mask in human shapes,
To teach mortality, not by cold precepts
Forgot as soon as told, but by examples,
To imitate their pureness, and draw near
To their celestial natures, I believe
Hes more than man.

Leost. You do describe a wonder.

Cleo. Which will increase, when you shall understand
He was a lover.

Leost. Not yours, lady?

Cleo. Yes;
Loved me, Leosthenes; nay, more, so doted,
(If eer affections scorning gross desires
May without wrong be styled so,) that he durst not,
With an immodest syllable or look,
In fear it might take from me, whom he made
The object of his better part, discover
I was the saint he sued to.

Leost. A rare temper!

Cleo. I cannot speak it to the worth: all praise
I can bestow upon it will appear
Envious detraction. Not to rack you further,
Yet make the miracle full, though, of all men,
He hated you, Leosthenes, as his rival,
So high yet he prized my content, that, knowing
You were a man I favourd, he disdaind not,
Against himself, to serve you.

Leost. You conceal still
The owner of these excellencies.

Cleo. Tis Marullo,
My fathers bondman.

Leost. Ha, ha, ha!

Cleo. Why do you laugh?

Leost. To hear the labouring mountain of your praise
Deliverd of a mouse.

Cleo. The man deserves not
This scorn, I can assure you.

Leost. Do you call
What was his duty, merit?

Cleo. Yes, and place it
As high in my esteem, as all the honours
Descended from your ancestors, or the glory,
Which you may call your own, got in this action,
In which, I must confess, you have done nobly;
And I could add, as I desired, but that
I fear t would make you proud.

Leost. Why, lady, can you
Be won to give allowance, that your slave
Should dare to love you?

Cleo. The immortal gods
Accept the meanest altars, that are raised
By pure devotions; and sometimes prefer
An ounce of frankincense, honey, or milk,
Before whole hecatombs, or Sabæan gums,
Offerd in ostentation. — Are you sick
Of your old disease? Ill fit you. [Aside.

Leost. You seem moved.

Cleo. Zealous, I grant, in the defence of virtue.
Why, good Leosthenes, though I endured
A penance for your sake, above example;
I have not so far sold myself, I take it,
To be at your devotion, but I may
Cherish desert in others, where I find it.
How would you tyrannize, if you stood possessd of
That which is only yours in expectation,
That now prescribe such hard conditions to me?

Leost. One kiss, and I am silenced.

Cleo. I vouchsafe it;
Yet, I must tell you tis a favour that
Marullo, when I was his, not mine own,
Durst not presume to ask: no; when the city
Bowd humbly to licentious violence,
And when I was, of men and gods forsaken,
Deliverd to his power, he did not press me
To grace him with one look or syllable,
Or urged the dispensation of an oath
Made for your satisfaction: — the poor wretch,
Having related only his own sufferings,
And kissd my hand, which I could not deny him,
Defending me from others, never since
Solicited my favours.

Leost. Pray you, end:
The story does not please me.

Cleo. Well, take heed
Of doubts and fears; — for know, Leosthenes,
A greater injury cannot be offerd
To innocent chastity, than unjust suspicion.
I love Marullos fair mind, not his person;
Let that secure you. And I here command you,
If I have any power in you, to stand
Between him and all punishment, and oppose
His temperance to his folly: if you fail —— 
No more; I will not threaten. [Exit.

Leost. What a bridge
Of glass I walk upon, over a river
Of certain ruin, mine own weighty fears
Cracking what should support me! and those helps,
Which confidence lends to others, are from me
Ravishd by doubts, and wilful jealousy. [Exit.


SCENE IV.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Timagoras, Cleon, Asotus, Corisca, and Olympia.

Cleon. But are you sure we are safe?

Timag. You need not fear;
They are all under guard, their fangs pared off:
The wounds their insolence gave you, to be cured
With the balm of your revenge.

Asot. And shall I be
The thing I was born, my lord?

Timag. The same wise thing.
Slight, what a beast they have made thee! Afric never
Produced the like.

Asot. I think so: — nor the land
Where apes and monkeys grow, like crabs and walnuts,
On the same tree. Not all the catalogue
Of conjurers or wise women bound together
Could have so soon transformd me, as my rascal
Did with his whip; for not in outside only,
But in my own belief, I thought myself
As perfect a baboon —— 

Timag. An ass thou wert ever.

Asot. And would have given one leg, with all my heart,
For good security to have been a man
After three lives, or one and twenty years,
Though I had died on crutches.

Cleon. Never varlets
So triumphd oer an old fat man: I was famishd.

Timag. Indeed you are fallen away.

Asot. Three years of feeding
On cullises and jelly, though his cooks
Lard all he eats with marrow, or his doctors
Pour in his mouth restoratives as he sleeps,
Will not recover him.

Timag. But your ladyship looks
Sad on the matter, as if you had missd
Your ten-crown amber possets, good to smooth
The cutis, as you call it.

Coris. Pray you, forbear;
I am an alterd woman.

Timag. So it seems;
A part of your honours ruff stands out of rank too.

Coris. No matter, I have other thoughts.

Timag. O strange!
Not ten days since it would have vexd you more
Than the loss of your good name.

Enter Leosthenes and Diphilus with a Guard.

How now, friend!
Looks our Cleora lovely?

Leost. In my thoughts, sir.

Timag. But why this guard?

Diph. It is Timoleons pleasure:
The slaves have been examined, and confess
Their riot took beginning from your house;
And the first mover of them to rebellion
Your slave Marullo. [Exeunt Diph. and Guard.

Leost. Ha! I more than fear.

Timag. They may search boldly.

Enter Timandra, speaking to the Guard within.

Timand. You are unmannerd grooms.
To pry into my ladys private lodgings:
Theres no Marullos there.

Re-enter Diphilus, and Guard, with Marullo.

Timag. Now I suspect too.
Where found you him?

Diph. Close hid in your sisters chamber.

Timag. Is that the villains sanctuary?

Leost. This confirms
All she deliverd, false.

Timag. But that I scorn
To rust my good sword in thy slavish blood,
Thou now wert dead.

Mar. Hes more a slave than fortune
Or misery can make me, that insults
Upon unweapond innocence.

Timag. Prate you, dog?

Mar. Curs snap at lions in the toil, whose looks
Frighted them, being free.

Timag. As a wild beast,
Drive him before you.

Mar. O divine Cleora!

Leost. Darest thou presume to name her?

Mar. Yes, and love her;
And may say, have deserved her.

Timag. Stop his mouth,
Load him with irons too.
[Exit Guard with Marullo.

Cleon. I am deadly sick
To look on him.

Asot. If he get loose, I know it,
I caper like an ape again: I feel
The whip already.

Timand. This goes to my lady. [Exit.

Timag. Come, cheer you, sir; well urge his punishment
To the full satisfaction of your anger.

Leost. He is not worth my thoughts. No corner left
In all the spacious rooms of my vexd heart,
But is filld with Cleora: and the rape
She has done upon her honour, with my wrong,
The heavy burden of my sorrows song. [Exeunt.


ACT V. 


SCENE I.
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THE SAME. A Room in Archidamuss House.

Enter Archidamus and Cleora.

Archid. Thou art thine own disposer. Were his honours
And glories centupled, as I must confess,
Leosthenes is most worthy, yet I will not,
However I may counsel, force affection.

Cleo. It needs not, sir; I prize him to his worth,
Nay, love him truly; yet would not live slaved
To his jealous humours: since, by the hopes of heaven,
As I am free from violence, in a thought
I am not guilty.

Archid. Tis believed, Cleora;
And much the rather, our great gods be praised for t!
In that I find, beyond my hopes, no sign
Of riot in my house, but all things orderd,
As if I had been present.

Cleo. May that move you
To pity poor Marullo!

Archid. Tis my purpose
To do him all the good I can, Cleora;
But this offence, being against the state,
Must have a public trial. In the mean time,
Be careful of yourself, and stand engaged
No further to Leosthenes, than you may
Come off with honour; for, being once his wife,
You are no more your own, nor mine, but must
Resolve to serve, and suffer his commands,
And not dispute them: — ere it be too late,
Consider it duly. I must to the senate. [Exit.

Cleo. I am much distracted: in Leosthenes
I can find nothing justly to accuse,
But his excess of love, which I have studied
To cure with more than common means; yet still
It grows upon him. And, if I may call
My sufferings merit, I stand bound to think on
Marullos dangers — though I save his life,
His love is unrewarded: — I confess,
Both have deserved me; yet, of force, must be
Unjust to one; such is my destiny. — 

Enter Timandra.

How now! whence flow these tears?

Timand. I have met, madam,
An object of such cruelty, as would force
A savage to compassion.

Cleo. Speak, what is it?

Timand. Men pity beasts of rapine, if oermatchd,
Though baited for their pleasure: but these monsters
Upon a man that can make no resistance,
Are senseless in their tyranny. Let it be granted
Marullo is a slave, hes still a man;
A capital offender, yet in justice
Not to be tortured, till the judge pronounce
His punishment.

Cleo. Where is he?

Timand. Draggd to prison
With more than barbarous violence; spurnd and spit on
By the insulting officers, his hands
Piniond behind his back; loaden with fetters:
Yet, with a saint-like patience, he still offers
His face to their rude buffets.

Cleo. O my grieved soul! — 
By whose command?

Timand. It seems, my lord your brothers,
For hes a looker-on: and it takes from
Honourd Leosthenes to suffer it,
For his respect to you, whose name in vain
The grieved wretch loudly calls on.

Cleo. By Diana,
Tis base in both; and to their teeth Ill tell them
That I am wrongd in t. [Going forth.

Timand. What will you do?

Cleo. In person
Visit and comfort him.

Timand. That will bring fuel
To the jealous fires which burn too hot already
In lord Leosthenes.

Cleo. Let them consume him!
I am mistress of myself. Where cruelty reigns,
There dwells nor love nor honour. [Exit.

Timand. So! it works.
Though hitherto I have run a desperate course
To serve my brothers purposes, now tis fit

Enter Leosthenes and Timagoras.

I study mine own ends. They come: — assist me
In these my undertakings, Loves great patron,
As my intents are honest!

Leost. Tis my fault:
Distrust of other springs, Timagoras,
From diffidence in ourselves: but I will strive,
With the assurance of my worth and merits,
To kill this monster, jealousy.

Timag. Tis a guest,
In wisdom, never to be entertaind
On trivial probabilities; but, when
He does appear in pregnant proofs, not fashiond
By idle doubts and fears to be received:
They make their own wrongs that are too secure,
As well as such as give them growth and being
From mere imagination. Though I prize
Cleoras honour equal with mine own,
And know what large additions of power
This match brings to our family, I prefer
Our friendship, and your peace of mind, so far
Above my own respects, or hers, that if
She hold not her true value in the test,
Tis far from my ambition, for her cure,
That you should wound yourself.

Timand. This argues for me. [Aside.

Timag. Why she should be so passionate for a bondman,
Falls not in compass of my understanding,
But for some nearer interest; or he raise
This mutiny, if he loved her, as, you say,
She does confess he did, but to possess
The prize he ventured for, to mes a riddle.

Leost. I have answerd that objection, in my strong
Assurance of her virtue.

Timag. Tis unfit, then,
That I should press it further.

Timand. Now I must
Make in, or all is lost.
[Rushes forward distractedly.

Timag. What would Timandra?

Leost. How wild she looks! How is it with thy lady?

Timag. Collect thyself, and speak.

Timand. As you are noble,
Have pity, or love piety. — Oh!

Leost. Take breath.

Timag. Out with it boldly.

Timand. O, the best of ladies,
I fear, is gone for ever.

Leost. Who, Cleora?

Timag. Deliver, how? Sdeath, be a man, sir! — Speak.

Timand. Take it then in as many sighs as words,
My lady —— 

Timag. What of her?

Timand. No sooner heard
Marullo was imprisond, but she fell
Into a deadly swoon.

Timag. But she recoverd:
Say so, or he will sink too. Hold, sir; fie!
This is unmanly.

Timand. Brought again to life,
But with much labour, she awhile stood silent,
Yet in that interim vented sighs, as if
They labourd, from the prison of her flesh,
To give her grieved soul freedom. On the sudden,
Transported on the wings of rage and sorrow,
She flew out of the house, and, unattended,
Enterd the common prison.

Leost. This confirms
What but before I feard.

Timand. There you may find her;
And, if you love her as a sister —— 

Timag. Damn her!

Timand. Or you respect her safety as a lover,
Procure Marullos liberty.

Timag. Impudence
Beyond expression!

Timand. Shell run mad, else,
Or do some violent act upon herself:
My lord, her father, sensible of her sufferings,
Labours to gain his freedom.

Leost. O, the devil!
Has she bewitchd him too?

Timag. Ill hear no more.
Come, sir, well follow her; and if no persuasion
Can make her take again her natural form,
Which by some powerful spell she has cast off,
This sword shall disenchant her.

Leost. O my heart-strings!
[Exeunt Leosthenes and Timagoras.

Timand. I knew t would take. Pardon me, fair Cleora,
Though I appear a traitress; which thou wilt do,
In pity of my woes, when I make known
My lawful claim, and only seek mine own. [Exit.


SCENE II.

[image: img29.jpg]

A PRISON. MARULLO discovered in chains.

Enter Cleora and Gaoler.

Cleo. Theres for your privacy. Stay, unbind his hands.

Gaol. I dare not, madam.

Cleo. I will buy thy danger:
Take more gold; — do not trouble me with thanks;
I do suppose it done. [Exit Gaoler.

Mar. My better angel
Assumes this shape to comfort me, and wisely;
Since, from the choice of all celestial figures,
He could not take a visible form so full
Of glorious sweetness. [Kneels.

Cleo. Rise. I am flesh and blood,
And do partake thy tortures.

Mar. Can it be,
That charity should persuade you to descend
So far from your own height, as to vouchsafe
To look upon my sufferings? How I bless
My fetters now, and stand engaged to fortune
For my captivity — no, my freedom, rather!
For who dare think that place a prison which
You sanctify with your presence? or believe
Sorrow has power to use her sting on him
That is in your compassion armd, and made
Impregnable, though tyranny raise at once
All engines to assault him?

Cleo. Indeed virtue,
With which you have made evident proofs that you
Are strongly fortified, cannot fall, though shaken
With the shock of fierce temptations; but still triumphs
In spite of opposition. For myself,
I may endeavour to confirm your goodness,
(A sure retreat, which never will deceive you,)
And with unfeigned tears express my sorrow
For what I cannot help.

Mar. Do you weep for me?
O, save that precious balm for nobler uses!
I am unworthy of the smallest drop
Which, in your prodigality of pity,
You throw away on me. Ten of these pearls
Were a large ransom to redeem a kingdom
From a consuming plague, or stop heavens vengeance,
Calld down by crying sins, though, at that instant,
In dreadful flashes falling on the roofs
Of bold blasphemers. I am justly punishd
For my intent of violence to such pureness;
And all the torments flesh is sensible of,
A soft and gentle penance.

Cleo. Which is ended
In this your free confession. 

Enter Leosthenes, and Timagoras behind.

Leost. What an object
Have I encounterd!

Timag. I am blasted too:
Yet hear a little further.

Mar. Could I expire now,
These white and innocent hands closing my eyes thus,
Twere not to die, but in a heavenly dream
To be transported, without the help of Charon,
To the Elysian shades. You make me bold;
And, but to wish such happiness, I fear,
May give offence.

Cleo. No; for believe t, Marullo,
Youve won so much upon me, that I know not
That happiness in my gift, but you may challenge.

Leost. Are you yet satisfied?

Cleo. Nor can you wish
But what my vows will second, though it were
Your freedom first, and then in me full power
To make a second tender of myself,
And you receive the present. By this kiss,
From me a virgin bounty, I will practise
All arts for your deliverance; and that purchased,
In what concerns your further aims, I speak it,
Do not despair, but hope —— 
[Timagoras and Leosthenes come forward.

Timag. To have the hangman,
When he is married to the cross, in scorn
To say, Gods give you joy!

Leost. But look on me,
And be not too indulgent to your folly;
And then, but that grief stops my speech, imagine
What language I should use.

Cleo. Against thyself:
Thy malice cannot reach me.

Timag. How?

Cleo. No, brother,
Though you join in the dialogue to accuse me:
What I have done, Ill justify; and these favours,
Which, you presume, will taint me in my honour,
Though jealousy use all her eyes to spy out
One stain in my behaviour, or envy
As many tongues to wound it, shall appear
My best perfections. For, to the world,
I can in my defence allege such reasons,
As my accusers shall stand dumb to hear them;
When in his fetters this mans worth and virtues,
But truly told, shall shame your boasted glories,
Which fortune claims a share in.

Timag. The base villain
Shall never live to hear it. [Draws his sword.

Cleo. Murder! help!
Through me, you shall pass to him.

Enter Archidamus, Diphilus, and Officers.

Archid. Whats the matter?
On whom is your sword drawn? are you a judge?
Or else ambitious of the hangmans office,
Before it be designd you? — You are bold, too;
Unhand my daughter.

Leost. Shes my valours prize.

Archid. With her consent, not otherwise. You may urge
Your title in the court; if it prove good,
Possess her freely. — Guard him safely off too.

Timag. Youll hear me, sir?

Archid. If you have aught to say,
Deliver it in public; all shall find
A just judge of Timoleon.

Diph. You must
Of force now use your patience.
[Exeunt all but Timagoras and Leosthenes.

Timag. Vengeance rather!
Whirlwinds of rage possess me: you are wrongd
Beyond a stoic sufferance; yet you stand
As you were rooted.

Leost. I feel something here,
That boldly tells me, all the love and service
I pay Cleora is anothers due,
And therefore cannot prosper.

Timag. Melancholy;
Which now you must not yield to.

Leost. Tis apparent:
In fact your sisters innocent, however
Changed by her violent will.

Timag. If you believe so,
Follow the chase still; and in open court
Plead your own interest: we shall find the judge
Our friend, I fear not.

Leost. Something I shall say,
But what —— 

Timag. Collect yourself as we walk thither.
[Exeunt. 


SCENE III.
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THE COURT OF Justice.

Enter Timoleon, Archidamus, Cleora; and Officers.

Timol. Tis wonderous strange! nor can it fall within
The reach of my belief, a slave should be
The owner of a temperance which this age
Can hardly parallel in freeborn lords,
Or kings proud of their purple.

Archid. Tis most true;
And, though at first it did appear a fable,
All circumstances meet to give it credit;
Which works so on me, that I am compelld
To be a suitor, not to be denied,
He may have equal hearing.

Cleo. Sir, you graced me
With the title of your mistress; but my fortune
Is so far distant from command, that I
Lay by the power you gave me, and plead humbly
For the preserver of my fame and honour.
And pray you, sir, in charity believe,
That, since I had ability of speech,
My tongue has been so much inured to truth,
I know not how to lie.

Timol. Ill rather doubt
The oracles of the gods, than question what
Your innocence delivers; and, as far
As justice and mine honour can give way,
He shall have favour. Bring him in unbound:
[Exeunt Officers.
And though Leosthenes may challenge from me,
For his late worthy service, credit to
All things he can allege in his own cause,
Marullo, so, I think, you call his name,
Shall find I do reserve one ear for him,

Enter Cleon, Asotus, Diphilus, Olympia, and Corisca.

To let in mercy. Sit, and take your places;
The right of this fair virgin first determined,
Your bondmen shall be censured.

Cleon. With all rigour.
We do expect.

Coris. Temperd, I say, with mercy.

Enter at one door Leosthenes and Timagoras; at the other, Officers with Marullo, and Timandra.

Timol. Your hand, Leosthenes: I cannot doubt,
You, that have been victorious in the war,
Should, in a combat fought with words, come off
But with assured triumph.

Leost. My deserts, sir,
If, without arrogance, I may style them such,
Arm me from doubt and fear.

Timol. Tis nobly spoken.
Nor be thou daunted (howsoeer thy fortune
Has markd thee out a slave) to speak thy merits:
For virtue, though in rags, may challenge more
Than vice, set off with all the trim of greatness.

Mar. I had rather fall under so just a judge,
Than be acquitted by a man corrupt,
And partial, in his censure.

Archid. Note his language;
It relishes of better breeding than
His present state dares promise.

Timol. I observe it.
Place the fair lady in the midst, that both,
Looking with covetous eyes upon the prize
They are to plead for, may, from the fair object,
Teach Hermes eloquence.

Leost. Am I fallen so low?
My birth, my honour, and, what s dearest to me,
My love, and, witness of my love, my service,
So undervalued, that I must contend
With one, where my excess of glory must
Make his oerthrow a conquest? Shall my fulness
Supply defects in such a thing, that never
Knew any thing but want and emptiness,
Give him a name, and keep it such, from this
Unequal competition? If my pride,
Or any bold assurance of my worth,
Has pluckd this mountain of disgrace upon me,
I am justly punishd, and submit; but if
I have been modest, and esteemd myself
More injured in the tribute of the praise,
Which no desert of mine, prized by self-love,
Ever exacted, may this cause and minute
For ever be forgotten! I dwell long
Upon mine anger, and now turn to you,
Ungrateful fair one; and, since you are such,
Tis lawful for me to proclaim myself,
And what I have deserved.

Cleo. Neglect and scorn
From me, for this proud vaunt.

Leost. You nourish, lady,
Your own dishonour in this harsh reply,
And almost prove what some hold of your sex,
You are all made up of passion: for, if reason
Or judgment could find entertainment with you,
Or that you would distinguish of the objects
You look on, in a true glass, not seduced
By the false light of your too violent will,
I should not need to plead for that which you,
With joy, should offer. Is my high birth a blemish?
Or does my wealth, which all the vain expense
Of women cannot waste, breed loathing in you?
The honours I can call mine own, thought scandals?
Am I deformd, or, for my fathers sins,
Mulcted by nature? If you interpret these
As crimes, tis fit I should yield up myself
Most miserably guilty. But, perhaps,
(Which yet I would not credit,) you have seen
This gallant pitch the bar, or bear a burden
Would crack the shoulders of a weaker bondman.

Cleo. You are foul-mouthd.

Archid. Ill-mannerd too.

Leost. I speak
In the way of supposition, and entreat you,
With all the fervour of a constant lover,
That you would free yourself from these aspersions,
Or any imputation black-tongued slander
Could throw on your unspotted virgin whiteness:
To which there is no easier way, than by
Vouchsafing him your favour; him, to whom,
Next to the general, and the gods and fautors,
The country owes her safety.

Timag. Are you stupid?
Slight! leap into his arms, and there ask pardon. — 
Oh! you expect your slaves reply; no doubt
We shall have a fine oration: I will teach
My spaniel to howl in sweeter language,
And keep a better method.

Archid. You forget
The dignity of the place.

Diph. Silence!

Timol. [to Marullo.] Speak boldly.

Mar. Tis your authority gives me a tongue;
I should be dumb else; and I am secure,
I cannot clothe my thoughts, and just defence,
In such an abject phrase, but twill appear
Equal, if not above my low condition.
I need no bombast language, stolen from such
As make nobility from prodigious terms
The hearers understand not; I bring with me
No wealth to boast of, neither can I number
Uncertain fortunes favours with my merits;
I dare not force affection, or presume
To censure her discretion, that looks on me
As a weak man, and not her fancys idol.
How I have loved, and how much I have sufferd,
And with what pleasure undergone the burden
Of my ambitious hopes, (in aiming at
The glad possession of a happiness,
The abstract of all goodness in mankind
Can at no part deserve), with my confession
Of mine own wants, is all that can plead for me.
But if that pure desires, not blended with
Foul thoughts, that, like a river, keeps his course,
Retaining still the clearness of the spring
From whence it took beginning, may be thought
Worthy acceptance; then I dare rise up,
And tell this gay man to his teeth, I never
Durst doubt her constancy, that, like a rock,
Beats off temptations, as that mocks the fury
Of the proud waves; nor, from my jealous fears,
Question that goodness to which, as an altar
Of all perfection, he that truly loved
Should rather bring a sacrifice of service,
Than raze it with the engines of suspicion:
Of which, when he can wash an Æthiop white,
Leosthenes may hope to free himself;
But, till then, never.

Timag. Bold, presumptuous villain!

Mar. I will go further, and make good upon him,
I the pride of all his honours, birth, and fortunes,
Hes more unworthy than myself.

Leost. Thou liest.

Timag. Confute him with a whip, and, the doubt decided,
Punish him with a halter.

Mar. O the gods!
My ribs, though made of brass, cannot contain
My heart, swollen big with rage. The lie! — a whip! — 
Let fury then disperse these clouds, in which
I long have marchd disguised; [Throws off his disguise.] that, when they know
Whom they have injured, they may faint with horror
Of my revenge, which, wretched men! expect,
As sure as fate, to suffer.

Leost. Ha! Pisander!

Timag. Tis the bold Theban!

Asot. Theres no hope for me then:
I thought I should have put in for a share,
And borne Cleora from them both; but now,
This stranger looks so terrible, that I dare not
So much as look on her.

Pisan. Now as myself,
Thy equal at thy best, Leosthenes.
For you, Timagoras, praise heaven you were born
Cleoras brother; tis your safest armour.
But I lose time. — The base lie cast upon me,
I thus return: Thou art a perjured man,
False, and perfidious, and hast made a tender
Of love and service to this lady, when
Thy soul, if thou hast any, can bear witness,
That thou wert not thine own: for proof of this,
Look better on this virgin, and consider,
This Persian shape laid by, and she appearing
In a Greekish dress, such as when first you saw her,
If she resemble not Pisanders sister,
One calld Statilia?

Leost. Tis the same! My guilt
So chokes my spirits, I cannot deny
My falsehood, nor excuse it.

Pisan. This is she,
To whom thou wert contracted: this the lady,
That, when thou wert my prisoner, fairly taken
In the Spartan war, then, beggd thy liberty,
And with it gave herself to thee, ungrateful!

Statil. No more, sir, I entreat you: I perceive
True sorrow in his looks, and a consent
To make me reparation in mine honour;
And then I am most happy.

Pisan. The wrong done her
Drew me from Thebes, with a full intent to kill thee:
But this fair object met me in my fury,
And quite disarmd me. Being denied to have her,
By you, my lord Archidamus, and not able
To live far from her; love, the mistress of
All quaint devices, prompted me to treat
With a friend of mine, who, as a pirate, sold me
For a slave to you, my lord, and gave my sister,
As a present, to Cleora.

Timol. Strange meanders!

Pisan. There how I bare myself, needs no relation:
But, if so far descending from the height
Of my then flourishing fortunes, to the lowest
Condition of a man, to have means only
To feed my eye with the sight of what I honourd;
The dangers too I underwent, the sufferings;
The clearness of my interest, may deserve
A noble recompense in your lawful favour;
Now tis apparent that Leosthenes
Can claim no interest in you, you may please
To think upon my service.

Cleo. Sir, my want
Of power to satisfy so great a debt
Makes me accuse my fortune; but if that,
Out of the bounty of your mind, you think
A free surrender of myself full payment,
I gladly tender it.

Archid. With my consent too,
All injuries forgotten.

Timag. I will study,
In my future service, to deserve your favour,
And good opinion.

Leost. Thus I gladly fee
This advocate to plead for me. [Kissing Statilia.

Pisan. You will find me
An easy judge. When I have yielded reasons
Of your bondmens falling off from their obedience,
Then after, as you please, determine of me.
I found their natures apt to mutiny
From your too cruel usage, and made trial
How far they might be wrought on; to instruct you
To look with more prevention and care
To what they may hereafter undertake
Upon the like occasions. The hurt s little
They have committed; nor was ever cure,
But with some pain, effected. I confess,
In hope to force a grant of fair Cleora,
I urged them to defend the town against you;
Nor had the terror of your whips, but that
I was preparing for defence elsewhere,
So soon got entrance: In this I am guilty;
Now, as you please, your censure.

Timol. Bring them in;
And, though youve given me power, I do entreat
Such as have undergone their insolence,
It may not be offensive, though I study
Pity, more than revenge.

Coris. Twill best become you.

Cleon. I must consent.

Asot. For me, Ill find a time
To be revenged hereafter.

Timol. And now, the war being ended to our wishes,
And such as went the pilgrimage of love,
Happy in full fruition of their hopes,
Tis lawful, thanks paid to the Powers divine,
To drown our cares in honest mirth and wine.
[Exeunt.
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Asambeg, Viceroy of Tunis.
Mvstapha, Basha of Aleppo.
Vitelli, A Gentelman of Venice
Francisco, A Jesuite.
Anthonio Grimaldi, the Renegado.
Carazie, an Eunuch.
Gazet, seruant to Vitelli.

Master.
Boteswaine.
Saylors.
Iailor.
3. Tvrkes.

Donvsa, neece to Amvrath.
Pavlina, Sister to Vitelli.
Manto, seruant to Donusa.


TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLE GEORGE HARDING, BARON BARKLEY, OF BARKLEY CASTLE,AND KNIGHT OF THE HONOURABLEORDER OF THE BATHE.
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My good Lord.
To be Honoured for old Nobility, or Hereditary Titles is not alone proper to your Selfe, but to some few of your rancke, who may challenge the like priuiledge with you: but in our age to vouchsafe (as you haue often done) a ready hand to rayse the deiected spirits of the contemned Sonnes of the Muses, Such as would not suffer the glorious fire of Poesie to be wholly extinguished, is so remarkable, and peculiar to your Lordship, that with a full vote, and suffrage it is acknowledged that the Patronage, and Protection of the Dramatique Poem, is yours, and almost without a riuall. I despayre not therefore, but that my ambition to present my seruice in this kinde, may in your clemency meete with a gentle interpretation. Confirme it my good Lord in Your gracious acceptance of this trifle, in which if I were not confident there are some peeces worthy the perusall, it should haue beene taught an humbler flight, and the writer (Your Countrey-man) neuer yet made happy in your notice, and fauour, had not made this an aduocate to plead for his admission among such as are wholy, and sincerely deuoted to your seruice. I may liue to tender my humble thankefulnesse in some higher strayne, and till then comfort my selfe with hope, that you
descend from your height to receiue,
Your Honours
Commanded Seruant.
Philip Massinger.


TO MY HONOURD FRIEND, MASTER PHILIPMASSINGER, VPON HIS RENEGADO.
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Dabblers in Poetry that onely can
Court this weake Lady, or that Gentleman,
with some loose witt in rime;
others that fright the time
Into beliefe with mighty words, that teare
a Passage through the eare;
or Nicer men,
That through a Perspectiue wil see a Play,
and vse it the wrong way,
(not worth thy Pen)
Though all their Pride exalt em, cannot bee
Competent Iudges of thy Lines or thee.

I must confesse I haue no Publike name
To rescue iudgement, no Poeticke flame
to dresse thy Muse with Praise,
and Phœbus his owne Bayes;
Yet I commend this Poem, and dare tell
the World I likd it well,
and if there bee
A tribe, who in their Wisedomes dare accuse,
this ofspring of thy Muse,
let them agree,
Conspire one Comedy, and they will say
Tis easier to Commend, then make a Play.

Iames Shirley.


TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND MASTER PHILIPMASSENGER, ON HIS PLAY, CALLDTHE RENEGADO.
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The bosome of a friend cannot breath foorth
A flattering phrase to speake the noble worth
Of him that hath lodgd in his honest brest
So large a title: I among the rest
That honour thee, doe onely seeme to prayse,
Wanting the flowers of Art, to decke that Bayes
Merit has crownd thy Temples with. Know friend
Though there are some who meerely doe commend
To liue ith Worlds opinion such as can
Censure with Iudgement, no such peece of Man
Makes vp my spirit; where desert does liue,
There will I plant my wonder, and there giue
My best indeauours, to build vp his story
That truely Merits. I did euer glory
To behold Vertue rich, though cruell Fate
In scornefull malice does beate low their state
That best deserue, when others that but know
Onely to scribble, and no more, oft grow
Greate in their fauours, that would seeme to bee
Patrons of Witt, and modest Poesie:
Yet with your abler Friends, let me say this
Many may striue to equall you, but misse
Of your fayre scope; this worke of yours men may
Throw in the face of enuy, and then say
To those that are in Great-mens thoughts more blest,
Imitate this, and call that worke your best.
Yet Wise-men, in this, and too often, erre
When they their loue before the worke preferre.
If I should say more, some may blame me fort
Seeing your merits speake you, not report.

Danyel Lakyn


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER VITELLI AND GAZET.

Vitelli. You haue hirde a Shop then?

Gazet. Yes sir, and our wares
(Though brittle as a maydenhead at sixteene)
Are safe vnladen; not a Christall crackt,
Or China dish needs sodring; our choice Pictures
As they came from the workeman, without blemish,
And I haue studied speeches for each Peece,
And in a thrifty tone to sell em off,
Will sweare by Mahomet, and Termagant,
That this is Mistris to the great Duke of Florence,
That Neece to old King Pippin, and a third
An Austrian Princesse by her Roman lippe,
How ere my conscience tels me they are figures
Of Bawdes, and common Courtezans in Venice.

Vitelli. You make no scruple of an oath then?

Gazet. Fie sir
Tis out of my Indentures. I am bound there
To sweare for my Masters profit as securely
As your intelligencer must for his Prince,
That sendes him forth an honourable spie
To serue his purposes. And if it be lawfull
In a Christian shopkeeper to cheate his father,
I cannot find but to abuse a Turke
In the sale of our commodities, must bee thought
A meritorious worke.

Vitelli. I wonder sirra
Whats your Religion?

Gazet. Troth to answere truely
I would not be of one that should command mee
To feed vpon poore Iohn, when I see Pheasants
And Partriges on the Table: nor doe I like
The other that allowes vs to eate flesh
In the Lent though it be rotten, rather then bee
Thought superstitious, as your zealous Cobler,
And learned botcher preach at Amsterdam
Ouer a Hotchpotch. I would not be confind
In my beliefe: when all your Sects, and sectaries
Are growne of one opinion, if I like it
I will professe my selfe, in the meane time
Liue I in England, Spaine, France, Rome, Geneua,
I am of that Countryes faith.

Vitelli. And what in Tunis,
Will you turne Turke heere?

Gazet. No! so I should loose
A Collop of that part my Doll inioynd mee
To bring home as she left it, tis her venture,
Nor dare I barter that commoditie
Without her speciall warrant.

Vitelli. You are a Knaue sir;
Leauing your Roguerie thinke vpon my businesse,
It is no time to foole now.
Remember where you are too! though this Mart time,
Wee are allowde free trading, and with safetie.
Temper your tongue and meddle not with the Turkes,
Their manners, nor Religion.

Gazet. Take you heede sir
What colours you weare. Not two houres since there landed
An English Pirats Whore with a greene apron,
And as she walkt the streets, one of their Mufties,
Wee call them Priests at Venice, with a Razor
Cutts it of, Petticoate, Smocke and all, and leaues her
As naked as my Nayle: the young Frie wondering
What strange beast it should be. I scapt a scouring;
My Mistres Buskepoynt, of that forbidden coloure,

Then tyde my codpeece, had it beene discouerd
I had beene caponde.

Vitelli. And had beene well serud;
Haste to the Shoppe and set my Wares in order,
I will not long be absent.

Gazet. Though I striue sir
To put of Melencholy, to which, you are euer
Too much inclinde, it shall not hinder me
With my best care to serue you. Exit gazet.

Enter FRANCISCO.

Vitelli. I beleeue thee.
O welkome sir, stay of my steppes in this life,
And guide to all my blessed hopes heereafter.
What comforts sir? haue your indeauours prosperd?
Haue wee tirde Fortunes malice with our sufferings?
Is she at length after so many frownes
Pleasd to vouchsafe one cheerefull looke vpon vs?

Francisco. You giue too much to fortune, and your passions,
Ore which a wise man, if Religious, tryumphs.
That name fooles worship, and those tyrants which
Wee arme against our better part, our reason,
May add, but neuer take from our afflictions.

Vitelli. Sir as I am a sinfull man, I can not
But like one suffer.

Francisco. I exacte not from you
A fortitude insensible of calamitie,
To which the Saints themselues haue bowde and showne
They are made of flesh, and bloud; all that I challenge
Is manly patience. Will you that were traind vp
In a Religious Schoole, where diuine maximes
Scorning comparison, with morall precepts,
Were daily taught you, beare your constancies triall
Not like Vitelli, but a Village nurse
With curses in your mouth: Teares in your eyes?
How poorely it showes in you!

Vitelli. I am Schoold sir,
And will heereafter to my vtmost strength
Studie to bee my selfe.

Francisco. So shall you find mee

Most ready to assist you; Neither haue I
Slept in your greate occasions: since I left you
I haue beene at the Viceroies Court and presde
As far as they allowe a Christian entrance.
And something I haue learnt that may concerne
The purpose of this iourney.

Vitelli. Deere Sir what is it?

Francisco. By the command of Asambeg, the Viceroy,
The Cittie swels with barbarous Pompe and Pride
For the entertainement of stout Mustapha
The Basha of Aleppo, who in person
Comes to receiue the neece of Amurah
The fayre Donusa for his bride.

Vitelli. I find not
How this may profit vs.

Francisco. Pray you giue mee leaue.
Among the rest that wayte vpon the Viceroy,
(Such as haue vnder him command in Tunis,
Who as you haue often heard are all false Pirats)
I saw the shame of Venice and the scorne
Of all good men: The periurde Renegado
Antonio Grimaldy;

Vitelli. Ha! his name
Is poyson to mee.

Francisco. Yet againe?

Vitelli. I haue done sir.

Francisco. This debauchde villaine, whom we euer thought,
(After his impious scorne done in Saint Markes
To me as I stood at the holy Altar)
The theefe that rauisht your fayre sister from you,
The vertuous Paulina, not long since,
(As I am truely giuen to vnderstand)
Sold to the viceroy a fayre Christian Virgin,
On whom, maugre his fierce and cruell nature
Asambeg dotes extreamely.

Vitelli. Tis my sister;
It must be shee, my better Angell tells me
Tis poore Paulina. Farewell all disguises;

Ile show in my reuenge that I am Noble.

Francisco. You are not mad?

Vitelli. No sir, my vertuous anger
Makes euery veyne an arterie, I feele in mee
The strength of twenty men, and being armd
With my good cause to wreake wrongd innocence
I dare alone run to the viceroys Court
And with this Ponyard, before his face,
Digge out Grimaldies heart.

Francisco. Is this Religious?

Vitelli. Would you haue me tame now; Can I know my sister
Mewde vp in his Serraglio, and in danger
Not alone to loose her honour, but her soule,
The hell-breed Villaine by too? that has sold both
To blacke destruction, and not haste to send him
To the Deuill his tutor? to be patient now,
Were in another name to play the Pandor
To the Viceroyes loose embraces, and cry aime
While he by force, or flaterie compels her
To yeeld her fayre name vp to his foule lust,
And after turne Apostata to the faith
That she was breed in.

Francisco. Doe but giue me hearing,
And you shall soone grant how ridiculous
This childish fury is. A wise man neuer
Attempts impossibilities; tis as easie
For any single arme to quell an Army,
As to effect your wishes; we come hither
To learne Paulinas fate, and to redeeme her,
(Leaue your reuenge to heauen.) I oft haue tould you
Of a Relique that I gaue her, which has power
(If we may credit holy mens traditions)
To keepe the owner free from violence:
This on her breast she weares, and does preserue
The vertue of it by her daily prayers.
So if she fall not by her owne consent,
Which it were sinne to thinke, I feare no force.
Be therefore patient, keepe this borrowed shape
Till time and oportunitie present vs

With some fit meanes to see her, which performd,
Ile ioyne with you in any desperate course
For her deliuery.

Vitelli. You haue charmde me sir
And I obey in all things; Pray you pardon
The weakenesse of my passion.

Francisco. And excuse it.
Be cheerefull man for know that good intents
Are in the end crownd with as fayre euents. Exeunt.


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA SECUNDA.
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ENTER DONUSA, MANTO, CARAZIE.

Donusa. Haue you seene the Christian Captiue, the great Basha
Is so enamourd of?

Manto. Yes ant please your Excellency
I tooke a full view of her, when she was
Presented to him.

Donusa. And is she such a wonder
As tis reported?

Manto. She was drownd in teares then,
Which tooke much from her beautie, yet in spite
Of sorrow, shee appeard the Mistresse of
Most rare perfections; and though low of stature,
Her well proportiond limbes inuite affection;
And when she speakes, each syllable is musique
That does inchaunt the hearers. But your Highnesse
That are not to be parallelde, I yet neuer
Beheld her equall.

Donusa. Come you flatter me,
But I forgiue it; we that are borne great
Seldome distast our seruants, though they giue vs
More then wee can pretend too. I haue heard
That Christian Ladies liue with much more freedome
Then such as are borne heere. Our iealous Turkes
Neuer permit their faire wiues to be seene
But at the publique Bannias, or the Mosques
And euen then vaylde, and garded. Thou Carazie

Wert borne in England, whats the custome there
Among your women? Come be free and merry,
I am no seuere Mistres, nor hast thou met with
A heauie bondage.

Carazie. Heauie? I was made lighter
By two stone waight at least to be fit to serue you.
But to your question Madame, women in England
For the most part liue like Queenes. Your Countrey Ladies
Haue libertie to hauke, to hunt, to feast:
To giue free entertainement to all commers,
To talke, to kisse, theres no such thing knowne there
As an Italian girdle. Your Cittie Dame
Without leaue weares the breeches, has her husband
At as much command as her Prentice, and if need be
Can make him Cuckold by her Fathers Coppie.

Donusa. But your court Lady?

Carazie. She, I assure you Madame,
Knowes nothing but her will, must be allowd
Her Foot-men, her Caroch, her Vshers, her Pages,
Her Doctor, Chaplines, and as I haue heard
They are growne of late so learnd that they maintaine
A strange Position, which their Lords with all
Their witt cannot confute.

Donusa. Whats that I prethee?

Carazie. Marry that it is not onely fit but lawfull,
Your Madame there, her much rest, and high feeding
Duely considered, should to ease her husband
Bee allowd a priuate friend. They haue drawne a Bill
To this good purpose, and the next assembly
Doubt not to passe it.

Donusa. Wee enioy no more
That are of the Othoman race, though our Religion
Allowes all pleasure. I am dull, some Musicque.
Take my Chiapines off. So, a lustie straine.
A Galliard.
Who knockes there?

Manto. Tis the Basha of Aleppo
Who humbly makes request he may present
His seruice to you.

Donusa. Reach a chaire. Wee must
Receiue him like our selfe, and not depart with

One peece of Ceremonie, State, and greatnesse
That may beget respecte, and reuerence
In one thats borne our Vassall. Now admit him.
Enter MUSTAPHA, puts of his yellow Pantophles.

Mustapha. The place is sacred, and I am to enter
The roome where she abides, with such deuotion
As Pilgrims pay at Mæcha, when they visit
The Tombe of our great Prophet.

Donusa. Rise, the signe
That wee vouchafe his presence.
The Eunuch takes vp the Pantophles.

Mustapha. May those Powers
That raisd the Othoman Empire, and still gard it,
Reward your Highnesse for this gratious fauour
You throwe vpon your seruant. It hath pleasde
The most invincible, mightiest Amurath
(To speake his other titles would take from him
That in himselfe does comprehend all greatnesse)
To make me the vnworthy instrument
Of his command. Receiue diuinest Lady Deliuers a letter.
This letter signd by his victorious hand,
And made Authenticque by the imperiall Seale.
There when you find me mentiond, far be it from yow
To thinke it my ambition to presume
At such a happinesse, which his powerfull will
From his great minds magnificence, not my merit,
Hath showrd vpon mee. But if your consent
Ioyne with his good opinion and allowance
To perfit what his fauors haue begun,
I shall in my obsequiousnesse and dutie
Endeuour to preuent all iust complaints,
Which want of will to serue you, may call on mee.

Donusa. His sacred Maiestie writes here that your valour
Against the Persian hath so wonne vpon him
That theres no grace, or honour in his guift
Of which he can imagine you vnworthy.
And whats the greatest you can hope, or aime at,

It is his pleasure you should be receiud
Into his Royall Familie. Prouided
For so far I am vnconfind, that I
Affect and like your person. I expect not
The Ceremonie which he vses in
Bestowing of his Daughters, and his neeces.
As that he should present you for my slaue,
To loue you, if you pleasde me: or deliuer
A Ponyarde on my least dislike to kill you.
Such tyrannie and pride agree not with
My softer disposition. Let it suffice
For my first answer, that thus far I grace you.
Giues him her hand to kisse.
Hereafter some time spent to make enquire
Of the good parts, and faculties of your mind
You shall heare further from mee.

Mustapha. Though all torments
Really sufferd, or in hell imaginde
By curious fiction, in one houres delay
Are wholy comprehended: I confesse
That I stand bound in dutie, not to checke at
What euer you command, or please to impose
For triall of my patience.

Donusa. Let vs find
Some other subiect, too much of one Theme cloyes me:
Ist a full Mart?

Mustapha. A confluence of all nations
Are met together. Theres varietie too
Of all that Marchants trafficque for.

Donusa. I know not.
I feele a Virgins longing to descend
So far from mine owne greatnesse, as to be
Though not a buyer, yet a looker on
Their strange commodities.

Mustapha. If without a trayne
You dare be seene abroad, Ile dismisse mine
And waite vpon you as a common man,
And satisfie your wishes.

Donusa. I embrace it.

Prouide my vayle; and at the Posterne Gate
Conuey vs out vnseene: I trouble you.

Mustapha. It is my happynesse you daine to command me.

Exeunt.


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA TERTIA.
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A SHOP DISCOUERDE, GAZET in it. FRANCISCO, and VITELLI, walking by.

Gazet. What doe you lacke? your choyce China dishes, your pure Venetian Christall, of all sorts, of all neate and new fashions, from the mirror of the madam, to the priuate vtensile of her chamber-maide, and curious Pictures of the rarest beauties of Europa: what
doe you lacke Gentlemen?

Francisco. Take heed I say, how ere it may appeare
Impertinent, I must expresse my loue,
In my aduise, and counsell. You are young
And may be tempted, and these Turkish Dames
Like English mastiues that increase their fiercenes
By being chainde vp, from the restraint of freedome,
If lust once fire their bloud from a faire obiect
Will runne a course the fiends themselues would shake at
To enioy their wanton endes.

Vitelli. Sir, you mistake mee.
I am too full of woe, to entertaine
One thought of pleasure, though all Europes Queenes
Kneeld at my feete, and courted me: much lesse
To mix with such, whose difference of faith
Must of necessitie (or I must grant
My selfe forgetfull of all you haue taught mee)
Strangle such base desires.

Francisco. Be constant in
That resolution, Ile abroade againe,
And learne as far as it is possible
What may concerne Paulina. Some two houres
Shall bring me backe. Exit FRANCISCO.

Vitelli. All blessings waite vpon you.

Gazet. Cold doings, Sir, a Mart doe you call this? Slight

A pudding wife, or a Witch with a thrumbe Cappe
That sells Ale vnder grownd to such as come
To know their Fortunes, in a dead Vacation
Haue ten to one more stirring.

Vitelli. Wee must be patient.

Gazet. Your seller by retayle ought to be angry
But when hees fingering money.
Enter GRIMALDI, MASTER, BOTESWAINE, Saylors, TURKES.

Vitelli. Heere are company;
Defend me my good Angell, I behold
A Basiliske!

Gazet. What doe you lacke? what doe you lacke? pure China
dishes, cleere Christall glasses, a dumbe Mistres to make loue too? What doe you lacke gentlemen?

Grimaldi. Thy Mother for a Bawde, or if thou hast
A hansome one thy sister for a Whore;
Without these doe not tell me of your trash
Or I shall spoyle your Market.

Vitelli. — Old Grimaldy?

Grimaldi. Zoundes wherefore doe wee put to Sea, or stand
The raging windes aloft, or pisse vpon
The fomie waues when they rage most? deride
The thunder of the enemies shot, boorde boldely
A Marchants shippe for prize, though we behold
The desperate Gunner ready to giue fire
And blow the decke vp? Wherefore shake we off
Those scrupulous ragges of charitie, and conscience,
Inuented onely to keepe Churchmen warme,
Or feede the hungry mouthes of famished beggers;
But when we touch the shore to wallowe in
All sensuall pleasures?

Master. I but Noble Captaine
To spare a little for an after clappe
Were not improuidence.

Grimaldi. Hang consideration:
When this is spent is not our shippe the same?
Our courage too the same to fetch in more?
The earth where it is fertillest returnes not
More then three haruests, whilst the glorious Sunne

Posts through the Zodiacke, and makes vp the yeere:
But the Sea, which is our Mother, (that embraceth
Both the rich Indies in her outstrecht armes)
Yeeldes euery day a croppe if we dare reape it.
No, no my Mates, let Tradesmen thinke of thrift,
And Vsurers hoord vp, let our expence
Be as our commings in are without bounds:
We are the Neptunes of the Ocean,
And such as traffique, shall pay sacrifice
Of their best lading. Ile haue this Canuas
Your boy weares linde with Tissue, and the cates
You taste, serude vp in gold; though we carouse
The teares of Orphanes in our Greekish wines,
The sighes of vndone Widowes, paying for
The musique bought to cheere vs, rauishde Virgins
To slauerie sold for Coyne to feede our riots,
We will haue no compunction.

Gazet. Doe you heare sir,
We haue payde for our Ground?

Grimaldi. Humh.

Gazet. And humh too,
For all your bigge words, get you further off,
And hinder not the prospect of our shoppe
Or —— 

Grimaldi. What will you doe?

Gazet. Nothing sir, but pray
Your worship to giue me hansell.

Grimaldi. By the eares,
Thus sir, by the eares.

Master. Hold, hold.

Vitelli. Youl still be prating.

Grimaldi. Come lets be drunke! then each man to his whore,
Slight how doe you looke! you had best goe find a Corner
To pray in, and repent. Doe, doe, and crie:
It will shew fine in Pirats. Exit GRIMALDI.

Master. Wee must follow
Or he will spend our shares.

Boteswaine. I fought for mine.

Master. Nor am I so precise but I can drab too:

Wee will not sit out for our parts.

Boteswaine. Agreed.
Exeunt MASTER, BOTESWAINE, Saylors.

Gazet. The deuill gnaw off his fingers, if he were
In London among the clubs, vp went his heeles
For striking of a Prentice. What doe you lack,
What doe you lacke gentlemen?

1 Turke. I wonder how the Viceroy can indure
The insolence of this fellow.

2 Turke. He receiues profit
From the Prizes he brings in, and that excuses
What euer he commits. Ha, what are these!
Enter MUSTAPHA, DONUSA, vayld.

1 Turke. They seeme of ranke and qualitie, obserue em.

Gazet. What doe you lacke? see what you please to buy,
Wares of all sorts most honourable Madona.

Vitelli. Peace sirra, make no noyse, these are not people
To be iested with.

Donusa. Is this the Christians custome
In the venting their commodities?

Mustapha. Yes best Madame
But you may please to keepe your way, heeres nothing,
But toyes, and trifles, not worth your obseruing.

Donusa. Yes, for varieties sake pray you shew vs, friends,
The chiefest of your Wares.

Vitelli. Your Ladiships seruant;
And if in worth or Title you are more,
My ignorance pleade my pardon.

Donusa. Hee speakes well.

Vitelli. Take downe the looking glasse: here is a mirror
Steelde so exactely, neither taking from
Nor flattering the obiect it returnes
To the beholder, that Narcissus might
(And neuer grow enamourd of himselfe)
View his fayre feature int.

Donusa. Poeticall too!

Vitelli. Heere China dishes to serue in a Banket,
Though the voluptuous Persian sate a guest.
Heere Christall glasses, such as Ganymede

Did fill with Nectar to the Thunderer
When he dranke to Alcides, and receiud him
In the fellowship of the gods: true to the owners.
Corinthian plate studded with Diamonds,
Conceald oft deadly poyson; This pure metall
So innocent is, and faithfull to the Mistres
Or Master that possesses it, that rather
Then hold one drop thats venemous, of it selfe
It flies in peeces, and deludes the Traytor.

Donusa. How mouingly could this fellow treat vpon
A worthy subiect, that findes such discourse
To grace a trifle!

Vitelli. Heeres a Picture Madame
The master peece of Michael Angelo,
Our great Italian workeman; heeres another
So perfit at all parts that had Pigmalion
Seene this, his prayers had beene made to Venus,
To haue giuen it life, and his carud iuory Image
By poets nere remembred. They are indeed
The rarest beauties of the Christian world
And no where to be equald.

Donusa. You are partiall
In the cause of those you fauour I beleeue;
I instantly could shew you one, to theirs
Not much inferior.

Vitelli. With your pardon Madame
I am incredulous.

Donusa. Can you match me this? Vnvailes her selfe.

Vitelli. What wonder looke I on! Ill search aboue
And suddenly attend you. Exit VITELLI.

Donusa. Are you amazde?
Ile bring you to your selfe. Breakes the glasses.

Mustapha. Ha! whats the matter?

Gazet. My masters ware? We are vndone! O strange!
A Lady to turne rorer, and breake glasses!
Tis time to shut vp shop then.

Mustapha. You seeme moude.
If any Language of these Christian dogges
Haue calld your anger on, in a frowne shew it

And they are dead already.

Donusa. The offence
Lookes not so farre. The foolish paultrie fellow
Shewd me some trifles, and demanded of me
For what I valewd at so many aspers,
A thousand Duckets. I confesse he moud mee;
Yet I should wrong my selfe should such a begger
Receiue the least losse from mee.

Mustapha. Is it no more?

Donusa. No, I assure you. Bid him bring his bill
To morrow to the Palace and enquire
For one Donusa: that word giues him passage
Through all the guard; say there he shall receiue

Full satisfaction. Now when you please.

Mustapha. I waite you.

1 Turke. We must not know them, lets shift off and vanish.
Exeunt MUSTAPHA, DONUSA, 2. TURKES.

Gazet. The swines Pox ouertake you, theres a curse
For a Turke that eates no Hogs flesh.

Enter VITELLI.

Vitelli. Is she gone?

Gazet. Yes you may see her handy-worke.

Vitelli. No matter.
Said she ought else?

Gazet. That you should wait vpon her
And there receiue Court payment, and to passe
The guards, she bids you onely say you come
To one Donusa.

Vitelli. How! remoue the wares,
Doe it without reply. The Sultans neece!
I haue heard among the Turkes for any Lady
To shew her face bare, argues loue, or speakes
Her deadly hatred. What should I feare? my fortune
Is suncke so low, there cannot fall vpon mee
Ought worth my shunning. I will run the hazard:

She may be a meanes to free distresd Paulina.
Or if offended, at the worst, to die
Is a full period to calamitie.
The end of the first act.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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Enter CARAZIE, MANTO.

Carazie. IN the name of wonder! Manto, what hath my Ladie
Done with her selfe since yesterday?

Manto. I know not.
Malicious men report we are all guided
In our affections by a wandering Planet,
But such a suddaine change in such a person,
May stand for an example to confirme
Their false assertion.

Carazie. Shees now pettish, froward;
Musique, discourse, obseruance tedious to her.

Manto. She slept not the last night: and yet preuented
The rising Sun in being vp before him.
Calld for a costly Bath, then willd the roomes
Should be perfumd; ransackde her Cabinets
For her choyce, and richest Iewells: and appeares now
Like Cinthia in full glory, wayted on
By the fairest of the Stars.

Carazie. Can you guesse the reason,
Why the Aga of the Ianizaries, and he
That guards the entrance of the inmost port
Were calld before her?

Manto. They are both her creatures,
And by her grace preferde, but I am ignorant
To what purpose they were sent for.

Enter DONUSA.

Carazie. Heere shee comes,
Full of sad thoughts: we must stand further off.
What a frowne was that!

Manto. Forbeare.

Carazie. I pittie her.

Donusa. What Magicque hath transformd me from my selfe?
Where is my Virgin pride? How haue I lost
My boasted freedome? what new fire burnes vp
My scortched intrailes? What vnknowne desires
Inuade, and take possession of my soule;
All vertuous obiects vanishd? Haue I stood
The shocke of fierce temptations, stopte mine eares
Against all Siren notes lust euer sung,
To drawe my barke of chastitie (that with wonder
Hath keept a constant, and an honourd course)
Into the gulfe of a deserude ill fame,
Now to fall vnpittied? And in a moment
With mine owne hands digge vp a graue to burie
The monumentall heape of all my yeares,
Imployde in Noble actions? O my fate!
But there is no resisting. I obey thee
Imperious god of loue, and willingly
Put mine owne Fetters on, to grace thy tryumph;
Twere therefore more then crueltie in thee
To vse me like a tyranne. What poore meanes
Must I make vse of now? And flatter such,
To whom, till I betrayde my libertie,
One gratious looke of mine, would haue erected
An altar to my seruice. How now Manto?
My euer carefull woman, and Carazie
Thou hast beene faithfull too.

Carazie. I dare not call
My life mine owne since it is yours, but gladly
Will part with it: when ere you shall command mee;
And thinke I fall a Martir, so my death
May giue life to your pleasures.

Manto. But vouchsafe
To let me vnderstand what you desire
Should be effected: I will vndertake it
And curse my selfe for Cowardice if I pausde
To aske a reason why.

Donusa. I am comforted,
In the tender of your seruice, but shall be
Confirmd in my full ioyes, in the performance.
Yet trust me: I will not impose vpon you
But what you stand ingagde for, to a Mistres,
(Such as I haue beene to you.) All I aske
Is faith, and secresie.

Carazie. Say but you doubt me,
And to secure you Ile cut out my tongue:
I am libde in the breech already.

Manto. Doe not hinder
Your selfe by these delayes.

Donusa. Thus then I whisper
Mine owne shame to you. — O that I should blush
To speake what I so much desire to doe!
And further — Whispers, and vses vehement actions.

Manto. Is this all?

Donusa. Thinke it not base
Although I know the office vndergoes
A course construction.

Carazie. Course? tis but procuring,
A smocke imploiment, which has made more Knights,
In a Countrie I could name, then twenty yeares
Of seruice in the field.
donusa. You haue my ends.

Manto. Which say you haue arriude at, be not wanting
To your selfe, and feare not vs.

Carazie. I know my burthen,
Ile beare it with delight.

Manto. Talke not, but doe.
Exeunt CARAZIE, MANTO.

Donusa. O Loue what poore shifts thou dost force vs too!

Exit DONUSA.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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ENTER AGA, CAPIAGA, Ianizaries.

Aga. She was euer our good Mistres, and our maker,
And should we checke at a little hazard for her,

Wee were vnthankefull.

Capiaga. I dare pawne my head,
Tis some disguised Minion of the Court,
Sent from great Amurath, to learne from her
The Viceroys actions.

Aga. That concernes not vs:
His fall may be our rise, what ere he bee
He passes through my guardes.

Capiaga. And mine, prouided
Hee giue the word.

Enter VITELLI.

Vitelli. To faynt now being thus far,
Would argue mee of Cowardice.

Aga. Stand: the word.
Or being a Christian to presse thus far,
Forfeits thy life.

Vitelli. donusa.

Aga. Passe in peace.
Exeunt AGA, and Ianizaries.

Vitelli. What a priuiledge her name beares! Tis wonderous strange!
Dr The Captaine of the Ianizaries! If the great Officer,
The guardian of the inner port denie not — 

Capiaga. Thy warrant: Speake, or thou art dead.

Vitelli. donusa.

Capiaga. That protects thee; without feare, Enter.
So: discharge the watch. Exeunt VITELLI, CAPIAGA.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCÆNA TERTIA.
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Enter CARAZIE, MANTO.

Carazie. Though he hath past the Aga, and chiefe Porter
This cannot be the man.

Manto. By her description
I am sure it is.

Carazie. O women, women!
What are you? a great Lady dote vpon
A Haberdasher of small wares!

Manto. Pish, thou hast none.

Carazie. No, if I had I might haue serud the turne:
This tis to want munition when a man
Should make a breach and enter.

Enter VITELLI.

Manto. Sir, you are welkome:
Thinke what tis to be happy and possesse it.

Carazie. Perfume the Roomes there, and make way. Let Musique
With choyce notes entertaine the man, the Princesse
Now purposes to honour.

Vitelli. I am rauishd! Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCÆNA QUARTA.
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A TABLE SET forth, Iewels and Bagges vpon it: loude Musicque. Enter DONUSA, takes a chaire, to her CARAZIE, VITELLI, MANTO.

Donusa. Sing ore the Dittie, that I last composde
Vpon my Loue-sicke passions, sute your Voice
To the Musique thats placde yonder, we shall heare you
With more delight and pleasure.

Carazie. I obey you. Song.

Vitelli. Is not this Tempe, or the blessed shades,
Where innocent Spirits reside? Or doe I dreame,
And this a heauenly vision? Howsoeuer
It is a sight too glorious to behold
For such a wretch as I am. Stands amazde.

Carazie. He is daunted.

Manto. Speake to him Madam, cheere him vp, or you
Destroy what you haue builded.

Carazie. Would I were furnishde [Aside.]
With his artillerie, and if I stood

Gaping as he does, hang me.

Vitelli. That I might euer dreame thus.

Kneeles.

Donusa. Banish amazement,
You wake; your debtor tells you so, your debtor,
And to assure you that I am a substance
And no aæriall figure, thus I raise you.
Why doe you shake? My soft touch brings no Ague,
No biting frost is in this palme: Nor are
My lookes like to the Gorgons head, that turne
Men into Statues, rather they haue power
(Or I haue been abusde) where they bestow
Their influence (let me prooue it truth in you)
To giue to dead men motion.

Vitelli. Can this be?
May I beleeue my sences? Dare I thinke
I haue a memory? Or that you are
That excellent creature, that of late disdainde not
To looke on my poore trifles?

Donusa. I am shee.

Vitelli. The owner of that blessed name Donusa,
Which like a potent charme, although pronouncde
By my prophane, but much vnworthyer tongue,
Hath brought me safe to this forbidden place,
Where Christian yet nere trode.

Donusa. I am the same.

Vitelli. And to what end, great Lady pardon me,
That I presume to aske, did your command
Command me hither? or what am I? to whom
You should vouchsafe your fauours; nay, your angers?
If any wilde or vncollected speech
Offensiuely deliuerd, or my doubt
Of your vnknowne perfections, haue displeasde you,
You wrong your indignation, to pronounce
Your selfe my sentence: to haue seene you onely,
And to haue touchde that fortune-making hand,
Will with delight waigh downe all tortures, that
A flinty hangmans rage could execute,
Or rigide tyranny command with pleasure.

Donusa. How the aboundance of good flowing to thee,
Is wrongde in this simplicitie: and these bounties
Which all our Easterne Kings haue kneeld in vaine for,
Doe by thy ignorance, or wilfull feare,
Meete with a false construction. Christian, know
(For till thou art mine by a neerer name,
That title though abhord here, takes not from
Thy entertainement) that tis not the fashion
Among the greatest and the fairest Dames
This Turkish Empire gladly owes, and bowes to,
To punish where theres no offence, or nourish
Displeasures against those, without whose mercie
They part with all felicity. Prethee be wise,
And gently vnderstand mee; Doe not force her
That nere knew ought but to command, nor ere read
The elements of affection, but from such
As gladly sude to her, in the infancie
Of her new borne desires, to be at once
Importunate, and immodest.

Vitelli. Did I know
Great Lady your commands, or to what purpose
This personated passion tends, (since twere
A crime in mee deseruing death, to thinke
It is your owne) I should to make you sport
Take any shape you please to impose vpon me:
And with ioy striue to serue you.

Donusa. Sport? thou art cruell,
If that thou canst interpret my descent,
From my high byrth and greatnesse, but to be
A part in which I truely acte my selfe!
And I must hold thee for a dull spectator
If it stirre not affection, and inuite
Compassion for my sufferings. Be thou taught
By my example, to make satisfaction
For wrongs vniustly offerd. Willingly
I doe confesse my fault; I iniurd thee
In some poore pettie trifles; Thus I pay for
The trespasse I did to thee. Here receiue

These baggs stuft full of our imperiall coyne,
Or if this payment be too light, take heere
These Iems for which the slauish Indian diues
To the bottome of the Maine. Or if thou scorne
These as base drosse (which take but common minds)
But fancie any honour in my guift
(Which is vnbounded as the Sultans Power)
And bee possest oft.

Vitelli. I am ouerwhelmd
With the weight of happinesse you throwe vpon me.
Nor can it fall in my imagination,
What wrong I ere haue done you: and much lesse
How like a Royall Marchant to returne
Your great magnificence.

Donusa. They are degrees,
Not ends of my intended fauors to thee.
These seeds of bountie I yet scatter on
A glebe I haue not tride, but be thou thankefull,
The haruest is to come.

Vitelli. What can be added
To that which I already haue recieud,
I cannot comprehend.

Donusa. The tender of

My selfe. Why dost thou start? and in that guift,
Full restitution of that Virgin freedome
Which thou hast robd mee of. Yet I professe
I so farre prize the louely theefe that stole it,
That were it possible thou couldest restore
What thou vnwittingly hast rauisht from me,
I should refuse the present.

Vitelli. How I shake
In my constant resolution! and my flesh
Rebellious to my better part now tells me,
As if it were a strong defence of frailtie,
A Hermit in a desert trenchd with prayers
Could not resist this batterie.

Donusa. Thou an Italian?
Nay more I knowt, a naturall Venetian,

Such as are Courtiers borne to please fayre Ladies,
Yet come thus slowely on?

Vitelli. Excuse me Madame,
What imputation so ere the world
Is pleasde to lay vpon vs: in my selfe
I am so innocent that I know not what tis
That I should offer.

Donusa. By instinct Ile teach thee,
And with such ease as loue makes me to aske it.
When a young Lady wrings you by the hand thus,
Or with an amorous touch presses your foote,
Lookes babies in your eyes, playes with your locks,
Doe not you find without a tutors helpe
What tis she lookes for?

Vitelli. I am growne already
Skilfull in the mysterie.

Donusa. Or if thus she kisse you,
Then tasts your lips againe.

Vitelli. That latter blow
Has beate all chaste thoughts from me.

Donusa. Say she poynts to
Some priuate roome, the Sunne beames neuer enters,
Prouoking dishes, passing by to heighten
Declined appetite, actiue Musicque vshering
Your faynting steps, the wayters too as borne dumbe,
Not daring to looke on you. Exit, inuiting him to follow.

Vitelli. Though the Diuell
Stood by, and rorde, I follow: now I finde
That Vertues but a word, and no sure garde
If set vpon by beauty, and reward. Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCÆNA QUINTA.
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ENTER AGA, CAPIAGA, GRIMALDI, MASTER, BOTESWAINE, etc.

Aga. The Diuels in him I thinke.

Grimaldi. Let him be damnd too.
Ile looke on him though he stard as wild as hell,

Nay Ile goe neere to tell him to his teeth
If he mends not suddenly, and prooues more thankefull,
We doe him too much seruice. Weret not for shame now
I could turne honest and forsweare my trade,
Which next to being trust vp at the maine yard
By some low cuntrey butterbox, I hate
As deadly as I doe fasting, or long grace
When meate cooles on the table.

Capiaga. But take heede,
You know his violent nature.

Grimaldi. Let his Whores
And Catamites, knowt; I vnderstand my selfe,
And how vnmanly tis to sit at home
And rayle at vs, that run abroad all hazards,
If euery weeke we bring not home new pillage,
For the fatting his Serraglio.
Enter ASAMBEG, MUSTAPHA.

Aga. Heere he comes.

Capiaga. How terrible he lookes!

Grimaldi. To such as feare him:
The viceroy Asambeg! were he the Sultans selfe
He will let vs know a reason for his fury,
Or we must take leaue without his allowance
To be merry with our ignorance.

Asambeg. Mahomets hell
Light on you all, you crouch, and cringe now; where
Was the terrour of my iust frownes, when you suffered
Those theeues of Malta, almost in our harbor
To board a ship, and beare her safely off,
While you stood idle lookers on?

Aga. The ods
In the men and shipping, and the suddainnesse
Of their departure yeelding vs no leasure
To send forth others to relieue our owne,
Deterd vs mighty Sir.

Asambeg. Deterde you cowards?
How durst you only entertaine the knowledge
Of what feare was, but in the not performance

Of our command? in me great Amurah spake,
My voyce did eccho to your eares his thunder,
And wild you like so many Seaborne-Tritons,
Armd onely with the Trumpets of your courage,
To swimme vp to her, and like Remoras,
Hanging vpon her keele, to stay her flight
Till rescue sent from vs, had fetcht you off.
You thinke you are safe now; who durst but dispute it
Or make it questionable, if this moment
I chargd you from yon hanging cliffe, that glasses
His rugged forhead in the neighbour lake,
To throw your selues downe headlong? or like fagots
To fill the ditches of defended Forts,
While on your backs we marchd vp to the breache?

Grimaldi. That would not I.

Asambeg. Ha?

Grimaldi. Yet I dare as much
As any of the Sultans boldest sonnes,
(Whose heauen, and hell, hang on his frowne, or smile,)
His warlike Ianisaries.

Asambeg. Adde one syllable more
Thou doest pronounce vpon thy selfe a sentence
That earthquake-like will swallow thee.

Grimaldi. Let it open,
Ile stand the hazard; those contemned theeues
Your fellow Pirats Sir, the bold Malteze
Whom with your lookes you thinke to quell, at Rhodes
Laughde at great Solymans anger: and if treason
Had not deliuerde them into his power,
Hee had growne olde in glory as in yeeres
At that so fatall siege, or risne with shame,
His hopes, and threates deluded.

Asambeg. Our great Prophet,
How haue I lost my anger, and my Power!

Grimaldi. Find it and vse it on thy flatterers:
And not vpon thy friends that dare speake truth.
These Knights of Malta, but a handfull to
Your armies that drinke riuers vp, haue stood

Your furie at the height, and with their crosses
Strooke pale your horned moones; These men of Malta
Since I tooke pay from you, I haue met and fought with
Vpon aduantage too. Yet to speake truth
By the soule of honor, I haue euer found them
As prouident to direct, and bold to doe
As any traynde vp in your discipline:
Rauishde from other nations.

Mustapha. I perceiue
The lightning in his fierie lookes, the cloude
Is broke already.

Grimaldi. Thinke not therefore sir,
That you alone are Giants, and such Pigmies
You war vpon.

Asambeg. Villaine, Ile make thee know
Thou hast blasphemde the Ottoman power, and safer
At noone day might haue giuen fire to St Markes
Your proud Venetian Temple. Ceize vpon him;
I am not so neere reconcild to him
To bid him die: that were a benefit
The dogs vnworthy of. To our vse confiscate
All that he stands possesde of: Let him tast
The miserie of want, and his vaine riots
Like to so many walking Ghosts affright him
Where ere he sets his desperate foote. Who ist
That does command you?

Grimaldi. Is this the reward
For all my seruice, and the rape I made
On fayre Paulina?

Asambeg. Drag him hence, he dies
That dallies but a minute.

Boteswaine. Whats become
Of our shares now Master?
GRIMALDI dragde off, his head couered.

Master. Would he had been borne dumbe:
The beggers cure, patience is all thats left vs.
Exeunt MASTER and BOTESWAINE.

Mustapha. Twas but intemperance of speech, excuse him;
Let me preuaile so far. Fame giues him out

For a deseruing fellow.

Asambeg. At Aleppo
I durst not presse you so far, giue me leaue
To vse my owne will and command in Tunis,
And if you please, my priuacie.

Mustapha. I will see you
When this high winds blowne ore.

Asambeg. So shall you find me
Ready to doe you seruice. Rage now leaue me, Exit MUSTAPHA.
Sterne lookes, and all the ceremonious formes
Attending on dread Maiestie, flie from

Transformed Asambeg. Why should I hug
Plucks out a guilt key.
So neere my hart, what leades me to my prison?
Where she that is inthrald commands her keeper,
And robs me of the fiercenesse I was borne with.
Stout men quake at my frownes, and in returne
I tremble at her softnesse. Base Grimaldi
But only namd Paulina, and the charme
Had almost chokd my fury ere I could
Pronounce his sentence. Would when first I saw her
Mine eyes had met with lightning, and in place
Of hearing her inchanting tongue, the shrikes
Of Mandrakes had made musicke to my slumbers,
For now I only walke a louing dreame
And but to my dishonour neuer wake,
And yet am blind, but when I see the obiect,
And madly dote on it. Appeare bright sparke
Opens a doore, PAULINA discouerd comes forth.
Of all perfection: any simile
Borowd from Diamonds, or the fayrest stars
To helpe me to expresse, how deere I prize
Thy vnmatcht graces, will rise vp and chide me
For poore detraction.

Paulina. I despise thy flatteries,
Thus spit at em, and scorne em, and being armd
In the assurance of my innocent vertue
I stampe vpon all doubts, all feares, all tortures
Thy barbarous cruelty, or whats worse, thy dotage
(The worthy parent of thy iealousie)

Can showre vpon me.

Asambeg. If these bitter taunts
Rauish me from my selfe, and make me thinke
My greedy eares receiue Angelicall sounds,
How would this tongue tunde to a louing note
Inuade, and take possession of my soule
Which then I durst not call mine owne.

Paulina. Thou art false,
Falser then thy religion. Doe but thinke me
Something aboue a beast; nay more, a monster,
Would fright the Sun to looke on, and then tell me
If this base vsage can inuite affection?
If to be mewde vp, and excluded from
Humane society; the vse of pleasures;
The necessary, not superfluous duties
Of seruants to discharge those offices,
I blush to name — 

Asambeg. Of seruants? can you thinke
That I, that dare not trust the eie of Heauen
To looke vpon your beauties, that denie
My selfe the happinesse to touch your purenesse
Will ere consent an Eunuch, or bought handmaid
Shall once approch you? there is something in you
That can worke Miracles, or I am cousende,
Dispose and alter sexes. To my wrong,
In spite of nature, I will be your nurse,
Your woman, your physitian, and your foole,
Till with your free consent, which I haue vowde
Neuer to force, you grace me with a name
That shall supplie all these.

Paulina. What ist?

Asambeg. Your husband.

Paulina. My hangman when thou pleasest.

Asambeg. Thus I garde me,
Against your further angers. Puts to the doore and lockes it.

Paulina. Which shall reach thee
Though I were in the Center.

Asambeg. Such a spirit

In such a small proportion I nere reade of
Which time must alter. Rauish her I dare not;
The magique that she weares about her necke,
I thinke defends her. This deuotion payde
To this sweete Saint, mistresse of my sower payne,
Tis fit I take mine owne rough shape againe. Exit ASAMBEG.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCÆNA SEXTA.
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ENTER FRANCISO, GAZET.

Francisco. I thinke hees lost.

Gazet. Tis ten to one of that,
I nere knew Cittizen turne Courtier yet,
But he lost his credit, though he saud himselfe.
Why, looke you sir, there are so many lobbies,
Out offices, and disputations heere
Behind these Turkish hangings, that a Christian
Hardly gets off but circumcised.

Francisco. I am troublde,
Enter VITELLI, CARAZIE, MANTO.

Troublde exceedingly. Ha! what are these?

Gazet. One by his rich sute should bee some french Embassador;
For his trayne I thinke they are Turkes.

Francisco. Peace, be not seene.

Carazie. You are now past all the gards, and vndiscouerd
You may returne.

Vitelli. Theres for your paynes, forget not
My humblest seruice to the best of Ladies.

Manto. Deserue her fauour sir, in making haste
For a second entertainement.

Vitelli. Doe not doubt me,
I shall not liue till then.
Exeunt CARAZIE, MANTO.

Gazet. The trayne is vanishd.
They haue done him some good office hees so free

And liberall of his gold. Ha, doe I dreame,
Or is this mine owne naturall Master?

Francisco. Tis he,
But strangely metamorphosde. You haue made sir,
A prosperous voyage, heauen grant it be honest,
I shall reioyce then too.

Gazet. You make him blush
To talke of honesty; you were but now
In the giuing vaine, and may thinke of Gazet
Your worships prentice.

Vitelli. Theres gold, be thou free too
And Master of my shop, and all the wares
Wee brought from Venice.

Gazet. Riuo then.

Vitelli. Deere sir
This place affords not priuacie for discourse
But I can tell you wonders. My rich habit
Deserues least admiration; thers nothing
That can fall in the compasse of your wishes
Though it were to redeeme a thousand slaues
From the Turkish gallies, or at home to erect
Some pious worke, to shame all Hospitalls,
But I am master of the meanes.

Francisco. Tis strange.

Vitelli. As I walke Ile tell you more.

Gazet. Pray you a word Sir,
And then I will put on. I haue one boone more.

Vitelli. What ist? speake freely.

Gazet. Thus then, as I am Master
Of your Shop, and wares, pray you help me to some trucking
With your last shee customer; though shee cracke my best peece
I will indure it with patience.

Vitelli. Leaue your prating.

Gazet. I may; you haue beene doing, we will doe too.

Francisco. I am amazde, yet will nor blame, nor chide you,
Till you informe me further. Yet must say
They steere not the right course, nor trafficke well,
That seeke a passage to reach Heauen, through Hell. Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS. SCÆNA PRIMA.
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ENTER DONUSA, MANTO.

Donusa. WHEN said he, he would come againe?

Manto. He swore,
Short Minutes should be tedious Ages to him,
Vntill the tender of his second seruice,
So much he seemde transported with the first.

Donusa. I am sure I was. I charge thee Manto tell me
By all my fauors, and my bounties truely
Fv Whether thou art a Virgin, or like me
Hast forfeited that name.

Manto. A Virgine Madame?
At my yeeres being a wayting-woman, and in Court to?
That were miraculous. I so long since lost
That barren burthen, I almost forget
That euer I was one.

Donusa. And could thy friends
Reade in thy face, thy maidenhead gone, that thou
Hadst parted with it?

Manto. Noe indeed. I past
For currant many yeeres after, till by fortune,
Long and continewed practise in the sport
Blew vp my decke. A husband then was found out
By my indulgent father, and to the world
All was made whole againe. What neede you feare then
That at your pleasure may repayre your honour
Durst any enuious, or malitious tongue,
Presume to taint it?

Donusa. How now?

Enter CARAZIE.

Carazie. Madam, the Basha
Humbly desires accesse.

Donusa. If it had beene
My neate Italian, thou hadst met my wishes.
Tell him we would be priuate.

Carazie. So I did,
But he is much importunate.

Manto. Best dispatch him,
His lingring heere else will deter the other,
From making his approch.

Donusa. His entertainement
Shall not inuite a second visit, goe
Say we are pleasde.

Enter MUSTAPHA.

Mustapha. All happinesse.

Donusa. Bee suddaine.
Twas sawcie rudenesse in you sir to presse
On my retirements, but ridiculous folly
To wast the time that might be better spent
In complementall wishes.

Carazie. Theres a cooling
[Aside.]
For his hot encounter.

Donusa. Come you heere to stare?
If you haue lost your tongue, and vse of speech,
Resigne your gouernment, theres a mutes place voyde
In my vncles Court I heare, and you may worke me
To write for your preferment.

Mustapha. This is strange!
I know not Madam, what neglect of mine
Has calde this scorne vpon me.

Donusa. To the purpose:
My wills a reason, and we stand not bound
To yeeld account to you.

Mustapha. Not of your angers,
But with erected eares I should heare from you
The story of your good opinion of me
Confirmde by loue, and fauours.

Donusa. How deserud?
I haue considerd you from head to foote,
And can find nothing in that waynscote face,
That can teach me to dote, nor am I taken
With your grimme aspect, or toadepoole-like complexion
Those scarres you glorie in, I feare to looke on;
And had much rather heare a merrie tale
Then all your battayles wonne with blood and sweate,

Though you belch forth the stincke too, in the seruice,
And sweare by your Mustachios all is true.
You are yet too rough for me, purge and take physicke,
Purchase perfumers, get me some French taylor,
To new create you; the first shape you were made with
Is quite worne out. Let your barbar wash your face too,
You looke yet like a bugbeare to fright children,
Fv Till when I take my leaue; wayte me Carazie.
Exeunt DONUSA, CARAZIE.

Mustapha. Stay you, my Ladies Cabinet key.

Manto. Hows this sir?

Mustapha. Stay and stand quietly, or you shall fall else,
Not to firke your belly vp flounder-like, but neuer
To rise again. Offer but to vnlocke
These dores that stop your fugitiue tongue (obserue me)
And by my fury, Ill fixe there this bolte
To barre thy speech for euer. So, be safe now
And but resolue me, not of what I doubt
But bring assurance to a thing beleeud,
Thou makst thy selfe a fortune, not depending
On the vncertaine fauours of a Mistresse,
But art thy selfe one. Ill not so far question
My iudgement, and obseruance, as to aske
Why I am slighted, and contemnde, but in
Whose fauour it is done. I that haue read
The copious volumes of all womens falsehood,
Commented on by the heart breaking groanes
Of abusde louers, all the doubts washde off
With fruitlesse teares, the Spiders cobweb vayle
Of arguments, alleadgde in their defence,
Blowne off with sighs of desperate men, and they
Appearing in their full deformitie,
Know that some other hath displanted me,
With her dishonor. Has she giuen it vp?
Confirme it in two sillables.

Manto. She has.

Mustapha. I cherish thy confession thus, and thus,
Giues her iewels.
Bee mine, againe I court thee thus, and thus.
Now prooue but constant to my ends.

Manto. By all — 

Mustapha. Enough, I dare not doubt thee. O land Crocodiles
Made of Ægyptian slime, accursed women!
But tis no time to rayle: come my best Manto.

Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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Enter VITELLI, FRANCISCO.

Vitelli. Sir, as you are my confessor, you stand bound
Not to reueale what euer I discouer
In that Religious way: nor dare I doubt you.
Let it suffice, you haue made me see my follies,
And wrought perhaps compunction; for I would not
Appeare an Hyppocrite. But when you impose
A penance on me, beyond flesh, and blood
To vndergoe, you must instructe me how
To put off the condition of a man:
Or if not pardon, at the least, excuse

My disobedience. Yet despayre not sir,
For though I take mine owne way, I shall doe
Something that may hereafter to my glory,
Speake me your Scholler.

Francisco. I inioyne you not
To goe, but send.

Vitelli. That were a pettie triall
Not worth one so long taught, and exercisde
Vnder so graue a master. Reuerende Francisco
My friend, my father, in that word, my all;
Rest confident, you shall heare something of mee
That will redeeme me in your good opinion,
Or iudge me lost for euer. Send Gazet
(Shee shall giue order that hee may haue enterance)
To acquaint you with my fortunes.

Exit VITELLI.

Francisco. Goe and prosper,
Holy Saints guide and strengthen thee. Howsoeuer
As my endeauours are, so may they find

Gracious acceptance.
Enter GAZET, GRIMALDI, in raggs.

GAZET. Now you doe not rore sir,
You speake not tempests, nor take eare-rent from
A poore shopkeeper. Doe you remember that sir?
I weare your marks heere still.

Francisco. Can this be possible?
All wonders are not ceasd then.

Grimaldi. Doe, abuse me,
Spit on me, spurne me, pull me by the nose,
Thrust out these fiery eies, that yesterday
Would haue lookde thee dead.

Gazet. O saue me sir.

Grimaldi. Feare nothing,
I am tame, and quiet, theres noe wrong can force me
To remember what I was. I haue forgot,
I ere had irefull fiercenesse, a steelde heart,
Insensible of compassion to others,
Nor is it fit that I should thinke my selfe
Worth mine owne pittie, Oh.

Francisco. Growes this detection,
From his disgrace doe you say?

Gazet. Why hees casherde sir,
His ships, his goods, his liuery-puncks confiscate,
And there is such a punishment laid vpon him,
The miserable rogue must steale no more,
Nor drinke, nor drab.

Francisco. Does that torment him?

Gazet. O Sir!
Should the State take order to bar men of acres,
From those two laudable recreations,
Drinking, and whoring, how should Panders purchase,
Or thrifty Whores build Hospitals? slid if I
That since I am made free, may write my selfe,
A Citty gallant, should forfeit two such charters
I should be stond to death, and nere be pittied,
By the liueries of those companies.

Francisco. Youll be whipd sir,
If you bridle not your tongue. Haste to the Palace,

Your Master lookes for you.

Gazet. My quondam Master.
Rich sonnes forget they euer had poore fathers,
In seruants tis more pardonable; as a companion,
Or so, I may consent, but is there hope sir,
He has got me a good chapwoman? pray you write
A word or two in my behalfe.

Francisco. Out rascall.

Gazet. I feele some insurrections.

Francisco. Hence.

Gazet. I vanish.

Exit GAZET.

Grimaldi. Why should I study a defence, or comfort?
In whom blacke guilt, and misery if ballancd,
I know not which would turne the scale. Looke vpward
I dare not, for should it but be beleeud,
That I (dide deepe in hells most horrid colours,)
Should dare to hope for mercy, it would leaue
No checke or feeling, in men innocent
To catch at sinnes the diuell nere taught mankind yet.
No, I must downeward, downeward: though repentance
Could borrow all the glorious wings of grace,
My mountainous waight of sins, would cracke their pinions,
And sincke them to hell with me.

Francisco. Dreadfull! heare me,
Thou miserable man.

Grimaldi. Good sir deny not,
But that there is no punishment beyond

Damnation.
Enter MASTER, BOTESWAINE.

Master. Yonder he is, I pitty him.

Boteswaine. Take comfort Captaine, we hue still to serue you.

Grimaldi. Serue me? I am a diuell already, leaue me,
Stand further off, you are blasted else. I haue heard
Schoolemen affirme mans body is composd
Of the foure elements, and as in league together
They nourish life, so each of them affords
Liberty to the soule, when it growes wearie
Of this fleshie prison. Which shall I make choice of?
The fire? no (I shall feele that heereafter.)
The earth will not receiue me. Should some whirlewind

Snatch me into the ayre, and I hang there,
Perpetuall plagues would dwell vpon the earth,
And those superior bodies that powre downe
Their cheerefull influence denie to passe it,
Through those vast regions I haue infected.
The Sea? I that is iustice, there. I ploude vp
Mischiefe as deepe as Hell there: there Ile hide
This cursed lumpe of clay, may it turne Rocks
Where plummets weight could neuer reach the sands,
And grinde the ribs of all such barkes as presse
The Oceans breast in my vnlawfull course.
I haste then to thee, let thy rauenous wombe
Whom all things else denie, be now my tombe.

Exit GRIMALDI.

Master. Follow him and restraine him.

Francisco. Let this stand
For an example to you. Ile prouide
A lodging for him, and apply such cures
To his wounded conscience, as heauen hath lent mee.
Hees now my second care: and my profession
Bindes me to teach the desperate to repent
As farre as to confirme the innocent.

Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCÆNA TERTIA.
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ENTER ASAMBEG, MUSTAPHA, AGA, CAPIAGA.

Asambeg. Your pleasure,

Mustapha. Twill exact your priuate eare,
And when you haue receiude it, you will thinke
Too many know it.

Asambeg. Leaue the roome, but bee
Within our call.
Exeunt AGA, CAPIAGA.
Now sir, what burning secret
Brings you (with which it seemes you are turnde Cynders)
To quench in my aduise, or power?

Mustapha. The fire
Will rather reach you.

ASAMBEG. Mee?

Mustapha. And consume both,
For tis impossible to be put out
But with the blood of those that kindle it:
And yet one viall of it is so pretious,
It being borrowd from the Ottoman spring,
That better tis I thinke, both we should perish
Then proue the desperate meanes that must restraine it,
From spreading further.

Asambeg. To the poynte, and quickely.
These winding circumstances in relations
Seldome enuiron truth.

Mustapha. Truth Asambeg?

Asambeg. Truth Mustapha. I sayd it, and adde more,
You touch vpon a string that to my eare,
Dos sound Donusa.

Mustapha. You then vnderstand
Who tis I aime at.

Asambeg. Take heed Mustapha,
Remember what she is, and whose we are.
Tis her neglect perhaps, that you complaine of,
And should you practise to reuenge her scorne,
With any plot to taynt her in her honor,

Mustapha. Heare mee.

Asambeg. I will be heard first, theres no tongue
A subiect owes, that shall out thunder mine.

Mustapha. Well take your way.

Asambeg. I then againe repeate it.
If Mustapha dares with malitious breath
(On iealous suppositions) presume
To blast the blossome of Donusas Fame
Because he is denide a happinesse
Which men of equall, nay of more desert,
Haue sud in vaine for — 

Mustapha. More?

Asambeg. More. Twas I spake it.
The Basha of Natalia and my selfe

Were Riualls for her; either of vs brought
More Victories, more Trophies, to pleade for vs
To our great Master, then you dare lay claime to,
Yet still by his allowance she was left
To her election. Each of vs owd nature
As much for outward forme, and inward worth
To make way for vs to her grace and fauour,
As you brought with you. We were heard, repulsd,
Yet thought it no dishonour to sit downe,
With the disgrace; if not to force affection,
May merit such a name.

Mustapha. Haue you done yet?

Asambeg. Be therfore more then sure the ground on which
You rayse your accusation, may admit
No vndermining of defence in her,
For if with pregnant and apparent proofes
Such as may force a iudge, more then inclind
Or partiall in her cause to sweare her guilty,
You win not me to bee of your beleefe;
Neither our ancient friendship, nor the rites
Of sacred hospitality (to which
I would not offer violence) shall protect you:
Now when you please.

Mustapha. I will not dwell vpon
Much circumstance, yet cannot but professe,
With the assurance of a loyalty,
Equall to yours, the reuerence I owe
The Sultan, and all such his blood makes sacred;
That there is not a veyne of mine which yet is
Vnemptied in his seruice, but this moment
Should freely open, so it might wash off
The staynes of her dishonor. Could you thinke?
Or though you saw it credit your owne eyes?
That she, the wonder and amazement of
Her sex, the pride, and glory of the empire,
That hath disdaind you, sleighted me, and boasted
A frozen coldnesse which no appetite,
Or height of blood could thaw, should now so far
Be hurried with the violence of her lust,

As in it burying her high birth and fame,
Basely descend to fill a Christians armes
And to him yeeld her Virgin honour vp,
Nay sue to him to taket?

Asambeg. A Christian?

Mustapha. Temper
Your admiration: and what Christian thinke you?
No Prince disguisd; no man of marke, nor honour,
No daring vndertaker in our seruice,
But one whose lips her foote should scorne to touch,
A poore Mechanicke-Pedler.

Asambeg. Hee?

Mustapha. Nay more,
Whom doe you thinke she made her scout, nay baude,
To finde him out but me? What place makes choyce of
To wallow in her foule and lothsome pleasures,
But in the pallace? Who the instruments
Of close conueyance, but the captaine of
Your gard the Aga, and that man of trust
The warden of the inmost port? Ill proue this,
And though I fayle to shew her in the act,
Glewd like a neighing mare to her prowd Stallion,
Your incredulity shall be conuincd
With proofes I blush to thinke on.

Asambeg. Neuer yet
This flesh felt such a feuer, by the life
And fortune of great Amurah, should our prophet
(Whose name I bow to) in a vision speake this,
Twould make me doubtfull of my faith: leade on,
And when my eies, and eares, are like yours, guilty,
My rage shall then appeare, for I will doe
Something; but what, I am not yet determind.

Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCÆNA QUARTA.
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ENTER CARAZIE, MANTO, GAZET.

Carazie. They are priuate, to their wishes.

Manto. Doubt it not.

Gazet. A prettie structure this! a court doe you call it?

Valted and archd: O heere has beene old tumbling
Behind this arras.

Carazie. Prethee lets haue some sport,
With this fresh Codshead.

Manto. I am out of tune,
But doe as you please. — My conscience! tush, the hope
[Aside.]
Of liberty throwes that burthen off, I must
Goe watch, and make discouery.

Exit.

Carazie. Hes musing,
And will talke to himselfe, he cannot hold,
The poore fooles rauishd.

Gazet. I am in my masters clothes,
They fit me to a hayre too; let but any
Indifferent gamester measure vs inch, by inch,
Or waigh vs by the standard, I may passe.
I haue beene proud, and proud againe, true mettall.

Carazie. How he suruayes himselfe.

Gazet. I haue heard that some
Haue foold themselues at Court into good fortunes,
That neuer hopd to thriue by wit in the City,
Or honesty in the Countrey. If I doe not
Make the best laugh at me Ile weepe for my selfe,
If they giue me hearing. Tis resolud Ill trie
What may be done. By your fauour sir, I pray you
Were you borne a Courtier?

Carazie. No sir, why doe you aske?

Gazet. Because I thought that none could be preferd,
But such as were begot there.

Carazie. O sir! many,
And howsoere you are a Citizen borne,
Yet if your mother were a handsome woman,
And euer longd to see a Maske at Court,
It is an euen lay but that you had
A Courtier to your Father; and I thinke so;
You beare you selfe so sprightly.

Gazet. It may be,
But pray you sir, had I such an itch vpon me

To change my coppy, is there hope a place
May be had heere for money?

Carazie. Not without it
That I dare warrant you.

Gazet. I haue a pretty stocke,
And would not haue my good parts vndiscouerd.
What places of credit are there?

Carazie. Theres your Beglerbeg.

Gazet. By no meanes that, it comes to neere the begger
And most prooue so that come there.

Carazie. Or your Sanzacke.

Gazet. Sans-iacke, fie none of that.

Carazie. Your Chiaus.

Gazet. Nor that.

Carazie. Chiefe Gardiner.

Gazet. Out vpont,
Twill put me in mind my Mother was an herb-woman,
What is your place I pray you?

Carazie. Sir an Euenuch.

Gazet. An Euenuch! very fine, I faith, an Euenuch!
And what are your employments? neate and easie?

Carazie. In the day I waite on my Lady when she eates,
Carry her pantophles, beare vp her trayne,
Sing her asleepe at night, and when she pleases
I am her bedfellow.

Gazet. How? her bedfellow,
And lye with her?

Carazie. Yes, and lye with her.

Gazet. O rare!
Ile be an Eunuch, though I sell my shop fort
And all my wares.

Carazie. It is but parting with
A precious stone or two. I know the price ont.

Gazet. Ile part with all my stones, and when I am
An Eunuch, Ile so tosse and towse the Ladies;
Pray you helpe me to a chapman.

Carazie. The court Surgion

Shall doe you that fauour.

Gazet. I am made! an Eunuch!

Enter MANTO.

Manto. Carazie, quit the roome.

Carazie. Come sir, weell treat of
Your businesse further.

Gazet. Excellent! an Eunuch!

Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS. SCÆNA QUINTA.
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Enter DONUSA, VITELLI.

Vitelli. Leaue me, or I am lost againe, no prayers,
No penitence, can redeeme me.

Donusa. Am I growne
Olde, or deformd since yesterday?

Vitelli. You are still,
Although the sating of your lust hath sullied
The immaculate whitenesse of your Virgin beauties,
Too fayre for me to looke on. And though purenesse,
The sword with which you euer fought, and conquerd,
Is rauishd from you by vnchaste desires,
You are too strong for flesh and blood to treat with,
Though iron grates were interposd betweene vs,
To warrant me from treason.

Donusa. Whom doe you feare?

Vitelli. That humane frailety I tooke from my mother,
That, as my youth increasd, grew stronger on me,
That still pursues me, and though once recouerd,
In scorne of reason, and whats more, religion,
Againe seekes to betray me.

Donusa. If you meane sir,
To my embraces, you turne rebell to
The lawes of nature, the great Queene, and Mother
Of all productions, and denie alleageance,
Where you stand bound to pay it.

Vitelli. I will stoppe
Mine eares against these charmes, which if Vlysses

Could liue againe, and heare this second Siren,
Though bound with Cables to his Mast, his Ship too
Fastend with all her Anchors, this inchantment
Would force him in despite of all resistance,
To leape into the Sea, and follow her,
Although destruction with outstretchd armes,
Stood ready to receaue him.

Donusa. Gentle sir,
Though you deny to heare me, yet vouchsafe
To looke vpon me. Though I vse no language
The griefe for this vnkind repulse will print
Such a dumbe eloquence vpon my face,
As will not onely pleade, but preuaile for me.

Vitelli. I am a coward, I will see and heere you;
The triall else is nothing, nor the conquest,
My temperance shall crowne me with heereafter,
Worthy to be remembred. Vp my vertue,
And holy thoughts, and resolutions arme me,
Against this fierce temptation; giue me voyce
Tund to a zealous anger to expresse
At what an ouerualue I haue purchasd
The wanton treasure of your Virgin bounties,
That in their false fruition heape vpon me
Despayre, and horror. That I could with that ease
Redeeme my forfeit innocence, or cast vp
The poyson I receiud into my entrayles,
From the alluring cup of your inticements
As now I doe deliuer backe the price,
Returnes the Casket.
And salarie of your lust: or thus vncloth me
Of sins gay trappings, (the proud liuery
Throwes off his cloke and doublet.
Of wicked pleasure) which but worn, and heated
With the fire of entertaynement, and consent,
Like to Alcides fatall shirt, teares off
Our flesh, and reputation both together,
Leauing our vlcerous follies bare, and open,
To all malicious censure.

Donusa. You must grant,
If you hold that a losse to you, mine equals,
If not transcends it. If you then first tasted
That poyson as you call it, I brought with me

A palat vnacquainted with the rellish
Of those delights which most (as I haue heard)
Greedily swallow; and then the offence
(If my opinion may be beleeud)
Is not so greate: how ere, the wrongs no more
Then if Hippollitus and the Virgin Huntresse,
Should meete and kisse together.

Vitelli. What defences
Can lust rayse to maintaine a precipice
ASAMBEG and MUSTAPHA aboue.
To the Abisse of loosenes! but affords not
The least stayre, or the fastening of one foote,
To reascend that glorious height we fell from.

Mustapha. By Mahomet she courts him.

Asambeg. Nay kneeles to him;
Obserue the scornefull villaine turnes away too,
As glorying in his conquest.

Donusa. Are you Marble?

Kneeles.
If Christians haue mothers, sure they share in
The tigresse fiercenesse, for if you were owner
Of humane pitty, you could not indure
A Princes to kneele to you, or looke on
These falling teares which hardest rocks would soften,
And yet remaine vnmoud. Did you but giue me
A tast of happinesse in your embraces
That the remembrance of the sweetenesse of it
Might leaue perpetuall bitternes behind it?
Or shewd me what it was to be a wife,
To liue a widow euer?

Asambeg. She has confest it;
Ceise on him villaines. O the furies.
Enter CAPIAGA, AGA, with others. ASAMBEG and MUSTAPHA descend.

Donusa. How!
Are we betrayd?

Vitelli. The better, I expected
A Turkish Faith.

Donusa. Who am I that you dare this?
Tis I that doe command you to forbeare
A touch of violence.

Aga. We already Madam
Haue satisfied your pleasure further then
Wee know to answere it.

Capiaga. Would we were well off,
We stand too far ingagd I feare.

Donusa. For vs?
Well bring you safe off; who dares contradict
What is our pleasure?
Enter ASAMBEG, MUSTAPHA.

Asambeg. Spurne the dog to prison,
Ill answere you anon.

Vitelli. What punishment
So ere I vndergoe, I am still a Christian.
Exit [Gard] with VITELLI.

Donusa. What bold presumptions this? vnder what law
Am I to fall that set my foote vpon
Your Statutes and decrees?

Mustapha. The crime committed
Our Alcoran calls death.

Donusa. Tush, who is heere
That is not Amurahs slaue, and so vnfit
To sit a iudge vpon his blood?

Asambeg. You haue lost
And shamd the priueledge of it, robd me to
Of my soule, my vnderstanding to behold
Your base vnworthy fall, from your high vertue.

Donusa. I doe appeale to Amurah.

Asambeg. We will offer
No violence to your person, till we know
His sacred pleasure, till when vnder gard
You shall continue heere.

Donusa. Shall?

Asambeg. I haue said it.

Donusa. We shall remember this.
The Gard leades off DONUSA.

Asambeg. It ill becomes
Such as are guilty to deliuer threats

Against the innocent. I could teare this flesh now,
But tis in vaine, nor must I talke but do:
Prouide a well mand galley for Constantinople,
Such sad newes neuer came to our great Master;
As hee directs, we must proceed, and know
No will but his, to whom whats ours we owe.

Exeunt. The end of the third Act.


ACTUS QUARTUS, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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ENTER MASTER, BOTESWAINE.

Master. HE does begin to eate?

Boteswaine. A little, Master,
But our best hope for his recouery, is that
His rauing leaues him, and those dreadfull words,
Damnation, and despayre, with which he euer
Ended all his discourses are forgotten.

Master. This stranger is a most religious man sure,
And I am doubtfull whether his charity,
In the relieuing of our wants, or care
To cure the wounded conscience of Grimaldi,
Deserues more admiration.

Boteswaine. Can you guesse
What the reason should be that we neuer mention
The Church, or the high Altar, but his melancholie
Growes, and increases on him?

Master. I haue heard him
(When he gloried to professe himselfe an Atheist,)
Talke often and with much delight and boasting,
Of a rude prancke he did ere he turnd Pirat,
The memory of which, as it appeares,
Lies heauy on him.

Boteswaine. Pray you let me vnderstand it.

Master. Vpon a solemne day when the whole City
Ioynd in deuotion, and with barefoote steps
Passd to S. Markes, the Duke and the whole Signiory,
Helping to perfit the Religious pompe,

With which they were receaued; when all men else
Were full of teares, and grond beneath the waight
Of past offences (of whose heauy burden
They came to be absolud and freed,) our Captaine,
Whether in scorne of those so pious rites
He had no feeling of, or else drawne to it
Out of a wanton irreligious madnesse,
(I know not which) ranne to the holy man,
As he was doing of the worke of grace,
And snatching from his hands the sanctifide meanes
Dashd it vpon the pauement.

Boteswaine. How escaped he?
It being a deede deseruing death with torture.

Master. The generall amazement of the people
Gaue him leaue to quit the Temple, and a Gundelo,
(Prepard it seemes before) brought him aboard,
Since which he nere saw Venice. The remembrance
Of this, it seemes, torments him; aggrauated
With a strong beleefe he cannot receaue pardon
For this fowle fact, but from his hands against whom
It was committed.

Boteswaine. And what course intendes
His heauenly Physitian, reuerend Francisco,
To beate downe this opinion?

Master. He promisd
To vse some holy and religious finenesse,
To this good end, and in the meane time chargd me
To keepe him darke, and to admit no visitants
But on no termes to crosse him. Heere he comes.
Enter GRIMALDI, with a Booke.

Grimaldi. For theft! he that restores trebble the value,
Makes satisfaction, and for want of meanes
To doe so, as a slaue must serue it out
Till he hath made full payment. Thers hope left heere.
O with what willingnesse would I giue vp
My liberty to those that I haue pillagd,
And wish the numbers of my yeeres though wasted
In the most sordid slauery might equall

The rapines I haue made, till with one voyce
My patient sufferings, might exact from my
Most cruell creditors, a full remission,
An eies losse with an eie, limbs with a limb,
A sad accompt! yet to finde peace within heere,
Though all such as I haue maimd, and dismembred
In drunken quarrells, or orecome with rage
When they were giun vp to my power, stood heere now
And cride for restitution; to appease em,
I would doe a bloody iustice on my selfe;
Pull out these eies that guided me to rauish
Their sight from others; lop these legs that bore me
To barbarous violence; with this hand cut off
This instrument of wrong, till nought were left me
But this poore bleeding limblesse truncke, which gladly
I would diuide among them.
Enter FRANCISCO in a Cope like a Bishop.
Ha! what thinke I
Of petty forfeitures, in this reuerend habit,
(All that I am turnd into eies) I looke on
A deede of mine so fiendlike, that repentance,
Though with my teares I taught the sea new tides,
Can neuer wash off; all my thefts, my rapes
Are veniall trespasses compard to what
I offerd to that shape, and in a place too
Where I stood bound to kneele tot.

Kneeles.

Francisco. Tis forgiuen,
I with his tongue (whom in these sacred vestments
With impure hands thou didst offend) pronounce it,
I bring peace to thee, see that thou deserue it
In thy fayre life heereafter.

Grimaldi. Can it bee!
Dare I beleeue this vision, or hope
A pardon ere may finde me?

Francisco. Purchase it
By zealous vndertakings, and no more
Twill be remembred.

Grimaldi. What celestiall balme
I feele now pourd into my wounded conscience!
What penance is there Ile not vndergoe
Though nere so sharpe and rugged, with more pleasure
Then flesh and blood ere tasted; shew me true sorrow,
Armd with an iron whip, and I will meete
The stripes she brings along with her, as if
They were the gentle touches of a hand,
That comes to cure me. Can good deeds redeeme me?
I will rise vp a wonder to the world,
When I haue giuen strong proofes how I am altred,
I that haue sold such as profest the Faith,
That I was borne in, to captiuity,
Will make their number equall, that I shall
Deliuer from the oare; and winne as many
By the cleerenesse of my actions, to looke on
Their misbeleefe, and loth it. I will be
A conuoy for all Marchants: and thought worthy
To be reported to the world heereafter,
The child of your deuotion, nursd vp
And made strong by your charity, to breake through
All dangers Hell can bring foorth to oppose me;
Nor am I though my fortunes were thought desperate,
Now you haue reconcild me to my selfe,
So voyd of worldly meanes, but in despight
Of the proud Viceroyes wrongs I can doe something
To witnesse my good change; when you please trye me,
And I will perfit what you shall inioyne me,
Or fall a ioyfull Martyr.

Francisco. You will reape
The comfort of it. Liue yet vndiscouerd,
And with your holy meditations strengthen
Your Christian resolution; ere long
You shall heare further from me.

Grimaldi. Ill attend

Exit FRANCISCO.
All your commands with patience; come my Mates,
I hitherto haue liud an ill example,
And as your Captaine lead you on to mischiefe,

But now will truely labour, that good men
May say hereafter of me to my glory,
Let but my power and meanes, hande with my will,
His good endeuours, did waigh downe his ill.
Exeunt GRIMALDI, MASTER, BOTESWAINE. Enter FRANCISCO.

Francisco. This penitence is not counterfeit, howsoeuer
Good actions are in themselues rewarded.
My trauailes to meete with a double crowne,
If that Vitelli come off safe, and prooue
Himselfe the Master of his wilde affections.

Enter GAZET.
O I shall haue intelligence, how now Gazet,
Why these sad lookes and teares?

Gazet. Teares sir? I haue lost
My worthy Master! Your rich heyre seemes to mourne for
A miserable father, your young widow
Following a bedrid husband to his graue,
Would haue her neighbours thinke she cries, and rores,
That she must part with such a goodman doe nothing,
When tis because he stayes so long aboue ground,
And hinders a rich suitor: all is come out sir,
We are smokd for being cunnicatchers, my master
Is put in prison, his she customer
Is vnder garde to, these are things to weepe for;
But mine owne losse considerd, and what a fortune
I haue, as they say, had snatchd out of my chops,
Would make a man runne mad.

Francisco. I scarce haue leasure,
I am so wholy taken vp with sorrow,
For my loude pupill, to enquire thy fate,
Yet I will heare it.

Gazet. Why sir, I had bought a place,
A place of credit to, and had gone through with it;
I should haue beene made an Eunuch (there was honour,

For a late poore prentice) when vpon the suddaine
There was such a hurleburley in the Court,
That I was glad to runne away and carry
The price of my office with me.

Francisco. Is that all?
You haue made a sauing voyage; we must thinke now,
Though not to free, to comfort sad Vitelli,
My greeud soule suffers for him.

Gazet. I am sad too;
But had I beene an Eunuch — 

Francisco. Thinke not on it.

Exeunt.


ACTUS QUARTUS, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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ENTER ASAMBEG. VNLOCKS the doore, leades forth PAULINA.

Asambeg. Be your owne gard; obsequiousnesse, and seruice
Shall winne you to be mine. Of all restraint
For euer take your leaue, no threats shall awe you,
No iealous doubts of mine disturbe your freedome,
No feed spies, wayte vpon your steps; your vertue
And due consideration in your selfe,
Of what is Noble, are the faithfull helps
I leaue you as supporters to defend you,
From falling basely.

Paulina. This is wondrous strange.
Whence flowes this alteration?

Asambeg. From true iudgement,
And strong assurance, neither grates of iron,
Hemde in with walls of brasse, stricte gards, high birth,
The forfeiture of Honour, nor the feare
Of infamie, or punishment, can stay
A woman slaude to appetite from being
False, and vnworthy.

Paulina. You are growne Satyricall
Against our sex, why sir I durst produce
My selfe in our defence, and from you challenge
A testimony not to be denid,
All fall not vnder this vnequall censure.
I that haue stood your flatteries, your threats,

Bore vp against your fierce temptations; scornd
The cruell meanes you practisd to supplant me,
Hauing no armes to helpe me, to hold out,
But loue of piety, and constant goodnesse.
If you are vnconfirmd, dare againe bouldly
Ir Enter into the lists and combat with
All opposites mans malice can bring forth
To shake me in my chastetie built vpon
The rocke of my religion.

Asambeg. I doe wish
I could beleeue you, but when I shall shew you
A most incredible example of
Your frayletie in a Princesse, sude and sought to
By men of worth, of ranck, of eminence; courted
By happinesse it selfe, and her cold temper
Approoud by many yeeres; yet she to fall,
Fall from her selfe, her glories, nay her safetie
Into a gulfe of shame, and blacke despayre,
I thinke youll doubt your selfe, or in beholding
Her punishment for euer be deterde
From yeelding basely.

Paulina. I would see this wonder;
Tis sir my first petition.

Asambeg. And thus granted;
Aboue you shall obserue all.
PAULINA steps aside. Enter MUSTAPHA.

Mustapha. Sir I sought you
And must relate a wonder: since I studied
And knew what man was, I was neuer witnesse
Of such inuincible fortitude as this Christian
Showes in his sufferings; all the torments that
We could present him with to fright his constancy
Confirmd, not shooke it; and those heauy chaines
That eate into his flesh, appeard to him
Like bracelets made of some loud mistrisse hayres
We kisse in the remembrance of her fauours.
I am strangely taken with it, and haue lost
Much of my furie.

Asambeg. Had he sufferd poorely
It had calld on my contempt, but manly patience
And all commanding vertue, wins vpon

An enemy. I shall thinke vpon him, ha!
Enter AGA with a black box.
So soone returnd? this speede pleads in excuse
Of your late fault, which I no more remember.
Whats the grand Signiors pleasure?

Aga. Tis inclosd heere.
The box to, that contaynes it, may informe you
How he stands affected: I am trusted with
Nothing but this, on forfeit of your head
She must haue a speedy triall.

Asambeg. Bring her in
In blacke as to her funerall, tis the colour
Her fault wils her to weare, and which, in iustice
I dare not pitty. Sit and take your place.
Howeuer in her life she has degenerated
May she die nobly, and in that confirme
Her greatnesse, and high blood.
A solemne musicque. A garde. The AGA, and CAPIAGA, leading in DONUSA in blacke, her trayne borne vp by CARAZIE, and MANTO.

Mustapha. I now could melt;
But soft compassion leaue me.

Manto. I am affrighted
With this dismall preparation. Should the enioying
Of loose desires finde euer such conclusions,
All Women would be Vestalls.

Donusa. That you cloth me
In this sad liuery of death, assures me
Your sentence is gone out before, and I
To late am cald for, in my guilty cause
To vse qualification, or excuse — 
Yet must I not part so with mine owne strengths,
But borrow from my modesty boldnesse, to
Enquire by whose authority you sit
My iudges, and whose warrant digs my graue

In the frownes you dart against my life?

Asambeg. See heere
This fatall signe, and warrant: this brought to
A Generall fighting in the head of his
Victorious troopes, rauishes from his hand
His eun then conquering sword; this showne vnto
The Sultans brothers, or his sonnes, deliuers
His deadly anger, and all hopes layd by
Commands them to prepare themselues for heauen.
Which would stand with the quiet of your soule
To thinke vpon, and imitate.

Donusa. Giue me leaue
A little to complayne, first of the hard
Condition of my Fortune, which may moue you
Though not to rise vp intercessors for me,
Yet in remembrance of my former life,
(This being the first spot, tainting mine honor)
To be the meanes to bring me to his presence;
And then I doubt not, but I could alleage
Such reasons in mine owne defence, or pleade
So humbly (my teares helpinge) that it should
Awake his sleeping pitty.

Asambeg. Tis in vayne.
If you haue ought to say you shall haue hearing,
And in me thinke him present.

Donusa. I would thus then
First kneele, and kisse his feete, and after tell him
How long I had beene his darling, what delight
My infant yeeres afforded him; how deere
Hee prizde his sister, in both bloods, my mother;
That she like him had frailety, that to me
Descends as an inheritance; then coniure him
By her blest ashes, and his fathers soule,
The sword that rides vpon his thigh, his right hand
Holding the Scepter and the Ottoman fortune,
To haue compassion on me.

Asambeg. But suppose
(As I am sure) he would be deafe, what then
Could you inferre?

Donusa. I then would thus rise vp,

And to his teeth tell him he was a tyrant,
A most voluptuous, and insatiable Epicure
In his owne pleasures: which he hugs so deerely,
As proper, and peculiar to himselfe,
That he denies a moderate lawfull vse
Of all delight to others. And to thee
Vnequall iudge I speake as much, and charge thee
But with impartiall eies to looke into
Thy selfe, and then consider with what iustice
Thou canst pronounce my sentence. Vnkind nature,
To make weake women seruants, proud men Masters!
Indulgent Mahomet, doe thy bloudy lawes
Call my embraces with a Christian, death?
Hauing my heate and May of youth to pleade
In my excuse? and yet want power to punish
These that with scorne breake throgh thy Cobweb edicts
And laugh at thy decrees? to tame their lusts
Theres no religious bit; let her be fayre
And pleasing to the eye, though Persian, Moore,
Idolatresse, Turke, or Christian, you are priueledgd
And freely may enioy her. At this instant
I know, vniust man, thou hast in thy power
A louely Christian Virgin; thy offence
Equall, if not transcending mine, why then
We being both guilty doest thou not descend
From that vsurpd Tribunall and with me
Walke hand in hand to death?

Asambeg. She raues, and we
Loose time to heare her: reade the Law.

Donusa. Doe, doe,
I stand resolud to suffer.

Aga. If any Virgin of what degree or quality soeuer, borne a naturall Turke, shall bee conuicted of corporall loosenesse, and incontinence, with any Christian, she is by the decree of our great Prophet Mahomet to loose her head.

Asambeg. Marke that, then taxe our iustice.

Aga. Euer prouided that if shee, the sayd offender, by any reasons, arguments or perswasion, can win and preuaile with the sayd Christian offending with her, to alter his religion, and marry her, that then the winning of a soule to the Mahometan sect, shall
acquit her from all shame, disgrace and punishment whatsoeuer.

Donusa. I lay hold on that clause and challenge from you
The priueledge of the Law.

Mustapha. What will you doe?

Donusa. Grant me accesse and meanes, Ill vndertake
To turne this Christian Turke, and marry him:
This triall you cannot denie.

Mustapha. O base!
Can feare to die make you descend so low
From your high birth, and brand the Ottoman line
With such a marke of infamy?

Asambeg. This is worse
Then the parting with your honour! better suffer
Ten thousand deaths, and without hope to haue
A place in our great Prophets Paradice,
Then haue an acte to after times remembred
So foule as this is.

Mustapha. Cheere your spirits Madam,
To die is nothing, tis but parting with
A mountaine of vexations.

Asambeg. Thinke of your honour;
In dying nobly you make satisfaction
For your offence, and you shall liue a story
Of bould Heroicke courage.

Donusa. You shall not foole me
Out of my life, I claime the Law and sue for
A speedy triall; if I fayle, you may
Determine of me as you please.

Asambeg. Base woman!
But vse thy wayes, and see thou prosper in em
For if thou fall againe into my power
Thou shalt in vaine after a thousand tortures
Cry out for death, that death which now thou fliest from.
Vnloose the prisoners chaynes, goe leade her on
To try the Magique of her tongue; I follow:
I am on the racke, descend my best Paulina.
[Exeunt.]


ACTUS QUARTUS. SCÆNA TERTIA.
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Enter FRANCISCO, IAYLOR.

Francisco. I come not empty handed, I will purchase
Your fauour at what rate you please. Theres gold.

Iaylor. Tis the best oratory. I will hazard
A checke for your content. Below there?

Vitelli. Welcome.
VITELLI vnder the Stage.
Art thou the happy messenger that brings me
Newes of my death?

Iaylor. Your hand.
VITELLI pluckd vp.

Francisco. Now if you please,
A little priuacie.

Iaylor. You haue bought it sir,
Enioy it freely.

Exit IAYLOR.

Francisco. O my deerest pupill,
Witnesse these teares of ioy, I neuer saw you
Till now looke louely; nor durst I ere glory
In the mind of any man I had built vp
With the hands of vertuous, and religious precepts,
Till this glad minute. Now you haue made good
My expectation of you. By my order,
All Roman Cæsars, that ledde kings in chaines
Fast bound to their triumphant chariots, if
Compard with that true glory, and full luster
You now appeare in, all their boasted honors
Purchasd with blood, and wrong, would loose their names
And be no more remembred.

Vitelli. This applause
Confirmd in your allowance ioyes me more,
Then if a thousand full cramd Theaters
Should clap their eager hands to witnesse that
The Scene I act did please, and they admire it.
But these are (father) but beginnings, not
The ends of my high aimes. I grant to haue masterd
The rebell appetite of flesh and blood
Was far aboue my strength; and still owe for it

To that great power that lent it. But when I
Shall maket apparant, the grimme lookes of death
Affright me not, and that I can put off
The fonde desire of life (that like a garment
Couers, and clothes our frailty) hastening to
My Martirdome, as to a heauenly banquet,
To which I was a choyce inuited guest;
Then you may boldly say, you did not plough
Or trust the barren, and vngratefull sands
With the fruitfull graine of your religious counsels.

Francisco. You doe instruct your teacher. Let the Sun
Of your cleere life (that lends to good men light)
But set as gloriously, as it did rise,
(Though sometimes clouded) you may write nil vltra
To humane wishes.

Vitelli. I haue almost gaind
The end of the race, and will not faynt, or tire now.
Enter AGA and IAYLOR.

Aga. Sir by your leaue (nay stay not)
[Exit IAYLOR.]
I bring comfort;
The Viceroy taken with the constant bearing
Of your afflictions, and presuming to
You will not change your temper, does command
Your irons should be tane off. Now arme your selfe
With your olde resolution, suddenly
The chayne taken off.
You shall be visited. You must leaue the roome to
And doe it without reply.

Francisco. Theres no contending,
Bee still thy selfe my sonne.

Exit FRANCISCO.

Vitelli. Tis not in man
Enter DONUSA, ASAMBEG, MUSTAPHA, PAULINA.
To change or alter me.

Paulina. Whom doe I looke on?
[Aside.]
My brother? tis he! but no more my tongue,
Thou wilt betray all.

Asambeg. Let vs heare this temptresse,
The fellow lookes as he would stop his eares
Against her powerfull spels.

Paulina. He is vndone else.

Vitelli. Ill stand th incounter, charge me home.

Donusa. I come sir,
Bowes her selfe.
A begger to you, and doubt not to finde
A good mans charity, which if you denie,
You are cruell to your selfe, a crime, a wiseman
(And such I hold you) would not willingly
Be guilty of; nor let it find lesse welcome
Though I (a creature you contemne) now shew you
The way to certaine happinesse, nor thinke it
Imaginarie, or phantasticall,
And so not worth th acquiring, in respect
The passage to it is nor rough nor thornie;
No steepe hills in the way which you must climbe vp;
No monsters to be conquerd; no inchantments
To be dissolud by counter charmes, before
You take possession of it.

Vitelli. What strong poyson
Is wrapd vp in these sugred pills?

Donusa. My suite is
That you would quit your shoulders of a burthen
Vnder whose ponderous waight you wilfully
Haue too long groand, to cast those fetters off,
With which with your own hands you chaine your freedome.
Forsake a seuere, nay imperious mistresse,
Whose seruice does exact perpetuall cares,
Watchings, and troubles, and giue entertainement
To one that courts you, whose least fauours are
Variety, and choyce of all delights
Mankind is capable of.

Vitelli. You speake in riddles.
What burthen, or what mistrisse? or what fetters?
Are those you poynt at?

Donusa. Those which your religion,
The mistresse you too long haue serud, compells you
To beare with slaue-like patience.

Vitelli. Ha!

Paulina. How brauely
[Aside.]
That vertuous anger showes!

Donusa. Be wise, and waigh
The prosperous successe of things: if blessings
Are donatiues from Heauen (which you must grant
Were blasphemy to question) and that
They are calld downe, and powrd on such as are
Most gracious with the great disposer of em,
Looke on our flourishing Empire; if the splendor,
The Maiestie, and glory of it dimme not
Your feeble sight; and then turne backe, and see
The narrow bounds of yours, yet that poore remnant
Rent in as many factions, and opinions,
As you haue petty kingdomes, and then if
You are not obstinate against truth and reason,
You must confesse the Deity you worship
Wants care, or power to helpe you.

Paulina. Hold out now
[Aside.]
And then thou art victorious.

Asambeg. How he eies her!

Mustapha. As if he would looke through her.

Asambeg. His eyes flame too,
As threatning violence.

Vitelli. But that I know
The Diuell thy Tutor fills each part about thee,
And that I cannot play the exorcist
To dispossesse thee, vnlesse I should teare
Thy body limbe by limbe, and throw it to
The furies that expect it, I would now
Plucke out that wicked tongue, that hath blasphemd
Kv That great omnipotency at whose nod
The fabricke of the World shakes. Dare you bring
Your iugling Prophet in comparison with
That most inscrutable, and infinite essence
That made this all, and comprehends his worke?
The place is too prophane to mention him
Whose onely name is sacred. O Donusa!
How much in my compassion I suffer,
That thou, on whom this most excelling forme
And faculties of discourse, beyond a woman,
Were by his liberall guift conferd, shouldst still
Remaine in ignorance of him that gaue it!
I will not foule my mouth to speake the Sorceries
Of your seducer, his base birth, his whoredomes,
His strange impostures ; nor deliuer how
He taught a Pigeon to feede in his eare,
Then made his credulous followers beleeue
It was an Angell that instructed him
In the framing of his Alcoran. Pray you marke me.

Asambeg. These words are death, were he in nought else guilty.

Vitelli. Your intent to winne me
To be of your beleefe proceeded from
Your feare to die. Can there be strength in that
Religion, that suffers vs to tremble
At that which euery day, nay hower wee hast to?

Donusa. This is vnanswerable and theres something tells mee
I erre in my opinion.

Vitelli. Cherish it,
It is a Heauenly prompter, entertaine
This holy motion, and weare on your forehead
The Sacred badge he armes His seruants with,
You shall, like mee, with scorne looke downe vpon
All engines tyranny can aduance to batter
Your constant resolution. Then you shall
Looke truely fayre, when your minds purenesse answers
Your outward beauties.

Donusa. I came heere to take you,
But I perceiue a yeelding in my selfe
To be your prisoner.

Vitelli. Tis an ouerthrow
That will outshine all victories. O Donusa,
Dye in my faith like me, and tis a marriage
At which celestiall Angels shall be waiters,
And such as haue beene Sainted welcome vs.
Are you confirmd?

Donusa. I would bee; but the meanes
That may assure mee?

Vitelli. Heauen is mercifull,
And will not suffer you to want a man,
To doe that sacred office, build vpon it.

Donusa. Then thus I spit at Mahomet.

Asambeg. Stoppe her mouth :
In death to turne Apostata! Ill not heare
One sillable from any; wretched creature!
With the next rising Sunne prepare to die.
Yet Christian, in reward of thy braue courage,
Bee thy faith right, or wrong, receiue this fauour.
In person Ile attend thee to thy death,
And bouldly challenge all that I can giue
But whats not in my grant, which is to liue. Exeunt.
The end of the fourth Act.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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ENTER VITELLI, FRANCISCO.

Francisco. You are wondrous braue, and iocound.

Vitelli. Welcome Father.
Should I spare cost, or not weare cheerefull lookes
Vpon my wedding day, it were omenous
And shewd I did repent it, which I dare not,
It being a marriage, howsoeuer sad
In the first ceremonies that confirme it,
That will for euer arme me against feares,
Repentance, doubts, or iealousies, and bring
Perpetuall comforts, peace of minde, and quiet
To the glad couple.

Francisco. I well vnderstand you ;
And my full ioy to see you so resolud
Weake words cannot expresse. What is the howre
Designd for this solemnity?

Vitelli. The sixth,
Something before the setting of the Sun
We take our last leaue of his fading light,
And with our soules eies seeke for beames eternall,
Yet theres one scruple with which I am much
Perplexd, and troubld, which I know you can
Resolue me of.

Francisco. What ist?

Vitelli. This sir, my Bride
Whom I first courted, and then wonne (not with
Loose layes, poore flatteries, apish complements,
But Sacred, and Religious zeale) yet wants
The holy badge that should proclaime her fit
For these Celestiall Nuptialls; willing she is,
I know, to weare it, as the choicest iewell
On her fayre forehead ; but to you, that well
Could doe that worke of Grace, I know the Viceroy
Will neuer grant accesse. Now in a case
Of this necessity, I would gladly learne,
Whether in me a layman, without orders,
It may not be religious, and lawfull
As we goe to our deaths to doe that office?

Francisco. A question in it selfe, with much ease answerd ;
Midwiues vpon necessity performe it,
And Knights that in the Holy-Land fought for
The freedome of Hierusalem, when full
Of sweat, and enemies blood, haue made their Helmets
The fount, out of which with their holy hands
They drew that heauenly liquor : t was approud then
By the Holy Church, nor must I thinke it now
In you a worke lesse pious.

Vitelli. You confirme me,
I will find a way to doe it. In the meane time
Your holy vowes assist me.

Francisco. They shall euer
Be present with you.

Vitelli. You shall see me act
This last Scæne to the life.

Francisco. And though now fall,
Rise a blesd Martyr.

Vitelli. Thats my end, my all. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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ENTER GRIMALDI, MASTER, BOTESWAINE, Saylors.

Boteswaine. Sir, if you slip this opportunity,
Neuer expect the like.

Master. With as much ease now
We may steal the ship out of the harbor, Captaine,
As euer Gallants in a wanton brauery
Haue set vpon a drunken Constable,
And bore him from a sleepy ruggownd watch :
Be therefore wise.

Grimaldi. I must be honest too
And you shall weare that shape, you shall obserue me,
If that you purpose to continue mine.
Thinke you ingratitude can be the parent
To our vnfaynd repentance? doe I owe
A peace within heere, Kingdoms could not purchase,
To my religious creditor, to leaue him
Open to danger, the great benefit
Neuer remembred? no, though in her bottome
We could stow vp the tribute of the Turke,
Nay, grant the passage safe too : I will neuer
Consent to waigh an Anchor vp, till hee,
That onely must, commands it.

Boteswaine. This Religion
Will keepe vs slaues and Beggars.

Master. The Fiend prompts me
To change my coppy : Plague vpont, we are Seamen,
What haue we to doe witht, but for a snatch, or so,
At the end of a long Lent?

Boteswaine. Mum, see who is here?

Enter FRANCISCO.

Grimaldi. My Father!

Francisco. My good conuert. I am full
Of serious businesse which denies me leaue
To holde long conference with you : Onely thus much
Briefely receiue ; a day, or two, at the most
Shall make me fit to take my leaue of Tunis,
Or giue me lost for euer.

Grimaldi. Dayes, nor yeares,
Prouided that my stay may doe you seruice,
But to me shall be minuits.

Francisco. I much thanke you :
In this small scrole you may in priuate reade
What my intents are, and as they growe ripe
I will instruct you further. In the meane time
Borrow your late distracted lookes, and gesture ;
The more detected you appeare, the lesse
The Viceroy must suspect you.

Grimaldi. I am nothing,
But what you please to haue me be.

Francisco. Farewell sir,
Be cheerefull Master, something we will doe
That shall reward it selfe in the performance,
And thats true prize indeede.

Master. I am obedient.

Boteswaine. And I, theres no contending.

Francisco. Peace to you all.
Exeunt GRIMALDI, MASTER, BOTESWAINE, [Saylors.]
Prosper thou great Existence my endeauours,
As they religiously are vndertaken,
And distant equally from seruile gaine,
Enter PAULINA, CARAZIE, and MANTO.
Or glorious ostentation. I am heard
In this blest opportunity, which in vaine
I long haue waited for. I must show my selfe.
O she has found me. Now if she prooue right
All hope will not forsake vs.

Paulina. Farther off,
And in that distance know your duties too.
You were bestowed on me as slaues to serue me
And not as spies to prie into my actions,
And after to betray me. You shall finde
If any looke of mine be vnobserud,
I am not ignorant of a mistresse power,
And from whom I receiue it.

Carazie. Note this, Manto.
The pride, and scorne, with which she entertaynes vs
Now we are made hers by the Viceroyes guift.
Our sweete conditiond princesse, fayre Donusa,
Rest in her death waite on her, neuer vsd vs
With such contempt. I would he had sent me
To the Gallies, or the Gallows, when he gaue me
To this proude little diuell.

Manto. I expect
All tyrannous vsage, but I must be patient;
And though ten times a day, she teares these locks,
Or makes this face her footstoole, tis but iustice.

Paulina. Tis a true story of my fortunes, father,
My chastity preserud by miracle,
Or your deuotions for me ; and beleeue it,
What outward pride so ere I counterfeite,
Or state to these appoynted to attend me,
I am not in my disposition alterd,
But still your humble daughter, and share with you
In my poore brothers sufferings, all hels torments.
Reuenge it on accursd Grimaldies soule
That in his rape of me gaue a beginning
To all the miseries that since haue followd.

Francisco. Be charitable, and forgiue him gentle daughter;
Hees a changd man, and may redeeme his fault
In his faire life heereafter. You must beare too
Your forcd captiuity (for tis no better,
Though you weare golden fetters) and of him,
Whom death affrights not, learne to hold out nobly.

Paulina. You are still the same good counsellor.

Francisco. And who knowes
(Since what aboue is purposd, is inscrutable)
But that the Viceroyes extreme dotage on you
May be the parent of a happier birth
Then yet our hopes dare fashion. Longer conference
May prooue vnsafe for you, and me, howeuer
Perhaps for triall he allowes you freedome.
From this learne therefore what you must attempt,
Deliuers a paper.
Though with the hazarde of your selfe. Heauen gard you,
And giue Vitelli patience, then I doubt not
But he will haue a glorious day since some
Hold truely, such as suffer, ouercome. Exeunt. 


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA TERTIA.
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ENTER ASAMBEG, MUSTAPHA, AGA, CAPIAGA.

Asambeg. What we commanded, see performd, and fayle not
In all things to be punctuall.

Aga. We shall sir. Exeunt AGA, CAPIAGA.

Mustapha. Tis strange that you should vse such circumstance
To a delinquent of so meane condition.

Asambeg. Had he appeard in a more sordid shape
Then disguisd greatenes euer daind to maske in,
The gallant bearing of his present fortune
Aloud proclaimes him noble.

Mustapha. If you doubt him
To be a man built vp for great imployments,
And as a cunning spie sent to explore
The Cities strength, or weakenesse, you by torture
May force him to discouer it.

Asambeg. That were base ;
Nor dare I doe such iniury to Vertue
And bold assured courage, neither can I
Be wonne to thinke, but if I should attempt it,
I shoote against the Moone. He that hath stood
The roughest battery, that captiuity
Could euer bring to shake a constant temper;
Despisd the fawnings of a future greatnesse,
By beauty in her full perfection tenderd ;
That heares of death as of a quiet slumber,
And from the surplusage of his owne firmenesse
Can spare enough of fortitude, to assure
A feeble woman ; will not, Mustapha,
Be alterd in his soule for any torments
We can afflict his body with!

Mustapha. Doe your pleasure,
I only offerd you a friends aduice,
But without gall, or enuy to the man
That is to suffer. But what doe you determine
Of poore Grimaldi? the disgrace cald on him
I heare has ran him madde.

Asambeg. There waigh the difference
In the true temper of their minds. The one,
A Pirat sould to mischiefes, rapes, and all
That make a slaue relentlesse, and obdurate ;
Yet of himselfe wanting the inward strengths
That should defend him, sinckes beneath compassion
Or pitty of a man ; where as this marchant,
Acquainted only with a ciuill life,
Armd in himselfe ; intrenchd, and fortifide
With his owne vertue, valewing life and death,
At the same price, poorely does not inuite
A fauour, but commands vs doe him right,
Which vnto him, and her (we both once honourd)
As a iust debt I gladly pay. They enter,
Now sit wee equall hearers.
A dreadfull musicke; at one doore, the AGA, Ianizaries, VITELLI, FRANCISCO, GAZET: at the other, DONUSA, PAULINA, CARAZIE, MANTO.

Mustapha. I shall heare
And see, sir, without passion, my wrongs arme me.

Vitelli. A ioyfull preparation! To whose bountie
Owe wee our thankes for gracing thus our Himen?
The notes though dreadfull to the eare, sound heere As our Epithalamium were sung
By a Cælestiall quire, and a full Chorus
Assurde vs future happinesse. These that leade me
Gaze not with wanton eyes vpon my bride,
Nor for their seruice are repayde by me
With iealousies, or feares ; nor doe they enuy
My passage to those pleasures from which death
Cannot deterre me. Great sir pardon me ;
Imagination of the ioyes I haste to,
Made me forget my duty, but the forme
And ceremony past, I will attend you,
And with our constant resolution feast you,
Not with course cates, forgot as soone as tasted,
But such as shall, while you haue memory,
Be pleasing to the palate.

Francisco. Bee not lost
In what you purpose. Exit FRANCISCO.

Gazet. Call you this a marriage?
It differs little from hanging, I cry at it.

Vitelli. See where my bride appeares! in what full luster!
As if the Virgins that beare vp her trayne,
Had long contended to receiue an honor
Aboue their births, in doing her this seruice.
Nor comes she fearefull to meete those delights,
Which once past ore, immortall pleasures follow.
I need not therefore comfort, or encourage
Her forwarde steps, and I should offer wrong
To her minds fortitude, should I but aske
How she can brooke the rough high going Sea,
Ouer whose foamie backe our shippe well rigd
With hope and strong assurance must transport vs.
Nor will I tell her when we reach the Hauen
(Which tempests shall not hinder) what loud welcoms
Shall entertaine vs ; nor commend the place,
To tell whose least perfection would strike dumbe
The eloquence of all boasted in story,
Though ioynd together.

Donusa. Tis enough my deerest;
I dare not doubt you, as your humble shadow,
Leade where you please, I follow.

Vitelli. One suite sir,
And willingly I cease to be a begger,
And that you may with more security heare it,
Know tis not life Ile aske, nor to deferre
Our deaths, but a few minutes.

Asambeg. Speake, tis granted.

Vitelli. We being now to take our latest leaue
And growne of one beleefe, I doe desire
I may haue your allowance to performe it
But in the fashion which we Christians vse
Vpon the like occasions.

Asambeg. Tis allowd of.

Vitelli. My seruice; haste Gazet to the next spring,
And bring me of it.

Gazet. Would I could as well
Fetch you a pardon, I would not run but flie,
And be heere in a moment.

Mustapha. Whats the mystery
Of this? discouer it.

Vitelli. Great sir, Ill tell you.
Each countrey hath its owne peculiar rites :
Some when they are to die drinke store of wine,
Which powrd in liberally does oft beget
A bastarde valour, with which armde, they beare
The not to bee declined charge of death
With lesse feare, and astonishment; Others take
Drugs to procure a heauie sleepe, that so
They may insensibly receiue the meanes
That casts them in an euerlasting slumber;
Others — 
Enter GAZET with water.
O welcome.

Asambeg. Now the vse of yours?

Vitelli. The cleerenesse of this is a perfit signe
Of innocence, and as this washes off
Staines, and pollutions from the things we weare,
Throwne thus vpon the forehead, it hath power
To purge those spots that cleaue vpon the mind,Throwes it on her face
If thankfully receiud.

Asambeg. Tis a strange custome!

Vitelli. How doe you entertaine it my Donusa?
Feele you no alteration? No new motiues?
No vnexpected ayds that may confirme you
In that to which you were inclinde before?

Donusa. I am an other woman; till this minute
I neuer liude, nor durst thinke how to dye.
How long haue I beene blinde? Yet on the suddaine,
By this blest meanes I feele the filmes of error
Tane from my soules eyes. O diuine Physitian,
That hast bestowde a sight on mee, which death,
Though readie to embrace me in his armes,
Cannot take from me. Let me kisse the hand

That did this miracle, and seale my thanks
Vpon those Lips from whence these sweet words vanishde
That freede me from the cruellest of prisons,
Blinde ignorance, and misbeliefe: false Prophet,

Impostor Mahomet.

Asambeg. Ill heare no more;
You doe abuse my fauors, seuer em:
Wretch if thou hadst another life to loose,
This Blasphemie deserude it, instantly
Carry them to their deaths.

Vitelli. Wee part now, blest one,
To meet hereafter in a Kingdome, where
Hells malice shall not reach vs.

Paulina. Ha, ha, ha.

Asambeg. What meanes my Mistres?

Paulina. Who can hold her spleene,
When such ridiculous follies are presented,
The Scene too made religion? O my Lord,
How from one cause two contrary effects
Spring vp vpon the suddaine.

Asambeg. This is strange.

Paulina. That which hath foolde her in her death, winnes me,
That hitherto haue barde my selfe from pleasure,
To liue in all delight.

Asambeg. Theres Musicke in this.

Paulina. I now will runn as fiercely to your armes
As euer longing woman did, borne high
On the swift wings of appetite.

Vitelli. O Diuell!

Paulina. Nay more, for there shall be no ods betwixt vs,
I will turne Turke.

Gazet. Most of your tribe doe so
When they beginne in whore. Aside.

Asambeg. You are serious Ladie?

Paulina. Serious? but satisfie me in a suite
That to the world may witnesse that I haue
Some power vpon you, and to morrow challenge
What euers in my guift, for I will bee

At your dispose.

Gazet. Thats euer the subscription
To a damnd whores false Epistle.

Aside.

Asambeg. Aske this hand,
Or if thou wilt, the heads of these. I am rapt
Beyond my selfe with ioy, speake, speake, what is it?

Paulina. But twelue short houres repriue for this base couple.

Asambeg. The reason, since you hate them?

PAULINA. That I may
Haue time to triumph ore this wretched woman:
Ill be my selfe her guardian. I will feast,
Adorned in her choice and richest Iewells.
Commit him to what gards you please. Grant this,
I am no more mine owne, but yours.

Asambeg. Enioy it;
Repine at it who dares: beare him safe off
To the blacke Tower, but giue him all things vsefull;
The contrary was not in your request.

Paulina. I doe contemne him.

Donusa. Peace in death denyd me?

Paulina. Thou shalt not goe in liberty to thy graue,
For one night a Sultana is my slaue.

Mustapha. A terrible little tyrannesse.

Asambeg. No more;
Her will shall be a law. Till now nere happy. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA QUARTA.
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ENTER FRANCISCO, GRIMALDI, MASTER, BOTESWAINE, and Saylors.

Grimaldi. Sir, all things are in readinesse, the Turkes
That seasd vpon my Ship stowd vnder hatches,
My men resolud, and cheerefull. Vse but meanes
To get out of the Ports, we will be ready
To bring you aboard, and then (heauen be but pleasd)
This for the Viceroyes fleete.

Francisco. Discharge your parts,

In mine Ill not be wanting; feare not Master,
Something will come along to fraught your Barke,
That you will haue iust cause to say you neuer
Made such a Voyage.

MASTER. We will stand the hazard.

Francisco. Whats the best hower?

Boteswaine. After the second watch.

Francisco. Enough; each to his charge.

Grimaldi. We will be carefull. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA QUINTA.
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ENTER PAULINA, DONUSA, CARAZIE, MANTO.

Paulina. Sit Madam, it is fit that I attend you;
And pardon, I beseech you, my rude language,
To which the sooner you will be inuited,
When you shall vnderstand, no way was left me
To free you from a present execution,
But by my personating that, which neuer
My nature was acquainted with.

Donusa. I beleeue you.

Paulina. You will when you shall vnderstand, I may
Receiue the honour to be knowen vnto you
By a neerer name. And not to wracke you further,
The man you please to fauour is my brother,
No Marchant, Madam, but a Gentleman
Of the best ranke in Venice.

Donusa. I reioyce int
But whats this to his freedome? for my selfe,
Were he well off, I were secure.

Paulina. I haue
A present meanes, not plotted by my selfe,
But a religious man, my confessor,
That may preserue all, if we had a seruant
Whose faith we might relie on.

Donusa. She thats now
Your slaue was once mine; had I twenty liues
I durst commit them to her trust.

Manto. O Madam,
I haue beene false, forgiue me. Ill redeeme it
By any thing howeuer desperate
You please to impose vpon me.

Paulina. Troth these teares
I thinke cannot be counterfeit, I beleeue her,
And if you please will try her.

Donusa. At your perill;
There is no further danger can looke towards me.

Paulina. This only then, canst thou vse meanes to carry
This bakemeate to Vitelli?

Manto. With much ease,
I am familiar with the gard; beside,
It being knowne it was I that betrayde him,
My entrance hardly will of them be questiond!

Paulina. About it then, say that it was sent to him
From his Donusa, bid him search the midst oft,
He there shall finde a cordiall.

Manto. What I doe
Shall speake my care and faith. Exit MANTO.

Donusa. Good fortune with thee.

Paulina. You cannot eate.

Donusa. The time we thus abuse
We might imploy much better.

Paulina. I am glad
To heare this from you. As for you Carazie,
If our intents do prosper, make choyce whether
Youl steale away with your two Mistresses
Or take your fortune.

Carazie. Ill be gelded twice first;
Hang him that stayes behind.

Paulina. I waite you Madame.
Were but my brother off, by the command
Of the doting Viceroy theres no garde dare stay me.
And I will safely bring you to the place
Where we must expect him.

Donusa. Heauen be gracious to vs. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA SEXTA.
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ENTER VITELLI, AGA, and a GARDE.

Vitelli. Paulina to fall off thus? tis to mee
More terrible then death, and like an earthquake
Totters this walking building (such I am)
And in my suddaine ruine would preuent,
By choaking vp at once my vitall spirits,
This pompous preparation for my death.
But I am lost; that good man, good Francisco
Deliuered me a paper which till now
I wanted leasure to peruse. Reads the paper.

Aga. This Christian
Feares not, it seemes, the neere approching Sun
Whose second rise he neuer must salute.
Enter MANTO, with the Bakt-meat.
1. Garde. Whos that?
2. Garde. Stand.

Aga. Manto.

Manto. Heeres the Viceroyes ring
Giues warrant to my entrance, yet you may
Partake of any thing I shall deliuer;
Tis but a present to a dying man
Sent from the princesse that must suffer with him.

Aga. Vse your owne freedome.

Manto. I would not disturbe
This his last contemplation.

Vitelli. O tis well!
He has restord all, and I at peace againe
With my Paulina.

Manto. Sir, the sad Donusa
Grieued for your sufferings, more then for her owne,
Knowing the long and tedious pilgrimage
You are to take, presents you with this cordiall,
Which priuately she wishes you should taste of,
And search the middle part, where you shall find
Something that hath the operation, to
Make death looke louely.

Vitelli. I will not dispute
What she commands but serue it. Exit VITELLI.

Aga. Prethee Manto
How hath the vnfortunate Princes spent this night
Vnder her proud new mistresse?

Manto. With such patience
As it orecomes the others insolence,
Nay triumphs ore her pride. My much hast now
Commands me hence, but the sad Tragedy past,
He giue you satisfaction to the full
Of all hath passd, and a true character
Of the proud Christians nature.

Exit MANTO.

Aga. Breake the watch vp,
What should we feare in the midst of our owne strengths?
Tis but the Bashas iealousie. Farewell souldiers. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS. SCÆNA SEPTIMA.
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ENTER VITELLI, WITH the bakt-meates, aboue.

Vitelli. Theres something more in this then meanes to cloy
A hungry appetite, which I must discouer.
Shee willd me search the midst. Thus, thus I pierce it:
Ha! what is this? a scrole bound vp in packthread?
What may the misterie be?

The Scrole.
Sonne, let downe this packethread, at the West window of the Castle. By it you shall draw vp a Ladder of ropes, by which you may
descend. Your deerest Donusa with the rest of your friends, below attend you. Heauen prosper you. Francisco.
O best of men! he that giues vp himselfe
To a true religious friend, leanes not vpon
A false deceiuing reede, but boldly builds
Vpon a rocke, which now with ioy I finde
In reuerend Francisco, whose good vowes,
Labors, and watchings in my hopd-for freedome
Appeare a pious miracle. I come,
I come, good man, with confidence; though the descent
Were steepe as hell, I know I cannot slide,
Beeing cald downe, by such a faithfull guide. Exit VITELLI.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCÆNA VLTIMA.
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ASAMBEG, MUSTAPHA, Ianizaries.

Asambeg. Excuse me Mustapha, though this night to me
Appeare as tedious as that treble one
Was to the world, when Ioue on faire Alcmena

Begot Alcides. Were you to encounter
Those rauishing pleasures, which the slow pacd howres
(To me they are such) bar me from, you would
With your continued wishes striue to impe
New feathers to the broken wings of Time
And chide the amorous Sun, for too long dalliance
In Thetis watry bosome.

Mustapha. You are to violent
In your desires, of which you are yet vncertaine,
Hauing no more assurance to enioy em
Then a weake womans promise, on which wisemen

Faintely relye.

Asambeg. Tush, she is made of truth,
And what she savs she will doe, holds as firme
As laws in brasse that know no change; whats this? The chamber shot off.
Some new prize broght in sure.

Enter AGA.
Why are thy looks
So ghastly? Villaine speake.

Aga. Great sir heare me
Then after kill me: we are all betrayde,
The false Grimaldi suncke in your disgrace,
With his confederates, haue seasd his ship
And those that garded it stowd vnder hatches.
With him the condemnd Princesse, and the Marchant
That with a ladder made of ropes descended
From the blacke Tower in which he was inclosd,
And your fayre mistresse,

Asambeg. Ha!

Aga. With all their trayne
And chovsest iewels are gone safe aboard.

Their sayles spread forth and with a fore-right gale
Leauing our cost. In scorne of all pursuite
As a farewell they shewd a broad side to vs.

Asambeg. No more.

Mustapha. Now note your confidence.

Asambeg. No more.
O my credulity! I am too full
Of griefe, and rage to speake. Dull, heauy foole
Worthy of all the tortures that the frowne
Of thy incensed Master can throw on thee!
Without one mans compassion, I will hide
This head among the desarts, or some caue
Fild with my shame and me, where I alone
May dye without a partner in my mone. Exeunt.

FINIS.
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Novall

Dinant, court-physician.
Bellisant, a rich young noblewoman.

Leonora.
Lamira, wife to Chamont.
Clarinda, wife to Dinant.
Beaupré, wife to Clarindor, disguised as Calista, a Moor.
Officer of the Court.
Servant to Bellisant.
Servant to Leonora.
2 Servants to Chamont.
Priest of Cupid, courtiers, servants.


ACT I. SCENE I.

CHAMONT, BELLISANT.
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Chamont. . . . . . . . . . . I did dischardge the trust imposd vppon mee
Beinge your guardian.

Bellisant. Tis with thancks acknowledgd.

Chamont. The loue I then bore to you, and desire
To doe you all good offices of a freind,
Contynewes with mee, nay increases lady,
And out of this assurance I presume
What from a true hart I shall now deliuer
Will meet a gentle censure.

Bellisant. When you speake
Whatere the subiect bee I gladlie heare.

Chamont. To tell you of the greatnes of your state
And from what noble stock you are derivd
Weare but impertinence and a comon theame,
Since you well know both. What I am to speake of
Touches you neerer; therefore giue mee leaue
To saie that how soeuer your greate bounties,
Continuall feastinge, princelike entertainements,
May gaine you the opinion of some few
Of a braue and generous sperrit (which is the best
Harvest you can hope for such costlie seede)
You cannot yett amonge the multitude
(Since next vnto the princes of the blood
The eyes of all are fixd on you) but giue
Some wound (which will not close without a scarr)
To your faire reputation and good name
In sufferinge such a crew of riotous gallants,
Not of the best repute, to bee so frequent
Both in your howse and presence; this tis rumerd
Little agrees with the curiousnes of honor

Or modesty of a maid.

Bellisant. Not to dwell longe
Vppon my answer, I must thanck your goodnes
And provident care that haue instructed mee
What my revenues are, by which I measure
How farr I may expend, and yet I find not
That I begin to waste, nor would I ad
To what I now possesse; I am my self,
And for my fame, since I am inocent heere,
This for the worlds opinion.

Chamont. Take heede madam.
That opinion which you slight confirmes
This lady for imodest and proclaimes
Annother virtuous, where as the first
Nere knew what loose thoughts weare and the praisd second
Had never a could dreame.

Bellisant. I dare not argue,
But what meanes to prevent this?

Chamont. Noble marriage.

Bellisant. Pardon mee sir, and doe not thinck I scorne
Your graue advise which I haue euer followd
Tho not pleasd int,
Would you haue mee match with wealth? I neede it not;
Or hunt for honor and increase of tytles?
In truth I rest ambitious of noe greater
Then what my father left; or doe you iudge
My blood to runne so high that tis not in
Phisick to coole mee? I yet feele noe such heate,
But when against my will it growes vppon mee,
Ile thinck vppon your counsell.

Chamont. Yf you resolue then
To liue a virgin you haue tw(
To which you may retire and ho(
Of s( )ke you( )liud to(
In sa(intel)ike contem(pl)ation(
And liue or ages w(

Bellisant. (T)en (ty)mes(

( )
Should I giue of my continence if I liud
Not seene or seinge any? Spartan Hellen,
Corinthian Lays, or Romes Messaline,
So mude vpp might haue dyd as they weare borne,
By lust vntempted; noe, it is the glory
Of chastety to bee tempted, tempted home to,
The honor else is nothinge. I would bee
The first example to convince for lyers
Those poets that with sharpe and bitter rymes
Proclaimes alowd that chastety has noe beinge
But in a cottage, and so confident
I am in this to conquer, that I will
Expose my self to all assaults, see maskes
And heare bewitchinge sonnetts, change discourse
With one that for experience could teach Ouid
To write a better waie his art of loue,
Feede high, and take and giue free entertainement,
Lend Cupid eyes and new artillery,
Denie his mother for a deitie,
Yet euery burninge shot hee made at mee,
Meetinge with my chaste thoughts, should loose theire ardor;
Which when I haue orecome, malitious men
Must to theire shame confesse tis possible
For a younge lady (some saie faire) at Court
To keepe her virgin honor.

Chamont. May you prosper
In this greate vndertakinge; Ile not vse
A sillable to divert you, but must bee
A suiter in annother kind.

Bellisant. What ere it bee,

Tis graunted.

Chamont. Tis only to accept
A present from mee.

Bellisant. Call you this a suite?

Chamont. Come in Caliste.
Enter BEAUPRÉ like a More.
This is one I would
Bestow vppon you.

Bellisant. Tis the hansomest
I ere saw of her cuntry; shee hath neither
Thick lips nor rough curld haire.

Chamont. Her manners lady
Vppon my honnor better her good shape;
Shee speakes our language to, for beinge surprisd
In Barbarie, shee was bestowd vppon
A pirat of Marselles, with whose wife
Shee liud five yeares and learnt it; there I bought her
As pittyinge her hard vsage; yf you please
To make her yours, you maie.

Bellisant. With many thancks.
Come heather pritty one; feare not, thou shalt finde mee
A gentle mistress.

Beaupré. With my care and service
Ile study to preserve you such.

Bellisant. Well answerd.
Come follow mee, weel instantlie to Court
And take my guests alonge.

Chamont. They waite you madam.


ACT I. SCENE II.
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ENTER CHARLES, ORLEANS, PHILAMOR, [NEMURES] and LAFORT.

Charles. What sollitude does dwell about our court!
Whie this dull entertainement? Haue I marchd
Victorious through Italie, enterd Rome
Like a trivmphant conquerer, sett my foote
Vppon the neck of Florence, tamd the pride
Of t(he) V(e)net(ians,) scourgd those petty Tyrants
)den of the world to bee
)me nay my howse neglected
)the courtiers would appeare
)fore they presumd
)the ladies sir
)had tyme
)ke choyce
( )

[Enter BELLISANT, LEONORA, LAMIRA, CLARINDA; CHAMONT, MONTROSS, CLEREMOND, CLARINDOR, PERIGOT, NOVALL and other courtiers.]

philamor. Heere they come.

Ladies. All happines to your Majestie!

Courtiers. And victorie sitt euer on your sword!

Charles. Our thancks to all.
But wherefore come you in devided troopes
As if the mistresses would not accept
Theire servants guardship, or the servants slighted
Refuse to offer it? You all weare sad lookes;
In Perigot appeares not that blunt mirth
Which his face vsd to promise, on Montrosse
There hanges a heavie dulnes, Cleremond
Droopes euen to death, and Clarindore hath lost
Much of his sharpnes; nay theis ladys to,
Whose sparklinge eyes did vse to fyer the Court
With various inventions of delight,
Part with theire splendor; whats the cause? from whence
Proceeds this alteration?

Perigot. I am trobled
With the tooth ach, or with loue, I know not whether;
There is a worme in both.

Clarindor. It is theire pride.

Bellisant. Or your vnworthines.

Cleremond. The honor that
The French dames held for curtesie, aboue
All ladies of the earth, dwells not in theis
That glorie in theire cruelty.

Leonora. The desert
The chevaleers of Fraunce weare trulie lords of,
And which your grandsires really did possesse,
At noe part you inherritt.

Bellisant. Ere they durst
Presume to offer service to a lady,
In person they performd some gallant acts
The fame of which prepard them gratious hearinge,
Ere they made there approches; what coy shee then,

Tho greate in birth, not to bee paralelld
For natures liberall bounties, both sett of
With fortunes trappings, wealth, but with delight
Gladly acknowledgd such a man her servant,
To whose heroicque courage and deepe wisdome
The florishinge Comon wealth, and thanckfull kinge
Confessd them selues for debtors? Whereas now,
Yf you haue traveild Italie and brought home
Some remnants of the language and can sett
Your faces in some strange, and nere seene posture,
Daunce a lavolto, and bee rude and sawcy,
Protest and sweare and dam, (for theis are arts
That most thinck grace them) and then view yourselues
In the deceavinge mirror of self loue,
You doe conclude theire hardlie is a woman
That can bee worthie of you.

Montross. Wee would graunt
Wee are not equall to our ancestors
In noble vndertakinges, yf wee thought
In vs a free confession would perswade you
Not to deny your owne most wilfull errors:
And where you tax vs for vnactiue lady,
I never knew a souldier yet that could
Arive into your favour; wee may suffer
The winters frost, and scorchinge summers heate,
When the hott lyons breath singeth the feilds,
To seeke out victorie, yet at our retorne,
Tho honord in our manly wounds well tak(en,
You saie they doe deforme vs, and the lo(sse
Of much blood that waie renders vs (vnable
To please you in your chambers.

Clarindor. I must speake
A little in the generall cause yo(
Are charmes( )at doe inch(
( )
But when that wee are fast and in your toyles,
In which to struggle or strive to breake out
Increases the captivitie, neuer Circe,
Sated with such shee purposd to transforme,
Or cuninge Siren, for whose fatall musique

Naught but the hearers death could satisfie,
Knew lesse of pitty; nay, I dare goe farther
And iustifie your majesty hath lost
More resolute and braue coragious sperrits
In this same dull and languishinge fight of loue
Then ere your warrs tooke from you

Charles. Noe reply.
This is a cause wee will determyne of
And suddainely redresse: tamd Italie
With feare confesses mee a war like kinge,
And Fraunce shall boaste I am a prince of loue.
Shall wee that keepe perpetuall parliaments
For petty suits, or the least iniury
Offerd the goods or bodies of our subiects,
Not studie a cure for the sicknes of the mynd,
Whose venemous contagion hath infected
Our brauest servants and the choycest bewties
Our court is proud of? Theis are wounds require
A kingelie surgion, and the honor worthie
By vs to bee accepted

Philamor. It would ad
To the rest of your greate actions.

Lafort. But the meanes
Most difficult I feare.

Chamont. You shall doe more sir,
Yf you performe this, then I ere could reade
The sonnes of Saturne, that by lott devided
The gouernment of the ayre, the sea and hell,
Had sperit to vndertake.

Charles. Whie this more fires mee,
And now partake of my designe. With speede
Erect a place of iustice neere the court,
Which weel haue stild the parliament of loue:
Heere such whose humble service not considerd
By theire proud mistresses freely may complaine,
And shall haue hearinge and redresse.

Novall. Oh rare!

Perigot. I like this well.

Charles. And ladies that are wrongd
By such as doe professe them selues theire servants,

May cite them heather and, theire cause deliuerd
Or by theire owne tongues or feed advocates,
Finde suddaine satisfaction.

Novall. What a rascall
Was I to leaue the law! I might haue had
Clyents and clyents; nere was such a tyme
For anie smoth chind advocate.

Perigot. They will gett the start
Of the ladies spruce phisitians, starue theire chaplaines,
Tho never so well tymberd.

Charles. Tis our will,
Nor shall it bee disputed. Of this court,
Or rather sanctuarie, of poore louers,
My lords of Orleans and Nemures assisted
By the messeures Philamor and Lafort are iudges.
You haue worne Venus cullers from your youth
And cannot therefore but bee sencible
Of all her misteries; what you shall determyne
In the waie of pennance, punishment or reward
Sha(ll be au)thenticall; a moneth wee graunt you
yo)ur soft amors, which expird
)your complaints and bee assurd
)iall hearinge, this determyn
)affaires. Exeunt.


ACT II. SCENE I.
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ENTER CLARINDOR, MONTROSS, PERIGOT, and NOVALL.

Perigot. I DOE not rellish the last parte of the kings speech
Tho I was much taken with the first.

Novall. Your reason tutor?

Perigot. Whie looke you pupill, the decree that women
Should not neglect the service of theire louers
But paie them from th exchequer they weare borne with,
Was good and laudable, they beinge created
To bee both tractable and tactable

When they are vsefull; but to haue it orderd
All women that haue stombled in the darke
Or given by owlelight favors, should complaine,
Is most intollerable; I myself shall haue,
Of such as trade in the streetes, and scapd my pockets,
Of progresse landresses and market women,
When the kings pleasures knowne, a thowsand bills
Preferd against mee.

Clarindor. This is out of season,
Nothinge to madam Bellisant that in publique
Hath so enveighd against vs.

Novall. Shees a fury,
I dare noe more attempt her.

Perigot. Be not venter
To change six words with her for half her state,
Or staie, till shee bee trymd, from wine and women
For anie new monopolie.

Montross. I will studie
How to forgett her, shunn the temptinge poyson
Her lookes and magicque of discourse still offer,
And bee my self againe; since theres noe hope,
Tweare madnes to pursue her.

Perigot. There are madams
Better brought vpp tis thought, and wiues that dare not
Complaine in parliament, theres safe tradinge pupill;
And when shee finds shee is of all forsaken,
Lett my lady Pride repent in vaine, and mumpe,
And envie others marketts.

Clarindor. May I nere prosper
But you are three of the most faintinge sperrits
That euer I conversd with; you doe well
To talke of lawndresses, progresse puncks and beggers,
The wife of some rich tradesman with three teeth
And twice so manie haires: truck with ould ladies
Whome nature hath given ore, that owe theire docters
For an artificiall life, that are so frozen
That a sound plague cannot thaw them, but dispaire,
I giue you ore, but never hope to take
A velvet petticoate vpp, or to comitt

With an Italian cutwork smock, when torne too.

Montross. And what hopes norish you?

Clarindor. Troath, myne are modest:
I am onlie confident to win the lady
You dare not looke on, and now in the hight
Of her contempt and scorne to humble her
And teach her at what game her mother plaid
When she was gott; and cloyd with those poore toyes,
As I finde her obedient and pleasinge,
I may perhaps descend to marry her.
Then with a kinde of state I take my chaire,
Comaund a suddaine muster of my servants,
And after two or three maiestick hums,
It beinge knowne all is myne per v(
Lett out this manner at an easie re(nt
To such a freind, lend this ten tho(usand crowns
For the redemption of his m(
Give to each by blow I know(
)e(
That pleasd mee in my youth, but now growne stale.
Theis things first orderd by mee, and confirmd
By Bellisant my wife, I care not much
Yf out of her owne lands I doe assigne her
Some petty ioynture.

Perigot. Talkest thou in thie sleepe?

Novall. Or art thou mad?

Clarindor. A little ellevated
With the assurance of my future fortune.
Whie doe you stare and grin? I know this must bee
And I will lay three thowsand crownes, within
A moneth I will effect this.

Montross. How?

Clarindor. Giue proofe
I haue enioyd faire Bellisant, evident proofe
I haue pluckd her virgin rose so long preservd,
Not like a play trick with a chaine or ringe
Stolne by corruption, but against her will
Make her confesse so much.

Montross. Impossible!

Clarindor. Then the disgrace bee myne, the proffit yours;

Yf that you thinck her chastety a rock
Not to bee moud or shaken, or hold mee
A flatterer of my self, or ouerweener,
Lett mee paie for my foolery.

Perigot. Ile ingage
My self for a thowsand.

Novall. Ile not out for a second.

Montross. I would gladlie loose a third parte for assurance
Noe virgin can stand constant longe.

Clarindor. Leaue that
To the tryall, lett vs to a notarie,
Draw the conditions, see the crownes deposited,
And then I will not crye St Denis for mee
But Loue, blynd archer, aide mee.

Perigot. Looke thou thrive;
I would not bee so ieerd and hooted at
As thou wilt bee ells.

Clarindor. I will runne the hazzard.


ACT II. SCENE II.
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ENTER LEONORA, AND a SERVANT.

Servant. Hee will not bee denied.

Leonora. Slaue, beate him back.
I feede such whelpes — 

Servant. Madam I rattled him,
Rattled him home.

Leonora. Rattle him hence you rascall
Or never see mee more.

Enter CLEREMOND.

Servant. Hee comes, a sword!
What would you haue mee doe? Shall I cry murther?
Or raise the cunstable?

Leonora. Hence you shakinge coward.

Servant. I am glad I am so gott off; heeres a round sum
For a few bitter words. Bee not shooke of sir,
Ile see none shall disturbe you. Exit SERVANT.

Cleremond. You might spare
Theis frownes good Lady, on mee they are vselesse;
I am shot through and through with your disdaine,

And on my hart the darts of scorne so thick
That theres noe vacant place left to receaue
Annother wound; theire multitude is growne
My best defence, and doe confirme mee that
You cannot hurt mee further.

Leonora. We(re yo)u not
Made up) of impudence and slaud to follie,
Did any dr)op of noble blood remaine
In thy lustfu)ll vaynes, hadst thou or touch or rellish
Of modesty, civi)litie or manners,
Or but in thy defo)rmed outside onlie
Thou didst retain the) essence of a m(an)
( so many )
And loathinge to thie person, thou wouldst not
Force from a blushinge woman that rude language
Thie basenes first made mee acquainted with.

Cleremond. Now saintlike patience guard mee!

Leonora. I haue heard
Of mountebancks that to vent theire druggs and oyles
Haue so invrd themselves to poyson that
They could digest a venomd tode or spider
Better then wholesome viands: in the list
Of such I hould thee, for that bitternes
Of speech, reproofe and scorne, by her deliuerd
Whome thou professest to adore and shake at
(Which would deter all mankind but thieself)
Doe nourish in thee sawcy hopes with pleasure.

Cleremond. Heare but my iust defence.

Leonora. Yet since thou art
So spaniell like affected, and thie dotage
Increases from abuse and iniury,
That way Ile once more feast thee. Of all men
I euer saw yett, in my setled iudgment,
Spight of thie barber, tayler and perfumer
And theire adulterate and borrowed helps,
Thou art the vgliest creature, and when trymd vpp
To the hight as thou imaginst, in myne eyes
A leaper with a clapdish (to giue notice
Hee is infectious) in respect of thee
Appeares a younge Adonis.

Cleremond. You looke on mee
In a falce glasse madam.

Leonora. Then thie dunghill mynd,
Sutable to the out side, never yet
Producd one gentle thought, knowinge her want
Of faculties to putt it into act:
Thie courtship as absurd as anie zanies
After a practizd master; thie discourse
Tho full of bumbast phrase never brought matter
Worthie the laughinge at, much lesse the hearinge.
But I grow wearie, for indeede to speake thee,
Thie ills I meane, and speake them to the full,
Would tyre a thowsand womens voluble tongues
And twice so manie lawyers; for a farwell,
He sooner claspe an Incubus, or hugg
A forckd tongud adder, then meete thie embraces
Which as the divell I flye from.

Cleremond. Now you haue spent
The vtmost of your spleene, I would not saie
Your mallice, sett of to the height with fixion,
Allow mee leaue, (a poore request, which iudges
Seldome denie vnto a man condemd)
A little to complaine, for, beinge censurd,
Or to extenuate or excuse my guilt
Weare but to wash an Ethiop. How oft with teares,
When the inhuman porter has forbid
My entrance by your more seveere comaund,
Haue theis eyes washd your threshold. Did there euer
Come noveltie to Paris rich or rare
Which but as soone as knowne was not presented,
How ere with scorne refusd? Haue I not brought
The braueries of Fraunce before your window
To fight at barriers, or to breake a launce,
Or in theire full careere to take the rin(g, )
To doe you honor? and then beinge refus(d
To speake my greefe, my arms, my (impresses,
The cullers that I weare, in a du(mb sorrow
Expressd how much I sufferd (in the rigour
Of your displeasure.

Leonora. Twoe m(onth)es he(nc)e Ile(
( )

Cleremond. Staie best madam,
I am growinge to a period.

Leonora. Pray you doe;
I heere shall take a napp else, tis so pleasinge.

Cleremond. Then onlie this; the voyce you now contem,
You once did sweare was musicall; you haue mett to
Theis lips in a soft encounter, and haue brought
An equall ardor with you; never liud
A happier paire of louers. I confesse,
After you promisd marriage, nothinge wantinge
But a few daies expird, to make mee happie,
My violent impatience of delay
Made mee presume, and with some amorous force,
To aske a full fruition of those pleasures
Which sacred Hymen to the world makes lawfull,
Before his torch was lighted; in this onlie
You iustly can accuse mee.

Leonora. Darst thou thinck
That this offence can euer finde a pardon,
Vnworthie as thou art?

Cleremond. But you most cruell
That in your studied purpose of revenge
Cast both devine and human lawes behinde you
And onlie see theire rigor, not theire mercy.
Offences of foule shap by holy writt
Are warranted remission, prouided
That the delinquent vndergoe the pennance
Imposd vppon him by his confessor,
But you that should bee myne, and onlie can
Or punish or absolue mee, are so farr
From doinge mee right that you disdaine to heare mee.

Leonora. Now I may catch him in my longe wishd toyle; [Aside.]
My hate helpe mee to worke it. — To what purpose,
Poore and pale sperrited man, should I expect
From thee the satisfaction of a wronge
Compard to which the murther of a brother
Weare but a gentle iniury?

Cleremond. Witnes heaven,

All blessings by good men desird, all tortors
The wicked shake at, noe saint left vnsworne by,
That vncompelld I heere give vpp my self
Wholly to your devotion; if I faile
To doe what euer you please to comaund
To expiat my trespasse to your honor,
So that the taske performd you like wise sweare
First to forgiue and after marrie mee,
May I indure more sharpe and lingringe torments
Then euer tyrants found out, may my freinds
With scorne not pitty looke vppon my sufferings,
And at my last gaspe, in the place of hope
Horrid dispaire possesse mee.

Leonora. Thou art caught,
Most miserable foole, but fitt to bee so,
And tis but iustice that thou art deliuerd
Into her power thats sencible of a wronge
And glories to revenge it. Lett mee study
What dredfull punishment worthie my fury
I shall inflict vppon thee; all the mallice
Of iniurd women helpe mee! death? thats nothinge;
Tis to a conscious wretch a bennifitt
And not (a) pennance, ells on the next tree

For (sports s)ake I could make thee hange thie self.

Cleremond. W(hat have) I done?

Leonora. (What cannot) bee recalld.
To row for seven ye)ares in the Turkish gallies?
A flea-biting! To) bee sould to a brothell,
Or a common bagnio?) thats (a t)r(i)f(le too.
( Furies )
The lashes of theire whipps peirce through the mynde;
Ile imitate them, I haue it to.

Cleremond. Remember
You are a woman.

Leonora. I haue heard thee boast
That of all blessings in the earth next mee,
The number of thie trustie faithfull freinds
Made vpp thie happines; out of theis I chardge thee,

And by thine owne repeated oathes coniure thee,
To kill the best deserver. Doe not start,
Ile haue noe other penance, then to practize
To find some meanes gainst him deserves thee best,
By vndertakinge some thinge others flie from;
This done, I am thine.

Cleremond. But heare mee — 

Leonora. Not a sillable;
And till then never see mee. Exit.

Cleremond. I am lost,
Foolishlie lost and sunck by myne owne basenes;
Ile say onlie,
With a hart breakinge patience, yet not raue,
Better the divells then a womans slaue. Exit.


ACT II. SCENE III.
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ENTER CLARINDOR AND BEAUPRÉ.

Clarindor. Nay prithee good Caliste — 

Beaupré. As I liue sir,
Shee is determynd to bee privat, chardgd mee
Till of herself shee broke vpp her retyrements
Not to admitt a visitant.

Clarindor. Thou art a foole
And I must haue thee learne to know thie strength;
There never was a sure path to the mistress
But by her ministers helpe, which I will pay for:
But yett this is but trash. Harke in thine eare:
By Loue, I like thie person and will make
Full payment that waie; bee thou wise.

Beaupré. Like mee sir?
One of my dark complexion?

Clarindor. I am serious;
The curtains drawne and envious light putt out,
The soft tuch hightens appetite, and takes more
Then culler, Venus dressinge in the daie tyme,
But neuer thought on in her midnight revells.
Come, I must haue thee myne.

Beaupré. But how to serve you?

Clarindor. Bee speakinge still my praises to thie lady,

How much I loue and languish for her bounties;
You may remember to, how many madams
Are rivalls for mee, and in waie of caution
Saie you haue heard when I was wild how dreadfull
My name was to a professd curtesan,
Still askinge more then shee could giue.

Enter BELLISANT.

Beaupré. My lady!

Bellisant. Bee within call; — how now Clarindore,
Courtinge my servant? nay tis not my envie;
You now expresse your self a compleate louer,
That for varieties sake, if shee bee woman,
Can change discourse with anie.

Clarindor. All are foyles
I practize on, but when you make mee happie
In doinge mee that honor. I desird
To heare her speake in the morisco tongue;
Troath, tis a pritty language.

Bellisant. Yes, to daunce to: — 
Looke to those sweetemeates.

Exit BEAUPRE.

Clarindor. How, by heauen? shee aymes
To speake with mee in privat.

Bellisant. Come sitt downe,
Letts haue some merry con(fere)nce.

Clarindor. (In) w(hich
(It )
That my whole life imployd to doe you service
At noe parte can deserve.

Bellisant. Yf you esteeme it
At such a rate, doe not abuse my bountie
Or coment on the graunted privacy farther
Then what the text may warrant; so you shall
Destroy what I haue built.

Clarindor. I like not this. [Aside.]

Bellisant. This new erected parliament of loue
It seemes has frighted hence my visitants;
How spend Montrosse and Perigot theire howers?
Novall and Cleremond, vanishd in a moment;

I like your constancy yet.

Clarindor. Thats good againe, [Aside.]
She hath restord all. — Pitty them good maddam;
The splendor of your howse and entertainement,
Inrichd with all perfections by yourself,
Is to to glorious for theire dim eyes;
You are aboue theire element, modest fooles
That onlie dare admire, and barr them from
Comparinge of theis eyes to the fairest Starrs,
Givinge you Iunos maiesty, Pallas witt,
Dianas hand and Thetis pritty foote,
Or when you daunce to sweare that Venus leads
The graces so on the Idalian greene,
And such hiperboles stolne out of play bookes:
They would stand all daie mute and as you weare
Some curious picter onlie to bee lookd on,
Presume noe farther.

Bellisant. Pray you keepe your distance
And grow not rude.

Clarindor. Rude lady? manlie bouldnes
Cannot deserve that name. I haue studied you,
And Loue hath made an easie glosse vppon
The most abstruce and hidden misteries
Which you may keepe conceald; you well may praise
A bashfull suiter that is ravishd with
A feather of your fan, or if hee gaine
A ribbond from your shoe cryes out Nil Vltra.

Bellisant. And what would satisfie you?

Clarindor. Noe such poore trifles
I can assure you lady; doe not I see
You are gamesome, younge and active? that you loue
A man that of himself comes bouldlie on,
That will not putt your modestie to treble
To teach him how to feede when meates before him,
That knowes that you are flesh and blood, a creature,
And borne with such affections, that like mee,
Now I haue oppertunitie and your favor,
Will not abuse my fortune? Should I stand now
Lickinge my fingers, cry ay mee — then kneele
And sweare you weare a goddesse, kisse the skirts

Of your proud garments, when I weare gon, I am sure
I should bee kindlie laughd at for a coxcombe,
The storie made the subiect of your mirth
At the next meetinge when you sitt in connsaile
Amonge the bewties.

Bellisant. Is this possible?
All due respect forgotten?

Clarindor. Hange respect!
Are wee not alone? See I dare touch this hand
And without adoration vngloue it;
A springe of youth is in this palme, heere Cupid,
The moysture turnd to diamonds, heads his arrowes;
The farr famd English Bath, or German Spaw,
One dropp of this will purchase. Shall this nectar
Runn(e) vseless then to waste? or weare theis lips
)like the morne, breathinge perfumes
To such a)s dare approch them, bee vntouchd
)st (nay tis in vaine to make resistance)
)kist and tasted. You seeme angrie
)I haue (displea)sd you.

(Bellisant. ) And come prepard as if some affrick monster
By force had broke into my howse.

Enter Seruants.

Clarindor. Hows this?

Bellisant. Circle him round with death, and if hee stirr
Or but presume to speake till I allow it,
His bodie bee the nauell to the wheele
In which your rapiers like so many spokes
Shall meete and fix them selues.

Clarindor. Weare I off with life, [Aside.]
This for my wager!

Bellisant. Villaine, shake and tremble
At my iust anger; which of all my actions,
Confuid in vertuous lymitts, haue giuen life
And birth to this presumption? Hast thou euer
Observd in mee a wanton looke or gesture
Not suitinge with a virgin? Haue I been

Prodigall in my favors or giuen hopes
To nourish such attempts? Sweare, and sweare trulie,
What in thie soule thou thinckst of mee.

Clarindor. As of one
Made vpp of chastety; and onlie tryed,
Which I repent, what this might woorke vppon you.

Bellisant. Thie intent deserves not death; but sirra know
Tis in my power to looke thee dead.

Clarindor. Tis graunted.

Bellisant. I am not so cruell, yet for this insolence
Forbeare my howse foreuer; yf you are hott,
You ruffian like may force a partinge kisse
As from a comon gamster.

Clarindor. I am coold. — 
Heeres a virago. [Aside.]

Bellisant. Or you may goe boast
How brauely you came on, to your companions;
I will not bribe thie silence. Noe reply?
Now thrust him headlonge out of dores and see
Hee neuer more passe my threshold. Exit.

Clarindor. This comes of
My daringe, all hells plagues light on the proverb
That saies Faint hart — but it is stale.

Servant. Pray you walke sir,
Wee must shew you the waie ells.

Clarindor. Bee not to officious,
I am noe barr for you to try your strength on.
Sitt quiet by this disgrace I cannot;
Some other course I must bee forcd to take,
Not for my wager now, but honors sake. Exeunt.
Finis Actus Secundi


ACT III. SCENE I.
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ENTER CHAMONT, PERIGOT, NOVALL, DINANT, LAMIRA and CLARINDA.

Perigot. TWAS princelike entertainement.

Chamont. You ore prize it.

Dinant. Your cheerefull lookes made eury dish a feast,
And tis that crownes a welcome.

Lamira. For my part,
I hold society and honest mirth
The greatest blessinge of a civell life.

Clarinda. Without good companie indeede all dainties
Loose theire true rellish, and like painted grapes
Are onlie seene not tasted.

Novall. By this light [Aside.]
Shee speakes well to; Ile haue a flinge at her;
Shee is noe fitt electuary for a docter,
A courser iulip may well coole his worship,
This cordiall is for gallants.

Chamont. Lett mee see,
The night growes old. Pray you often bee my guests;
Such as dare come vnto an empty table,
Altho not crackd with curious delicates,
Haue liberty to comaund it as theire owne;
I may doe the like with you when you are marri(ed.

Perigot. Yes tis likely,
When theres noe forrage to bee had abro(ad,
Nor credulous husbands left to father (children
Of batchellors begettinge, when cour(t ladies
Are won to graunt variety is not p(leasure
And that a (friend at a p)inch is v(seless to them,
(I …… till then.)

Chamont. You haue a merry tyme oft,
But wee forgett our selves; gallants good night.
Good master docter, when your leisure serves,
Visitt my howse; when wee least neede theire art
Phisitians looke most louely.

Dinant. All thats in mee
Is at your Lordships service; mounsier Perigot,
Mounsier Novall, in what I may bee vsefull
Pray you comaund mee.

Novall. Weel waite on you home.

Dinant. By no meanes sir; good night.
Exeunt, manet NOVALL and PERIGOT.

Novall. The knaue is ielous.

Perigot. Tis a disease few docters cure them selues of.

Novall. I would hee weare my patient.

Perigot. Doe but practize
To gett his wiues consent, the waie is easie.

Novall. You may conclude so, for my self I graunt
I never was so taken with a woman
Nor euer had lesse hope.

Perigot. Bee not deiected:
Follow but my directions, shees thine owne;
Ile sett thee in a course that shall not faile.
I like thie choyce, but more of that hereafter;
Adultery is a safe and secure sin,
The purchase of a maiden head seldome quitts
The danger and the labour; build on this,
Hee that putts home shall find all women cominge
(The frozen Bellisant euer excepted).
Could you beleeue the faire wife of Chamont,
A lady never tainted in her honor,
Should at the first assault, for till this night
I never courted her, yeild vpp the fort
That shee hath kepd so longe?

Novall. Tis wondrous strange,
What wininge language vsd you?

Perigot. Thou art a child,
Tis action not fine speeches take a woman.
Pleasures theire heaven, and hee that giues assurance
That hee hath strength to tame theire hot desires
Is the prevalinge orrator; shee but saw mee
lumpe ouer six ioynd stooles and after cutt
Some forty capers, (tricks that never misd
In a magnificent maske to draw the eyes
Of all the bewties in the court vppon mee)
But straite shee wrunge my hand, trod on my toe
And said my mistress could not but bee happie
In such an able servant; I replyd
Bluntlie I was ambitious to bee hers
And shee nor coy nor shie straite entertaind mee;
I vrgd a privat meetinge, it was graunted,

The tyme and place appoynted.

Novall. But remember
Chamont is your freind.

Perigot. Now out vppon thee puny;
As if a man so farr ere loud that tytle
But twas much more delight and ticklinge to him
To hugg him self and saie this is my cuckold.

Novall. But did hee not observe you?

Perigot. Tho hee did
(As I am doubtfull) I will not desist,
The danger will indeere the sport.

Enter CLARINDOR.

Novall. Forbeare,
Heeres Clarindore.

Perigot. Wee wilbee merry with him,
I haue heard his entertainement; ioyne but with mee
And wee will ieere this self opiniond foole
Almost to madnes.

Novall. Hees already growne
Ex(ce)edinge mellanchollie and some saie
(Thats) the first step to phrensie.
(Perigot. Ill upo)n (h)im.
)mounsier! noe replie? growne prowd
)is not well.
h)is (b)ostings
( )

Novall. Wee gratulate
(Tho wee paie fort) your happie entrance to
The certaine favors, nay the sure possession
Of madam Bellisant.

Clarindor. The yonge whelpe to:
Tis well, exceedinge well.

Perigot. Tis so with you sir,
But beare it modestlie, faith it will become you,
And beinge arivd at such a lardge revenew
As this your happie match instates you with,
Twoe thowsand crownes from mee, and from Novall,
Tho wee almost confesse our wager lost,
Wilbee a small addition.

Novall. You mistake him,
Nor doe I feare out of his noble nature
But that hee may bee won to lycence vs
To draw our venture.

Clarindor. Spend your frothie witts,
Doe, doe, you snarle but hurt not.

Novall. Oh giue leaue
To loosers ser to speake.

Perigot. Tis a strange fate
Some men are borne to, and a happie starr
That raignd at your nativitie, it could not bee ells
A lady of a constancy like a rock
Not to bee moud, and held impregnable
Should yeild at the first assault.

Novall. Tis the reward
Of a braue daringe sperrit.

Perigot. Tush wee are dull,
Abuse our oppertunitie.

Clarindor. Haue you done yet?

Perigot. When hee had privacie of discourse hee knew
How to vse th advantage; did hee stand
Fauninge and crouchinge? noe, hee came vpp bouldlie,
Tould her what shee was borne to, ruffled her,
Kissd her and towsd her; all the passages
Are at court already, and tis said a pattent
Is graunted him if anie maid be harsh
For him to humble her, and a new name given him,
The scornefull virgin tamer.

Clarindor. I may tame
Your buffon tongues if you proceede.

Novall. Noe anger;
I haue heard that Bellisant was so taken with
Your manlie carriage that shee straight prepard you
A sumptuous banquet.

Perigot. Yet his enimyes
Report it was a blancket.

Novall. Mallice mallice.
Shee was shewinge him her chamber to and calld for
Perfumes and cambrick sheetes.

Perigot. When see the luck ont,
Against her will her most vnmannerlie groomes
(For so tis rumerd) tooke him by the shoulders
And thrust him out of dores.

Novall. Faith sir, resolue vs,
How was it? wee would gladlie know the truth
To stop the mouth of calumny.

Clarindor. Troth sir Ile tell you,
One tooke mee by the nose thus, and a second
Made bould with mee thus; but one word more, you shall
Feele new expressions, and so my gentle boobies
Farwell and bee hangd — Exit.

Novall. Wee haue netled him.

Perigot. Had wee stunge him to death it weare but iustice:
An ouer weeninge bragart.

Novall. This is nothinge
To the docters wife.

Perigot. Come weel consult of it,

And suddenlie.

Novall. I feele a womans longing
Till I am at it.

Perigot. Never feare, shees thine owne, boy. Exeunt.


ACT III. SCENE II.
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Enter CLEREMOND.

Cleremond. What haue my sins been, heaven? yet th(y )pleasure
Must not bee argued; was wretch eu(er
On such a black adventure, in which onl(y
To wish (to) prosper is (a) gre(ater crime

Then (to
Of reason, vnderstandinge and true iudgment.
Tweare a degree of comfort to mee, yf
I weare starke madd, or like a beast of pray
Prickd on by gripinge hunger, all my thoughts

And faculties weare wholly taken vpp
To cloy my appetite and could looke noe further;
But I rise vpp a new example of
Calamity, transcendinge all before mee;
And I should guild my miseries with falce comforts
If I compard it to an Indian slaues
That with incessant labor to search out
Some vnknowne myne, diggs almost to the center,
And yf then found, not thanckd of his prowd master.
But this if putt into an equall scale
With my vnparraleld fortune will waigh nothinge,
For from a cabinet of the choycest iewells
That mankind ere was ritch in; (whose least iem
All treasure of the earth or what is hid
In Neptunes watrie boosome cannot purchase)
I must seeke out the richest fairest purest,
And when by proofe tis knowne it houlds the vallue,
As soone as found destroy it, oh most cruell.
And yet when I consider of the many
That haue professd themselues my freinds and vowd
Theire lives weare not theire owne when my engagments
Should summon them to bee at my devotion,
Not one indures the test; I almost grow
Of the worlds receaud opinion that houlds
Freindship but a meere name that bindes noe farther
Then to the alter, to retire with safety.
Enter MONTROSS and BEAUPRÉ.
Heere cornes Montrosse, what sudden ioy transports him?
I never saw man wrapd so.

Montross. Purse and all,
And tis to little tho it weare cramd full
With crownes of the sunne. Oh blessed blessed paper,
But made so by the touch of her faire hand.
What shall I answer? Say, I am her creature,
Or if thou canst find out a word that may
Expresse subiection in an humbler stile
Vse it I prithee; ad to, her comaunds
Shalbee with as much willingnes performd

As I in this fould, thus receaue her favors.

Beaupré. I shall retorne so much.

Montross. And that two howers
Shall bring mee to attend her.

Beaupré. With all care
And circumstance of service from yourself,
I will deliuer it.

Montross. I am still thie debtor. Exit BEAUPRÉ.

Cleremond. I reade the cause now cleirely; Ile slip by,
For tho euen at this instant hee should proue
Him self (which others falcehood makes mee doubt)
That constant and best freind I goe in quest of,
It weare inhuman in theire birth to strangle
His promisinge hopes of comfort.

Montross. Cleremond
Passe by mee as a stranger? at a tyme to
When I am filld with such excesse of ioy,
So swolne and surfited with true delight,
That had I not found out a freind to whome
I might impart em and so giue em vent,
In theire aboundance they would force a passage
And lett out life togeither. Prithee beare
For freindships sake a parte of that sweete burthen
Which I shrinck vnder; and when thou hast read
Faire Bellisant subscribd so neere my name, to
Observe but that thou must with mee confesse
Th(er)e cannot bee roome in one lovers hart
C(apa)tious enough to entertaine
S(uch mu)ltitudes of pleasure.

Cleremond. ( I joy with yo)u,
(Let that suffice,) and envie not your blessings;
(May they increase! Farewell, friend.)

Montross. How, noe more?
By the snow white hand that writt theis charracters,
It is a breach to curtesie and manners
So couldlie to take notice of his good
Whome you call freind. See further, heere shee writes
That shee is trulie sensible of my sufferings
And not alone voutsafes to call mee servant

But to imploy mee in a cause that much
Concernes her in her honor, theres a favor.
Are yee yet stupid? and that two howers hence
Shee does expect mee in the privat walkes
Neighboringe the Louvre; cannot all this moue you?
I could bee angrie, a tenth of theis bounties
But promisd to you from Leonora,
To witnes my affection to my freind
In his behalf, had taught mee to forgett
All myne owne miseries.

Cleremond. Doe not misinterpret
This couldnes in mee, for alas Montrosse
I am a thinge so made vpp of affliction,
So euery waie contemd, that I conclude
My sorrowes are infectious, and my companie,
Like such as haue foule vlcers runinge on them,
To bee with care avoyded; may your happines
In the favor of the matchles Bellisant
Howerlie increase, and my best wishes guard you,
Tis all that I can giue.

Montross. You must not leaue mee.

Cleremond. Indeede I must and will, myne owne ingagements
Call mee awaie.

Montross. What are they? I presume
There cannot bee a secret of that waight
You dare not trust mee with, and should you doubt mee
I iustly might complaine that my affection
Is placd vnfortunately.

Cleremond. I know you are honest,
But this is such a busines and requires
Such suddaine execution that it cannot
Fall in the compasse of your will or power
To doe mee a freinds office; in a word,
On termes that neere concerne mee in myne honor
I am to fight the quarrell, mortall to,
The tyme some two howers hence, the place ten myles
Distant from Paris, and when you shall know
I yet am vnprovided of a second,
You will excuse my soden partinge from you.

Farwell Montrosse.

Montross. Not so, I am the man
Will runne the danger with you, and muste tell you
That whilst I liue it was a wronge to seeke
Annothers arme to side you. Leade the waie,
My horse stands ready.

Cleremond. I confesse tis noble
For you to offer this but it weare base
In mee to accept it.

Montross. Doe not scorne mee freind.

Cleremond. Noe but admire and honor you, and from that
Serious consideration must refuse
The tender of your aid. Fraunce knowes you valliant
And that you might in single opposition
Fight for a crowne, but millions of reasons
Forbid mee your assistance; you forgett
Your owne designes, beinge, the very minute
I am to encounter with myne enimy,
To meete your mistress, such a mistress to,
Whose favor you so manie yeares haue sought:
And will you then when shee voutsafes accesse,
Nay more invites you, check at her faire offer?
Or shall it bee reported to my shame
For my owne ends I robd you of a fortune
Princes might envie? Can you euer hope(
Sh(e )u (
If you neglect her now? Bee wise deere freind
And in your prodigallitie of goodnes
Doe not vndoe yourself: live longe and happie
And leaue mee to my dangers.

Montross. Cleremond,
I haue with patience heard you and considerd
The strength of your best arguments, waid the dangers
I runne in my owne fortunes, but againe
When I oppose the sacred name of freind
Against those ioyes I haue so longe pursuide,
Neither the bewtie of faire Bellisant,
Her welth, her virtues can prevale so far
In such a desperate case as this to leaue you;
To haue it to posteritie recorded

At such a tyme as this I proud true gould
And currant in my freindship shalbee to mee
A thowsand mistresses and such embraces
As leaue noe stinge behinde them. Therefore on:
I am resolud vnles you beate mee off
I will not leaue you.

Cleremond. Oh heere is a iewell
Fitt for the cabinet of the greatest monarch,
But I of all men miserable.

Montross. Come bee cheerefull,
Good fortune will attend vs.

Cleremond. That to mee,
To haue the greatest blessinge, a true freind,
Should bee the greatest curse; bee yet advisd.

Montross. It is in vaine.

Cleremond. That ere I should haue cause
To wish you had loud lesse.

Montross. The hower drawes on,
Weel talke more as wee ride.

Cleremond. Of men most wretched! Exeunt.


ACT III. SCENE III.
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ENTER BELLISANT AND BEAUPRÉ.

Bellisant. Nay praie you drye your eyes, or your sad storie
(Whose euery accent still methincks I heare,
Twas with such passion and true greefe deliuerd)
Will make myne beare yours companie. All my feare is,
The rigerous repulse this worst of men,
Falce periurd Clarindor (I am sick to name him)
Receaud at his last visitt will deter him
From cominge againe.

Beaupré. Noe, hees resolud to venture
And has bribd mee, with hazzard of your anger,
To gett him access, but in annother shape;
The tyme prefixd drawes neere to.

Bellisant. Tis the better. Knock.

One knocks.

Beaupré. I am sure tis his.

Bellisant. Convey him in,

But doe it with a face of feare. I cannot [Exit BEAUPRÉ.]
Resolue yet with what lookes to entertaine him,
Much lesse what prosperous course to take to worke him.
You powers that favor inocence, and revenge
Wrongs done by such as scornefully deride
Your awfull names, inspire mee!

Enter CLARINDOR [disguised] and BEAUPRÉ.

Beaupré. Sir, I hazzard
My service in this action.

Clarindor. Thou shalt liue
To bee the mistress of thie self and others
If that my proiects hitt; alls at the stake now
And as the dye falls I am made most happie
Or past expression wretched.

Bellisant. Ha, whoes that?
What bould intruder vsher you? This rudenes — 
From whence, what would hee?

Beaupré. Hee brings letters madam,
As hee saies, from lord Chamont.

Clarindor. How her frownes fright mee! [Aside.]

Bellisant. From lord Chamont? Are they of such import
That you before my pleasure bee enquird
Dare bringe the bearer to my privat chamber?
Noe more of this, your packet sir.

Clarindor. The letters
Deliuerd to my trust and faith are writt
In such misterious and darke characters
As theile require the iudgment of your soule
More then your eye to reade and vnderstand them.

Bellisant. What riddles this? [He takes off his disguise.]
Am I then contemd?
Dare you doe this presuminge on my soft
And gentle nature? (Feare not, I must shew [Aside to BEAUPRÉ.]
A seeminge anger.) What new boystrous courtship
After your late loose language and forcd kisse
Come you to practize? I know none beyond yt.

Yf you imagin that you may comitt
A rape in myne owne howse and that my servants
Will stand tame lookers on — 

Clarindor. Yf I bringe with mee
One thought but of submission and sorrow,
Or norish anie hope but that your goodnes
May please to signe my pardon, may I perish
In your displeasure, which to mee is more
Then feare of hell hereafter. I confesse
The violence I offerd to your sweetenes
In my presumption, with lips impure
To force a touch from yours, a greater cryme
Then if I should haue mixd lacivious flames
With those chaste fires that burne at Dians alter,
That twas a plott of treason to your vertues
To thinck you could bee tempted, or beleeue
You weare not fashiond in a better mould
And made of purer clay then other women.
Since you are then the phenix of your tyme
And een now while you blesse the earth pertake
Of theire Angelicall essence, imitate
Heavens aptness to forgiue when mercyes suid fo(r, )
And once more take mee to your grace and favor. ( )

Bellisant. What charmes are theis! what an inchantin(g tongue!)
What pitty tis one that can speake so well
Should in his actions bee so ill!

Beaupré. Take heede, [Aside to BELLISANT.]
Loose not your self.

Bellisant. So well sir you haue pleaded
And like an advocate in your owne cause,
That tho your guilt weare greater I acquit you,
The fault noe more rememberd; and for proofe
My hart speakes in my tongue, thus seale your pardon, [Kisses him.]
And with this willinge favor (which forcd from mee
Calld on my anger) make attonement with you.

Clarindor. Yf I dreame now, oh may I never wake,
But slumber thus ten ages.

Bellisant. Till this minute
You nere to mee lookd louelie.

Clarindor. How?

Bellisant. Nor haue I
Ere seene a man in my opinion worthie
The bounty I voutsafe you, therefore fix heere
And make mee vnderstand that you can beare
Your fortune modestly.

Clarindor. I finde her cominge; [Aside.]
This kisse was but the prologue to the plaie
And not to seeke the rest weare cowardice.
Helpe mee dissemulation. — Pardon madam,
Tho now when I should putt on cheerefull lookes
In beinge blest with what I durst not hope for,
I change the comick sceane and doe present you
With a most tragick spectacle.

Bellisant. Heaven avert
This prodegie, what meane you?

Clarindor. To confirme
In death how trulie I haue loud. I graunt
Your favors done mee yeild this benifitt,
As to make waie for mee to passe in pease
To my longe rest; what I haue tasted from you
Informes mee onlie of the much I want:
For in your pardon, and the kisse voutsafd mee,
You did but poynt mee out a fore right waie
To leade to certaine happines, and then willd mee
To moue noe further. Pray you excuse mee therefore
Tho I desire to end a lingringe torment,
And if you please with your faire hands to make mee
A sacrifice to your chastety I will meete
The instrument you make choyce of with more fervor
Then euer Cesar did to hugg the mistress
Hee doted on, plumd victorie: but if that
You doe abhor the office as to full
Of crueltie and horror, yet giue leaue
That in your presence I myself may bee
Both preist and offeringe. Offers to kill himself.

Bellisant. Hold hold frantick man,
The shrine of loue shall not bee bathd in blood!

Women tho faire weare made to bringe forth men
And not destroy em, therefore hold I saie!
I had a mother and shee lookd vppon mee
As on a true epitomie of her youth,
Nor can I thinck I am forbid the comfort
To bringe forth little modells of myself
Yf heaven bee pleasd, (my nuptiall ioyes performd)
To make mee fruitefull.

Clarindor. Such celestiall musique
Nere blest theis eares, oh you haue argued better
For mee then I could for my self.

Bellisant. For you?
Whe)re did I giue you hope to bee my husband?

Clarindor. (Fallen) of againe!

Bellisant. (Yet since y)ou haue giuen such proofe
Of loue and constancie, Ile vnmaske those thoughts
That longe haue been conceald; I am yours, but how?
In an honorable waie.

Clarindor. I weare more then base
Should I desire you otherwise.

Bellisant. True affection
Needs not a contract, and it weare to doubt mee
To engage mee further, yet my vow expird,
Which is to liue a virgin for a yeare,
Challenge my promise.

Clarindor. How, a yeare? Oh madam
Plaie not the tyranesse, doe not giue mee hopes
And in a moment change them to dispaire!
A yeare? alas this bodie thats all fyer,
Yf you refuse to quench it with your favor,
Will ere three daies bee cinders, and your mercy
Will come to late thenn; deerest ladie, marriage
Is but a ceremony, and a hurtfull vow
Is in the breach of it better comended
Then in the keepinge. Oh I burne I burne
And if you take noe pitty I must flie
To my last refuge.

Bellisant. Hold, saie I should yeild
This night to satisfie you to the full,
And you should sweare vntill the weddinge daie

To keepe the favors I now graunt conceald,
You would bee talkinge.

Clarindor. May my tongue rott out then!

Bellisant. Or boast to your companions of your conquest
And of my easines.

Clarindor. Ile indure the rack first.

Bellisant. And havinge what you longe for cast mee of,
As you did madam Beaupré.

Clarindor. May the earth
First gape and swallow mee!

Bellisant. Ile presse you noe further.
Goe in, your chambers ready; yf you haue
A bedfellow, so; but silence I enioyne you
And libertie to leaue you when I please.
I blush if you replie.

Clarindor. Till now nere happie! Exit.

Beaupré. What meanes your ladiship?

Bellisant. Doe not aske, but doe
As I direct you. Tho as yet wee tread
A rough and thorny waie, faint not, the ends
I hope to reach shall make a lardge amends. Exeunt.
Finis Actus Tertij


ACT IV. SCENE I.
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ENTER NOVALL AND DINANT.

Dinant. You are welcome first sir, and that spoke, receaue
A faithfull promise all that art, or longe
Experience hath taught mee shall enlarge
Them selues for your recouery.

Novall. Sir I thanck you,
As far as a weake, sick and an vnable man
Has power to expresse, but what wants in my tongue,
My hand (for yet my fingers feele noe gowte)
Shall speake in this dumbe language. [Gives money.]

Dinant. You are to munificent.

Novall. Fie noe sir, health is such a pretious iewell
Wee cannot buy it to deere.

Dinant. Take comfort sir,
I find not by your vrin or your pulse
Or anie outward simptom that you are
In anie certen danger.

Novall. Oh the more my feare:
Infirmities that (are) kn(o)w(ne )
( )
But when the causes of them are conceald
(As theis of myne are, docter) they proue mortall.
How ere, Ile not forgett you while I liue,
Doe but your parts.

Dinant. Sir they are at your service.
Ile giue you some preparatiues to instruct mee
Of your inward temper, then as I find cause,
Some gentle purge.

Novall. Yes I must purge, I die ells,
(But where deere docter you shall not find out.)
This is a happie entrance, maie it end well!
Ile mount your night cap, dodipoll. [Aside.]

Dinant. In what parte
(Wee are sworne to secresie, and you must bee free)
Doe you finde your greatest agonie?

Novall. Oh I haue
Strange motions on the sudden, villanous tumers
Which rise then fall, then rise againe, oh docter
Not to bee shewne or namd.

Dinant. Then in my iudgment
You had best leaue Paris, choose some fresher ayre;
That does helpe much in phisique.

Novall. By noe meanes:
Heere in your howse or noe where you must cure mee;
The eye of the master fatts the horse, and when
His docters by, the patient may drinck wine
In a fitt of a burninge feaver, for your presence
Workes more then what you minister; take phisique
Attended on by ignorant groomes, meere strangers
To your directions, I must hazzard life
And you your reputation; whereas sir,

I hold your howse a colledge of your art
And euery boy you keepe, by you instructed,
A pritty peice of a gallenist; then the females,
From your most faire wife to your kitchen drudge,
Are so famulier with your learned courses
That to an herbe they know to make thin broath
Or when occasion serves to cheere the hart,
(And such ingredients I shall haue most neede of)
How manie cocks of the game make a stronge cullice
Or pheasants eggs a cawdle.

Dinant. I am glad
To heare you argue with such strength.

Enter CLARINDA.

Novall. A flash sir,
But now I feele my fitt againe. — Shee is [Aside.]
Made vpp of all perfection, anie danger
That leads to the enioyinge so much sweetnes
Is pleasure at the height, I am ravisht with
The meere imagination, oh happines!

Dinant. Howes this, one from the duke Nemures?

Clarinda. Yes sir.

Dinant. Tis ranck
The sight of my wife hath forcd him to forget
To counterfeit, I now guesse at your sicknes
And if I fitt you not — 

Clarinda. The gentleman staies you.

Dinant. I come to him presentlie; in the meane tyme wife,
Bee carefull of this mounsier, naie noe coynes,
You may salute him bouldlie, his pale lips
Inchant not in the touch.

Novall. Hers doe Ime sure.

Dinant. Kisse him againe.

Clarinda. Sir this is more then modest.

Dinant. Modest? whie foole, desire is dead in him;
Call it a charitable pious woorke
If it refresh his sperrits.

Novall.) Yes indeede sir,
I finde greate ease int.

Dinant. Mark) that, and would you
Deny) a sick man comfort, meates against
)must bee graunted to
( )
In person waite on him, nay nere hange off,
I saie you shall, this night with your owne hands
Ile haue you aire his bed, and when he eates
Of what you haue prepard, you shall sitt by him
And with some merry chat helpe to repaire
Decayed appetite, watch by him when hee slumbers,
Nay play his pages part; more, I durst trust you,
Weare this our weddinge daie, you yet a virgin,
To bee his bedfellow, for well I know
Old Priams impotence, or Nestors hernias
Herculian activenes, yf but compard
To his debility: putt him to his oath,
Heel sweare hee can doe nothinge.

Novall. Doe? oh noe Sir,
I am past the thought oft.

Dinant. But how doe you like
The method I prescribe?

Novall. Beyond expression;
Vppon the meere report I doe conceaue
Hope of recouery.

Clarinda. Are you mad?

Dinant. Peace foole.
This night you shall take a cordiall to strengthen
Your feeble limbes, twill cost ten crownes a draught.

Novall. Noe matter sir.

Dinant. To morrow you shall walke
To see my garden, then my wife shall shew you
The choyce roomes of my howse, when you are weary
Ease yourself on her couch.

Novall. Oh devine docter,
What man in health would not bee sick on purpose
To bee your patient?

Dinant. Come sir to your chamber,
And now I vnderstand where your disease lyes
(Nay leade him by the hand) doubt not Ile cure you. Exeunt.


ACT IV. SCENE II.
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ENTER CLEREMOND AND MONTROSS.

Cleremond. This is the place.

Montross. An euen peice of ground
Without advantage, but bee iocond freind,
The honor to haue enterd first the feild,
How euer wee come of, is ours.

Cleremond. I neede not,
So well I am acquainted with your vallor
To dare in a good cause as much as man,
Lend you encouragment, and should I ad
Your power to doe, which Fortune, howere blind,
Hath euer seconded, I cannot doubt
But victorie still sitts vppon your swor
And must not now forsake you.

Montross. You shall see mee
Come bouldlie vpp, nor will I shame your cause
By partinge with an inch of ground not bought
With blood on my parte.

Cleremond. Tis not to bee questiond.
That which I would intreate (and pray you graunt it)
Is that you would forget your vsuall softnes,
Your foe beinge at your mercy. It hath been
A custome in you, which I dare not praise,
Havinge disarmd your enimy of his sword,
To tempt your fate by yeildinge it againe,
Then runne a second hazzard.

Montross. When wee encounter
A noble foe wee cannot bee to noble.

Cleremond. That I confesse, but hee thats now to oppose you
I know for an archvillaine, one that hath lost(
All feelinge of humanitie, one that hates(
Goodnes in others (cau)se hees il(l himself,)
A most ingratefull wretch (the names to gentle,
All attributes of wickednes cannot reach him)
Of whome to haue deservd beyond example
Or president of freindship is a wronge
Which onlie death can satisfie.

Montross. You describe
A monster to mee.

Cleremond. True Montrosse, hee is so.
Affrick, tho firtill of strange prodegies,
Never producd his equall; bee wise therefore
And if hee fall into your hands dispatch him,
Pitty to him is cruelty; the sad father
That sees his sonne stunge by a snake to death
May with more iustice staie his vengfull hand
And lett the worme escape, then you voutsafe him
A minute to repent, for tis a slaue
So sould to hell and mischeif, that a traytor
To his most lawfull prince, a church robber,
A parracid whoe, when his garners are
Cramd with the purest graine, suffers his parents,
Beinge old and weake, to starue for want of bread,
Compard to him are inocent.

Montross. I nere heard
Of such a cursed nature, if longe lyvd
Hee would infect man kind, rest you assurd
Hee finds from mee small curtesie.

Cleremond. And expect
As little from him; blood is that hee thirsts for,
Not honorable wounds.

Montross. I would I had him
Within my swords length.

Cleremond. Haue thie wish, thou hast.
Nay draw thie sword and sodenlie; I am They draw.
That monster, temple robber, parracide,
Ingratefull wretch, freind hater, or what ells
Makes vpp the perfect figure of the divell,
Should hee appeare like man. Banish amazement
And call thie ablest sperrits vpp to guard thee
From him thats turnd a furie. I am made
Her minister, whose crueltie but namd
Would with more horror strike the pale cheekd hearers
Then all those dreadfull words which coniurers vse
To fright theire damd familliers; looke not on mee
As I am Cleremond, I haue parted with
The essence that was his and entertaind
The soule of some feirce tigresse, or a woolfes,

New hangd for human slaughter, and tis fitt:
I could not ells bee an apt instrument
To bloody Leonora.

Montross. To my knowledge
I never wrongd her.

Cleremond. Yes in beinge a freind
To mee, shee hated my best freind, her mallice
Would looke noe lower, and for beinge such,
By her comaund Montrosse, I am to kill thee.
Oh that thou hadst like others been all words
And noe performance, or that thou hadst made
Some little stopp in thie careere of kindnes.
Whie wouldst thou to confirme the name of freind
Despise the favors of faire Bellisant
And all those certaine ioyes that waited for thee,
Snatch at this fatall office of a second
Which others fled from? Tis in vaine to mourne now
When theres noe helpe, and therefore good Montrosse
Rowse thie most manlie parts, and thinck thou standst now
A champion for more then kinge or cuntry
Since) in thie fall goodnes it self must suffer.
Remem)ber to the basenes of the wronge
fre)indship, lett it edge thie sword
And kill compassion in thee, and forgett not
I will take all advantages, and so
Without replie haue at thee — 

Fight: CLEREMOND vnder MONTROSS.

Montross. See how weake
An ill cause is, you are already falne;
What can you looke for now?

Cleremond. Foole, vse thie fortune,
And so hee counsailes thee that if wee had
Changd places instantlie would haue cutt thie throate
Or diggd thie hart out.

Montross. In requitall of
That savage purpose I much pittie you;
Witnes theis teares, not teares of ioy for conquest
But of true sorrow for your misery.

Liue, oh liue Cleremond, and like a man
Make vse of reason as an exorcist
To cast this divell out that does abuse you,
This feind of falce affection.

Cleremond. Will you not kill mee?
You are then more tyranous then Leonora:
An easie thrust will doe it, you had euer
A charitable hand, doe not denie mee
For our ould freindships sake. Noe, wilt not bee?
There are a thowsand dores to lett out life,
You keepe not guard of all, and I shall finde
By fallinge headlinge from some rockie cliff,
Poyson or fyre, that longe rest which your sword
Discurteously denies mee. Exit.

Montross. I will follow,
And somethinge I must fancy to disswade him
From doinge suddaine violence on himself;
Thats now my onlie ayme, and that to mee,
Succeedinge well, is a true victorie. Exit.


ACT IV. SCENE III.
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ENTER CHAMONT AND DINANT.

Dinant. Your lady tempted to?

Chamont. And tempted home,
Sumond to parlie, the fort almost yeilded,
Had not I stepd in to remoue the seige;
But I haue countermynd his workes and yf
You second mee will blow the letcher vpp
And laugh to see him caper.

Dinant. Anie thinge,
Comaund mee as your servant to ioyne with you,
All waies are honest wee take to revenge vs
On theis lascivious monkies of the court
That make it theire profession to dishonor
Graue citizeins wiues, nay those of higher ranck
As tis in yours apparant. My yonge rambler
That thought to cheate mee with a faind disease,
I haue in the toyle already; I haue giuen him,
Vnder pretence to make him high and active,

A cooler I dare warrant; it will yeild
Rare sport to see it woorke, I would your Lordshipp
Could bee a spectator.

Chamont. Tis that I ayme at,
And might I but perswade you to dispence
A little with your candor, and consent
To make your howse the stage on which weel act
Our comick sceane, in the pride of all theire hopes
Weel shew theis shallow fooles sunck eyd dispaire
And trivmph in theire punishment.

Dinant. My howse
Or what soeuer ells is myne shall serve
As properties to grace it.

Chamont. In this shape then
Leaue mee to worke the rest.

Dinant. Doubt not my lord
You shall find all things ready. [Exit.]

Enter PERIGOT.

Chamont. This sorts well
With my other purposes. Perigot, to my w(ish!
Aid mee invention!

Perigot. Is the queane falne of,
I heare not from her? Tis the hower and place
That shee appoynted. Whoe haue wee heere? This fellow
Has a pimpes face and lookes as if he weare
Her call, her fetch. With mee?

Chamont. Sir from the partie,
The ladie you should truck with, the lords wife
Your worshipe is to dubb or to make free
Of the companie of the homers — 

Perigot. Faire Lamira.

Chamont. The same sir.

Perigot. And how, my honest squire of the dames? I see
Thou art of her privie counsell.

Chamont. Her graunt holds sir.

Perigot. Oh rare, but when?

Chamont. Marry instantlie.

Perigot. But where?

Chamont. Shee has out gon the cuninge of a woman
In the orderinge it both privatlie and securely;
You know Dinant the docter?

Perigot. Good.

Chamont. His howse
And him shee has made at her devotion sir:
Nay wonder not, most of theis empricques
Thrive better by conivence in such cases
Then theire lame practize: framinge some distemper,
The foole her lord — 

Perigot. Lords may bee what they please,
I question not theire patient.

Chamont. — hath consented
That this night privatlie shee shall take a clister,
Which hee beleeues the docter ministers
And never thincks of you.

Perigot. A good wench still.

Chamont. And there without suspition — 

Perigot. Excellent,
I make this lord my cuckold.

Chamont. True, and write
The reverend drudginge docter my copartener
And fellow bawd; next year wee will haue him warden
Of our societie.

Perigot. There, there, I shall burst,
I am so swolne with pleasure: noe more talkinge,
Deere keeper of the vaultinge dore, lead on.

Chamont. Chardge you as bouldlie.

Perigot. Doe not feare, I haue
A staff to taint and brauelie.

Chamont. Saue the splinters
If it break in the incounter.

Perigot. Witty rascall! Exeunt.


ACT IV. SCENE IV.
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ENTER CLARINDOR, BELLISANT, and BEAUPRÉ.

Clarindor. Boast of your favors madam!

Bellisant. Pardon sir
My feares, since it is growne a generall custome
In our hott youth to keepe a cattalogue

Of conquests this waie gott, nor doe they thinck
Theire victorie compleate vnlesse they publish,
To theire disgrace that are made captive to em,
How farr they haue prevaild.

Clarindor. I would haue such rascalls
First gelded and then hangd.

Bellisant. Remember to sir
To what extremities your loue had brought you,
And since I saud your life, I may with iustice
By silence chardge you to preserve myne honor,
Which howsoeuer to my conscious self
I am tainted, foulely tainted, to the world
I am free from all suspition.

Clarindor. Can you thinck
Il)e doe myself that wronge? Altho I had
A lawye)rs mercynarie tongue still mouinge
)this pretious carkanet, theis iewells
of your magnif)icence (sho)uld keepe mee
A Pithagorean, and euer silent.
Noe rest secure sweete Lady, and excuse
My suddaine and abrupt departure from you,
And if the fault makes forfeit of your grace,
A quick retorne shall ransome and redeeme it.

Bellisant. Bee myndfull of your oathes. [Walks aside.]

Clarindor. I am gott off,
And leaue the memorie of them behind mee.
Now if I can find out my scoffinge gulls,
Novall and Perigot, besides my wage
Which is already sure, I shall retorne
Theire bitter iests and wound them with my tongue
Much deeper then my sword: oh but the oathes
I haue made to the contrary, and her creditt
Of which I should bee tender, — tush, both hould
With mee an equall vallue; the wise say
That the whole fabrique of a womans lighter
Then winde or feathers; what is then her fame?
A kind of nothinge, not to bee preservd
With the losse of so much money: tis sound doctrine
And I will follow it. Exit.

Bellisant. Prithee bee not doubtfull,
Lett the wild coult runne his course.

Beaupré. I must confesse
I cannot sound the depth of what you purpose,
But I much feare — 

Bellisant. That hee will blab; I know it,
And that a secret scalds him, that hee suffers
Till hee hath vented what I seeme to wish
Hee should conceale; but lett him, I am armd fort. Exeunt.


ACT IV. SCENE V.
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ENTER CHAMONT, DINANT, LAMIRA, CLARINDA and SERVANTS.

Chamont. For Perigot, hees in the toyle, nere doubt it.
Oh had you seene how his veynes sweld with lust
When I brought him to the chamber, how he gloried
And stretchd his limbs preparinge them for action,
And takinge mee to bee a pander, plainely tould mee
Twas more delight to haue a lord his cuckold
Then to enioy my lady; there I left him
In contemplation, greedilie expectinge
Lamiras presence, but in sted of her
I haue prepard him other visitants.
You know what you haue to doe?

1 Servant. Feare not my lord,
Hee shall curvet I warrant him in a blancket.

2 Servant. Weel disciple him with dogg whips, and take off
His rampant edge.

Chamont. His life saud, that remember,
You cannot bee to cruell.

Dinant. For his pupill,
My wifes inamorato, if could weeds,
Remoud but one degree from deadlie poyson,
Haue not forgott theire certaine opperation,
You shall see his courage coold; and in that temper,
Till hee haue howld himself into my pardon,
I vow to keepe him.
Within, Novall.
Ho docter, master docter!

Dinant. The games afoote; wee will lett slipp; conceale
Your selues a little.

Enter NOVALL.

Novall. Oh a thowsand agues

Play at barlie breake in my bones, my bloods a poole
On the soden frozen and the isicles
Cutt euery veyne, tis heere, heere, euery where,
Oh deere deere master docter!

Dinant. I must seeme
Not to vnderstand him, twill increase his torture. — 
How doe you sir, has the potion wrought? Doe you feele
An alteration? haue your swellings left you?
Is your blood still rebellious?

Novall. Oh good docter,
I am a ghost, I haue nor fle(sh nor blood
Nor heate nor warmth about mee.(

Dinant. Doe not desemble,
I know you ar(e) high an(d jovial,

Novall. Iouiall docter?
Noe I am all amort, as if I had laine
Three daies in my graue aireadle.

Dinant. I will raise you,
For looke you sir you are a liberall patient,
Nor must I, while you can bee such, parte with you,
Tis against the lawes of our colledge. Pray you marke mee,
I haue with curiosity considerd
Your constitution to bee hot and moyst
And that at your nativitie Iupiter
And Venus weare in coniunction, whence followes
By necessarie consiquence you must bee
A most insatiat letcher.

Novall. Oh I haue beene,
I haue been I confesse, but now I cannot
Thinck of a woman.

Dinant. For your health you must sir
Both thinck, and see, and touch, you are but a dead man ells.

Novall. That waie I am already.

Dinant. You must take
And sodenlie, tis a conceald receipt,
A buxsome iucy wench.

Novall. Oh twill not downe sir,
I haue noe swallow fort.

Dinant. Now since I would
Haue the disease as privat as the cure
(For tis a secret), I haue wrought my wife
To bee both phisique and phisitian
To giue you ease; will you walke to her?

Novall. Oh docter,
I cannot stand, in euerie part aboute mee
I haue the palsie but my tongue.

Dinant. Nay then
You are obstinate and refuse my gentle offer,
Or ells tis foolish modestie. Come heither,
Come my Clarinda, tis noe comon curtesie,
Comfort the gentleman.

Novall. This is ten tymes worse.

Chamont. He does torment him rarely.

Dinant. Shee is not coy sir;
What thinck you, is not this a pritty foote
And a cleane instep? I will leaue the calf
For you to finde and iudge of; heeres a hand to,
Try it, the palme is moyst; her youthfull blood
Runnes strenge in euery azure veyne, the face to
Nere knew the helpe of art, and altogeither
May serve the turne after a longe sea voyage
For the captaine himself.

Novall. I am a swabber docter,
A bloodlesse swabber, haue not strength enough
To clense her poope.

Dinant. Fie, you shame yourself
And the profession of your ruttinge gallants,
That hold theire docters wiues as free for them
As some of vs our apothecaries.

Novall. Good sir, noe more.

Dinant. Take her aside, cornute mee,
I giue you leaue, what should a quacksalver,
A fellow that does deale with druggs as I doe,
(That has not meanes to giue her choyce of gownes,
Iewells, and rich imbrotherd petticoates)
Doe with so faire a bedfellow, shee beinge fashiond

To purge a rich heires raynes, to bee the mistress
Of a court gallant, did you not tell her so?

Novall. I haue betrayd myself, I did, I did.

Dinant. And that rich marchants, advocates and docters,
How ere deservinge from the comon wealth,
On forfeit of the citties charter weare

Predestind cuckolds.

Novall. Have s)ome pitty docter,
I was an herritique but now converted
(little, little respitt.

Dinant. tow)ne bull
reveng)e all good mens wrongs
( )
And now will play the tyrant. To dissect thee,
Eate thie flesh of with burninge corosiues,
Or write with Aqua fortis in thie forhead
Thie base intent to wronge my bed, weare iustice,
And to doe lesse weare foolish pitty in mee:
I speake it, ribald.

Novall. Perigot, Perigot,
Woe to thie cursed counsaile!

Chamont. Perigot?
Did hee advise you to this course?

Novall. Hee did.

Chamont. And hee has his reward fort.
Within, Perigot.
Will you murther mee?

Servants. Once more aloft with him.

Perigot. Murther, murther, murther, murther!

Enter SERVANTS with PERIGOT.

Chamont. What conceald bakd meate haue you there? a present?
Is it goates flesh? It smells ranck.

1 Servant. Wee haue had
Sweete woorke ont my lord.

2 Servant. I warrant you tis tender,
It wants noe cookinge, yet if you thinck fitt
Weel bruise it againe.

Perigot. As you are Christians spare mee,
I am ielly within already, and without
Imbrothered all ore with statute lace.
What would you more?

Novall. My tutor in the gynne to?
This is some comfort, hee is as good as drenchd
And now weel both bee chast.

Chamont. What, wast a catt
You haue encounterd mounsier, you are scratchd so?
My Ladie sure forgott to pare her nayles
Before your soft embraces.

Dinant. Hee has tooke greate paines,
What a sweate hees in.

Chamont. Oh hees a master dancer,
Knowes how to caper into a ladies favor.
One lofty trick more deere mounsier.

Novall. That I had
But strength to laugh at him, blancketted like a dogg
And like a cutpurse whipd: I am sure that now
Hee cannot ieere mee.

Perigot. May not a man haue leaue
To hange himself?

Chamont. Noe that weare too much mercy;
Live to bee wretched, live to bee the talke
Of the conduit and the bakehowse; I will haue thee
Picterd as thou art now, and thie whole story
Sunge to some villanous tune in a lewd ballet,
And make thee so notorious to the world
That boyes in the streetes shall hoot at the; come Lamira
And triumph ore him; dost thou see this lady
My wife, whose honor foolishlie thou thoughts
To vndermyne and make a servant to
Thie bruitish lust, laughinge at thie affliction?
And as a signe shee scornes thee sett her foote
Vppon thie head? doe so: sdeath, but resist
Once more, you caper.

Perigot. I am at the stake
And must indure it.

Chamont. Spurne him to.

Lamira. Troth sir,
I doe him to much grace.

Chamont. Now as a schole boy
Does kisse the rod that gaue him chastizment,
To proue thou art a slaue, meete with thie lips
The instrument that corrects thee.

Perigot. Haue you done yet?

Dinant. How like a paire of crest falne iades they looke now!

Clarinda. They are not worth our scorne.

Perigot. Oh pupill, pupill!

Novall. Tutor, I am drenchd; lett vs condole togeith(er.

Chamont. And wheres the ticklinge itch now, my deere m(ounsier,
To saie this lords my cuckold? Im tyrd, (
That wee had fresh doggs to bait e(m.

Enter CLARINDOR.

Clarindor. I am acquainted with the storie,
The docters man has tould mee all.

Dinant. Vppon em!

Perigot. Clarindore? worst of all; for him to know this
Is a second blancketinge.

Novall. I againe am drenchd
To looke vppon him.

Clarindor. How ist man? beare vpp;
You that comend adultery, I am glad
To see it thrive so well. Fie Perrigot,
Deiected? happilie thou wouldst haue vs thinck
This is the first tyme that thou didst curvet
And come aloft in a blancket, by St Dennis
Heere are shrewd scratches to, but nothinge to
A man of resolution whose shoulders
Are of them selues armor of proofe against
A bastinado, and will tyre ten beadles.

Perigot. Mock on, know noe mercy.

Clarindor. Thrifty younge men!
What a chardge is saud in wenchinge, and tis tymely,
A certaine wager of three thowsand crownes

Is lost and must bee paid, my paire of puppies;
The coy dame Bellisant hath stoopd: beare witnes
This chaine and iewells you haue seene her weare;
The fellow that her groomes kickd downe the staires
Has crepd into her bed, and to assure you
Theres noe deceipt shee shall confesse so much:
I haue inioyd her.

Chamont. Are you serious?

Clarindor. Yes sir,
And glorie in it.

Chamont. Nay then giue ouer foolinge:
Thou lyest and art a villaine, a base villaine,
To slander her.

Clarindor. You are a lord, my Lord, and that
Bids mee forbeare you, but I will make good
What euer I haue said.

Chamont. Ile not loose tyme
To change words with the; the kinge hath ordaind
A parliament of loue to right her wrongs,
To which I summon thee. Exit.

Clarindor. Your worst, I care not;

Farwell Babions. Exit.

Dinant. Heere was a suddaine change.
Nay you must quitt my howse; shogge on kind patient,
And as you like my phisick, when you are
Rampant againe you know I haue that can coole you.
Nay mounsier Perigot, helpe your pupill of to;
Your counsaile brought him on; ha, noe replie?
Are you struck dumbe? Yf you are wrongd, complaine.

Perigot. Wee shall find freinds to right vs.

Dinant. And I iustice;
The cause beinge heard I aske noe more. Hence, vanish!

Exeunt.Finis Actus Quarti


ACT V. SCENE I.
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ENTER CHAMONT, PHILAMOR, and lafort.

Philamor. Montrosse slaine, and by Cleremond!

Chamont. Tis to true.

Lafort. But wondrous strange that anie difference,
Espetially of such a deadlie nature,
Should ere devide so eminent a freindship.

Philamor. The miracle is greater that a lady,
His most devoted mistress Leonora,
Against the vsuall softnes of her sex,
Should with such violence and hate pursue
Her amorous servant, since I am informd
That) hee was apprehended by her practize;
And) when hee comes to tryall for his life
Shell rise u)p his accuser,
ont. So tis rumerd,
And thats the motiue that younge Cleremond
Makes it his humble suite to haue his cause
Decided in the Parliament of loue,
For hee pretends the bloody quarrell grew
From grounds that clayme a reference to that place;
Nor feares hee, so you graunte him equall hearinge,
But with vnanswerable proofe to render
The cruell Leonora tainted with
A guilt beyond his.

Lafort. The kinge is acquainted
Alreadie with the accident; besides,
Hee hath voutsafd to read divers petitions
Preferd on seuerall causes, one against
Mounsier Dinant his docter by Novall,
A second in which madam Bellisant
Complaines against Clarindore; there is a bill to
Brought in by Perigot against your Lordshipp;
All which in person hee resolues to heare,
Then as a iudge to censure.

Philamor. See the forme,
Choyce musique vshers him.

Chamont. Lett vs meete the troope
And mixe with em.

Philamor. Twill poyse your expectation.

Enter CHARLES. The Lords ioyne with the troopes. A preist with the image of Cupid. A ban sett forth.Then enter cleremond, clarindor, bellisant, leonora, beaupré, perigot, novall, [dinant,] and officer, montross on a beere before the barr.

Charles. Lett it not seeme a wonder, nor begett
An ill opinion in this faire assembly,
That heere I place this statue; tis not done,
Vppon the forfeit of our grace, that you
Should with a superstitious reverence
Fall downe and worship it, nor can it bee
Presumd wee hope younge Charles, that iustlie holds
The honord tytle of most Christian kinge,
Should euer nourish such idolotrous thoughts.
Tis rather to instruct deceaud mankind
How much pure Loue, that had his birth in heaven
And scornes to bee receaud a guest but in
A noble hart prepard to entertaine him,
Is by the grosse misprition of weake men
Abusd and iniurd. That celestiall fyer
Which herogliphically is discribd
In this his bow, his quiuer, and his torch,
First warmd theire bloods and after gaue a name
To the old heroicque sperrits, such as Orpheus,
That drew men differinge little then from beasts
To civell gouerment, or famd Alcides
The tirant queller, that refusd the plaine
And easie path leadinge to vitious pleasures
And ending in a precipice deepe as hell,
To scale the ragged cliff on whose firme top
Virtue and honnor crownd with wreathes of starrs
Did sitt trivmphant. But it wilbee answerd,
The world decayinge in her strength, that now
Wee are not equall to those antient tymes

And therefor tweare impertinent and tedious
To cite more presidents of that reverend age,
But rather to endevor as wee purposd
To giue encouragement by reward to such
As with theire best nerves imitate that old goodnes,
And with seveere correction to reforme
The moderne vices. Begin, reade the bills.

Cleremond. Lett myne bee first my lord, twas first preferd.

Bellisant. But till my cause bee heard our whole sex s(uffers.

Officer. Back, keepe back there!

Novall. Prithee gentle officer,
Handle mee gingerlie or I fall t(o pieces
Before I can ple(ad) myne(.

Perigot. I am br(uised
( )
s. Iustice, iustice!

Charles. Forbeare theis clamors! You shall all bee heard;
And to confirme I am noe partiall iudge,
By lottery decide it; heeres noe favor.
Whose bill is first, Lafort?

Lafort. Tis Cleremonds.

Charles. The second?

Lafort. Perigots, the third Novalls.

Novall. Our cases are both lamentable tutor.

Perigot. And I am glad they shalbee heard togeither;
Wee cannot stand asunder.

Charles. Whats the last?

Lafort. The iniurd ladie Bellisants.

Charles. To the first then,
And so proceede in order.

Philamor. Stand to the barr.

Leonora. Speake Cleremond thie greefe, as I will myne.

Perigot. A confident little pleader, weare I in case
I would giue her a doble fee.

Novall. So would I tutor.

Officer. Silence, silence.

Cleremond. Should I rise vpp to plead my innocence,
Tho with the favor of the court I stood
Acquitted to the world, yea tho the wounds

Of my dead freind (which like so manie mouthes
With bloody tongues cry out alowd against mee)
By your aucthoritie weare closd, yet heere
A not to bee corrupted iudge, my conscience,
Would not alone condem mee, but inflict
Such lingringe tortures on mee, as the hangman,
Tho witty in his crueltie, could not equall.
I therefore doe confesse a guilty cause
Touchinge the fact, and vncompelld acknowledge
My self the instrument of a cryme the sunne,
Hidinge his face in a thick maske of clowds
As frighted with the horror, durst not looke on.
But if your lawes with greater rigor punish
Such as invent a mischeif then the organs
By whome tis putt in act (they trulie beinge
The first greate wheeles by which the lesser moue)
Then stand forth Leonora, and Ile proue
The white robe of my inocence tainted with
But one black spott of guilt, and euen that one
By thie hand cast on mee, but thine dyed ore
Ten tymes in graine in hells most vglie cullors.

Leonora. The fellow is distracted, see how hee raues;
Now as I liue yf detestation of
His basenes would but giue mee leaue I should
Begin to pitty him.

Cleremond. Frontless ympudence
And not to bee replide to. Sir to you
And theis subordinate ministers of yourself
I turne my speech, to her I doe repent
I ere voutsafd a sillable. My birth
Was noble as tis knowne, nor lett it rellish
Of arrogance to saie my fathers care
With curiousnes and cost did traine mee vpp
In all those liberall quallities that comend
A gentleman, and when the tender downe
Vppon my chin tould mee I was a man,
I came to court; there youth, ease and example
First made mee feele the pleasinge paines of loue,
And there I saw this woman, saw and loud her
With more then comon ardor, for that deitie

(Such our affection makes him) whose dread power
Tooke forth the choycest arrow headed with
Not loose but loyall flames, which aymed at mee,
I c)ame with greedie haste to meete the shaft
)ge that my captiue hart was made
)his devine artillery
)s()rv ( )d, ( )noe relation
( )
But the shott made at her was not like myne
Of gold, nor of pale lead that breeds disdaine,
Cupid himself disclaymes it; I thinck rather
(As by the sequell twill appeare) some fury
From burninge Acharon snatchd a sulpher brand
That smoakd with hate, the parent of red murther,
And threw it in her boosome. Pardon mee
Tho I dwell longe vppon the cause that did
Produce such dire effects; and to omitt
For your much patience sake the cuninge trap
In which shee caught mee, and with horrid oathes
Imbarqued mee on a sea of human blood,
I come to the last sceane.

Leonora. Tis tyme, for this
Growes stale and tedious.

Cleremond. When I saie shee had,
To satisfie her fell rage, as a pennance
Forcd mee to this black deede, her vow to given
That I should marrie her, and shee conceale mee:
When to her view I brought the slaughterd bodie
Of my deere freind, and labord with my teares
To stirr compunction in her, ayded to
By the sad obiect which might witnes for mee
At what an ouer rate I haue made purchase
Of her longe wishd embraces, then greate sir,
But that I had a mother and there may bee
Some two or three of her sex lesse faulty,
I should affirme shee was the perfect image
Of the divell her tutor that had left hell emptie
To dwell in wicked woman.

Leonora. Doe, rayle on.

Cleremond. For not alone shee gloried in my sufferings,
Forswore what shee had vowd, refusd to touch mee,
Much lesse to confort mee or giue mee harbor,
But instantlie, ere I could recollect
My scatterd scence, betrayd mee to your iustice
Which I submitt to hopinge in your wisdome
That as in mee you lopp a limbe of murder,
You will in her grubb vpp the roote. I haue said sir.

Leonora. Much I confesse, but much to little purpose
And tho with gay rhetoricall florishes
You strive to guild a rotten cause, the touch
Of reason, fortified by truth, deliuerd
From my vnletterd tongue, shall shew it dust
And so to bee contemd. You haue trymd vpp
All your deservings (should I graunte them such)
With more care then a waiter of threescore
Does hide her wrinckles, which if shee encounter
The rayne, the winde, or sunne, the paint washd of
And to dim eyes discouerd, — I forbeare
The application and in a plaine stile
Come roundlie to the matter. Tis confessd
This pritty handsome gentleman (for theeues
Led to the gallowes are held proper men
And so I now will call him) would needs make mee
The mistress of his thoughts, nor did I scorne,
For truth is truth, to grace him as a servant.
Nay hee tooke pritty waies to win mee too,
For a court novice; euery yeare I was
His vallentine and in an anagram
My name worne in his hatt; hee made mee banquets
As if hee thought that ladies like to flyes
Weare to bee caught with sweete meates, quarrelld with
My taylor yf my gowne weare not the first
Of that edition, beate my shoemaker
If the least wrinckle on my foote appeard
As wronginge the proportion, and in t(y)me
Grew boulder, vsherd mee to m(asques
Or ells paid him that(

With such ( ) d(
And of good ranck are taken with such gambolls;
In a word I was so; and a sollem contract
Did passe betwixt vs, and the daie appoynted
That should make our embraces warrantable
And lawfull to the world, all things so carried
As hee ment naught but honorable loue.

Charles. A pritty method.

Philamor. Quaintly to deliuerd.

Leonora. But when hee thought mee sure, hee then gaue profe
That foule lust lurkd in the faire shape of loue;
For valuinge neither lawes devine nor human,
His credit nor my fame, with violence borne
On black saild wings of loose and base desires,
As yf his naturall parts had quite forsooke him,
And that the pleasures of the marriage bed
Weare to bee reapd with noe more ceremony
Then bruite beasts cupple, (I yet blush to speake it)
Hee tempted mee to yeild my honor vpp
To his libidinous twines, and like an athest
Scofd at the forme and orders of the church;
Nor ended so, but beinge by mee reproud,
Hee offerd violence but was prevented.

Charles. Note a suddaine change.

Lafort. Twas foule in Cleremond.

Leonora. I burninge then with a most virtuous anger
Raisd from my hart the memory of his name,
Revild and spitt at him, and knew twas iustice
That I should take those deities hee scornd,
Himen and Cupid, into my protection
And bee the instrument of theire revenge
And so I cast him off, scornd his submission,
His poore and childish whininges, willd my servants
To shutt my gates against him, but when neither
Disdaine, hate, nor contempt could free mee from
His loathsome importunities, and fyerd to
To wreake myne iniurd honor, I tooke gladlie
Advantage of his execrable oathes
To vndergoe what pennance I enioynd him;

Then to the terror of all future ribalds
That make noe difference betwene loue and lust
Imposd this taske vppon him. I haue said to;
Now when you please a censure.

Chamont. Shee has putt
The iudges to theire whisper

Novall. What doe you thinck
Of theis proceedings tutor?

Perigot. The truth is
I like not the severytie of the court.
Would I weare quitt and in an hospitall;
I could lett fall my suite.

Novall. Tis still your counsaile.

Charles. Wee are resolud, and with an equall hand
Will hold the scale of iustice, pitty shall not
Robb vs of strength and will to draw her sword
Nor passion transport vs. Lett a preist
And headsman bee in readines, doe you start
To heare them namd? Some little pawse wee graunt you
To take examination of yourselves,
What either of you haue deservd and whie
Theis instruments of our power are now thought vsefull:
You shall heare more anon — 

Cleremond. I like not this.

Leonora. A dredfull preperation, I confesse
It shakes my confidence.

Clarindor. I presumd this court
Had been in sport erected, but now I find
With horror to the strongest hopes I built on,
265 )tis not safe to bee subiect of
266 )kings
267… To the second ca)use.
… Perigots)

Novall. Nay take mee alonge to,
And since that our complaints differ not much,
Dispatch vs both togeither: I accuse
This divilish docter.

Perigot. I this wicked lord.

Novall. Tis knowne I was an able lustie man,
Fitt to gett souldiers to serve my kinge
And cuntry in the warrs, and how soeuer
Tis said I am not valliant of my self,
I was a striker, one that could strike home to,
And never did beget a girle tho drunk;
To make this good I could produce braue boyes
That others father, twiggs of myne owne graftinge
That loud a drume at four and ere full ten
Fought battailes for the parish they weare borne in;
And such by blowes, old stories saie, still proud

Fortunate captaines. Now where as in iustice
I should haue had a pention from the state
For my good service, this ingratefull docter,
Havinge noe child and never like to haue one,
Because in pitty of his barrennesse
I plotted how to help him to an heire,
Has with a drench so far disabled mee
That the greate Turke may trust mee with his virgins
And never vse a surgion; now consider
If this bee not hard measure and a wronge
To little don Cupid, if hee bee the god
Of cuplinge as tis said, and will vndoe,
Yf you giue way to this, all younger brothers
That carrie theire revenews in theire breeches.
Haue I not nickd it tutor?

Perigot. To a haire boy,
Our bills shall passe, nere feare it. For my case
It is the same sir, my intent as noble
As was my pupills.

Chamont. Plead it not ore againe then,
It takes much from the dignitie of the court
But to giue audience to such things as theis,
That doe in theire defence condem them selues
And neede not an accuser. To bee short sir,
And in a language as far from obsceanesse
As the foule cause will giue mee leaue, bee pleasd
To know thus much: theis hungrie paire of flesh flyes
And most inseperable brace of coxcombs,
Tho borne of divers mothers twins in basenes,

Weare frequent at my table, had free welcome
And entertainement fitt for better men,
In the retorne of which this thanckfull mounsier
Tempted my wife, seducd her, at the least
To him shee did appeare so, which discouerd
And with what treachery hee did abuse
My bounties, treadinge vnderneath his feete
All due respect of hospitable rights
Or the honor of my familie, tho th intent
Deservd a stabb eene at the holy alter,
I borrowed so much of your power to right mee
As to make him caper.

Dinant. For this gallant,
I doe confesse I coold him, spoyld his ramblinge;
Would all such as delight in it weare servd so,
And since you are acquainted with the motiues
That did induce mee to it I forbeare
A needlesse repetition.

Chamont. Tis not worth it.
The creminall iudge is (fitter to take …
Of pleas of this (base nature …

An (in)iurd ladie (for whose wrong …
I see the statue of the god of loue
Dropp downe teares of compassion, his sad mother
And faire cheekd graces that attend on her
Weepinge for companie, as if that all
The ornaments vppon the Paphian shrine
Weare with one gripe by sacrilidgious hands
Torne from the holy alter; tis a cause sir
That iustlie may exact your best attention
Which if you trulie vnderstand and censure
You not alone shall right the present tymes
But bind posterity to bee your debtor.
Stand forth deere madam. Looke vppon this face,
Examine euery feature and proportion
And you with mee must graunt this rare peice finishd,
Nature disparinge ere to make the like,
Brake sodenlie the mould in which twas fashiond;
Yet to increase your pitty and call on

Your iustice with seueritie, this faire outside
Was but the couer of a fairer mynd.
Thinck then what punishment hee must deserve
And iustlie suffer, that could arme his hart
With such impenitrable flinty hardnes
To iniure so much sweetenes.

Clarindor. I must stand
The furie of this tempest, which alreadie
Sings in my eares.

Bellisant. Greate sir, the too much praise
This lord (my guardian once) has showerd vppon mee
Could not but spring vpp blushes in my cheekes
Yf greefe had left mee blood enough to speake
My humble modestie; and so far I am
From beinge litigious, that though I weare robd
Of my whole estate, provided my faire name
Had been vnwounded, I had now been silent;
But since the wronge I vndergoe, if smotherd,
Would iniure our whole sex, I must laie by
My native bashfullnes and putt on bouldnes
Fitt to incounter with the impudence
Of this bad man; that from his birth hath been
So farr from nourishinge an honest thought
That the abuse of virgins was his studie
And dailie practize. His forsakinge of
His wife, distressed Beaupré, his lewd wager
With theis companions like himself to whore mee,
His desperate resolution in my presence
To bee his owne assassinate, to prevent which,
Foolish compassion forcd mee to surrender
The life of life, my honor, I passe ouer.
Ile onlie toutch his foule ingratitude,
To scourge which monster, yf your lawes prouide not
A punishment with rigor they are vselesse,
Or if the sword, the gallowes or the wheele
Bee due to such as spoyle vs of our goods,
Pirillus brazen bull, the English rack,
The German pincers, or the Scotch oyld boote,
Tho ioynd togeither, yet come short of tortore

To theire full merrit those accursed wretches
That steale our reputations and good names,
As this base villaine has done myne. Forgiue mee
If rage provoke mee to vncivell language;
The cause requires it. Was it not enough
That) to preserve thie life, I lost myne honor,
But in reco)mpence of such a guift
publi)sh it to my disgrace?
u)nfortunate I:
Whome but of late the citty, nay all Fraunce
Durst bringe in opposition for chaste lyfe
With anie woman in the Christian world,
Am now become a by word and a scorne
In myne owne cuntry.

Charles. As I liue shee moues mee.
Is this true, Clarindore?

Novall. Oh tis very true sir,
Hee bragd of it to mee.

Perigot. And mee, nay since
Wee must bee censurd, weel giue evidence:
Tis comfort to haue fellowes in affliction;
You shall not scape fine mounsir.

Clarindor. Peace you dogboults.
Sir I adresse my self to you and hope
You haue reservd one eare for my defence,
The other freely given to my accuser.
This ladie that complaines of iniury,
If shee haue anie, was her self the cause
That brought it to her, for beinge younge and rich,
And faire to as you see, and from that prowd,
Shee bosted of her strength as if it weare not
In the power of loue to vndermyne the fort
On which her chastety was stronglie raizd.
I that was bred a courtier and servd
Almost my whole life vnder Cupids ensignes,
Could not in iustice but interpret this
As an affront to the greate god of loue
And all his followers, if shee weare not brought

To due obedience: theis strenge reasons sir
Made mee to vndertake her. How I woed
Or what I swore it skills not (since tis said
And trulie Iupiter and Venus smile
At louers periuries); to bee breefe, shee yeilded
And I enioyd her. If this bee a cryme
And all such as offend this plesant waie
Are to bee punishd, I am sure you would haue
Few followers in the court; you are younge your self sir,
And what would you in such a cause — ?

Lafort. Forbeare!

Philamor. You are rude and insolent.

Clarindor. Good words gentle iudges,
I haue noe oyld tongue, and I hope my bluntnes
Will not offend.

Charles. But did you boast your conquest
Got on this lady?

Clarindor. After victory,
A little glorie in a souldiers mouth
Is not vncomly, loue beinge a kind of warr to,
And what I did atchiue was full of labor
As his that winnes stronge townes and merrits trivmphes.
I thought it could not but take from myne honor,
Besides the wager of three thowsand crownes
Made sure by her confession of my service,
If it had been conceald.

Charles. Whoe would haue thought
That such an impudence could ere haue harbord
In the brest of anie gentleman? In this
Thou dost degrade thie self of all the honors
Thie ancestors left thee, and in thie base natu(re
Tis to apparant that thou art a peasan(t.
Boast of a ladies favors? this (confirms
Thou art the captain (of that …
That glorie in th(eir sins …
With name of courtship, such as dare belye
Greate womens bounties and repulsd and scornd
Comitt adultery with theire good names,

And never touch theire persons. I am sorry
For your sake madam that I cannot make
Such reparations for you in your honor
As I desire, for yf I should compell him
To marry you it weare to him a blessinge,
To you a punishment, hee beinge so vnworthie;
I therefore doe resigne my place to you:
Bee your owne iudge, what ere you shall determine,
By my crowne Ile see performd.

Clarindor. I am in a fine case
To stand at a womans mercy.

Bellisant. Then thus sir:
I am not bloody nor bent to revenge,
And studie his amendment not his ruin;
Yet since you haue given vpp your power to mee
For punishment I doe enioyne him to
Marry this More.

Clarindor. A divell, hange mee rather!

Charles. Tis not to bee alterd.

Clarindor. This is cruelty
Beyond expression; Sir I haue a wife.

Chamont. I to good for thee. View her well
And then, this varnish from her face washd of,
Thou shalt find Beaupré.

Clarindor. Beaupré!

Bellisant. Yes, his wife sir,
Longe by him with violence cast of,
And in this shape shee servd mee; all my studies
Ayminge to make a faire attonement for her
To which your maiesty may now constraine him.

Clarindor. It needs not, I receaue her and aske pardon
Of her and you.

Bellisant. On both our parts tis graunted.
This was your bedfellow and filld your armes
When you thought you imbracd mee; I am yet
A virgin, nor had euer given consent
In my chast howse to such a wanton passage
But that I knew that her desires weare lawfull.
But now noe more personated passion:
This is the man I loud, that I loud trulie,

How euer I desembled; and with him
Dyes all affection in mee. So, greate sir,
Resume your seate.

Charles. An vnexpected yssue
Which I reioyce in. Would tweare in our power
To give a period to the rest like this
And spare our heavie censure, but the death
Of good Montrosse forbids it. Cleremond
Thou instantlie shalt marry Leonora,
Which done, as sodenly thie head cutt off
And corpes interd, vppon thie graue Ile build
A roome of eight foote square, in which this lady
For punishment of her cruelty shall dye

An anchoresse.

Leonora. I doe repent and rather
Will marry him and forgiue him.

Cleremond. Bind her to
Her word greate sir, Montrosse liues, this a plott
)this obstinate lady
[Leonora.] ) b(e) so cheated
( )
[Montross.] ) repent
fol.r Your good opinion of mee when thought dead,
Nor lett not my neglect to wait vppon you
(Consideringe what a busines of import
Diverted mee) bee thought vnpardonable.

Bellisant. For my part tis forgiuen, and thus I seale

Charles. Nor are wee averse
To your desires, may you liue longe and happie.

Novall. Mercy to vs greate sir!

Perigot. Wee will become
Chast and reformed men.
Chamont and Dinant. Wee both are suiters
On this submission for your pardon sir.

Charles. Which wee in part will graunt, but to deter
Others by theire example from pursuinge
Vnlawfull lusts, that thinck adultery
A sport to bee oft practizd, fix on them

Twoe Satirs heads, and so, in capitall letters
Theire foule intents written on theire brests, weel haue them
Led thrice through Paris, then at the court gate
To stand three howers, where Clarindor shall make
His recantation for the iniury
Done to the lady Bellisant and read
A sharp invective endinge with a curse
Against all such as boast of ladies favors;
Which done, both trulie penitent, my docter
Shall vse his best art to restore your strength
And render Perigot a perfect man.
So breake wee vpp loues parliament which wee hope,
Beinge for mirth intended, shall not meete with
An ill construction, and if then faire ladies and gratious spectators,
You please to approue it, wee hope youl invite
Your freinds to see it often with delight.

FINIS


A New Way to Pay Old Debts (1625)

[image: img23.jpg]

Massingers most enduring play, A New Way to Pay Old Debts was entered into the Stationers Register in late 1632 and first published in quarto in 1633 by the stationer Henry Seyle. Massinger dedicated the play to Robert Dormer, 1st Earl of Carnarvon, who was the Master Falconer of England. In 1625, at the age of fifteen, Dormer had married Lady Anne Sophia Herbert, the daughter of Philip Herbert, a patron of Massinger. Dormer was also a devoted Royalist that was killed in the first Battle of Newbury on the 20 September 1643, during the First English Civil War. A New Way to Pay Old Debts was probably written in 1625, although it remains possible it was composed in the early 1620s. In 1625, there was a particularly deadly outbreak of the plague in London, when the theatres were closed, making it likely that the play was not performed until 1626. It is known to have been performed at the Cockpit Theatre by Queen Henriettas Men in the 1620s and it was frequently staged throughout the 1630s, right up until the closure of the theatres at the start of the English Civil War in 1642.

A New Way to Pay Old Debts is a comedy centred on the cruel extortioner Sir Giles Overreach, who must face his comeuppance by the end of the play. Francis Welborne is a gentleman that has fallen into a disreputable lifestyle after the death of his father and has lost his land and fortune to Overreachs manipulative and underhand practices. Welborne aspires to regain his fortune with the assistance of a wealthy young widow, while Overreach schemes to marry his own daughter, Margaret, to the rich nobleman, Lord Lovell. Overreach is likely to have been at least in part inspired by the courtier and MP, Giles Mompesson, who in 1621 was found guilty of extortion for abusing his position granting licences to inns and taverns. One important aspect of Massingers play is the class tension and anxiety revealed by emerging wealth of the capitalist class as it threatens to disrupt the old social order.
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Edmund Kean as Sir Giles Overreach, 1816
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The anonymous The description of Giles Mompesson from 1621, celebrating the downfall of the hated figure.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
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Lord Lovell.
Tom Allworth, a Young Gentleman, Page to Lord
Lovell.
Sir Giles Overreach, a Cruel Extortioner.
Margaret, Daughter of Sir Overreach.
Marrall, a Term-Driver; a Creature of Sir Giles
Overreach.

Frank Wellborn, a Prodigal.
Greedy, a Hungry Justice Of Peace.

Lady Allworth, a rich Widow.
Order, Steward.
Amble, Usher.
Furnace, Cook.
Watchall, Porter.

Wllldo, a Parson.

Tapwell, an Alehouse Keeper.
Froth, Wife of Tapwell.

Chambermaid.
Waiting Woman.
Creditors, Servants, &c.

SCENE: The Country near Nottingham.


Act I


ACT I, SCENE I.
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Before Tapwells House.

Enter Wellborn in tattered apparel,
Tapwell, and Froth.

Well. No bouse? nor no tobacco?

Tap. Not a suck, sir;
Nor the remainder of a single can
Left by a drunken porter, all night palled too.

Froth. Not the dropping of the tap for your mornings draught, sir:
Tis verity, I assure you.

Well.  Verity, you brache!
The devil turned precisian! Rogue, what am I?

Tap. Troth, durst I trust you with a looking-glass,
To let you see your trim shape, you would quit me,
And take the name yourself,

Well. How, dog!

Tap.  Even so, sir.
And I must tell you, if you but advance
Your Plymouth cloak, you shall be soon instructed
There dwells, and within call, if it please your worship,
A potent monarch called the constable,
That does command a citadel called the stocks;
Whose guards are certain files of rusty billmen
Such as with great dexterity will hale
Your tattered, lousy −

Well.  Rascal! slave!

Froth. No rage, sir.

Tap. At his own peril: − do not put yourself
In too much heat, there being no water near
To quench your thirst; and sure, for other liquor,
As mighty ale, or beer, they are things, I take it,
You must no more remember; not in a dream, sir.

Well. Why, thou unthankful villain, darst thou talk thus!
Is not thy house, and all thou hast, my gift?

Tap. I find it not in chalk; and Timothy Tapwell
Does keep no other register.

Well.  Am not I he
Whose riots fed and clothed thee? wert thou not
Born on my fathers land, and proud to be
A drudge in his house?

Tap. What I was, sir, it skills not;
What you are, is apparent: now, for a farewell,
Since you talk of father, in my hope it will torment you,
Ill briefly tell your story. Your dead father,
My quondam master, was a man of worship,
Old Sir John Wellborn, justice of peace and quorum,
And stood fair to be custos rotulorum;
Bore the whole sway of the shire, kept a great house,
Relieved the poor, and so forth; but he dying,
And the twelve hundred a year coming to you,
Late Master Francis, but now forlorn Wellborn −

Well. Slave, stop! or I shall lose myself.

Froth.  Very hardly;
You cannot out of your way.

Tap.  But to my story:
You were then a lord of acres, the prime gallant,
And I your under-butler; note the change now:
You had a merry time oft; hawks and hounds,
With choice of running horses; mistresses
Of all sorts and all sizes, yet so hot,
As their embraces made your lordship melt;
Which your uncle, Sir Giles Overreach, observing,
(Resolving not to lose a drop of them,)
On foolish mortgages, statutes, and bonds,
For a while supplied your looseness, and then left you.

Well. Some curate hath penned this invective, mongrel,
And you have studied it.

Tap.  I have not done yet:
Your land gone, and your credit not worth a token,
You grew the common borrower; no man scaped
Your paper-pellets, from the gentleman
To the beggars on highways, that sold you switches
In your gallantry.

Well. I shall switch your brains out.

Tap. Where poor Tim Tapwell, with a little stock,
Some forty pounds or so, bought a small cottage;
Humbled myself to marriage with my Froth here,
Gave entertainment −

Well.  Yes, to whores and canters,
Clubbers by night −

Tap.  True, but they brought in profit,
And had a gift to pay for what they called for,
And stuck not like your mastership. The poor income
I gleaned from them hath made me in my parish
Thought worthy to be scavenger, and in time
I may rise to be overseer of the poor;
Which if I do, on your petition, Wellborn,
I may allow you thirteen-pence a quarter.
And you shall thank my worship.

Well. Thus, you dog-bolt,
And thus −

[Beats and kicks him.]

Tap.  [to his wife] Cry out for help!

Well. Stir, and thou diest: −
Your potent prince, the constable, shall not save you.
Hear me, ungrateful hell-hound! did not I
Make purses for you? then you licked my boots,
And thought your holiday cloak too coarse to clean them.
Twas I that, when I heard thee swear if ever
Thou couldst arrive at forty pounds thou wouldst
Live like an emperor, twas I that gave it
In ready gold. Deny this, wretch!

Tap. I must, sir;
For, from the tavern to the taphouse, all,
On forfeiture of their licenses, stand bound
Neer to remember who their best guests were,
If they grew poor like you.

Well.  They are well rewarded
That beggar themselves to make such cuckolds rich.
Thou viper, thankless viper! impudent bawd! −
But since you are grown forgetful, I will help
Your memory, and tread you into mortar,
Nor leave one bone unbroken.

[Beats him again.]

Tap. Oh!

Froth.  Ask mercy.

Enter Allworth.

Well. Twill not be granted.

All. Hold − for my sake, hold. −
Deny me, Frank! they are not worth your anger.

Well. For once thou hast redeemed them from this sceptre;
But let them vanish, creeping on their knees,
And, if they grumble, I revoke my pardon.

Froth. This comes of your prating, husband; you presumed
On your ambling wit, and must use your glib tongue,
Though you are beaten lame fort.

Tap.  Patience, Froth;
Theres law to cure our bruises.

[They crawl off on their hands and knees.]

Well. Sent to your mother?

All. My lady, Frank, my patroness, my all!
Shes such a mourner for my fathers death,
And, in her love to him, so favours me,
That I cannot pay too much observance to her.
There are few such stepdames.

Well.  Tis a noble widow,
And keeps her reputation pure, and clear
From the least taint of infamy; her life,
With the splendour of her actions, leaves no tongue
To envy or detraction. Prithee tell me,
Has she no suitors?

All.  Even the best of the shire, Frank,
My lord excepted; such as sue and send,
And send and sue again, but to no purpose:
Their frequent visits have not gained her presence.
Yet shes so far from sullenness and pride,
That I dare undertake you shall meet from her
A liberal entertainment: I can give you
A catalogue of her suitors names.

Well.  Forbear it,
While I give you good counsel: I am bound to it.
Thy father was my friend, and that affection
I bore to him, in right descends to thee;
Thou art a handsome and a hopeful youth,
Nor will I have the least affront stick on thee,
If I with any danger can prevent it.

All. I thank your noble care; but, pray you, in what
Do I run the hazard?

Well.  Art thou not in love?
Put it not off with wonder.

All.  In love, at my years!

Well. You think you walk in clouds, but are transparent.
I have heard all, and the choice that you have made,
And, with my finger, can point out the north star
By which the loadstone of your follys guided;
And, to confirm this true, what think you of
Fair Margaret, the only child and heir
Of Cormorant Overreach? Does it blush and start,
To hear her only named? blush at your want
Of wit and reason.

All.  You are too bitter, sir.

Well. Wounds of this nature are not to be cured
With balms, but corrosives. I must be plain:
Art thou scarce manumised from the porters lodge
And yet sworn servant to the pantofle,
And darst thou dream of marriage? I fear
Twill be concluded for impossible
That there is now, or eer shall be hereafter,
A handsome page or players boy of fourteen
But either loves a wench or drabs love him;
Court-waiters not exempted.

All. This is madness.
Howeer you have discovered my intents,
You know my aims are lawful; and if ever
The queen of flowers, the glory of the spring,
The sweetest comfort to our smell, the rose,
Sprang from an envious briar, I may infer
Theres such disparity in their conditions
Between the goodness of my soul, the daughter,
And the base churl her father.

Well.  Grant this true,
As I believe it, canst thou ever hope
To enjoy a quiet bed with her whose father
Ruined thy state?

All. And yours too.

Well.  I confess it;
True; I must tell you as a friend, and freely,
That, where impossibilities are apparent,
Tis indiscretiön to nourish hopes.
Canst thou imagine (let not self-love blind thee)
That Sir Giles Overreach, that, to make her great
In swelling titles, without touch of conscience
Will cut his neighbours throat, and I hope his own too,
Will eer consent to make her thine? Give oer,
And think of some course suitable to thy rank,
And prosper in it.

All. You have well advised me.
But in the mean time you that are so studious
Of my affairs wholly neglect your own:
Remember yourself, and in what plight you are.

Well. No matter, no matter.

All. Yes, tis much material:
You know my fortune and my means; yet something
I can spare from myself to help your wants.

Well. Hows this?

All. Nay, be not angry; theres eight pieces
To put you in better fashion.

Well.  Money from thee!
From a boy! a stipendiary! one that lives
At the devotion of a stepmother
And the uncertain favour of a lord!
Ill eat my arms first. Howsoeer blind Fortune
Hath spent the utmost of her malice on me −
Though I am vomited out of an alehouse,
And thus accoutred − know not where to eat,
Or drink, or sleep, but underneath this canopy −
Although I thank thee, I despise thy offer:
And as I in my madness broke my state
Without the assistance of anothers brain,
In my right wits Ill piece it; at the worst,
Die thus and be forgotten.

All. A strange humour!

[Exeunt.]


ACT I, SCENE II.
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A ROOM IN Lady Allworths House.

Enter Order, Amble, Furnace, and Watchall.

Ord. Set all things right, or, as my name is Order,
And by this staff of office that commands you,
This chain and double ruff, symbols of power,
Whoever misses in his functiön,
For one whole week makes forfeiture of his breakfast,
And privilege in the wine-cellar.

Amb.  You are merry,
Good master steward.

Furn.  Let him; Ill be angry.

Amb. Why, fellow Furnace, tis not twelve oclock yet,
Nor dinner taking up; then, tis allowed,
Cooks, by their places, may be choleric.

Furn. You think you have spoke wisely, goodman Amble,
My ladys go-before!

Ord.  Nay, nay, no wrangling.

Furn. Twit me with the authority of the kitchen!
At all hours, and all places, Ill be angry;
And thus provoked, when I am at my prayers
I will be angry.

Amb. There was no hurt meant.

Furn. I am friends with thee; and yet I will be angry.

Ord. With whom?

Furn. No matter whom: yet, now I think on it,
I am angry with my lady.

Watch.  Heaven forbid, man!

Ord. What cause has she given thee?

Furn.  Cause enough, master steward.
I was entertained by her to please her palate,
And, till she forswore eating, I performed it.
Now, since our master, noble Allworth, died,
Though I crack my brains to find out tempting sauces,
And raise fortifications in the pastry
Such as might serve for models in the Low Countries;
Which, if they had been practisèd at Breda,
Spinola might have thrown his cap at it, and neer took it.

Amb. But you had wanted matter there to work on.

Furn. Matter! with six eggs, and a strike of rye meal,
I had kept the town till doomsday, perhaps longer.

Ord. But whats this to your pet against my lady?

Furn. Whats this? marry this; when I am three parts roasted
And the fourth part parboiled, to prepare her viands,
She keeps her chamber, dines with a panada
Or water-gruel, my sweat never thought on.

Ord. But your art is seen in the dining-room.

Furn.  By whom?
By such as pretend love to her, but come
To feed upon her. Yet, of all the harpies
That do devour her, I am out of charity
With none so much as the thin-gutted squire
Thats stolen into commission.

Ord.  Justice Greedy?

Furn. The same, the same: meats cast away upon him,
It never thrives; he holds this paradox,
Who eats not well, can neer do justice well:
His stomachs as insatiate as the grave,
Or strumpets ravenous appetites.

[Knocking within.]

Watch.  One knocks.

[Exit.]

Ord. Our late young master!

Re-enter Watchall and Allworth.

Amb.  Welcome, sir.

Furn.  Your hand;
If you have a stomach, a cold bake-meats ready.

Ord. His fathers picture in little.

Furn.  We are all your servants.

Amb. In you he lives.

All.  At once, my thanks to all;
This is yet some comfort. Is my lady stirring?

Enter Lady Allworth,
Waiting Woman, and Chambermaid.

Ord. Her presence answers for us.

L. All. Sort those silks well.
Ill take the air alone.

[Exeunt Waiting Woman and Chambermaid.]

Furn.  You air and air;
But will you never taste but spoon-meat more?
To what use serve I?

L. All.  Prithee, be not angry;
I shall ere long; i the mean time, there is gold
To buy thee aprons, and a summer suit.

Furn. I am appeased, and Furnace now grows cool.

L. All. And, as I gave directions, if this morning
I am visited by any, entertain them
As heretofore; but say, in my excuse,
I am indisposed.

Ord. I shall, madam.

L. All. Do, and leave them.
Nay, stay you, Allworth.

[Exeunt Order, Amble, Furnace, and Watchall.]

All.  I shall gladly grow here,
To wait on your commands.

L. All. So soon turned courtier!

All. Style not that courtship, madam, which is duty
Purchased on your part.

L. All. Well, you shall oercome;
Ill not contend in words. How is it with
Your noble master?

All. Ever like himself,
No scruple lessened in the full weight of honour.
He did command me, pardon my presumption,
As his unworthy deputy, to kiss
Your ladyships fair hands.

L. All. I am honoured in
His favour to me. Does he hold his purpose
For the Low Countries?

All. Constantly, good madam;
But he will in person first present his service.

L. All.  And how approve you of his course? you are yet
Like virgin parchment, capable of any
Inscription, vicious or honourable.
I will not force your will, but leave you free
To your own election.

All.  Any form you please,
I will put on; but, might I make my choice,
With humble emulation I would follow
The path my lord marks to me.

L. All.  Tis well answered,
And I commend your spirit: you had a father,
Blessed be his memory! that some few hours
Before the will of Heaven took him from me,
Who did commend you, by the dearest ties
Of perfect love between us, to my charge;
And, therefore, what I speak, you are bound to hear
With such respect as if he lived in me.
He was my husband, and howeer you are not
Son of my womb, you may be of my love,
Provided you deserve it.

All. I have found you,
Most honoured madam, the best mother to me;
And, with my utmost strengths of care and service,
Will labour that you never may repent
Your bounties showered upon me.

L. All. I much hope it.
These were your fathers words: If eer my son
Follow the war, tell him it is a school
Where all the principles tending to honour
Are taught, if truly followed: but for such
As repair thither as a place in which
They do presume they may with license practise
Their lusts and riots, they shall never merit
The noble name of soldiers. To dare boldly,
In a fair cause, and for their countrys safety,
To run upon the cannons mouth undaunted;
To obey their leaders, and shun mutinies;
To bear with patiënce the winters cold
And summers scorching heat, and not to faint
When plenty of provision fails, with hunger;
Are the essential parts make up a soldier,
Not swearing, dice, or drinking.

All. Theres no syllable
You speak, but is to me an oracle,
Which but to doubt were impious.

L. All.  To conclude:
Beware ill company, for often men
Are like to those with whom they do converse;
And, from one man I warn you, and thats Wellborn:
Not cause hes poor, that rather claims your pity;
But that hes in his manners so debauched,
And hath to vicious courses sold himself.
Tis true, your father loved him, while he was
Worthy the loving; but if he had lived
To have seen him as he is, he had cast him off,
As you must do.

All.  I shall obey in all things.

L. All. Follow me to my chamber, you shall have gold
To furnish you like my son, and still supplied,
As I hear from you.

All. I am still your creature.

[Exeunt.]


ACT I, SCENE III.
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A HALL IN the same.

Enter Overreach, Greedy, Order, Amble,
Furnace, Watchall, and Marrall.

Greedy. Not to be seen!

Over. Still cloistered up! Her reason,
I hope, assures her, though she make herself
Close prisoner ever for her husbands loss,
Twill not recover him.

Ord.  Sir, it is her will.
Which we, that are her servants, ought to serve,
And not dispute: howeer, you are nobly welcome;
And, if you please to stay, that you may think so,
There came, not six days since, from Hull, a pipe
Of rich Canary, which shall spend itself
For my ladys honour.

Greedy.  Is it of the right race?

Ord. Yes, Master Greedy.

Amb.  How his mouth runs oer!

Furn. Ill make it run, and run. Save your good worship!

Greedy. Honest Master Cook, thy hand; again: how I love thee!
Are the good dishes still in being? speak, boy.

Furn. If you have a mind to feed, there is a chine
Of beef, well seasoned.

Greedy.  Good!

Furn.  A pheasant, larded.

Greedy. That I might now give thanks fort!

Furn.  Other kickshaws.
Besides, there came last night, from the forest of Sherwood,
The fattest stag I ever cooked.

Greedy. A stag, man!

Furn. A stag, sir; part of it prepared for dinner,
And baked in puff-paste.

Greedy. Puff-paste too! Sir Giles,
A ponderous chine of beef! a pheasant larded!
And red deer too, Sir Giles, and baked in puff-paste!
All business set aside, let us give thanks here.

Furn. How the lean skeletons rapt!

Over. You know we cannot.

Mar. Your worships are to sit on a commission,
And if you fail to come, you lose the cause.

Greedy. Cause me no causes. Ill provet, for such dinner,
We may put off a commission: you shall find it
Henrici decimo quarto.

Over. Fie, Master Greedy!
Will you lose me a thousand pounds for a dinner?
No more, for shame! we must forget the belly
When we think of profit.

Greedy. Well, you shall oer-rule me;
I could een cry now. − Do you hear, Master Cook,
Send but a corner of that immortal pasty,
And I, in thankfulness, will, by your boy,
Send you − a brace of three-pences.

Furn. Will you be so prodigal?

Enter Wellborn.

Over. Remember me to your lady. − Who have we here?

Well. You know me.

Over. I did once, but now I will not;
Thou art no blood of mine. Avaunt, thou beggar!
If ever thou presume to own me more,
Ill have thee caged and whipped.

Greedy. Ill grant the warrant. −
Think of pie-corner, Furnace!

[Exeunt Overreach, Greedy, and Marrall.]

Watch. Will you out, sir?
I wonder how you durst creep in.

Ord. This is rudeness,
And saucy impudence.

Amb. Cannot you stay
To be served, among your fellows, from the basket,
But you must press into the hall?

Furn. Prithee, vanish
Into some outhouse, though it be the pigstye;
My scullion shall come to thee.

Enter Allworth.

Well. This is rare:
Oh, heres Tom Allworth. Tom!

All.  We must be strangers:
Nor would I have you seen here for a million.

[Exit.]

Well. Better and better. He contemns me too!

Enter Waiting Woman and Chambermaid.

Woman. Foh, what a smells here! what things this?

Cham. A creature
Made out of the privy; let us hence, for loves sake,
Or I shall swoon.

Woman. I begin to faint already.

[Exeunt Waiting Woman and Chambermaid.]

Watch. Will you know your way?

Amb. Or shall we teach it you,
By the head and shoulders?

Well. No; I will not stir;
Do you mark, I will not: let me see the wretch
That dares attempt to force me. Why, you slaves,
Created only to make legs, and cringe;
To carry in a dish, and shift a trencher;
That have not souls only to hope a blessing
Beyond black-jacks or flagons; you, that were born
Only to consume meat and drink, and batten
Upon reversions! − who advances? who
Shews me the way?

Ord. My lady!

Enter Lady Allworth,
Waiting Woman, and Chambermaid.

Cham. Heres the monster.

Woman. Sweet madam, keep your glove to your nose.

Cham. Or let me
Fetch some perfumes may be predominant;
You wrong yourself else.

Well. Madam, my designs
Bear me to you!

L. All. To me!

Well. And though I have met with
But ragged entertainment from your grooms here,
I hope from you to receive that noble usage
As may become the true friend of your husband,
And then I shall forget these.

L. All. I am amazed
To see and hear this rudeness. Darest thou think,
Though sworn, that it can ever find belief,
That I, who to the best men of this country
Denied my presence since my husbands death,
Can fall so low as to change words with thee,
Thou son of infamy! forbear my house,
And know and keep the distance thats between us;
Or, though it be against my gentler temper,
I shall take order you no more shall be
An eyesore to me.

Well. Scorn me not, good lady;
But, as in form you are angelical,
Imitate the heavenly natures, and vouchsafe
At the least awhile to hear me. You will grant
The blood that runs in this arm is as noble
As that which fills your veins; those costly jewels,
And those rich clothes you wear, your mens observance,
And womens flattery, are in you no virtues,
Nor these rags, with my poverty, in me vices.
You have a fair fame, and, I know, deserve it;
Yet, lady, I must say, in nothing more
Than in the pious sorrow you have shewn
For your late noble husband.

Ord. How she starts!

Furn. And hardly can keep finger from the eye,
To hear him named.

L. All. Have you aught else to say?

Well. That husband, madam, was once in his fortune
Almost as low as I; want, debts, and quarrels
Lay heavy on him: let it not be thought
A boast in me, though I say, I relieved him.
Twas I that gave him fashion; mine the sword,
That did on all occasions second his;
I brought him on and off with honour, lady;
And when in all mens judgments he was sunk,
And, in his own hopes, not to be buoyed up,
I stepped unto him, took him by the hand,
And set him upright.

Furn. Are not we base rogues,
That could forget this?

Well. I confess, you made him
Master of your estate; nor could your friends,
Though he brought no wealth with him, blame you for it;
For he had a shape, and to that shape a mind
Made up of all parts, either great or noble;
So winning a behaviour, not to be
Resisted, madam.

L. All. Tis most true, he had.

Well. For his sake, then, in that I was his friend,
Do not contemn me.

L. All. For whats past excuse me,
I will redeem it. − Order, give the gentleman
A hundred pounds.

Well. No, madam, on no terms:
I will nor beg nor borrow sixpence of you,
But be supplied elsewhere, or want thus ever.
Only one suit I make, which you deny not
To strangers; and tis this.

[Whispers to her.]

L. All. Fie! nothing else?

Well. Nothing, unless you please to charge your servants
To throw away a little respect upon me.

L. All. What you demand is yours.

Well. I thank you, lady.
[Aside] Now what can be wrought out of such a suit
Is yet in supposition: − I have said all;
When you please, you may retire.

[Exit Lady Allworth.]

[To the Servants] Nay, alls forgotten;
And, for a lucky omen to my project,
Shake hands, and end all quarrels in the cellar.

Ord. Agreed, agreed.

Furn. Still merry Master Wellborn.

[Exeunt.]


Act II


ACT II, SCENE I.
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A ROOM IN Overreachs House.

Enter Overreach and Marrall.

Over. Hes gone, I warrant thee; this commission crushed him.

Mar. Your worships have the way on and neer miss
To squeeze these unthrifts into air: and yet,
The chapfallen justice did his part, returning
For your advantage the certificate,
Against his conscience, and his knowledge too,
With your good favour, to the utter ruin
Of the poor farmer.

Over. Twas for these good ends
I made him a justice: he that bribes his belly,
Is certain to command his soul.

Mar. I wonder,
Still with your license, why, your worship having
The power to put this thin-gut in commission,
You are not int yourself?

Over. Thou art a fool;
In being out of office I am out of danger;
Where, if I were a justice, besides the trouble,
I might or out of wilfulness or error
Run myself finely into a premunire,
And so become a prey to the informer.
No, Ill have none oft; tis enough I keep
Greedy at my devotion: so he serve
My purposes, let him hang or damn, I care not;
Friendship is but a word.

Mar. You are all wisdom.

Over. I would be worldly-wise; for the other wisdom,
That does prescribe us a well-governed life,
And to do right to others as ourselves,
I value not an atom.

Mar. What course take you,
With your good patience, to hedge in the manor
Of your neighbour, Master Frugal? as tis said,
He will nor sell, nor borrow, nor exchange;
And his land, lying in the midst of your many lordships,
Is a foul blemish.

Over. I have thought ont, Marrall,
And it shall take. I must have all men sellers,
And I the only purchaser.

Mar. Tis most fit, sir.

Over. Ill therefore buy some cottage near his manor,
Which done, Ill make my men break ope his fences,
Ride oer his standing corn, and in the night
Set fire on his barns, or break his cattles legs:
These trespasses draw on suits, and suits expenses,
Which I can spare, but will soon beggar him.
When I have harried him thus two or three year,
Though he sue in forma pauperis, in spite
Of all his thrift and care, hell grow behindhand.

Mar. The best I ever heard! I could adore you.

Over. Then, with the favour of my man of law,
I will pretend some title: want will force him
To put it to arbitrement; then, if he sell
For half the value, he shall have ready money,
And I possess his land.

Mar. Tis above wonder!
Wellborn was apt to sell, and needed not
These fine arts, sir, to hook him in.

Over. Well thought on.
This varlet, Marrall, lives too long, to upbraid me
With my close cheat put upon him. Will nor cold
Nor hunger kill him?

Mar. I know not what to think ont.
I have used all means; and the last night I caused
His host, the tapster, to turn him out of doors;
And have been since with all your friends and tenants,
And, on the forfeit of your favour, charged them,
Though a crust of mouldy bread would keep him from starving,
Yet they should not relieve him. This is done, sir.

Over. That was something, Marrall, but thou must go further,
And suddenly, Marrall.

Mar. Where, and when you please, sir.

Over. I would have thee seek him out, and, if thou canst,
Persuade him that tis better steal than beg;
Then, if I prove he has but robbed a henroost,
Not all the world shall save him from the gallows.
Do anything to work him to despair;
And tis thy masterpiece.

Mar. I will do my best, sir.

Over. I am now on my main work with the Lord Lovell,
The gallant-minded, popular Lord Lovell,
The minion of the peoples love. I hear
Hes come into the country, and my aims are
To insinuate myself into his knowledge,
And then invite him to my house.

Mar. I have you;
This points at my young mistress.

Over. She must part with
That humble title, and write honourable,
Right honourable, Marrall, my right honourable daughter,
If all I have, or eer shall get, will do it.
Ill have her well attended; there are ladies
Of errant knights decayed and brought so low,
That for cast clothes and meat will gladly serve her.
And tis my glory, though I come from the city,
To have their issue whom I have undone,
To kneel to mine as bondslaves.

Mar. Tis fit state, sir.

Over. And therefore, Ill not have a chambermaid
That ties her shoes, or any meaner office,
But such whose fathers were right worshipful.
Tis a rich mans pride! there having ever been
More than a feud, a strange antipathy,
Between us and true gentry.

Enter Wellborn.

Mar. See, whos here, sir.

Over. Hence, monster! prodigy!

Well. Sir, your wifes nephew;
She and my father tumbled in one belly.

Over. Avoid my sight! thy breaths infectious, rogue!
I shun thee as a leprosy, or the plague.
Come hither, Marrall –
[Aside] this is the time to work him.

Mar. I warrant you, sir.

[Exit Overreach.]

Well. By this light I think hes mad.

Mar. Mad! had you taen compassion on yourself,
You long since had been mad.

Well. You have taen a course,
Between you and my venerable uncle,
To make me so.

Mar. The more pale-spirited you,
That would not be instructed. I swear deeply −

Well. By what?

Mar. By my religion.

Well. Thy religion!
The devils creed: − but what would you have done?

Mar. Had there been but one tree in all the shire,
Nor any hope to compass a penny halter,
Before, like you, I had outlived my fortunes,
A withe had served my turn to hang myself.
I am zealous in your cause; pray you hang yourself
And presently, as you love your credit.

Well. I thank you.

Mar. Will you stay till you die in a ditch, or lice devour you? −
Or, if you dare not do the feat yourself,
But that youll put the state to charge and trouble,
Is there no purse to be cut, house to be broken,
Or market-woman with eggs, that you may murder,
And so dispatch the business?

Well. Heres variety,
I must confess; but Ill accept of none
Of all your gentle offers, I assure you.

Mar. Why, have you hope ever to eat again,
Or drink? or be the master of three farthings?
If you like not hanging, drown yourself! take some course
For your reputation.

Well. Twill not do, dear tempter,
With all the rhetoric the fiend hath taught you.
I am as far as thou art from despair;
Nay, I have confidence, which is more than hope,
To live, and suddenly, better than ever.

Mar. Ha! ha! these castles you build in the air
Will not persuade me or to give or lend
A token to you.

Well. Ill be more kind to thee:
Come, thou shalt dine with me.

Mar. With you!

Well. Nay more, dine gratis.

Mar. Under what hedge, I pray you? or at whose cost?
Are they padders or abram-men that are your consorts?

Well. Thou art incredulous; but thou shalt dine
Not alone at her house, but with a gallant lady;
With me, and with a lady.

Mar. Lady! what lady?
With the Lady of the Lake, or queen of fairies?
For I know it must be an enchanted dinner.

Well. With the Lady Allworth, knave.

Mar. Nay, now theres hope
Thy brain is cracked.

Well.  Mark there, with what respect
I am entertained.

Mar. With choice, no doubt, of dog-whips.
Why, dost thou ever hope to pass her porter?

Well. Tis not far off, go with me; trust thine own eyes.

Mar. Troth, in my hope, or my assurance rather,
To see thee curvet, and mount like a dog in a blanket,
If ever thou presume to pass her threshold,
I will endure thy company.

Well. Come along then.

[Exeunt.]


ACT II, SCENE II.
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A ROOM IN Lady Allworths House.

Enter Allworth, Waiting Woman, Chambermaid,
Order, Amble, Furnace, and Watchall.

Woman. Could you not command your leisure one hour longer?

Cham. Or half an hour?

All. I have told you what my haste is:
Besides, being now anothers, not mine own,
Howeer I much desire to enjoy you longer,
My duty suffers, if, to please myself,
I should neglect my lord.

Woman. Pray you do me the favour
To put these few quince-cakes into your pocket;
They are of mine own preserving.

Cham. And this marmalade;
Tis comfortable for your stomach.

Woman. And, at parting,
Excuse me if I beg a farewell from you.

Cham. You are still before me. − I move the same suit, sir.

[Allworth kisses them severally.]

Furn. How greedy these chamberers are of a beardless chin!
I think the tits will ravish him.

All. My service
To both.

Woman. Ours waits on you.

Cham. And shall do ever.

Ord. You are my ladys charge, be therefore careful
That you sustain your parts.

Woman. We can bear, I warrant you.

[Exeunt Waiting Woman and Chambermaid.]

Furn. Here, drink it off; the ingredients are cordial,
And this the true elixir; it hath boiled
Since midnight for you. Tis the quintessence
Of five cocks of the game, ten dozen of sparrows,
Knuckles of veal, potatoe-roots and marrow,
Coral and ambergris: were you two years older,
And I had a wife, or gamesome mistress,
I durst trust you with neither: you need not bait
After this, I warrant you, though your journeys long;
You may ride on the strength of this till to-morrow morning.

All. Your courtesies overwhelm me: I much grieve
To part from such true friends, and yet find comfort,
My attendance on my honourable lord,
Whose resolution holds to visit my lady,
Will speedily bring me back.

[Knocking within. Exit Watchall.]

Mar. [within] Darst thou venture further?

Well. [within] Yes, yes, and knock again.

Ord. Tis he; disperse!

Amb. Perform it bravely.

Furn. I know my cue, neer doubt me.

[Exeunt all but Allworth.]

Re-enter Watchall, ceremoniously introducing
Wellborn and Marrall.

Watch. Beast that I was, to make you stay! most welcome;
You were long since expected.

Well. Say so much
To my friend, I pray you.

Watch. For your sake, I will, sir.

Mar. For his sake!

Well. Mum; this is nothing.

Mar. More than ever
I would have believed, though I had found it in my primer.

All. When I have given you reasons for my late harshness,
Youll pardon and excuse me; for, believe me,
Though now I part abruptly, in my service
I will deserve it.

Mar. Service! with a vengeance!

Well. I am satisfied: farewell, Tom.

All. All joy stay with you!

[Exit Allworth.]

Re-Enter Amble.

Amb. You are happily encountered; I yet never
Presented one so welcome a I know
You will be to my lady.

Mar. This is some vision,
Or, sure, these men are mad, to worship a dunghill;
It cannot be a truth.

Well. Be still a pagan,
An unbelieving infidel; be so, miscreant,
And meditate on blankets, and on dog-whips!

Re-enter Furnace.

Furn. I am glad you are come: until I know your pleasure
I knew not how to serve up my ladys dinner.

Mar. His pleasure! is it possible?

Well.  Whats thy will?

Furn. Marry, sir, I have some grouse, and turkey chicken,
Some rails and quails, and my lady willed me ask you,
What kind of sauces best affect your palate,
That I may use my utmost skill to please it.

Mar. [Aside] The devils entered this cook: sauce for his palate!
That, on my knowledge, for almost this twelvemonth,
Durst wish but cheese-parings and brown bread on Sundays.

Well. That way I like them best.

Furn. It shall be done, sir.

[Exit.]

Well. What think you of the hedge we shall dine under?
Shall we feed gratis?

Mar. I know not what to think;
Pray you make me not mad.

Re-enter Order.

Ord. This place becomes you not;
Pray you walk, sir, to the dining room.

Well. I am well here,
Till her ladyship quits her chamber.

Mar. Well here, say you?
Tis a rare change! but yesterday you thought
Yourself well in a barn, wrapped up in peas-straw.

Re-enter Waiting Woman and Chambermaid.

Woman. O! sir, you are wished for.

Cham. My lady dreamt, sir, of you.

Woman.  And the first command she gave, after she rose,
Was (her devotions done) to give her notice
When you approached here.

Cham. Which is done, on my virtue.

Mar. I shall be converted; I begin to grow
Into a new belief, which saints nor angels
Could have won me to have faith in.

Woman. Sir, my lady!

Enter Lady Allworth.

L. All. I come to meet you, and languished till I saw you.
This first kiss is for form; I allow a second
To such a friend.

[Kisses Wellborn.]

Mar. To such a friend! Heaven bless me!

Well. I am wholly yours; yet, madam, if you please
To grace this gentleman with a salute −

Mar. Salute me at his bidding!

Well. I shall receive it
As a most high favour.

L. All. Sir, you may command me.

[Advances to kiss Marrall, who retires.]

Well. Run backward from a lady! and such a lady!

Mar. To kiss her foot is, to poor me, a favour
I am unworthy of.

[Offers to kiss her foot.]

L. All. Nay, pray you rise;
And since you are so humble, Ill exalt you:
You shall dine with me to-day, at mine own table.

Mar. Your ladyships table! I am not good enough
To sit at your stewards board.

L. All. You are too modest:
I will not be denied.

Re-enter Furnace.

Furn. Will you still be babbling
Till your meat freeze on the table? the old trick still;
My art neer thought on!

L. All. Your arm, Master Wellborn: −
[To Marrall] Nay, keep us company.

Mar. I was neer so graced.

[Exeunt Wellborn, Lady Allworth, Amble,
Marrall, Waiting Woman, and Chambermaid.]

Ord. So! we have played our parts, and are come off well;
But if I know the mystery, why my lady
Consented to it, or why Master Wellborn
Desired it, may I perish!

Furn. Would I had
The roasting of his heart that cheated him,
And forces the poor gentleman to these shifts!
By fire! for cooks are Persians, and swear by it,
Of all the griping and extorting tyrants
I ever heard or read of, I neer met
A match to Sir Giles Overreach.

Watch. What will you take
To tell him so, fellow Furnace?

Furn. Just as much
As my throat is worth, for that would be the price ont.
To have a usurer that starves himself,
And wears a cloak of one and twenty years
On a suit of fourteen groats, bought of the hangman,
To grow rich, and then purchase, is too common:
But this Sir Giles feeds high, keeps many servants,
Who must at his command do any outrage;
Rich in his habit, vast in his expenses;
Yet he to admiration still increases
In wealth and lordships.

Ord. He frights men out of their estates,
And breaks through all law-nets, made to curb ill men,
As they were cobwebs. No man dares reprove him.
Such a spirit to dare and power to do were never
Lodged so unluckily.

Re-enter Amble laughing.

Amb. Ha! ha! I shall burst.

Ord. Contain thyself, man.

Furn. Or make us partakers
Of your sudden mirth.

Amb. Ha! ha! my lady has got
Such a guest at her table! − this term-driver, Marrall,
This snip of an attorney −

Furn. What of him, man?

Amb. The knave thinks still hes at the cooks shop in Ram Alley,
Where the clerks divide, and the elder is to choose;
And feeds so slovenly!

Furn. Is this all?

Amb. My lady
Drank to him for fashion sake, or to please Master Wellborn;
As I live, he rises, and takes up a dish
In which there were some remnants of a boiled capon,
And pledges her in white broth!

Furn. Nay, tis like
The rest of his tribe.

Amb. And when I brought him wine,
He leaves his stool, and, after a leg or two,
Most humbly thanks my worship.

Ord. Risen already!

Amb. I shall be chid.

Re-enter Lady Allworth, Wellborn, and Marrall.

Furn. My lady frowns.

L. All. [To Amble] You wait well!
Let me have no more of this; I observed your jeering:
Sirrah, Ill have you know, whom I think worthy
To sit at my table, be he neer so mean,
When I am present, is not your companion.

Ord. Nay, shell preserve whats due to her.

Furn. This refreshing
Follows your flux of laughter.

L. All. [To Wellborn] You are master
Of your own will. I know so much of manners,
As not to inquire your purposes; in a word,
To me you are ever welcome, as to a house
That is your own.

Well. [Aside to Marrall] Mark that.

Mar. With reverence, sir,
An it like your worship.

Well. Trouble yourself no further,
Dear madam; my hearts full of zeal and service,
However in my language I am sparing. −
Come, Master Marrall.

Mar. I attend your worship.

[Exeunt Wellborn and Marrall.]

L. All. I see in your looks you are sorry, and you know me
An easy mistress: be merry; I have forgot all. −
Order and Furnace, come with me; I must give you
Further directions.

Ord. What you please.

Furn. We are ready.

[Exeunt.]


ACT II, SCENE III.
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THE COUNTRY NEAR Lady Allworths House.

Enter Wellborn, and Marrall bare-headed.

Well. I think I am in a good way.

Mar. Good! sir; the best way,
The certain best way.

Well. There are casualties
That men are subject to.

Mar. You are above them;
And as you are already worshipful,
I hope ere long you will increase in worship,
And be right worshipful.

Well. Prithee do not flout me:
What I shall be, I shall be. Ist for your ease,
You keep your hat off?

Mar. Ease! an it like your worship!
I hope Jack Marrall shall not live so long,
To prove himself such an unmannerly beast,
Though it hail hazel-nuts, as to be covered
When your worships present.

Well. [Aside] Is not this a true rogue,
That, out of mere hope of a future cozenage,
Can turn thus suddenly? tis rank already.

Mar. I know your worships wise, and needs no counsel,
Yet if, in my desire to do you service,
I humbly offer my advice, (but still
Under correction,) I hope I shall not
Incur your high displeasure.

Well. No; speak freely.

Mar. Then, in my judgment, sir, my simple judgment,
(Still with your worships favour,) I could wish you
A better habit, for this cannot be
But much distasteful to the noble lady
(I say no more) that loves you: for, this morning,
To me, and I am but a swine to her,
Before the assurance of her wealth perfumed you,
You savoured not of amber.

Well. I do now then!

Mar. This your batoon hath got a touch of it. −

[Kisses the end of his cudgel.]

Yet, if you please, for change, I have twenty pounds here,
Which, out of my true love, Ill presently
Lay down at your worships feet; twill serve to buy you
A riding suit.

Well. But wheres the horse?

Mar. My gelding
Is at your service: nay, you shall ride me,
Before your worship shall be put to the trouble
To walk afoot. Alas! when you are lord
Of this ladys manor, as I know you will be,
You may with the lease of glebe land, called Knaves-acre,
A place I would manure, requite your vassal.

Well. I thank thy love, but must make no use of it;
Whats twenty pounds?

Mar. Tis all that I can make, sir.

Well. Dost thou think, though I want clothes, I could not have them,
For one word to my lady?

Mar. As I know not that!

Well. Come, I will tell thee a secret, and so leave thee.
I will not give her the advantage, though she be
A gallant-minded lady, after we are married,
(There being no woman but is sometimes froward,)
To hit me in the teeth, and say, she was forced
To buy my wedding-clothes, and took me on
With a plain riding-suit, and an ambling nag.
No, Ill be furnished something like myself,
And so farewell: for thy suit touching Knaves-acre,
When it is mine, tis thine.

[Exit Wellborn.]

Mar. I thank your worship. −
How was I cozened in the calculation
Of this mans fortune! my master cozened too,
Whose pupil I am in the art of undoing men;
For that is our profession! Well, well, Master Wellborn,
You are of a sweet nature, and fit again to be cheated:
Which, if the Fates please, when you are possessed
Of the land and lady, you, sans question, shall be.
Ill presently think of the means.

[Walks by, musing.]

[Enter Overreach, speaking to a Servant within.]

Over. Sirrah, take my horse.
Ill walk to get me an appetite; tis but a mile,
And exercise will keep me from being pursy. −
Ha! Marrall! is he conjuring? perhaps
The knave has wrought the prodigal to do
Some outrage on himself, and now he feels
Compunction in his conscience fort: no matter,
So it be done. − Marrall!

Mar. Sir.

Over. How succeed we
In our plot on Wellborn?

Mar. Never better, sir.

Over. Has he hanged or drowned himself?

Mar. No, sir, he lives;
Lives once more to be made a prey to you,
A greater prey than ever.

Over. Art thou in thy wits?
If thou art, reveal this miracle, and briefly.

Mar. A lady, sir, is fallen in love with him.

Over. With him? what lady?

Mar. The rich Lady Allworth.

Over. Thou dolt! how darst thou speak this?

Mar. I speak truth.
And I do so but once a year, unless
It be to you, sir: we dined with her ladyship,
I thank his worship.

Over. His worship!

Mar. As I live, sir,
I dined with him, at the great ladys table,
Simple as I stand here; and saw when she kissed him,
And would, at his request, have kissed me too;
But I was not so audacious as some youths are,
That dare do anything, be it neer so absurd,
And sad after performance.

Over. Why, thou rascal!
To tell me these impossibilities.
Dine at her table! and kiss him! or thee! −
Impudent varlet, have not I myself,
To whom great countesses doors have oft flew open,
Ten times attempted, since her husbands death,
In vain, to see her, though I came − a suitor?
And yet your good solicitorship, and rogue Wellborn,
Were brought into her presence, feasted with her! −
But that I know thee a dog that cannot blush,
This most incredible lie would call up one
On thy buttermilk cheeks.

Mar. Shall I not trust my eyes, sir,
Or taste? I feel her good cheer in my belly.

Over. You shall feel me, if you give not over, sirrah:
Recover your brains again, and be no more gulled
With a beggars plot, assisted by the aids
Of serving-men and chambermaids, for beyond these
Thou never sawst a woman, or Ill quit you
From my employments.

Mar. Will you credit this yet?
On my confidence of their marriage, I offered Wellborn −
[Aside.] I would give a crown now I durst say his worship −
My nag, and twenty pounds.

Over. Did you so, idiot?

[Strikes him down.]

Was this the way to work him to despair,
Or rather to cross me?

Mar. Will your worship kill me?

Over. No, no; but drive the lying spirit out of you.

Mar. Hes gone.

Over. I have done then: now, forgetting
Your late imaginary feast and lady,
Know, my Lord Lovell dines with me to-morrow.
Be careful nought be wanting to receive him;
And bid my daughters women trim her up,
Though they paint her, so she catch the lord, Ill thank them:
Theres a piece for my late blows.

Mar. [Aside] I must yet suffer:
But there may be a time −

Over. Do you grumble?

Mar. No, sir.

[Exeunt.]


Act III


ACT III, SCENE I.
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THE COUNTRY NEAR Overreachs House.

Enter Lord Lovell, Allworth, and Servants.

Lov. Walk the horses down the hill: something in private
I must impart to Allworth.

[Exeunt Servants.]

All. O, my lord,
What sacrifice of reverence, duty, watching,
Although I could put off the use of sleep,
And ever wait on your commands to serve them;
What dangers, though in neer so horrid shapes,
Nay death itself, though I should run to meet it,
Can I, and with a thankful willingness suffer!
But still the retribution will fall short
Of your bounties showered upon me.

Lov. Loving youth,
Till what I purpose be put into act,
Do not oerprize it; since you have trusted me
With your souls nearest, nay, her dearest secret,
Rest confident tis in a cabinet locked
Treachery shall never open. I have found you
(For so much to your face I must profess,
Howeer you guard your modesty with a blush fort)
More zealous in your love and service to me
Than I have been in my rewards.

All. Still great ones,
Above my merit.

Lov. Such your gratitude calls them:
Nor am I of that harsh and rugged temper
As some great men are taxed with, who imagine
They part from the respect due to their honours
If they use not all such as follow them,
Without distinction of their births, like slaves.
I am not so conditioned: I can make
A fitting difference between my footboy
And a gentleman by want compelled to serve me.

All. Tis thankfully acknowledged; you have been
More like a father to me than a master:
Pray you, pardon the comparison.

Lov. I allow it;
And, to give you assurance I am pleased int,
My carriage and demeanour to your mistress,
Fair Margaret, shall truly witness for me
I can command my passions.

All. Tis a conquest
Few lords can boast of when they are tempted − Oh!

Lov. Why do you sigh? can you be doubtful of me?
By that fair name I in the wars have purchased,
And all my actions, hitherto untainted,
I will not be more true to mine own honour
Than to my Allworth!

All. As you are the brave Lord Lovell,
Your bare word only given is an assurance
Of more validity and weight to me
Than all the oaths, bound up with imprecations,
Which, when they would deceive, most courtiers practice;
Yet being a man, (for, sure, to style you more
Would relish of gross flattery,) I am forced,
Against my confidence of your worth and virtues,
To doubt, nay more, to fear.

Lov. So young, and jealous!

All.  Were you to encounter with a single foe,
The victory were certain; but to stand
The charge of two such potent enemies,
At once assaulting you, as wealth and beauty,
And those too seconded with power, is odds
Too great for Hercules.

Lov. Speak your doubts and fears,
Since you will nourish them, in plainer language.
That I may understand them.

All. Whats your will,
Though I lend arms against myself, (provided
They may advantage you,) must be obeyed.
My much-loved lord, were Margaret only fair,
The cannon of her more than earthly form,
Though mounted high, commanding all beneath it,
And rammed with bullets of her sparkling eyes,
Of all the bulwarks that defend your senses
Could batter none, but that which guards your sight.
But when the well-tuned accents of her tongue
Make music to you, and with numerous sounds
Assault your hearing, (such as Ulysses, if he
Now lived again, howeer he stood the Syrens,
Could not resist,) the combat must grow doubtful
Between your reason and rebellious passions.
Add this too; when you feel her touch, and breath
Like a soft western wind when it glides oer
Arabia, creating gums and spices;
And, in the van, the nectar of her lips,
Which you must taste, bring the battalia on,
Well armed, and strongly lined with her discourse,
And knowing manners, to give entertainment; −
Hippolytus himself would leave Diana,
To follow such a Venus.

Lov. Love hath made you
Poetical, Allworth.

All. Grant all these beat off,
Which if it be in man to do, youll do it,
Mammon, in Sir Giles Overreach, steps in
With heaps of ill-got gold, and so much land,
To make her more remarkable, as would tire
A falcons wings in one day to fly over.
O my good lord! these powerful aids, which would
Make a mis-shapen negro beautiful,
(Yet are but ornaments to give her lustre,
That in herself is all perfection,) must
Prevail for her: I here release your trust;
Tis happiness enough for me to serve you
And sometimes, with chaste eyes, to look upon her.

Lov. Why, shall I swear?

All. O, by no means, my lord;
And wrong not so your judgment to the world
As from your fond indulgence to a boy,
Your page, your servant, to refuse a blessing
Divers great men are rivals for.

Lov. Suspend
Your judgment till the trial. How far is it
To Overreach house?

All. At the most, some half hours riding;
Youll soon be there.

Lov. And you the sooner freed
From your jealous fears.

All. O that I durst but hope it!

[Exeunt.]


ACT III, SCENE II.
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A ROOM IN Overreachs House.

Enter Overreach, Greedy, and Marrall.

Over. Spare for no cost; let my dressers crack with the weight
Of curious viands.

Greedy. Store indeeds no sore, sir.

Over. That proverb fits your stomach, Master Greedy.
And let no plate be seen but whats pure gold,
Or such whose workmanship exceeds the matter
That it is made of; let my choicest linen
Perfume the room, and, when we wash, the water,
With precious powders mixed, so please my lord,
That he may with envy wish to bathe so ever.

Mar. Twill be very chargeable.

Over. Avaunt, you drudge!
Now all my laboured ends are at the stake,
Ist a time to think of thrift? Call in my daughter.

[Exit Marrall.]

And, Master Justice, since you love choice dishes,
And plenty of them −

Greedy. As I do, indeed, sir,
Almost as much as to give thanks for them.

Over. I do confer that providence, with my power
Of absolute command to have abundance,
To your best care.

Greedy. Ill punctually discharge it,
And give the best directions. Now am I,
In mine own conceit, a monarch; at the least,
Arch-president of the boiled, the roast, the baked;
For which I will eat often, and give thanks
When my bellys braced up like a drum, and thats pure justice.

[Exit.]

Over. It must be so: should the foolish girl prove modest,
She may spoil all; she had it not from me,
But from her mother; I was ever forward,
As she must be, and therefore Ill prepare her.

Enter Margaret.

Alone − and let your women wait without.

Marg. Your pleasure, sir?

Over. Ha! this is a neat dressing!
These orient pearls and diamonds well placed too!
The gown affects me not, it should have been
Embroidered oer and oer with flowers of gold;
But these rich jewèls and quaint fashion help it.
And how below? since oft the wanton eye,
The face observed, descends unto the foot,
Which being well proportioned, as yours is,
Invites as much as perfect white and red,
Though without art. How like you your new woman,
The Lady Downfallen?

Marg. Well, for a companion;
Not as a servant.

Over. Is she humble, Meg,
And careful too, her ladyship forgotten?

Marg. I pity her fortune.

Over. Pity her! trample on her.
I took her up in an old tamin gown,
(Even starved for want of twopenny chops,) to serve thee,
And if I understand she but repines
To do thee any duty, though neer so servile,
Ill pack her to her knight, where I have lodged him,
Into the counter, and there let them howl together.

Marg. You know your own ways; but for me, I blush
When I command her, that was once attended
With persons not inferior to myself
In birth.

Over. In birth! why, art thou not my daughter,
The blest child of my industry and wealth?
Why, foolish girl, wast not to make thee great
That I have run, and still pursue, those ways
That hale down curses on me, which I mind not?
Part with these humble thoughts, and apt thyself
To the noble state I labour to advance thee;
Or, by my hopes to see thee honourable,
I will adopt a stranger to my heir,
And throw thee from my care: do not provoke me.

Marg. I will not, sir; mould me which way you please.

Re-enter Greedy.

Over. How! interrupted!

Greedy. Tis matter of importance.
The cook, sir, is self-willed, and will not learn
From my experience: theres a fawn brought in, sir,
And, for my life, I cannot make him roast it
With a Norfolk dumpling in the belly of it;
And, sir, we wise men know, without the dumpling
Tis not worth three-pence.

Over. Would it were whole in thy belly,
To stuff it out! cook it any way; prithee, leave me.

Greedy. Without order for the dumpling?

Over. Let it be dumpled
Which way thou wilt; or tell him, I will scald him
In his own caldron.

Greedy. I had lost my stomach
Had I lost my mistress dumpling; Ill give thanks fort.

[Exit.]

Over. But to our business, Meg; you have heard who dines here?

Marg. I have, sir.

Over. Tis an honourable man;
A lord, Meg, and commands a regiment
Of soldiers, and, whats rare, is one himself,
A bold and understanding one: and to be
A lord, and a good leader, in one volume,
Is granted unto few but such as rise up
The kingdoms glory.

Re-enter Greedy.

Greedy. Ill resign my office,
If I be not better obeyed.

Over. Slight, art thou frantic?

Greedy. Frantic! twould make me frantic, and stark mad,
Were I not a justice of peace and quorum too,
Which this rebellious cook cares not a straw for.
There are a dozen of woodcocks −

Over. Make thyself
Thirteen, the bakers dozen.

Greedy. I am contented,
So they may be dressed to my mind; he has found out
A new device for sauce, and will not dish them
With toasts and butter; my father was a tailor,
And my name, though a justice, Greedy Woodcock;
And, ere Ill see my lineage so abused,
Ill give up my commission.

Over. [Loudly] Cook! − Rogue, obey him!
I have given the word, pray you now remove yourself
To a collar of brawn, and trouble me no further.

Greedy. I will, and meditate what to eat at dinner.

[Exit.]

Over. And as I said, Meg, when this gull disturbed us,
This honourable lord, this colonel,
I would have thy husband.

Marg. Theres too much disparity
Between his quality and mine, to hope it.

Over. I more than hope, and doubt not to effect it.
Be thou no enemy to thyself; my wealth
Shall weigh his titles down, and make you equals.
Now for the means to assure him thine, observe me;
Remember hes a courtier, and a soldier,
And not to be trifled with; and, therefore, when
He comes to woo you, see you do not coy it:
This mincing modesty has spoiled many a match
By a first refusal, in vain after hoped for.

Marg. Youll have me, sir, preserve the distance that
Confines a virgin?

Over. Virgin me no virgins!
I must have you lose that name, or you lose me.
I will have you private − start not − I say, private;
If thou art my true daughter, not a bastard,
Thou wilt venture alone with one man, though he came
Like Jupiter to Semele, and come off, too;
And therefore, when he kisses you, kiss close.

Marg. I have heard this is the strumpets fashion, sir,
Which I must never learn.

Over. Learn anything,
And from any creature that may make thee great;
From the devil himself.

Marg. [Aside] This is but devilish doctrine!

Over. Or, if his blood grow hot, suppose he offer
Beyond this, do not you stay till it cool,
But meet his ardour; if a couch be near,
Sit down ont, and invite him.

Marg. In your house,
Your own house, sir; for Heavens sake, what are you then?
Or what shall I be, sir?

Over. Stand not on form;
Words are no substances.

Marg. Though you could dispense
With your own honour, cast aside religion,
The hopes of Heaven, or fear of hell, excuse me,
In worldly policy, this is not the way
To make me his wife; his whore, I grant it may do.
My maiden honour so soon yielded up,
Nay, prostituted, cannot but assure him
I, that am light to him, will not hold weight
Wheneer tempted by others; so, in judgment,
When to his lust I have given up my honour,
He must and will forsake me.

Over. How! forsake thee!
Do I wear a sword for fashion? or is this arm
Shrunk up or withered? does there live a man
Of that large list I have encountered with
Can truly say I eer gave inch of ground
Not purchased with his blood that did oppose me?
Forsake thee when the thing is done! he dares not.
Give me but proof he has enjoyed thy person,
Though all his captains, echoes to his will,
Stood armed by his side to justify the wrong,
And he himself in the head of his bold troop,
Spite of his lordship, and his colonelship,
Or the judges favour, I will make him render
A bloody and a strict account, and force him,
By marrying thee, to cure thy wounded honour!
I have said it.

Re-enter Marrall.

Mar. Sir, the man of honours come,
Newly alighted.

Over. In, without reply;
And do as I command, or thou art lost.

[Exit Margaret.]

Is the loud music I gave order for
Ready to receive him?

Mar. Tis, sir.

Over. Let them sound
A princely welcome.

[Exit Marrall.]

Roughness awhile leave me;
For fawning now, a stranger to my nature,
Must make way for me.

Loud music.
Enter Lord Lovell, Greedy, Allworth, and Marrall.

Lov. Sir, you meet your trouble.

Over. What you are pleased to style so is an honour
Above my worth and fortunes.

All. [Aside] Strange, so humble.

Over. A justice of peace, my lord.

[Presents Greedy to him.]

Lov. Your hand, good sir.

Greedy. [Aside]
This is a lord, and some think this a favour;
But I had rather have my hand in my dumpling,

Over. Room for my lord.

Lov. I miss, sir, your fair daughter
To crown my welcome.

Over. May it please my lord
To taste a glass of Greek wine first, and suddenly
She shall attend my lord.

Lov. Youll be obeyed, sir.

[Exeunt all but Overreach.]

Over. Tis to my wish: as soon as come, ask for her! −
Why, Meg! Meg Overreach. −

Re-enter Margaret.

How! tears in your eyes!
Hah! dry them quickly, or Ill dig them out.
Is this a time to whimper? meet that greatness
That flies into thy bosom, think what tis
For me to say, My honourable daughter;
And thou, when I stand bare, to say, Put on;
Or, Father, you forget yourself. No more:
But be instructed, or expect − he comes.

Re-enter Lord Lovell, Greedy, Allworth, and Marrall.

A black-browed girl, my lord.

[Lord Lovell kisses Margaret.]

Lov. As I live, a rare one.

All. [Aside] Hes taen already: I am lost.

Over. That kiss
Came twanging off, I like it; quit the room. −

[Exeunt all but Overreach, Lovell, and Margaret.]

A little bashful, my good lord, but you,
I hope, will teach her boldness.

Lov. I am happy
In such a scholar: but −

Over. I am past learning,
And therefore leave you to yourselves: −
[Aside to Margaret] remember.

[Exit.]

Lov. You see, fair lady, your father is solicitous,
To have you change the barren name of virgin
Into a hopeful wife.

Marg. His haste, my lord,
Holds no power oer my will.

Lov. But oer your duty.

Marg. Which forced too much, may break.

Lov. Bend rather, sweetest:
Think of your years.

Marg. Too few to match with yours:
And choicest fruits too soon plucked, rot and wither.

Lov. Do you think I am old?

Marg. I am sure I am too young.

Lov. I can advance you.

Marg. To a hill of sorrow;
Where every hour I may expect to fall,
But never hope firm footing. You are noble,
I of a low descent, however rich;
And tissues matched with scarlet suit but ill.
O, my good lord, I could say more, but that
I dare not trust these walls.

Lov. Pray you, trust my ear then.

Re-enter Overreach behind, listening.

Over. Close at it! whispering! this is excellent!
And, by their postures, a consent on both parts.

Re-enter Greedy behind.

Greedy. Sir Giles, Sir Giles!

Over. The great fiend stop that clapper!

Greedy. It must ring out, sir, when my belly rings noon.
The baked-meats are run out, the roast turned powder.

Over. I shall powder you.

Greedy. Beat me to dust, I care not;
In such a cause as this, Ill die a martyr.

Over. Marry, and shall, you barathrum of the shambles!

[Strikes him.]

Greedy. How! strike a justice of peace! tis petty treason,
Edwardi quinto: but that you are my friend,
I would commit you without bail or mainprize.

Over. Leave your bawling, sir, or I shall commit you
Where you shall not dine to-day: disturb my lord,
When he is in discourse!

Greedy. Ist a time to talk
When we should be munching?

Lov. Hah! I heard some noise.

Over. Mum, villain; vanish! shall we break a bargain
Almost made up?

[Thrusts Greedy off.]

Lov. Lady, I understand you,
And rest most happy in your choice, believe it;
Ill be a careful pilot to direct
Your yet uncertain bark to a port of safety.

Marg. So shall your honour save two lives, and bind us
Your slaves forever.

Lov. I am in the act rewarded,
Since it is good; howeer, you must put on
An amorous carriage towards me to delude
Your subtle father.

Marg. I am prone to that.

Lov. Now break we off our conference. − Sir Giles!
Where is Sir Giles?

[Overreach comes forward.]

Re-enter Allworth, Marrall, and Greedy.

Over. My noble lord; and how
Does your lordship find her?

Lov. Apt, Sir Giles, and coming;
And I like her the better.

Over. So do I too.

Lov. Yet should we take forts at the first assault,
Twere poor in the defendant; I must confirm her
With a love-letter or two, which I must have
Delivered by my page, and you give way tot.

Over. With all my soul: − a towardly gentleman!
Your hand, good Master Allworth; know my house
Is ever open to you.

All. [Aside] Twas shut till now.

Over. Well done, well done, my honourable daughter!
Thourt so already: know this gentle youth,
And cherish him, my honourable daughter.

Marg. I shall, with my best care.

[Noise within, as of a coach.]

Over. A coach!

Greedy. More stops
Before we go to dinner! O my guts!

Enter Lady Allworth and Wellborn.

L. All. If I find welcome,
You share in it; if not, Ill back again,
Now I know your ends; for I come armed for all
Can be objected.

Lov. How! the Lady Allworth!

Over. And thus attended!

[Lovell kisses Lady Allworth,
Lady Allworth kisses Margaret.]

Mar. No, I am a dolt!
The spirit of lies hath entered me!

Over. Peace, Patch;
Tis more than wonder! an astonishment
That does possess me wholly!

Lov. Noble lady,
This is a favour, to prevent my visit,
The service of my life can never equal.

L. All. My lord, I laid wait for you, and much hoped
You would have made my poor house your first inn:
And therefore doubting that you might forget me,
Or too long dwell here, having such ample cause,
In this unequalled beauty, for your stay,
And fearing to trust any but myself
With the relation of my service to you,
I borrowed so much from my long restraint
And took the air in person to invite you.

Lov. Your bounties are so great, they rob me, madam,
Of words to give you thanks.

L. All. Good Sir Giles Overreach. −

[Kisses him.]

How dost thou, Marrall? − liked you my meat so ill,
Youll dine no more with me?

Greedy. I will, when you please,
An it like your ladyship.

L. All. When you please, Master Greedy;
If meat can do it, you shall be satisfied. −
And now, my lord, pray take into your knowledge
This gentleman; howeer his outsides coarse,

[Presents Wellborn.]

His inward linings are as fine and fair
As any mans; wonder not I speak at large:
And howsoeer his humour carries him
To be thus accoutred, or what taint soever,
For his wild life, hath stuck upon his fame,
He may, ere long, with boldness, rank himself
With some that have contemned him. Sir Giles Overreach,
If I am welcome, bid him so.

Over. My nephew!
He has been too long a stranger: faith you have,
Pray let it be mended.

[Lovell confers aside with Wellborn.]

Mar. Why, sir, what do you mean?
This is rogue Wellborn, monster, prodigy,
That should hang or drown himself; no man of worship,
Much less your nephew.

Over. Well, sirrah, we shall reckon
For this hereafter.

Mar. Ill not lose my jeer,
Though I be beaten dead fort.

Well. Let my silence plead
In my excuse, my lord, till better leisure
Offer itself to hear a full relation
Of my poor fortunes.

Lov. I would hear, and help them.

Over. Your dinner waits you.

Lov. Pray you lead, we follow.

L. All. Nay, you are my guest; come, dear Master Wellborn.

[Exeunt all but Greedy.]

Greedy. Dear Master Wellborn! So she said: Heaven! Heaven!
If my belly would give me leave, I could ruminate
All day on this: I have granted twenty warrants
To have him committed, from all prisons in the shire,
To Nottingham gaol; and now, Dear Master Wellborn!
And, My good nephew! − but I play the fool
To stand here prating, and forget my dinner.

Re-enter Marrall.

Are they set, Marrall?

Mar. Long since; pray you a word, sir.

Greedy. No wording now.

Mar. In troth, I must; my master,
Knowing you are his good friend, makes bold with you.
And does entreat you, more guests being come in
Than he expected, especially his nephew,
The table being full too, you would excuse him,
And sup with him on the cold meat.

Greedy. How! no dinner,
After all my care?

Mar. Tis but a penance for
A meal; besides, you broke your fast.

Greedy. That was
But a bit to stay my stomach: a man in commission
Give place to a tatterdemalion!

Mar. No bug words, sir;
Should his worship hear you −

Greedy. Lose my dumpling too,
And buttered toasts, and woodcocks!

Mar. Come, have patience.
If you will dispense a little with your worship,
And sit with the waiting women, youll have dumpling,
Woodcock, and buttered toasts too.

Greedy. This revives me:
I will gorge there sufficiently.

Mar. This is the way, sir.

[Exeunt.]


ACT III, SCENE III.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN Overreachs House.

Enter Overreach, as from dinner.

Over. Shes caught! O women! − she neglects my lord,
And all her compliments applied to Wellborn!
The garments of her widowhood laid by,
She now appears as glorious as the spring,
Her eyes fixed on him, in the wine she drinks,
He being her pledge, she sends him burning kisses,
And sits on thorns, till she be private with him.
She leaves my meat to feed upon his looks,
And if in our discóurse he be but named,
From her a deep sigh follows. But why grieve I
At this? it makes for me; if she prove his,
All that is hers is mine, as I will work him.

Enter Marrall.

Mar. Sir, the whole board is troubled at your rising.

Over. No matter, Ill excuse it: prithee, Marrall,
Watch an occasion to invite my nephew
To speak with me in private.

Mar. Who? the rogue
The lady scorned to look on?

Over. You are a wag.

Enter Lady Allworth and Wellborn.

Mar. See, sir, shes come, and cannot be without him.

L. All. With your favour, sir, after a plenteous dinner,
I shall make bold to walk a turn or two,
In your rare garden.

Over. Theres an arbour too,
If your ladyship please to use it.

L. All. Come, Master Wellborn.

[Exeunt Lady Allworth and Wellborn.]

Over. Grosser and grosser! now I believe the poet
Feigned not, but was historical, when he wrote
Pasiphaë was enamoured of a bull:
This ladys lusts more monstrous. − My good lord,

Enter Lord Lovell, Margaret, and the rest.

Excuse my manners.

Lov. There needs none, Sir Giles,
I may ere long say father, when it pleases
My dearest mistress to give warrant to it.

Over. She shall seal to it, my lord, and make me happy.

Re-enter Wellborn and Lady Allworth.

Marg. My lady is returned.

L. All. Provide my coach,
Ill instantly away; − my thanks, Sir Giles,
For my entertainment.

Over. Tis your nobleness
To think it such.

L. All. I must do you a further wrong
In taking away your honourable guest.

Lov. I wait on you, madam; farewell, good Sir Giles.

L. All. Good Mistress Margaret! − nay, come, Master Wellborn,
I must not leave you behind; in sooth, I must not.

Over. Rob me not, madam, of all joys at once;
Let my nephew stay behind: he shall have my coach,
And, after some small conferènce between us,
Soon overtake your ladyship.

L. All. Stay not long, sir.

Lov. This parting kiss:

[Kisses Margaret.]

you shall every day hear from me,
By my faithful page.

All. Tis a service I am proud of.

[Exeunt Lord Lovell, Lady Allworth, Allworth,
and Marrall.]

Over. Daughter, to your chamber. −

[Exit Margaret.]

− You may wonder, nephew,
After so long an enmity between us,
I should desire your friendship.

Well. So I do, sir;
Tis strange to me.

Over. But Ill make it no wonder;
And what is more, unfold my nature to you.
We worldly men, when we see friends and kinsmen
Past hope sunk in their fortunes, lend no hand
To lift them up, but rather set our feet
Upon their heads, to press them to the bottom;
As, I must yield, with you I practised it:
But, now I see you in a way to rise,
I can and will assist you; this rich lady
(And I am glad of t) is enamoured of you;
Tis too apparent, nephew.

Well. No such thing:
Compassion rather, sir.

Over. Well, in a word,
Because your stay is short, Ill have you seen
No more in this base shape; nor shall she say,
She married you like a beggar, or in debt.

Well. [Aside] Hell run into the noose, and save my labour.

Over. You have a trunk of rich clothes, not far hence,
In pawn; I will redeem them; and that no clamour
May taint your credit for your petty debts,
You shall have a thousand pounds to cut them off,
And go a free man to the wealthy lady.

Well. This done, sir, out of love, and no ends else −

Over. As it is, nephew.

Well. Binds me still your servant.

Over. No compliments, you are staid for: ere you have supped
You shall hear from me. − My coach, knaves, for my nephew.
To-morrow I will visit you.

Well. Heres an uncle
In a mans extremes! how much they do belie you,
That say you are hard-hearted!

Over. My deeds, nephew,
Shall speak my love; what men report I weigh not.

[Exeunt.]


Act IV


ACT IV, SCENE I.
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A ROOM IN Lady Allworths House.

Enter Lord Lovell and Allworth.

Lov. Tis well; give me my cloak; I now discharge you
From further service: mind your own affairs,
I hope they will prove successful.

All. What is blest
With your good wish, my lord, cannot but prosper.
Let aftertimes report, and to your honour,
How much I stand engaged, for I want language
To speak my debt; yet if a tear or two
Of joy, for your much goodness, can supply
My tongues defects, I could −

Lov. Nay, do not melt:
This ceremonial thanks to mes superfluous.

Over. [within] Is my lord stirring?

Lov. Tis he! oh, heres your letter: let him in.

Enter Overreach, Greedy, and Marrall.

Over. A good day to my lord!

Lov. You are an early riser,
Sir Giles.

Over. And reason, to attend your lordship.

Lov. And you, too, Master Greedy, up so soon!

Greedy. In troth, my lord, after the sun is up,
I cannot sleep, for I have a foolish stomach
That croaks for breakfast. With your lordships favour,
I have a serious question to demand
Of my worthy friend Sir Giles.

Lov. Pray you use your pleasure.

Greedy. How far, Sir Giles, and pray you answer me
Upon your credit, hold you it to be
From your manor-house, to this of my Ladys Allworths?

Over. Why, some four mile.

Greedy. How! four mile, good Sir Giles −
Upon your reputation, think better;
For if you do abate but one half-quarter
Of five, you do yourself the greatest wrong
That can be in the world; for four miles riding
Could not have raised so huge an appetite
As I feel gnawing on me.

Mar. Whether you ride,
Or go afoot, you are that way still provided,
An it please your worship.

Over. How now, sirrah? Prating
Before my lord! no difference! Go to my nephew,
See all his debts discharged, and help his worship
To fit on his rich suit.

Mar. [Aside] I may fit you too.
Tossed like a dog still!

[Exit.]

Lov. I have writ this morning
A few lines to my mistress, your fair daughter.

Over. Twill fire her, for shes wholly yours already: −
Sweet Master Allworth, take my ring; twill carry you
To her presence, I dare warrant you; and there plead
For my good lord, if you shall find occasion.
That done, pray ride to Nottingham, get a license,
Still by this token. Ill have it dispatched,
And suddenly, my lord, that I may say,
My honourable, nay, right honourable daughter.

Greedy. Take my advice, young gentleman, get your breakfast;
Tis unwholesome to ride fasting: Ill eat with you,
And eat to purpose.

Over. Some Furys in that gut:
Hungry again! did you not devour, this morning,
A shield of brawn, and a barrel of Colchester oysters?

Greedy. Why, that was, sir, only to scour my stomach,
A kind of a preparative. − Come, gentleman,
I will not have you feed like the hangman of Flushing,
Alone, while I am here.

Lov. Haste your return.

All. I will not fail, my lord.

Greedy. Nor I, to line
My Christmas coffer.

[Exeunt Greedy and Allworth.]

Over. To my wish: we are private.
I come not to make offer with my daughter
A certain portion, that were poor and trivial:
In one word, I pronounce all that is mine,
In lands or leases, ready coin or goods,
With her, my lord, comes to you; nor shall you have
One motive to induce you to believe
I live too long, since every year Ill add
Something unto the heap, which shall be yours too.

Lov. You are a right kind father.

Over. You shall have reason
To think me such. How do you like this seat?
It is well wooded, and well watered, the acres
Fertile and rich; would it not serve for change,
To entertain your friends in a summer progress?
What thinks my noble lord?

Lov. Tis a wholesome air,
And well-built pile; and she thats mistress of it,
Worthy the large revénue.

Over. She the mistress!
It may be so for a time: but let my lord
Say only that he likes it, and would have it,
I say, ere long tis his.

Lov. Impossible.

Over. You do conclude too fast, not knowing me,
Nor the engines that I work by. Tis not alone
The Lady Allworths lands, for those once Wellborns,
(As by her dotage on him I know they will be,)
Shall soon be mine; but point out any mans
In all the shire, and say they lie convenient,
And useful for your lordship, and once more
I say aloud, they are yours.

Lov. I dare not own
Whats by unjust and cruèl means extorted;
My fame and credit are more dear to me,
Than so to expose them to be censured by
The public voice.

Over. You run, my lord, no hazard.
Your reputatiön shall stand as fair,
In all good mens opiniöns, as now;
Nor can my actions, though condemned for ill,
Cast any foul aspersion upon yours.
For, though I do contemn report myself
As a mere sound, I still will be so tender
Of what concerns you, in all points of honour,
That the immaculate whiteness of your fame,
Nor your unquestiöned integrity,
Shall eer be sullied with one taint or spot
That may take from your innocence and candour.
All my ambition is to have my daughter
Right honourable, which my lord can make her:
And might I live to dance upon my knee
A young Lord Lovell, born by her unto you,
I write nil ultra to my proudest hopes.
As for possessiöns and annual rents,
Equivalent to maintain you in the port
Your noble birth and present state requires,
I do remove that burthen from your shoulders,
And take it on mine own: for, though I ruin
The country to supply your riotous waste,
The scourge of prodigals, want, shall never find you.

Lov. Are you not frighted with the imprecations
And curses of whole families, made wretched
By your sinister practices?

Over. Yes, as rocks are,
When foamy billows split themselves against
Their flinty ribs; or as the moon is moved,
When wolves, with hunger pined, howl at her brightness.
I am of a solid temper, and, like these,
Steer on, a constant course: with mine own sword,
If called into the field, I can make that right,
Which fearful enemies murmured at as wrong.
Now, for these other piddling complaints
Breathed out in bitterness; as when they call me
Extortioner, tyrant, cormorant, or intruder
On my poor neighbours right, or grand incloser
Of what was common, to my private use;
Nay, when my ears are pierced with widows cries,
And undone orphans wash with tears my threshold,
I only think what tis to have my daughter
Right honourable; and tis a powerful charm
Makes me insensible of remorse, or pity,
Or the least sting of conscience.

Lov. I admire
The toughness of your nature.

Over. Tis for you,
My lord, and for my daughter, I am marble;
Nay more, if you will have my character
In little, I enjoy more true delight
In my arrival to my wealth these dark
And crooked ways than you shall eer take pleasure
In spending what my industry hath compassed.
My haste commands me hence; in one word, therefore,
Is it a match?

Lov. I hope, that is past doubt now.

Over. Then rest secure; not the hate of all mankind here,
Nor fear of what can fall on me hereafter,
Shall make me study aught but your advancement
One story higher: an earl! if gold can do it.
Dispute not my religion, nor my faith;
Though I am borne thus headlong by my will,
You may make choice of what belief you please,
To me they are equal; so, my lord, good morrow.

[Exit.]

Lov. Hes gone − I wonder how the earth can bear
Such a portént! I, that have lived a soldier,
And stood the enemys violent charge undaunted,
To hear this blasphemous beast am bathed all over
In a cold sweat: yet, like a mountain, he
(Confirmed in atheistical assertions)
Is no more shaken than Olympus is
When angry Boreas loads his double head
With sudden drifts of snow.

Enter Lady Allworth, Waiting Woman, and Amble.

L. All. Save you, my lord!
Disturb I not your privacy?

Lov. No, good madam;
For your own sake I am glad you came no sooner,
Since this bold bad man, Sir Giles Overreach,
Made such a plain discovery of himself,
And read this morning such a devilish matins,
That I should think it a sin next to his
But to repeat it.

L. All. I neer pressed, my lord,
On others privacies; yet, against my will,
Walking, for health sake, in the gallery
Adjoining to your lodgings, I was made
(So vehement and loud he was) partaker
Of his tempting offers.

Lov. Please you to command
Your servants hence, and I shall gladly hear
Your wiser counsel.

L. All. Tis, my lord, a womans,
But true and hearty; − wait in the next room,
But be within call; yet not so near to force me
To whisper my intents.

Amb. We are taught better
By you, good madam.

W. Wom. And well know our distance.

L. All. Do so, and talk not: twill become your breeding.

[Exeunt Amble and Woman.]

Now, my good lord: if I may use my freedom,
As to an honoured friend −

Lov. You lessen else
Your favour to me.

L. All. I dare then say thus;
As you are noble (howeer common men
Make sordid wealth the object and sole end
Of their industrious aims), twill not agree
With those of eminent blood, who are engaged
More to prefer their honours than to increase
The state left to them by their ancestors,
To study large additions to their fortunes,
And quite neglect their births: − though I must grant,
Riches, well got, to be a useful servant,
But a bad master.

Lov. Madam, tis confessed;
But what infer you from it?

L. All. This, my lord;
That as all wrongs, though thrust into one scale,
Slide of themselves off when right fills the other,
And cannot bide the trial; so all wealth,
I mean if ill-acquired, cemented to honour
By virtuous ways achieved, and bravely purchased,
Is but as rubbish poured into a river,
(Howeer intended to make good the bank,)
Rendering the water, that was pure before,
Polluted and unwholesome. I allow
The heir of Sir Giles Overreach, Margaret,
A maid well qualified and the richest match
Our north part can make boast of; yet she cannot,
With all that she brings with her, fill their mouths,
That never will forget who was her father;
Or that my husband Allworths lands, and Wellborns,
(How wrung from both needs now no repetition,)
Were real motives that more worked your lordship
To join your families, than her form and virtues:
You may conceive the rest.

Lov. I do, sweet madam,
And long since have considered it. I know,
The sum of all that makes a just man happy
Consists in the well choosing of his wife:
And there, well to discharge it, does require
Equality of years, of birth, of fortune;
For beauty being poor, and not cried up
By birth or wealth, can truly mix with neither.
And wealth, where theres such difference in years,
And fair descent, must make the yoke uneasy: −
But I come nearer.

L. All. Pray you do, my lord.

Lov. Were Overreach states thrice centupled, his daughter
Millions of degrees much fairer than she is,
Howeer I might urge precedents to excuse me,
I would not so adulterate my blood
By marrying Margaret, and so leave my issue
Made up of several pieces, one part scarlet,
And the other London blue. In my own tomb
I will inter my name first.

L. All. [Aside] I am glad to hear this. −
Why then, my lord, pretend your marriage to her?
Dissimulatiön but ties false knots
On that straight line by which you, hitherto,
Have measured all your actions.

Lov. I make answer,
And aptly, with a question. Wherefore have you,
That, since your husbands death, have lived a strict
And chaste nuns life, on the sudden given yourself
To visits and entertainments? think you, madam,
Tis not grown public conference? or the favours
Which you too prodigally have thrown on Wellborn,
Being too reserved before, incur not censure?

L. All. I am innocent here; and, on my life, I swear
My ends are good.

Lov. On my soul, so are mine
To Margaret; but leave both to the event:
And since this friendly privacy does serve
But as an offered means unto ourselves,
To search each other further, you having shewn
Your care of me, I my respect to you,
Deny me not, but still in chaste words, madam,
An afternoons discourse.

L. All. So I shall hear you.

[Exeunt.]


ACT IV, SCENE II.
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BEFORE TAPWELLS HOUSE.

Enter Tapwell and Froth.

Tap. Undone, undone! this was your counsel, Froth.

Froth. Mine! I defy thee: did not Master Marrall
(He has marred all, I am sure) strictly command us,
On pain of Sir Giles Overreach displeasure,
To turn the gentleman out of doors?

Tap. Tis true;
But now hes his uncles darling, and has got
Master Justice Greedy, since he filled his belly,
At his commandment, to do anything;
Woe, woe to us!

Froth. He may prove merciful.

Tap. Troth, we do not deserve it at his hands.
Though he knew all the passages of our house,
As the receiving of stolen goods, and bawdry,
When he was rogue Wellborn no man would believe him,
And then his information could not hurt us;
But now he is right worshipful again,
Who dares but doubt his testimony? methinks,
I see thee, Froth, already in a cart,
For a close bawd, thine eyes even pelted out
With dirt and rotten eggs; and my hand hissing,
If I scape the halter, with the letter R
Printed upon it.

Froth. Would that were the worst!
That were but nine days wonder: as for credit,
We have none to lose, but we shall lose the money
He owes us, and his custom; theres the hell ont.

Tap. He has summoned all his creditors by the drum,
And they swarm about him like so many soldiers
On the pay day: and has found out such A NEW WAY
TO PAY HIS OLD DEBTS, as tis very likely
He shall be chronicled for it!

Froth. He deserves it
More than ten pageants. But are you sure his worship
Comes this way, to my ladys?

[A cry within: Brave Master Wellborn!]

Tap. Yes: − I hear him.

Froth. Be ready with your petition, and present it
To his good grace.

Enter Wellborn in a rich habit, followed by
Marrall, Greedy, Order, Furnace, and Creditors;
Tapwell kneeling, delivers his petition.

Well. Hows this! petitioned too? −
But note what miracles the payment of
A little trash, and a rich suit of clothes,
Can work upon these rascals! I shall be,
I think, Prince Wellborn.

Mar. When your worships married,
You may be − I know what I hope to see you.

Well. Then look thou for advancement.

Mar. To be known
Your worships bailiff, is the mark I shoot at.

Well. And thou shalt hit it.

Mar. Pray you, sir, dispatch
These needy followers, and for my admittance,
Provided youll defend me from Sir Giles,
Whose service I am weary of, Ill say something
You shall give thanks for.

Well. Fear me not Sir Giles.

Greedy. Who, Tapwell? I remember thy wife brought me,
Last new-years tide, a couple of fat turkeys.

Tap. And shall do every Christmas, let your worship
But stand my friend now.

Greedy. How! with Master Wellborn?
I can do anything with him on such terms. −
See you this honest couple, they are good souls
As ever drew out fosset: have they not
A pair of honest faces?

Well. I oerheard you,
And the bribe he promised. You are cozened in them;
For, of all the scum that grew rich by my riots,
This, for a most unthankful knave, and this,
For a base bawd and whore, have worst deserved me,
And therefore speak not for them: by your place
You are rather to do me justice; lend me your ear: −
Forget his turkeys, and call in his license
And, at the next fair, Ill give you a yoke of oxen
Worth all his poultry.

Greedy. I am changed on the sudden
In my opinion! come near; nearer, rascal.
And, now I view him better, did you eer see
One look so like an archknave? his very countenance,
Should an understanding judge but look upon him,
Would hang him, though he were innocent.

Tap. and Froth. Worshipful sir.

Greedy. No, though the great Turk came, instead of turkeys,
To beg my favour, I am inexorable.
Thou hast an ill name: besides thy musty ale,
That hath destroyed many of the kings liege people,
Thou never hadst in thy house, to stay mens stomachs.
A piece of Suffolk cheese or gammon of bacon,
Or any esculent, as the learned call it,
For their emolument, but sheer drink only.
For which gross fault I here do damn thy license,
Forbidding thee ever to tap or draw;
For, instantly, I will, in mine own person,
Command the constable to pull down thy sign,
And do it before I eat.

Froth. No mercy?

Greedy. Vanish!
If I shew any, may my promised oxen gore me!

Tap. Unthankful knaves are ever so rewarded.

[Exeunt Greedy, Tapwell, and Froth.]

Well. Speak; what are you?

1st Cred. A decayed vintner, sir,
That might have thrived, but that your worship broke me
With trusting you with muskadine and eggs,
And five pound suppers, with your after drinkings,
When you lodged upon the Bankside.

Well. I remember.

1st Cred.  I have not been hasty, nor eer laid to arrest you;
And therefore, sir −

Well. Thou art an honest fellow,
Ill set thee up again; see his bill paid. −
What are you?

2nd Cred. A tailor once, but now mere botcher.
I gave you credit for a suit of clothes,
Which was all my stock, but you failing in payment,
I was removed from the shopboard, and confined
Under a stall.

Well. See him paid; and botch no more.

2nd Cred. I ask no interest, sir.

Well. Such tailors need not;
If their bills are paid in one and twenty year,
They are seldom losers. −
[To 3rd Creditor] O, I know thy face,
Thou wert my surgeon: you must tell no tales;
Those days are done. I will pay you in private.

Ord. A royal gentleman!

Furn. Royal as an emperor!
Hell prove a brave master; my good lady knew
To choose a man.

Well. See all men else discharged;
And since old debts are cleared by a new way,
A little bounty will not misbecome me;
Theres something, honest cook, for thy good breakfasts;
[To Order]
And this, for your respect: taket, tis good gold,
And I able to spare it.

Ord. You are too munificent.

Furn. He was ever so.

Well. Pray you, on before.

3rd Cred. Heaven bless you!

Mar. At four oclock; the rest know where to meet me.

[Exeunt Order, Furnace, and Creditors.]

Well. Now, Master Marrall, whats the weighty secret
You promised to impart?

Mar. Sir, time nor place
Allow me to relate each circumstance,
This only, in a word; I know Sir Giles
Will come upon you for security
For his thousand pounds, which you must not consent to.
As he grows in heat, as I am sure he will,
Be you but rough, and say hes in your debt
Ten times the sum, upon sale of your land;
I had a hand int (I speak it to my shame)
When you were defeated of it.

Well. Thats forgiven.

Mar. I shall deserve it: then urge him to produce
The deed in which you passed it over to him,
Which I know hell have about him, to deliver
To the Lord Lovell, with many other writings,
And present monies: Ill instruct you further,
As I wait on your worship: if I play not my prize
To your full content, and your uncles much vexation,
Hang up Jack Marrall.

Well. I rely upon thee.

[Exeunt.]


ACT IV, SCENE III.
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A ROOM IN Overreachs House.

Enter Allworth and Margaret.

All. Whether to yield the first praise to my lords
Unequalled temperance or your constant sweetness,
That I yet live, my weak hands fastened on
Hopes anchor, spite of all storms of despair,
I yet rest doubtful.

Marg. Give it to Lord Lovell;
For what in him was bounty, in mes duty.
I make but payment of a debt to which
My vows, in that high office registered,
Are faithful witnesses.

All. Tis true, my dearest:
Yet, when I call to mind how many fair ones
Make wilful shipwreck of their faiths, and oaths
To God and man, to fill the arms of greatness,
And you rise up no less than a glorious star,
To the amazement of the world, − hold out
Against the stern authority of a father,
And spurn at honour, when it comes to court you;
I am so tender of your good, that faintly,
With your wrong, I can wish myself that right
You yet are pleased to do me.

Marg. Yet, and ever.
To me whats title, when content is wanting?
Or wealth, raked up together with much care,
And to be kept with more, when the heart pines
In being dispossessed of what it longs for
Beyond the Indian mines? or the smooth brow
Of a pleased sire, that slaves me to his will,
And, so his ravenous humour may be feasted
By my obedience, and he see me great,
Leaves to my soul nor faculties nor power
To make her own election?

All. But the dangers
That follow the repulse −

Marg. To me they are nothing;
Let Allworth love, I cannot be unhappy.
Suppose the worst, that, in his rage, he kill me;
A tear or two, by you dropt on my hearse,
In sorrow for my fate, will call back life
So far as but to say, that I die yours;
I then shall rest in peace: or should he prove
So cruèl, as one death would not suffice
His thirst of vengeance, but with lingering torments
In mind and body I must waste to air,
In poverty joined with banishment; so you share
in my afflictions, which I dare not wish you,
So high I prize you, I could undergo them
With such a patiënce as should look down
With scorn on his worst malice.

All. Heaven avert
Such trials of your true affection to me!
Nor will it unto you, that are all mercy,
Shew so much rigour: but since we must run
Such desperate hazards, let us do our best
To steer between them.

Marg. Your lords ours, and sure;
And, though but a young actor, second me
In doing to the life what he has plotted,

Enter Overreach behind.

The end may yet prove happy. Now, my Allworth.

[Seeing her father.]

All. To your letter, and put on a seeming anger.

Marg. Ill pay my lord all debts due to his title;
And when with terms, not taking from his honour,
He does solicit me, I shall gladly hear him.
But in this peremptory, nay, commanding way,
To appoint a meeting, and, without my knowledge,
A priest to tie the knot can neer be undone
Till death unloose it, is a confidence
In his lordship will deceive him.

All. I hope better,
Good lady.

Marg. Hope, sir, what you please: for me
I must take a safe and secure course; I have
A father, and without his full consent,
Though all lords of the land kneeled for my favour,
I can grant nothing.

Over. I like this obedience:

[Comes forward.]

But whatsoeer my lord writes, must and shall be
Accepted and embraced. Sweet Master Allworth,
You shew yourself a true and faithful servant
To your good lord; he has a jewel of you. −
How! frowning, Meg? are these looks to receive
A messenger from my lord? whats this? give me it.

Marg. A piece of arrogant paper, like the inscriptions.

Over. [Reads]
Fair mistress, from your servant learn all joys
That we can hope for, if deferred, prove toys;
Therefore this instant, and in private, meet
A husband, that will gladly at your feet
Lay down his honours, tendering them to you
With all content, the church being paid her due. −
Is this the arrogant piece of paper? fool!
Will you still be one? in the name of madness what
Could his good honour write more to content you?
Is there aught else to be wished, after these two,
That are already offered; marriage first,
And lawful pleasure after: what would you more?

Marg. Why, sir, I would be married like your daughter;
Not hurried away i the night I know not whither,
Without all ceremony; no friends invited
To honour the solemnity.

All. Ant please your honour,
For so before to-morrow I must style you,
My lord desires this privacy, in respect
His honourable kinsmen are afar off,
And his desires to have it done brook not
So long delay as to expect their coming;
And yet he stands resolved, with all due pomp,
As running at the ring, plays, masks, and tilting.
To have his marriage at court celebrated,
When he has brought your honour up to London.

Over. He tells you true; tis the fashion, on my knowledge:
Yet the good lord, to please your peevishness,
Must put it off, forsooth! and lose a night,
In which perhaps he might get two boys on thee.
Tempt me no further, if you do, this goad

[Points to his sword.]

Shall prick you to him.

Marg. I could be contented,
Were you but by, to do a fathers part,
And give me in the church.

Over. So my lord have you,
What do I care who gives you? since my lord
Does purpose to be private, Ill not cross him.
I know not, Master Allworth, how my lord
May be provided, and therefore theres a purse
Of gold, twill serve this nights expense; to-morrow
Ill furnish him with any sums: in the mean time,
Use my ring to my chaplain; he is beneficed
At my manor of Gotem, and called Parson Willdo:
Tis no matter for a licence, Ill bear him out int.

Marg. With your favour, sir, what warrant is your ring?
He may suppose I got that twenty ways,
Without your knowledge; and then to be refused
Were such a stain upon me! − if you pleased, sir,
Your presence would do better.

Over. Still perverse!
I say again, I will not cross my lord;
Yet Ill prevent you too. − Paper and ink, there!

All. I can furnish you.

Over. I thank you, I can write then.

[Writes.]

All. You may, if you please, put out the name of my lord,
In respect he comes disguised, and only write,
Marry her to this gentleman.

Over. Well advised.
Tis done; away; −

[Margaret kneels.]

My blessing, girl? thou hast it.
Nay, no reply, be gone: − good Master Allworth,
This shall be the best nights work you ever made.

All. I hope so, sir.

[Exeunt Allworth and Margaret.]

Over. Farewell! − Now alls cocksure:
Methinks I hear already knights and ladies
Say, Sir Giles Overreach, how is it with
Your honourable daughter? has her honour
Slept well to-night? or, will her honour please
To accept this monkey, dog, or paroquito,
(This is state in ladies,) or my eldest son
To be her page, and wait upon her trencher?
My ends, my ends are compassed − then for Wellborn
And the lands; were he once married to the widow −
I have him here − I can scarce contain myself,
I am so full of joy, nay, joy all over.

[Exit.]


Act V


ACT V, SCENE I.
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A ROOM IN Lady Allworths House.

Enter Lord Lovell, Lady Allworth, and Amble.

L. All. By this you know how strong the motives were
That did, my lord, induce me to dispense
A little, with my gravity, to advance,
In personating some few favours to him,
The plots and projects of the down-trod Wellborn.
Nor shall I eer repent, although I suffer
In some few mens opinions fort, the action;
For he that ventured all for my dear husband
Might justly claim an obligation from me
To pay him such a courtesy; which had I
Coyly or over-curiously denied,
It might have argued me of little love
To the deceased.

Lov. What you intended, madam,
For the poor gentleman hath found good success;
For, as I understand, his debts are paid,
And he once more furnished for fair employment:
But all the arts that I have used to raise
The fortunes of your joy and mine, young Allworth,
Stand yet in supposition, though I hope well:
For the young lovers are in wit more pregnant
Than their years can promise; and for their desires,
On my knowledge, they are equal.

L. All. As my wishes
Are with yours, my lord; yet give me leave to fear
The building, though well grounded: to deceive
Sir Giles, thats both a lion and a fox
In his proceedings, were a work beyond
The strongest undertakers; not the trial
Of two weak innocents.

Lov. Despair not, madam:
Hard things are compassed oft by easy means;
And judgment, being a gift derived from Heaven,
Though sometimes lodged in the hearts of worldly men,
That neer consider from whom they receive it,
Forsakes such as abuse the giver of it.
Which is the reason that the politic
And cunning statesman, that believes he fathoms
The counsels of all kingdoms on the earth,
Is by simplicity oft over-reached.

L. All. May he be so! yet, in his name to express it,
Is a good omen.

Lov. May it to myself
Prove so, good lady, in my suit to you!
What think you of the motion?

L. All. Troth, my lord,
My own unworthiness may answer for me;
For had you, when that I was in my prime,
My virgin flower uncropped, presented me
With this great favour; looking on my lowness
Not in a glass of self-love, but of truth,
I could not but have thought it, as a blessing
Far, far beyond my merit.

Lov. You are too modest,
And undervalue that which is above
My title, or whatever I call mine.
I grant, were I a Spaniard, to marry
A widow might disparage me; but being
A true-born Englishman, I cannot find
How it can taint my honour: nay, whats more,
That which you think a blemish is to me
The fairest lustre. You already, madam,
Have given sure proofs how dearly you can cherish
A husband that deserves you; which confirms me,
That, if I am not wanting in my care
To do you service, youll be still the same
That you were to your Allworth: in a word,
Our years, our states, our births are not unequal,
You being descended nobly, and allied so;
If then you may be won to make me happy,
But join your lips to mine, and that shall be
A solemn contract.

L. All. I were blind to my own good,
Should I refuse it;

[Kisses him.]

yet, my lord, receive me
As such a one, the study of whose whole life
Shall know no other object but to please you.

Lov. If I return not, with all tenderness,
Equal respect to you, may I die wretched!

L. All. There needs no protestatiön, my lord,
To her that cannot doubt. −

Enter Wellborn, handsomely apparelled.

You are welcome, sir.
Now you look like yourself.

Well. And will continue
Such in my free acknowledgment, that I am
Your creature, madam, and will never hold
My life mine own, when you please to command it.

Lov. It is a thankfulness that well becomes you;
You could not make choice of a better shape
To dress your mind in.

L. All. For me, I am happy
That my endeavours prospered. Saw you of late
Sir Giles, your uncle?

Well. I heard of him, madam,
By his minister, Marrall; hes grown into strange passions
About his daughter: this last night he looked for
Your lordship at his house, but missing you,
And she not yet appearing, his wise head
Is much perplexed and troubled.

Lov. It may be,
Sweetheart, my project took.

L. All. I strongly hope.

Over. [within]
Ha! find her, booby, thou huge lump of nothing,
Ill bore thine eyes out else.

Well. May it please your lordship,
For some ends of mine own, but to withdraw
A little out of sight, though not of hearing,
You may, perhaps, have sport.

Lov. You shall direct me.

[Steps aside.]

Enter Overreach, with distracted looks,
driving in Marrall before him, with a box.

Over. I shall sol fa you, rogue!

Mar. Sir, for what cause
Do you use me thus?

Over. Cause, slave! why, I am angry,
And thou a subject only fit for beating,
And so to cool my choler. Look to the writing;
Let but the seal be broke upon the box
That has slept in my cabinet these three years,
Ill rack thy soul fort.

Mar. [Aside] I may yet cry quittance,
Though now I suffer, and dare not resist.

Over. Lady, by your leave, did you see my daughter, lady?
And the lord her husband? are they in your house?
If they are, discover, that I may bid them joy;
And, as an entrance to her place of honour,
See your ladyship on her left hand, and make courtsies
When she nods on you; which you must receive
As a special favour.

L. All. When I know, Sir Giles,
Her state requires such ceremony, I shall pay it;
But, in the meantime, as I am myself,
I give you to understand, I neither know
Nor care where her honour is.

Over. When you once see her
Supported, and led by the lord her husband,
Youll be taught better. − Nephew.

Well. Sir.

Over. No more!

Well. Tis all I owe you.

Over. Have your redeemed rags
Made you thus insolent?

Well. Insolent to you!
Why, what are you, sir, unless in your years,
At the best, more than myself?

Over. [Aside] His fortune swells him:
Tis rank, hes married.

L. All. This is excellent!

Over. Sir, in calm language, though I seldom use it,
I am familiar with the cause that makes you
Bear up thus bravely; theres a certain buzz
Of a stolen marriage, do you hear? of a stolen marriage,
In which, tis said, theres somebody hath been cozened;
I name no parties.

Well. Well, sir, and what follows?

Over. Marry, this; since you are peremptory. Remember,
Upon mere hope of your great match, I lent you
A thousand pounds: put me in good security,
And suddenly, by mortgage or by statute,
Of some of your new possessions, or Ill have you
Dragged in your lavender robes to the gaol: you know me,
And therefore do not trifle.

Well. Can you be
So cruèl to your nephew, now hes in
The way to rise? was this the courtesy
You did me in pure love, and no ends else?

Over. End me no ends! engage the whole estate,
And force your spouse to sign it, you shall have
Three or four thousand more, to roar and swagger
And revel in bawdy taverns.

Well. And beg after;
Mean you not so?

Over. My thoughts are mine, and free.
Shall I have security?

Well. No, indeed you shall not,
Nor bond, nor bill, nor bare acknowledgment;
Your great looks fright not me.

Over. But my deeds shall.
Outbraved!

[Both draw.]

L. All. Help, murder! murder!

Enter Servants.

Well. Let him come on,
With all his wrongs and injuries about him,
Armed with his cut-throat practices to guard him;
The right that I bring with me will defend me,
And punish his extortion.

Over. That I had thee
But single in the field!

L. All. You may; but make not
My house your quarrelling scene.

Over. Weret in a church,
By Heaven and Hell, Ill dot!

Mar. [Aside to Wellborn] Now put him to
The shewing of the deed.

Well. This rage is vain, sir;
For fighting, fear not, you shall have your hands full,
Upon the least incitement; and whereas
You charge me with a debt of a thousand pounds,
If there be law, (howeer you have no conscience,)
Either restore my land, or Ill recover
A debt, thats truly due to me from you,
In value ten times more than what you challenge.

Over. I in thy debt! O impudence! did I not purchase
The land left by thy father, that rich land?
That had continuèd in Wellborns name
Twenty descents; which, like a riotous fool,
Thou didst make sale of? Is not here, inclosed,
The deed that does confirm it mine?

Mar. Now, now!

Well. I do acknowledge none; I neer passed over
Any such land: I grant, for a year or two
You had it in trust; which if you do discharge,
Surrendering the possession, you shall ease
Yourself and me of chargeable suits in law,
Which, if you prove not honest, as I doubt it,
Must of necessity follow.

L. All. In my judgment,
He does advise you well.

Over. Good! good! conspire
With your new husband, lady; second him
In his dishonest practices; but when
This manor is extended to my use,
Youll speak in an humbler key, and sue for favour.

L. All. Never: do not hope it.

Well. Let despair first seize me.

Over. Yet, to shut up thy mouth, and make thee give
Thyself the lie, the loud lie, I draw out
The precious evidence; if thou canst forswear
Thy hand and seal, and make a forfeit of
Thy ears to the pillory,

[Opens the box, and displays the bond.]

see! heres that will make
My interest clear − ha!

L. All. A fair skin of parchment.

Well. Indented, I confess, and labels too:
But neither wax nor words. How! thunderstruck?
Not a syllable to insult with? My wise uncle,
Is this your precious evidence, this that makes
Your interest clear?

Over. I am oerwhelmed with wonder!
What prodigy is this? what subtle devil
Hath razed out the inscription? the wax
Turned into dust! − the rest of my deeds whole
As when they were delivered, and this only
Made nothing! do you deal with witches, rascal?
There is a statute for you, which will bring
Your neck in an hempen circle; yes, there is;
And now tis better thought for, cheater, know
This juggling shall not save you.

Well. To save thee,
Would beggar the stock of mercy.

Over. Marrall!

Mar. Sir.

Over. [Aside to Marrall]
Though the witnesses are dead, your testimony
Help with an oath or two: and for thy master,
Thy liberal master, my good honest servant,
I know thou wilt swear anything, to dash
This cunning sleight: besides, I know thou art
A public notary, and such stand in law
For a dozen witnesses: the deed being drawn too
By thee, my careful Marrall, and delivered
When thou wert present, will make good my title.
Wilt thou not swear this?

Mar. I! no, I assure you:
I have a conscience not seared up like yours;
I know no deeds.

Over. Wilt thou betray me?

Mar. Keep him
From using of his hands, Ill use my tongue,
To his no little torment.

Over. Mine own varlet
Rebel against me!

Mar. Yes, and uncase you too.
The idiot, the patch, the slave, the booby,
The property fit only to be beaten
For your morning exercise, your football, or
The unprofitable lump of flesh, your drudge,
Can now anatomise you, and lay open
All your black plots, and level with the earth
Your hill of pride, and, with these gabions guarded,
Unload my great artillery, and shake,
Nay pulverize, the walls you think defend you.

L. All. How he foams at the mouth with rage!

Well. To him again.

Over. O that I had thee in my gripe, I would tear thee
Joint after joint!

Mar. I know you are a tearer,
But Ill have first your fangs pared off, and then
Come nearer to you; when I have discovered,
And made it good before the judge, what ways,
And devilish practices, you used to cozen with
An army of whole families, who yet alive,
And but enrolled for soldiers, were able
To take in Dunkirk.

Well. All will come out.

L. All. The better.

Over. But that I will live, rogue, to torture thee,
And make thee wish, and kneel in vain, to die,
These swords that keep thee from me should fix here,
Although they made my body but one wound,
But I would reach thee.

Lov. [Aside] Heavens hand is in this;
One bandog worry the other!

Over. I play the fool,
And make my anger but ridiculous:
There will be a time and place, there will be, cowards,
When you shall feel what I dare do.

Well. I think so:
You dare do any ill, yet want true valour
To be honest, and repent.

Over. They are words I know not.
Nor eer will learn. Patience, the beggars virtue,
Shall find no harbour here:

Enter Greedy and Parson Willdo.

− after these storms
At length a calm appears. Welcome, most welcome!
Theres comfort in thy looks; is the deed done?
Is my daughter married? say but so, my chaplain,
And I am tame.

Willdo. Married! yes, I assure you.

Over. Then vanish all sad thoughts! theres more gold for thee.
My doubts and fears are in the titles drowned
Of my honourable, my right honourable daughter.

Greedy. Here will be feasting! at least for a month,
I am provided: empty guts, croak no more.
You shall be stuffed like bagpipes, not with wind,
But bearing dishes.

Over. [Whispering to Willdo] Instantly be here?
To my wish! to my wish! − Now you that plot against me,
And hoped to trip my heels up, that contemned me,
Think ont and tremble: −

[Loud music.]

− they come! I hear the music.
A lane there for my lord!

Well. This sudden heat
May yet be cooled, sir.

Over. Make way there for my lord!

Enter Allworth and Margaret.

Marg. Sir, first your pardon, then your blessing, with
Your full allowance of the choice I have made.
As ever you could make use of your reason,

[Kneeling.]

Grow not in passion; since you may as well
Call back the day thats past, as untie the knot
Which is too strongly fastened: not to dwell
Too long on words, this is my husband.

Over. How!

All. So I assure you; all the rites of marriage,
With every circumstance, are past. Alas! sir,
Although I am no lord, but a lords page,
Your daughter and my loved wife mourns not for it;
And, for right honourable son-in-law, you may say,
Your dutiful daughter.

Over. Devil! are they married?

Willdo. Do a fathers part, and say, Heaven give them joy!

Over. Confusion and ruin! speak, and speak quickly,
Or thou art dead.

Willdo. They are married.

Over. Thou hadst better
Have made a contract with the king of fiends,
Than these: − my brain turns!

Willdo. Why this rage to me?
Is not this your letter, sir, and these the words?
Marry her to this gentleman.

Over. It cannot −
Nor will I eer believe it, sdeath! I will not;
That I, that in all passages I touched
At worldly profit have not left a print
Where I have trod for the most curious search
To trace my footsteps, should be gulled by children,
Baffled and fooled, and all my hopes and labours
Defeated and made void.

Well. As it appears,
You are so, my grave uncle.

Over. Village nurses
Revenge their wrongs with curses; Ill not waste
A syllable, but thus I take the life
Which, wretched, I gave to thee.

[Attempts to kill Margaret.]

Lov. [Coming forward] Hold, for your own sake!
Though charity to your daughter hath quite left you,
Will you do an act, though in your hopes lost here,
Can leave no hope for peace or rest hereafter?
Consider; at the best you are but a man,
And cannot so create your aims, but that
They may be crossed.

Over. Lord! thus I spit at thee,
And at thy counsel; and again desire thee,
And as thou art a soldier, if thy valour
Dares shew itself where multitude and example
Lead not the way, lets quit the house, and change
Six words in private.

Lov. I am ready.

L. All. Stay, sir,
Contest with one distracted!

Well. Youll grow like him,
Should you answer his vain challenge.

Over. Are you pale?
Borrow his help, though Hercules call it odds,
Ill stand against both as I am, hemmed in –
Thus!
Since, like a Libyan lion in the toil,
My fury cannot reach the coward hunters,
And only spends itself, Ill quit the place:
Alone I can do nothing; but I have servants
And friends to second me; and if I make not
This house a heap of ashes, (by my wrongs,
What I have spoke I will make good!) or leave
One throat uncut, − if it be possible,
Hell, add to my afflictions!

[Exit.]

Mar. Ist not brave sport?

Greedy. Brave sport! I am sure it has taen away my stomach;
I do not like the sauce.

All. Nay, weep not, dearest,
Though it express your pity; whats decreed
Above, we cannot alter.

L. All. His threats move me
No scruple, madam.

Mar. Was it not a rare trick,
An it please your worship, to make the deed nothing?
I can do twenty neater, if you please
To purchase and grow rich; for I will be
Such a solicitor and steward for you,
As never worshipful had.

Well. I do believe thee;
But first discover the quaint means you used
To raze out the conveyance?

Mar. They are mysteries
Not to be spoke in public: certain minerals
Incorporated in the ink and wax −
Besides, he gave me nothing, but still fed me
With hopes and blows; and that was the inducement
To this conundrum. If it please your worship
To call to memory, this mad beast once caused me
To urge you or to drown or hang yourself;
Ill do the like to him, if you command me.

Well. You are a rascal! he that dares be false
To a master, though unjust, will neer be true
To any other. Look not for reward
Or favour from me; I will shun thy sight
As I would do a basilisks; thank my pity,
If thou keep thy ears; howeer, I will take order
Your practice shall be silenced.

Greedy. Ill commit him,
If youll have me, sir.

Well. That were to little purpose;
His conscience be his prison. − Not a word,
But instantly be gone.

Ord. Take this kick with you.

Amb. And this.

Furn. If that I had my cleaver here,
I would divide your knaves head.

Mar. This is the haven
False servants still arrive at.

[Exit.]

Re-enter Overreach.

L. All. Come again!

Lov. Fear not, I am your guard.

Well. His looks are ghastly.

Willdo. Some little time I have spent, under your favours,
In physical studies, and if my judgment err not,
Hes mad beyond recovery: but observe him,
And look to yourselves.

Over. Why, is not the whole world
Included in myself? to what use then
Are friends and servants? Say there were a squadron
Of pikes, lined through with shot, when I am mounted
Upon my injuries, shall I fear to charge them?
No: Ill through the battalia, and that routed,

[Flourishing his sword sheathed.]

Ill fall to execution. − Ha! I am feeble:
Some undone widow sits upon mine arm,
And takes away the use of t; and my sword,
Glued to my scabbard with wronged orphans tears,
Will not be drawn. Ha! what are these? sure, hangmen,
That come to bind my hands, and then to drag me
Before the judgment-seat: now they are new shapes,
And do appear like Furies, with steel whips
To scourge my ulcerous soul. Shall I then fall
Ingloriously, and yield? no; spite of Fate,
I will be forced to hell like to myself.
Though you were legions of accursèd spirits,
Thus would I fly among you.

[Rushes forward, and flings himself on the ground.]

Well. Theres no help;
Disarm him first, then bind him.

Greedy. Take a mittimus,
And carry him to Bedlam.

Lov. How he foams!

Well. And bites the earth!

Willdo. Carry him to some dark room,
There try what art can do for his recovery.

Marg. O my dear father!

[They force Overreach off.]

All. You must be patient, mistress.

Lov. Here is a precedent to teach wicked men,
That when they leave religion, and turn atheists,
Their own abilities leave them. − Pray you take comfort,
I will endeavour you shall be his guardians
In his distractions: − and for your land, Master Wellborn,
Be it good or ill in law, Ill be an umpire
Between you, and this, the undoubted heir
Of Sir Giles Overreach: for me, heres the anchor
That I must fix on.

All. What you shall determine,
My lord, I will allow of.

Well. Tis the language
That I speak too; but there is something else
Beside the repossession of my land,
And payment of my debts, that I must practise.
I had a reputation, but twas lost
In my loose course; and until I redeem it
Some noble way, I am but half made up.
It is a time of action; if your lordship
Will please to confer a company upon me
In your command, I doubt not in my service
To my king and country but I shall do something
That may make me right again.

Lov. Your suit is granted,
And you loved for the motion.

Well. [Coming forward] Nothing wants then
But your allowance − and in that our all
Is comprehended; it being known, nor we,
Nor he that wrote the comedy, can be free,
Without your manumission; which if you
Grant willingly, as a fair favour due
To the poets and our labours, (as you may,
For we despair not, gentlemen, of the play,)
We jointly shall profess your grace hath might
To teach us action, and him how to write.

[Exeunt.]

FINIS
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THE PERSONS PRESENTED.
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DOMITIANUS CÆSAR.
Paris the Tragædian.
Parthenius a free-man of Cæsars.
Ælius Lamia, and Stephanos.
Iunius Rusticus.
Aretinus Clemens, Cæsars spie.
Æsopus a Player.
Philargus a rich Miser.
Palphurius Sura, a Senator.
Fulcinius a Senator.
Ascletario an Astrologer.
Sijeius and Entellus, Conspirators.
Latinus a Player.

3. Tribunes.
2. Lictors.

Domitia the wife of Æilius Lamia.
Domitilla cousin germane to Cæsar.
Iulia, Titus Daughter.
Cænis, Vespatians Concubine.
A Ladie.
A Centurion.
Souldiers.
Captaines.
Prisoners.
Hangmen.
Seruants.
Guard.


TO MY MUCH HONOURED, AND MOST TRUE FRIENDS, SIR PHILIP KNYVET, KNIGHT AND BARONET.
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AND TO SIR Thomas Ieay, Knight. And Thomas Bellingham of Newtimber in Sussex Esquire.

How much I acknowledge my selfe bound for your so many, and extraordinary fauors conferd vpon me (as farre as it is in my power) posterity shall take notice, I were most vnworthy of such noble friends, if I should not with all Thankefulnesse, professe, and owne em. In the composition of this Tragædie you were my only Supporters, and it being now by your principall encouragement to be turnd into the world, it cannot walke safer, then vnder your protection. It hath beene happie Av in the suffrage of some learned, and judicious Gentlemen when it was presented, nor shall they find cause I hope in the pervsall, to repent them of their good opinion of it. If the grauity and height of the subject distaste such as are onely affected with Iigges, and ribaldrie (as I pre- sume it will,) their condemnation of me, and my Poem, can no way offend me: my reason teaching me such malicious, and ignorant de- tractors deserue rather contempt, then satisfaction. I euer held it the most perfit birth of my Minerua; and therefore, in justice offer it to those that haue best deserud of me, who I hope in their courteous acceptance will render it worth their receiuing, and euer, in their gentle construction of my imperfections, beleeue they may at their pleasure dispose of him, that is wholly, and sincerelie
Devoted
to their seruice.
Philip Massinger.


TO HIS DEARE FRIEND THE AUTHOR
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I Am no great admirer of the Playes,
Poets, or Actors, that are now adayes:
Yet in this Worke of thine me thinkes I see
Sufficient reason for Idolatrie.

Each line thou hast taught Ceasar is, as high
As Hee could speake, when groueling Flatterie,
And His owne pride (forgetting Heavens rod)
By His Edicts stild himselfe great Lord and God.
By thee againe the Lawrell crownes His Head;
And thus reviud, who can affirme him dead?
Such power lyes in this loftie straine as can
Giue Swords, and legions to Domitian.
And when thy Paris pleades in the defence
Of Actors, every grace, and excellence
Of Argument for that subject, are by Thee
Contracted in a sweete Epitome.
Nor doe thy Women the tyrd Hearers vexe,
With language no way proper to their sexe.
Iust like a cunning Painter thou lets fall
Copies more faire then the Originall.
Ill adde but this. From all the moderne Playes
The Stage hath lately borne, this winnes the Bayes.
And if it come to tryall boldly looke
To carrie it cleere, Thy witnesse being thy Booke.

T. I.


IN PHILIPPI MASSINGERI

Poetæ elegantiss: Actorem Romanum, typis excusum.
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δεκαςικον‎

Ecce Philippinæ, celebrata Tragædia Musæ
Quam Roseus Britonum Roscius egit, adest.
Semper, fronde ambo vireant Parnasside, semper
Liber ab invidiæ dentibus esto, Liber.
Crebra papyriuori spernas incendia pæti
Thus, Vænum expositi tegmina suta libri:
Nec metuas raucos, Momorum Sybila, rhoncos
Tam bardus nebula si tamen vllus, erit.
Nam toties festis, actum, placuisse Theatris
Quod liquet, hoc, Cusum, crede, placebit, opus.

Tho: G.


TO HIS DESERUING FRIEND MR. PHILIP MASSINGER, VPON HIS TRAGÆDIE, THE ROMAN ACTOR.
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Paris, the best of Actors in his age
Acts yet, and speakes vpon our Roman Stage
Such lines by thee, as doe not derogate
From Romes proud heights, and Her then learned State.

Nor great Domitians fauour; not thembraces
Of a faire Empresse, nor those often graces
Which from thapplauding Theaters were payd
To His braue Action, nor His ashes layd
In the Flaminian way, where people strowd
His Graue with flowers, and Martialls wit bestowd
A lasting Epitaph, not all these same
Doe adde so much renowne to Paris name,
As this that thou presentst his Historie
So well to vs. For which in thankes would Hee
(If that His soule, as thought Pithagoras
Could into any of our Actors passe)
Life to these Lines by action gladly giue
Whose Pen so well has made His storie liue.

Tho: May.


VPON MR. MASSINGER HIS ROMAN ACTOR.
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To write, is growne so common in our Time
That euery one, who can but frame a Rime
Howeuer monstrous, giues Himselfe that praise
Which onely Hee should claime, that may weare Bayes

By their Applause whose judgements apprehend
The weight, and truth, of what they dare commend.
In this besotted Age (friend) tis thy glory
That Heere thou hast out-done the Roman story.
Domitians pride; His wiues lust vnabated
In death; with Paris, meerly were related
Without a Soule, Vntill thy abler Pen
Spoke them, and made them speake, nay Act agen
In such a height, that Heere to know their Deeds
Hee may become an Actor that but Reades.

Iohn Foorde.

LongSt thou to see proud Cæsar set in State,
His Morning greatnesse, or his Euening fate?
With admiration heere behold him fall
And yet out-liue his tragique Funerall:

For tis a question whether Cæsars Glorie
Rose to its heighth before, or in this Storie.
Or whether Paris in Domitians fauour
Were more exalted, then in this thy labour.
Each line speakes him an Emperour, eury phrase
Crownes thy deseruing temples with the Bayes;
So that reciprocally both agree
Thou liust in him and Hee surviues in Thee.

Robert Harvey.


TO HIS LONG KNOWNE AND LOUD FRIEND, MR. PHILIP MASSINGER, VPON HIS ROMAN ACTOR.
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If that my Lines being placd before thy Booke
Could make it sell, or alter but a looke
Of some sowre Censurer, whos apt to say
No one in these Times can produce a Play

Worthy his reading since of late, tis true
The old accepted are more then the new.
Or could I on some Spot othe Court worke so
To make him speake no more then He doth know;
Not borrowing from His flattering flatterd friend
What to dispraise, or wherefore to commend.
Then (gentle Friend) I should not blush to bee
Rankd mongst those worthy ones, which heere I see
Vshering this Worke, but why I write to Thee
Is to professe our loues Antiquitie,
Which to this Tragædie must giue my test,
Thou hast made many good, but this thy be


Actus I. Scæna 1.
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ENTER PARIS, LATINUS, ÆSOPUS.

Æsopus. WHAT doe wee acte to day?

Latinus. Agaves phrensie
With Pentheus bloudie end.

Paris. It skils not what;
The times are dull, and all that wee receiue
Will hardly satisfie the dayes Expence.
The Greekes (to whom we owe the first inuention
Both of the buskind scæne and humble socke)
That raigne in euery noble familie
Declaime against vs: and our Amphitheater,
Great Pompies worke, that hath giun full delight
Both to the eye, and eare of fifty thousand
Spectators in one day, as if it were
Some vnknowne desert, or great Rome vnpeopld,
Is quite forsaken.

Latinus. Pleasures of worse natures
Are gladly entertaynd, and they that shun vs,
Practise in priuate sports the Stewes would blush at.
A Litter borne by eight Liburnian slaues,
To buy Diseases from a glorious strumpet,
The most censorious of our Roman gentrie,
Nay of the guarded robe the Senators,
Esteeme an easie purchase,

Paris. Yet grudge vs
(That with delight joyne profit, and endeauour
To build their mindes vp faire, and on the Stage
Decipher to the life what honours waite
On good, and glorious actions, and the shame
That treads vpon the heeles of vice) the salarie
Of six Sestertij.

Æsopus. For the profit Paris,
And mercinarie gaine they are things beneath vs
Since while you hold your grace, and power with Cæsar,
We from your bounty finde a large supply,
Nor can one thought of want euer approach vs,

Paris. Our aime is glorie, and to leaue our names
To after times.

Latinus. And would they giue vs leaue
There ends all our ambition.

Æsopus. Wee haue enemies,
And great ones too, I feare. Tis giuen out lately
The Consull Aretinus (Cæsars spie)
Sayd at his Table ere a moneth expird
(For being galld in our last Comedie)
He would silence vs for euer.

Paris. I expect
No fauour from him, my strong Auentine is
That great Domitian, whom we oft haue cheerd
In his most sullen moodes will once returne,
Who can repayre with ease, the Consuls ruines.

Latinus. Tis frequent in the Citie, he hath subdued
The Catti, and the Daci, and ere long,
The second time will enter Rome in triumph.

Enter two LICTORS.

Paris. Ioue hasten it, with vs? I now beleeue
The Consuls threates Æsopus.

1. Lictor. You are summond
Tappeare to day in Senate.

2. Lictor. And there to answer
What shall be vrgd against you.

Paris. We obey you.

Nay droope not fellowes, innocence should be bould.
We that haue personated in the Scæne
The ancient Heroes, and the falles of Princes
With loude applause, being to act our selues,
Must doe it with vndaunted confidence.
What ere our sentence be thinke tis in sport.
And though condemnd lets heare it without sorrow,
As if we were to liue againe to morrow.

1. Lictor. Tis spoken like your selfe.

Enter ÆELIUS LAMIA, IUNIUS RUSTICUS, PALPHURIUS SURA.

Lamia. Whether goes Paris?

1. Lictor. Hes cited to the Senate.

Latinus. I am glad the State is
So free from matters of more waight and trouble
That it has vacant time to looke on vs.

Paris. That reuerend place, in which the affaires of Kings,
And prouinces were determind, to descend
To the censure of a bitter word, or iest,
Dropd from a Poets pen! peace to your Lordships,
We are glad that you are safe.
Exeunt LICTORS, PARIS, LATINUS, ÆSOPUS.

Lamia. What times are these?
To what is Rome falne? may we being alone
Speake our thoughts freely of the Prince, and State,
And not feare the informer?

Rusticus. Noble Lamia,
So dangerous the age is, and such bad acts
Are practisd euery where, we hardly sleepe
Nay cannot dreame with safetie. All our actions
Are cald in question, to be nobly borne
Is now a crime; and to deserue too well
Held Capitall treason. Sonnes accuse their Fathers,
Fathers their sonnes; and but to winne a smile
From one in grace in Court, our chastest Matrons
Make shipwracke of their honours. To be vertuous
Is to bee guilty. They are onely safe
That know to sooth the Princes appetite,
And serue his lusts.
Sura. Tis true; and tis my wonder
That two sonnes of so different a nature,
Should spring from good Vespatian. We had a Titus,
Stilde iustly the delight of all mankinde,
Who did esteeme that day lost in his life
In which some one or other tasted not
Of his magnificent bounties. One that had
A readie teare when he was forcd to signe
The death of an offender. And so farre
From pride, that he disdaind not the conuerse
Euen of the poorest Roman.

Lamia. Yet his brother
Domitian, that now swayes the power of things,
Is so inclind to bloud, that noe day passes
In which some are not fastend to the hooke,
Or throwne downe from the Gemonies. His freemen
Scorne the Nobilitie, and he himselfe
As if he were not made of flesh and bloud,
Forgets he is a man.

Rusticus. In his young yeeres
He shewd what he would be when growne to ripenes:
His greatest pleasure was, being a childe,
With a sharp pointed bodkin to kill flies,
Whose roomes now men supply. For his escape
In the Vitellian warre he raisd a Temple
To Iupiter, and proudly placd his figure
In the bosome of the God. And in his edicts
He does not blush, or start to stile himselfe
(As if the name of Emperour were base)
Great Lord, and God Domitian.

Sura. I haue letters
Hes on his way to Rome, and purposes
To enter with all glorie. The flattering Senate
Decrees him divine Honours, and to crosse it
Were death with studied torments; for my part
I will obey the time, it is in vaine
To striue against the torrent.

Rusticus. Lets to the Curia
And though vnwillingly, gieue our suffrages
Before we are compeld.

Lamia. And since we cannot
With safetie vse the actiue, lets make vse of
The passiue fortitude, with this assurance
That the state sicke in him, the gods to friend,
Though at the worst will now begin to mend. Exeunt.


Actus I. Scæna 2.
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ENTER DOMITIA, AND PARTHENIUS with a letter.

Domitia. To me this reuerence?

Parthenius. I pay it Ladie
As a debt due to her thats Cæsars mistris.
For vnderstand with ioy he that commands
All that the Sunne giues warmth to, is your seruant.
Be not amazd, but fit you to your fortunes.
Thinke vpon state, and greatnesse, and the Honours
That waite vpon Augusta, for that name
Ere long comes to you: still you doubt your vassall:
But when you haue read this letter, writ, and signd
With his imperiall hand, you will be freed
From feare, and jealousie; and I beseech you,
When all the beauties of the earth bowe to you,
And Senators shall take it for an honour,
As I doe now to kisse these happie feete;
When euery smile you giue is a preferment,
And you dispose of Prouinces to your creatures,
Thinke on Parthenius.

Domitia. Rise. I am transported,
And hardly dare beleeue what is assurd here.
The meanes, my good Parthenius, that wrought Cæsar
(Our God on earth) to cast an eye of fauour
Vpon his humble handmaide!

Parthenius. What but your beautie?
When nature framd you for her master peece,
As the pure abstract of all rare in woman,
She had no other ends but to designe you
To the most eminent place. I will not say
(For it would smell of arrogance to insinuate
The seruice I haue done you) with what zeale
I oft haue made relation of your Vertues,
Or how I haue sung your goodnesse; or how Cæsar
Was fird with the relation of your storie;
I am rewarded in the acte, and happie
In that my proiect prosperd.

Domitia. You are modest,
And were it in my power I woulde be thankefull.
If that when I was mistris of my selfe,
And in my way of youth, pure, and vntainted,
The Emperour had vouchsafd to seeke my fauours,
I had with ioy giuen vp my virgin fort
At the first summons to his soft embraces:
But I am now anothers, not mine owne.
You know I haue a husband, for my honour
I would not be his strumpet, and how lawe
Can bee dispencd with to become his wife.
To mees a riddle.

Parthenius. I can soone resolue it.
When power puts in its Plea the lawes are silencd.
The world confesses one Rome, and one Cæsar,
And as his rule is infinite, his pleasures
Are vnconfind; this sillable, his will,
Stands for a thousand reasons.

Domitia. But with safetie,
Suppose I should consent, how can I doe it?
My husband is a Senator of a temper,
Not to be iested with.

Enter LAMIA.

Parthenius. As if hee durst
Be Cæsars riuall. Heere he comes, with ease

I will remoue this scruple.

Lamia. How! so priuate!
Mine owne house made a brothell! Sir how durst you,
Though guarded with your power in Court, and greatnesse,
Hould conference with my wife? as for you Minion
I shall hereafter treate — 

Parthenius. You are rude, and sawcie,
Nor know to whom you speake.

Lamia. This is fine ifaith!

Parthenius. Your wife? but touch her, that respect forgotten
Thats due to her, whom mightiest Cæsar fauours,
And thinke what tis to die. Not to loose time,
Shes Cæsars choice. It is sufficient honor
You were his taster in this heauenly nectar,
But now must quit the office.

Lamia. This is rare.
Cannot a man be master of his wife
Because shes young, and faire, without a pattent?
I in mine owne house am an Emperour,
And will defend whats mine, where are my knaues?
If such an insolence escape vnpunishd — 

Parthenius. In your selfe Lamia, Cæsar hath forgot
To vse his power, and I his instrument,
In whom though absent, his authoritie speakes,
Haue lost my faculties. Stampes.
Enter a Centurion with Souldiers.

Lamia. The Guard! why am I
Designd for death?

Domitia. As you desire my fauour
Take not so rough a course.

Parthenius. All your desires
Are absolute commaunds. Yet giue me leaue
To put the will of Cæsar into acte.
Heers a bill of Diuorce betweene your Lordship,
And this great Lady. If you refuse to signe it,
And so as if you did it vncompelld,
Wonne to it by reasons that concerne your selfe,
Her honour to vntainted, here are Clearkes
Shall in your best bloud write it newe, till torture
Compell you to performe it.

Lamia. Is this legall?

Parthenius. Monarkes that dare not doe vnlawfull things,
Yet bare them out, are Constables, not Kings.
Will you dispute?
Lamia. I know not what to vrge
Against my selfe, but too much dotage on her,
Loue and obseruance.

Parthenius. Set it vnder your hand
That you are impotent, and cannot pay
The duties of a husband, or that you are mad,
(Rather then want iust cause weel make you so)
Dispatch, you know the danger els, deliuer it.
Nay on your knee. Madam you now are free
And Mistris of your selfe.

Lamia. Can you Domitia
Consent to this?

Domitia. Twould argue a base minde
To liue a seruant, when I may commaund.
I now am Cæsars, and yet in respect
I once was yours, when you come to the Pallace,
(Prouided you deserue it in your seruice)
You shall find me your good Mistris. Waite me Parthenius.
And now farewell poore Lamia.
Exeunt omnes preter LONGINUM.

Lamia. To the Gods
I bend my knees, (for tyrannie hath banishd
Iustice from men) and as they would deserue
Their Altars, and our vowes, humbly inuoke em
That this my rauishd wife may proue as fatall
To proud Domitian, and her embraces
Affoord him in the end as little ioy,
As wanton Helen brought to him of Troy. Exit.


Actus I. Scæna 3.
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ENTER LICTORS, ARETINUS, FULCINIUS, RUSTICUS, SURA, PARIS, latinus, æsopus.

Aretinus. Fathers conscript may this our meeting be
Happie to Cæsar and the common wealth.

Lictor. Silence.

Aretinus. The purpose of this frequent Senate
Is first to giue thankes to the Gods of Rome,
That for the propagation of the Empire,
Vouchsafe vs one to gouerne it like themselues.
In height of courage, depth of vnderstanding,
And all those vertues, and remarkeable graces,
Which make a Prince most eminent, our Domitian
Transcends the ancient Romans. I can neuer
Bring his praise to a period. What good man
That is a friend to truth, dares make it doubtfull,
That he hath Fabius staydnesse, and the courage
Of bould Marcellus (to whom Hanibal gaue
The stile of Target, and the Sword of Rome)
But he has more, and euery touch more Roman,
As Pompeys dignitie, Augustus state,
Antonies bountie, and great Iulius fortune,
With Catoes resolution. I am lost
In thOcean of his vertues. In a word
All excellencies of good men in him meet,
But no part of their vices.

Rusticus. This is no flatterie!

Sura. Take heed, youl be obserud.

Aretinus. Tis then most fit
That we (as to the Father of our Countrie,
Like thankefull sonnes, stand bound to pay true seruice
For all those blessings that he showres vpon vs)
Should not conniue, and see his gouernment
Depraud, and scandalizd by meaner men
That to his fauour, and indulgence owe
Themselues and being.

Paris. Now he points at vs.

Aretinus. Cite Paris the Tragedian.

Paris. Here.

Aretinus. Stand forth.
In thee, as being the chiefe of thy profession,
I doe accuse the qualitie of treason,
As libellers against the state and Cæsar.

Paris. Meere accusations are not proofes my Lord,
In what are we delinquents?

Aretinus. You are they
That search into the secrets of the time,
And vnder faind names on the Stage present
Actions not to be toucht at; and traduce
Persons of rancke, and qualitie of both Sexes,
And with satiricall, and bitter iests
Make euen the Senators ridiculous
To the Plebeans.

Paris. If I free not my selfe,
(And in my selfe the rest of my profession)
From these false imputations, and proue
That they make that a libell, which the Poet
Writ for a Comedie, so acted too,
It is but Iustice that we vndergoe
The heauiest censure.

Aretinus. Are you on the Stage
You talke so boldly?

Paris. The whole world being one
This place is not exempted, and I am
So confident in the iustice of our cause,
That I could wish Cæsar (in whose great name
All Kings are comprehended) sate as iudge,
To heare our Plea, and then determine of vs.
If to expresse a man sould to his lusts,
Wasting the treasure of his time and Fortunes,
In wanton dalliance, and to what sad end
A wretch thats so giuen ouer does arriue at;
Deterring carelesse youth, by his example,
From such licentious courses; laying open
The snares of baudes, and the consuming arts
Of prodigall strumpets, can deserue reproofe,
Why are not all your golden principles
Writ downe by graue Philosophers to instruct vs
To chuse faire Vertue for our guide, not pleasure,
Condemnd vnto the fire?

Sura. Theres spirit in this.

Paris. Or if desire of honour was the base
On which the building of the Roman Empire
Was raisd vp to this height; if to inflame
The noble youth with an ambitious heate
Tindure the frosts of danger, nay of Death
To be thought worthy the triumphall wreath
By glorious vndertakings, may deserue
Reward, or fauour, from the common wealth,
Actors may put in for as large a share
As all the sects of the Philosophers.
They with could precepts (perhaps seldome reade)
Deliver what an honourable thing
The actiue vertue is. But does that fire
The bloud, or swell the veines with emulation
To be both good, and great, equall to that
Which is presented on our Theaters?
Let a good Actor in a loftie Sceane
Show great Alcides honourd in the sweate
Of his twelue labours; or a bould Camillus
Forbidding Rome to be redeemd with gold,
From the insulting Gauls; or Scipio
After his victories imposing Tribute
On conquerd Carthage. If done to the life,
As if they saw their dangers, and their glories,
And did partake with them in their rewardes,
All that haue any sparke of Roman in them,
The slothfull artes layd by, contend to bee
Like those they see presented.

Rusticus. He has put

The Consuls to their whisper.

Paris. But tis vrgd
That we corrupt youth, and traduce superiours:
When doe we bring a vice vpon the Stage,
That does goe off vnpunishd? doe we teach
By the successe of wicked vndertakings,
Others to tread, in their forbidden steps?
We show no arts of Lidian Pandarisme,
Corinthian poysons, Persian flatteries,
But mulcted so in the conclusion that
Even those spectators that were so inclind,
Go home changd men. And for traducing such
That are aboue vs, publishing to the world
Their secret crimes, we are as innocent
As such as are borne dumbe. When we present
An heyre, that does conspire against the life
Of his deare parent, numbring euery houre
He liues as tedious to him, if there be
Among the auditors one whose conscience tells him,
He is of the same mould, we cannot helpe it.
Or bringing on the stage a loose adultresse,
That does maintaine the ryotous expence
Of him that feedes her greedie lust, yet suffers
The lawfull pledges of a former bed
To starue the while for hunger, if a Matron
Howeuer great in fortune, birth, or titles,
Guilty of such a foule vnnaturall sinne,
Crie out tis writ by me, we cannot helpe it:
Or when a couetous mans expressd, whose wealth
Arithmetique cannot number, and whose Lordships
A Falcon in one day cannot flie ouer,
Yet he so sordid in his mind, so griping
As not to affoord himselfe the necessaries
To maintaine life, if a Patrician,
(Though honourd with a Consulship) finde himselfe
Touchd to the quicke in this, we cannot helpe it.
Or when we show a Iudge that is corrupt,
And will giue vp his sentence as he fauours
The person, not the cause, sauing the guiltie

If of his faction, and as oft condemning
The innocent out of particular spleene,
If any in this reuerend assemblie,
Nay ene your selfe my Lord, that are the image
Of absent Cæsar, feele something in your bosome
That puts you in remembrance of things past,
Or things intended tis not in vs to helpe it.
I haue said, my Lord, and now as you finde cause
Or censure vs, or free vs with applause.

Latinus. Well pleaded on my life! I neuer saw him
Act an Orators part before.

Æsopus. We might haue giuen
Ten double fees to Regulus, and yet
Our cause deliuered worse.
A shoute within. Enter PARTHENIUS.

Aretinus. What shoute is that?

Parthenius. Cæsar our Lord married to conquest, is
Returnd in triumph.

Fulcinius. Lets all hast to meete him.

Aretinus. Breake vp the Court, we will reserue to him
The Censure of this cause.

All. Long life to Cæsar.

Exeunt omnes.


Actus I. Scæna 4.
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ENTER IULIA, CÆNIS, DOMITILLA, DOMITIA.

Cænis. Stand backe, the place is mine.

Iulia. Yours? am I not
Great Titus daughter, and Domitians neece?
Dares any claime precedence?

Cænis. I was more;
The mistris of your father, and in his right
Claime dutie from you.

Iulia. I confesse you were vsefull
To please his appetite.

Domitia. To end the controuersie,
For Ile haue no contending, Ile be bold
To leade the way my selfe.

Domitilla. You, Minion!

Domitia. Yes
And all ere long shall kneele to catch my fauours.

Iulia. Whence springs this floud of greatnesse?

Domitia. You shall know
To soone for your vexation, and perhaps
Repent too late, and pine with enuie when
You see whom Cæsar fauours.

Iulia. Obserue the sequel.

Enter at one doore Captaines with Lawrels, DOMITIAN, in his Triumphant Chariot, PARTHENIUS, PARIS, LATINUS, ÆSOPUS, met by ARETINUS, SURA, LAMIA, RUSTICUS, FULCINIUS, Prisoners led by him.

Cæsar. As we now touch the height of humane glorie,
Riding in triumph to the Capitoll,
Let these whom this victorious arme hath made
The scorne of Fortune, and the flaues of Rome,
Tast the extreames of miserie. Beare them off
To the common prisons, and there let them proue
How sharpe our axes are.
[
Exeunt Captaines with Prisoners.]

Rusticus. A bloudie entrance!

Cæsar. To tell you, you are happie in your Prince
Were to distrust your loue, or my desert
And either were distastefull. Or to boast
How much, not by my Deputies, but my selfe,
I haue enlargd the Empire; or what horrors
The Souldier in our conduct hath broke through,
Would better suite the mouth of Plautus bragart,
Then the adored Monarch of the world.

Sura. This is no boast.

Cæsar. When I but name the Daci,
And gray eyd Germans whom I haue subdud,
The Ghost of Iulius will looke pale with envie,
And great Vespatians, and Titus triumph,
(Truth must take place of Father and of Brother)
Will be no more remembred. I am aboue

All honours you can giue me. And the stile
Of Lord, and God, which thankefull subiects giue me
(Not my ambition) is deserud.

Aretinus. At all parts
Cælestiall Sacrifice is fit for Cæsar
In our acknowledgement.

Cæsar. Thankes Aretinus,
Still hold our fauour. Now; the God of warre,
And famine, bloud, and death, Bellonas Pages,
Banishd from Rome to Thrace in our good fortune,
With iustice he may taste the fruits of peace,
Whose sword hath plowd the ground, and reapd the harvest
Of your prosperitie. Nor can I thinke
That there is one among you so vngratefull,
Or such an enemie, to thriuing vertue,
That can esteeme the iewell he holds deerest
Too good for Cæsars vse.

Sura. All we possesse.

Lamia. Our liberties.

Fulcinius. Our children.

Parthenius. Wealth.

Aretinus. And throates
Fall willingly beneath his feete.

Rusticus. Base flattery.
What Roman could indure this?

Cæsar. This cals on
My loue to all, which spreads it selfe among you.
The beauties of the time! receiue the honour
To kisse the hand, which reard vp thus, holds thunder;
To you tis an assurance of a calme.
Iulia my neece and Cænis the delight
Of old Vespatian, Domitilla to,
A princesse of our bloud.

Rusticus. Tis strange his pride
Affords no greater courtesie to Ladies
Of such high birth and rancke.

Sura. Your wifes forgotten.

Lamia. No, shee will bee remembred feare it not;
She will bee gracd and greasd.

Cæsar. But when I looke on
Diuine Domitia, mee thinkes we should meete
(The lesser gods applauding the encounter)
As Iupiter, the Giants lying dead
On the Phlegræan plaine, imbract his Iuno.
Lamia tis your honour that shes mine.

Lamia. You are too great to be gainesaid.

Cæsar. Let all
That feare our frowne, or doe affect our fauour,
Without examining the reason why,
Salute her (by this kisse I make it good)
With the title of Augusta.

Domitia. Still your seruant.

All. Long liue Augusta, great Domitians Empresse.

Cæsar. Paris my hand.

Paris. The Gods still honour Cæsar.

Cæsar. The wars are ended, and our armes layd by
We are for soft delights. Command the Poets
To vse their choisest, and most rare inuention
To entertaine the time, and be you carefull
To giue it action. Weel prouide the people
Pleasures of all kindes. My Domitia thinke not
I flatter, though thus fond. On to the Capitoll!
Tis death to him that weares a sullen browe:
This tis to be a Monarch when alone
He can command all, but is awd by none.

Exeunt.


Actus II. Scæna 1.

[image: img34.jpg]

Enter PHILARGUS, PARTHENIUS.

Philargus. MY sonne to tutor me! Know your obedience
And question not my will.

Parthenius. Sir were I one
Whom want compeld to wish a full possession
Of what is yours; or had I euer numbred
Your yeeres; or thought you liud to long, with reason
You then might nourish ill opinions of me.
Or did the suite that I prefer to you
Concerne my selfe, and aimd not at your good
You might denie, and I sit downe with patience,
And after neuer presse you,

Philargus. I the name of Pluto
What wouldst thou haue me doe?

Parthenius. Right to your selfe,
Or suffer me to doe it. Can you imagine
This nastie hat, this tatterd cloke, rent shooe,
This sordid linnen can become the master
Of your faire fortunes? whose superfluous meanes
(Though I were burthensome) could cloth you in
The costliest Persian silkes, studded with iewels
The spoyles of Prouinces, and euery day
Fresh change of Tirian purple.

Philargus. Out vpon thee,
My monyes in my coffers melt to heare thee.
Purple! hence Prodigall. Shall I make my Mercer
Or Taylor my heyre? or see my Ieweller purchase?
No, I hate pride.

Parthenius. Yet decencie would doe well.
Though for your outside you will not be alterd,
Let me preuaile so farre yet, as to winne you
Not to denie your bellie nourishment;
Neither to thinke you haue feasted when tis crammd
With mouldie barley bread, onions, and leekes,
And the drinke of bondmen, water.

Philargus. Wouldst thou haue me
Bee an Apicius, or a Lucullus,
And ryot out my state in curious sawces?
Wise nature with a little is contented,
And following her, my guide, I cannot erre.

Parthenius. But you destroy her in your want of care
(I blush to see, and speake it) to maintaine her
In perfect health and vigor, when you suffer
(Frighted with the charge of Phisicke) Rheumes, Catars,

The Scurfe, Ach in your bones to grow vpon you,
And hasten on your fate with too much sparing,
When a cheape Purge, a Vomit and good dyet
May lengthen it. Giue me but leaue to send
The Emperors Doctor to you.

Philargus. Ile be borne first
Halfe rotten to the fire, that must consume me!
His Pills, his Cordials, his Electuaries,
His Sirrups, Iulips, Bezerstone nor his
Imagind Vnicornes horne comes in my bellie,
My mouth shall be a draught first. Tis resolud.
No; Ile not lessen my deare golden heape,
Which euerie houre increasing does renew
My youth, and vigor, but if lessend, then,
Then my poore hartstrings cracke. Let me enioy it,
And brood oret while I liue, it being my life,
My soule, my all. But when I turne to dust,
And part from what is more esteemd by me
Then all the Gods, Romes thousand Altars smoke to,
Inherit thou my adoration of it,
And like me seme my Idoll.

Exit PHILARGUS.

Parthenius. What a strange torture
Is Auarice to it selfe! what man that lookes on
Such a penurious spectacle but must
Know what the fable meant of Tantalus,
Or the Asse whose backe is crackd with curious viands
Yet feedes on thistles. Some course I must take,
To make my Father know what crueltie
He vses on himselfe.

Enter PARIS.

Paris. Sir, with your pardon,
I make bould to enquire the Emperours pleasure,
For, being by him commanded to attend,
Your fauour may instruct vs whats his will
Shall be this night presented?

Parthenius. My loud Paris,
Without my intercession you well know
You may make your owne approaches, since his eare

To you is euer open.

Paris. I acknowledge
His clemencie to my weakenesse, and if euer
I doe abuse it, lightning strike me dead.
The grace he pleases to conferre vpon me
(Without boast I may say so much) was neuer
Imployd to wrong the innocent, or to incense

His furie.

Parthenius. Tis confessd many men owe you
For Prouinces they nere hopd for; and their liues,
Forfeited to his anger. You being absent,
I could say more.

Paris. You still are my good Patron.
And lay it in my fortune to deserue it,
You should perceiue the poorest of your clients
To his best abilities thankefull.

Parthenius. I belieue so.
Met you my Father?

Paris. Yes Sir, with much griefe
To see him as he is. Can nothing worke him
To be himselfe?

Parthenius. O Paris tis a waight
Sits heauie here, and could this right hands losse
Remoue it, it should off, but he is deafe
To all perswasion.

Paris. Sir, with your pardon,
Ill offer my aduice! I once obserud
In a Tragedie of ours, in which a murther
Was acted to the life, a guiltie hearer
Forcd by the terror of a wounded conscience,
To make discouerie of that, which torture
Could not wring from him. Nor can it appeare
Like an impossibilitie, but that
Your Father looking on a couetous man
Presented on the Stage as in a mirror
May see his owne deformity, and loath it.
Now could you but perswade the Emperour
To see a Comedie we haue thats stilde

The Cure of Avarice, and to command
Your Father to be a spectator of it,
He shall be so Anotamizd in the Scæne,
And see himselfe so personated; the basenes
Of a selfe torturing miserable wretch
Truely describd, that I much hope the obiect
Will worke compunction in him.

Parthenius. Theres your fee;
I nere bought better counsaile. Be you in readines;
I will effect the rest.

Paris. Sir when you please
Weel be prepard to enter. Sir the Emperour.

Exit PARIS. Enter CᴁSAR, ARETINUS, Guard.

Cæsar. Repine at vs?

Aretinus. Tis more, or my informers
That keepe strict watch vpon him are deceiud
In their intelligence: there is a list
Of malecontents, as Iunius Rusticus,
Palphurius Sura, and this Ælius Lamia,
That murmure at your triumphs as meere Pageants;
And at their midnight meetings tax your iustice
(For so I stile what they call tyrannie)
For Pætus Thraseas death, as if in him,
Vertue her selfe were murtherd; nor forget they
Agricola who (for his seruice done
In the reducing Britaine to obedience)
They dare affirme to be remoud with poyson,
And he compeld to write you a cohæyre
With his daughter, that his testament might stand,
Which else you had made void. Then your much loue
To Iulia your neece, censurd as incest,
And done in scorne of Titus your dead brother;
But the divorce Lamia was forcd to signe
To her, you honour with Augustas title,
Being onely namd, they doe conclude there was
A Lucrece once, a Collatine, and a Brutus,
But nothing Roman left now, but in you

The lust of Tarquin.

Cæsar. Yes. His fire, and scorne
Of such as thinke that our vnlimited power
Can be confind. Dares Lamia pretend
An interest to that which I call mine?
Or but remember, she was euer his
Thats now in our possession? fetch him hither. The Gard goe of.
Ill giue him cause to wish he rather had
Forgot his owne name then ere mentiond hers.
Shall we be circumscribd? let such as cannot
By force make good their actions, though wicked,
Conceale, excuse or qualifie their crimes:
What our desires grant leaue, and priuiledge to
Though contradicting all divine decrees,
Or lawes confirmd by Romulus, and Numa,
Shall be held sacred.

Aretinus. You should else take from
The dignitie of Cæsar.

Cæsar. Am I master
Of two and thirtie Legions, that awe
All Nations, of the triumphed world,
Yet tremble at our frowne? yeeld an accompt
Of whats our pleasure to a priuate man?
Rome perish first, and Atlas shoulders shrinke,
Heavns fabrique fall; the Sunne, the Moone, the Stars
Loosing their light, and comfortable heate,
Ere I confesse, that any fault of mine
May be disputed.

Aretinus. So you preserue your power
As you should; equall, and omnipotent heere,
With Iupiters aboue. PARTHENIUS kneeling whispers to CÆSAR.

Cæsar. Thy suite is granted
What ere it be Parthenius for thy seruice
Done to Augusta. Onely so? a trifle.
Command him hither. If the Comedie faile
To cure him, I will minister something to him
That shall instruct him to forget his gold,
And thinke vpon himselfe.

Parthenius. May it succeed well
Since my intents are pious. Exit PARTHENIUS.

Cæsar. We are resolud
What course to take, and therefore Aretinus
Inquire no farther. Goe you to my Empresse,
And say I doe entreate (for she rules him
Whom all men else obey) she would vouchsafe
The musicke of her voice, at yonder window,
When I aduance my hand thus. I will blend Exit ARETINUS.
My crueltie with some scorne, or else tis lost.
Reuenge, when it is vnexpected, falling
With greater violence; and hate clothed in smiles,
Strikes, and with horror, dead the wretch that comes not
Prepard to meete it.
Enter LAMIA with the Guard.
Our good Lamia welcome.
So much we owe you for a benefit
With willingnes on your part conferd vpon vs,
That tis our studie (we that would not liue
Ingagd to any for a courtesie)
How to returne it.

Lamia. Tis beneath your fate
To be obligd that in your owne hand graspe
The meanes to be magnificent.

Cæsar. Well put off
But yet it must not doe. The Empire, Lamia,
Diuided equally can hold no waight,
If ballancd with your guift in faire Domitia.
You that could part with all delights at once,
The magazine of rich pleasures being containd
In her perfections, vncompelld deliuerd
As a Present fit for Cæsar. In your eyes
With teares of ioy, not sorrow, tis confirmd
You glory in your act.

Lamia. Derided too!
Sir this is more — 

Cæsar. More then I can requite,

It is acknowledgd Lamia. Theres no drop
Of melting nectar I tast from her lippe,
But yeeldes a touch of immortalitie
To the blest receiuer; euery grace and feature,
Prizd to the worth, bought at an easie rate,
If purchasd for a Consulship. Her discourse
So rauishing, and her action so attractiue,
That I would part with all my other senses
Prouided I might euer see, and heare her.
The pleasures of her bed I dare not trust
The windes or ayre with, for that would draw downe
In enuie of my happinesse, a warre
From all the Gods vpon mee.

Lamia. Your compassion
To me in your forbearing to insult
On my calamine which you make your sport,
Would more appease those Gods you haue prouokd,
Then all the blasphemous comparisons,
You sing vnto her praise.

Cæsar. I sing her praise?
Tis farre from my ambition to hope it. Musicke aboue and a song.
It being a debt she onely can lay downe,
And no tongue else discharge. Harke. I thinke prompted
With my consent that you once more should heare her,
She does begin. An vniuersall silence
Dwell on this place. Tis death with lingring torments
To all that dare disturbe her.
The song ended CÆSAR goe on.
Who can heare this
And falls not downe and worships? in my fancie,
Apollo being iudge on Latmos hill,
Faire hayrd Calliope on her iuorie Lute
(But something short of this) sung Ceres prayses
And grieslie Plutos rape on Proserpine.
The motion of the Spheares are out of time
Her musicall notes but heard. Say Lamia, say,
Is not her voice Angelicall?

Lamia. To your eare.

But I alas am silent.

Cæsar. Bee so euer,
That without admiration canst heare her.
Malice to my felicitie strikes thee dumbe,
And in thy hope, or wish to repossesse
What I loue more then Empire, I pronounce thee
Guiltie of treason. Off with his head. Doe you stare?
By her, that is my Patronesse, Minerua,
(Whose Statue I adore of all the Gods)
If he but liue to make reply thy life
Shal answer it.
The Guard lead off LAMIA stopping his mouth.
My feares of him are freed now
And he that liud to vpbraid me with my wrong,
For an offence he neuer could imagine,
In wantonnes remoud. Descend my dearest.
Plurality of husbands shall no more
Breede doubts or iealousies in you. Tis dispatchd
And with as little trouble heere, as if
I had kild a flye.
Enter DOMITIA, vsherd in by ARETINUS, her traine with all state borne vp by IULIA, CÆNIS, and DOMITILLA.
Now you appeare and in
That glorie you deserue, and these that stoope
To doe you seruice in the acte much honourd.
Iulia forget that Titus was thy Father,
Cænis and Domitilla nere remember
Sabinus, or Vespatian. To be slaues
To her, is more true liberty then to liue
Parthian or Asian Queenes. As lesser stars
That waite on Phæbe in her full of brightnes
Compard to her you are. Thus I seate you
By Cæsars side, commanding these that once
Were the adored glories of the time
To witnes to the world they are your vassals
At your feete to attend you.

Domitia. Tis your pleasure

And not my pride. And yet when I consider
That I am yours, all duties they can pay
I doe receiue as circumstances due
To her you please to honour.
Enter PARTHENIUS with PHILARGUS.

Parthenius. Cæsars will
Commaunds you hither, nor must you gaine-say it.

Philargus. Loose time to see an Enterlude? must I pay to
For my vexation?

Parthenius. Not in the Court,
It is the Emperours charge.

Philargus. I shall endure
My torment then the better.

Cæsar. Can it bee
This sordid thing Parthenius is thy Father?
No actor can expresse him. I had held
The fiction for impossible in the Scæne,
Had I not seene the substance. Sirrha sit still,
And giue attention; if you but nod
You sleepe for euer. Let them spare the Prologue,
And all the Ceremonies proper to our selfe
And come to the last act, there where the cure
By the Doctor is made perfect. The swift minutes
Seeme yeeres to me Domitia that diuorce thee
From my embraces. My desires encreasing
As they are satisfied, all pleasures else
Are tedious as dull sorrowes. Kisse me, againe:
If I now wanted heate of youth, these fires
In Priams veines would thaw his frozen bloud,
Enabling him to get a second Hector
For the defence of Troy.

Domitia. You are wanton!
Pray you forbeare. Let me see the Play.

Cæsar. Begin there.
Enter PARIS like a Doctor of Physicke, ÆSOPUS. LATINUS brought forth a sleepe in a chayre, a key in his mouth.

Æsopus. O master Doctor he is past recouerie;

A lethargie hath ceasd him. And howeuer
His sleepe resemble death his watchfull care
To guard that treasure he dares make no vse of,
Workes strongly in his soule.

Paris. Whats that he holdes
So fast betweene his teeth?

Æsopus. The key that opens
His iron chests cramnd with accursed gold,
Rustie with long imprisonment. Theres no dutie
In me his sonne, nor confidence in friends,
That can perswade him to deliuer vp
That to the trust of any.

Philargus. He is the wiser;
We were fashiond in one mould.

Æsopus. He eates with it,
And when deuotion calles him to the Temple
Of Mammon, whom of all the Gods he kneeles to,
That held thus still, his orisons are payde;
Nor will he, though the wealth of Rome were pawnd
For the restoring of it, for one short houre
Be wonne to part with it.

Philargus. Still, still my selfe.
And if like me he loue his gold, no pawne
Is good securitie.

Paris. Ill trie if I can force it.
It will not be. His auaritious mind
(Like men in riuers drownd) makes him gripe fast
To his last gaspe what he in life held dearest.
And if that it were possible in nature
Would carry it with him to the other world.

Philargus. As I would doe to hell rather then leaue it.

Æsopus. Is he not dead?

Paris. Long since to all good actions
Or to himselfe, or others, for which wise men
Desire to liue. You may with safetie pinch him,
Or vnder his nayles sticke needles, yet he stirs not;
Anxious feare to loose what his soule dotes on
Renders his flesh insensible. We must vse
Some meanes to rouse the sleeping faculties

Of his mind, there lies the Lethargic Take a Trumpet
And blowe it into his eares, tis to noe purpose.
The roring noyse of thunder cannot wake him.
And yet despaire not; I haue one tricke yet left.

Æsopus. What is it?

Paris. I will cause a fearefull Dreame
To steale into his fancie, and disturbe it
With the horror it brings with it, and so free
His bodyes Organs.

Domitia. Tis a cunning fellow,
If he were indeed a Doctor as the play sayes,
He should be sworne my seruant, gouerne my slumbers
And minister to me waking.

Paris. If this faile A chest brought in.
Ill giue him ore. So with all violence
Rend ope this iron chest. For here his life lyes
Bound vp in fetters, and in the defence
Of what he values higher, twill returne
And fill each veine and arterie. Lowder yet.
Tis open, and alreadie he begins
To stirre, marke with what trouble. LATINUS stretches himselfe.

Philargus. As you are Cæsar
Defend this honest thriftie man, they are theeues,
And come to rob him.

Parthenius. Peace, the Emperour frownes.

Paris. So now powre out the bags vpon the Table,
Remoue his iewels, and his bonds. Againe,
Ring a second golden peale, his eyes are open.
He stares as he had seene Medusas head,
And were turnd marble. Once more.

Latinus. Murther, murther,
They come to murther me. My sonne in the plot?
Thou worse then paricide if it bee death
To strike thy Fathers body, can all tortures,
The furies in hell practise, be sufficient
For thee that doest assassinate my soule?
My gold! my bonds! my iewels! dost thou envie

My glad possession of them for a day?
Extinguishing the Taper of my life
Consumd vnto the snuffe?

Paris. Seem not to mind him.

Latinus. Haue I to leaue thee rich denied my selfe
The ioyes of humaine being? Scrapd and horded
A masse of treasure, which had Solon seene
The Lidian Cræsus had appeard to him
Poore as the begger Irus? And yet I
Sollicitous to encrease it, when my intrayles
Were clemd with keeping a perpetuall fast,
Was deafe to their loud windie cries, as fearing
Should I disburse one peny to their vse,
My heyre might curse me. And to saue expence
In outward ornaments, I did expose
My naked body to the Winters cold,
And Summers scorching heate. Nay when diseases
Grew thicke vpon mee, and a little cost
Had purchasd my recouerie, I chose rather
To haue my ashes closd vp in my vrne,
By hasting on my fate, then to diminish
The gold my prodigall sonne (while I am liuing)
Carelessely scatters.

Æsopus. Would you would dispatch and die once.
Your Ghost should feele in hell, that is my slaue
Which was your master.

Philargus. Out vpon thee varlet.

Paris. And what then followes al your carke, and caring,
And selfe affliction when your starud truncke is
Turnd to forgotten dust? This hopefull youth
Vrines vpon your monument. Nere remembring
How much for him you sufferd. And then tells
To the companions of his lusts, and ryots,
The hell you did indure on earth to leaue him
Large meanes to be an Epicure, and to feast
His senses all at once, a happines
You neuer granted to your selfe. Your gold then

(Got with vexation, and preserud with trouble)
Maintaines the publicke stewes, pandars, and ruffians
That quaffe damnations to your memorie,
For liuing so long here.

Latinus. Twill be so, I see it.
O that I could redeeme the time thats past!
I would liue, and die like my selfe; and make true vse
Of what my industrie purchasd.

Paris. Couetous men
Hauing one foote in the graue lament so euer.
But grant that I by Art could yet recouer
Your desperate sicknes, lengthen out your life
A dozen of yeeres, as I restore your body
To perfect health, will you with care endeuour
To rectifie your mind?

Latinus. I should so liue then
As neither my heyre should haue iust cause to thinke
I liud too long for being close handed to him,
Or cruell to my selfe.

Paris. Haue your desires.
Phæbus assisting mee, I will repayre
The ruind building of your health, and thinke not
You haue a sonne that hates you; the truth is
This meanes with his consent I practisd on you,
To this good end, it being a deuice
In you to shew the Cure of Avarice.
Exeunt PARIS, LATINUS, ÆSOPUS.

Philargus. An old foole to be guld thus! had he died
As I resolue to doe, not to be alterd,
It had gone off twanging.

Cæsar. How approue you sweetest,
Of the matter, and the Actors?

Domitia. For the subiect
I like it not, it was filchd out of Horace,
Nay I haue read the Poets, but the fellow
That playd the Doctor did it well by Venus;
He had a tunable tongue and neate deliuery,
And yet in my opinion he would performe

A louers part much better. Prethee Cæsar,
For I grow wearie, let vs see to morrow
Iphis and Anaxerete.

Cæsar. Any thing
For thy delight Domitia. To your rest
Till I come to disquiet you. Wayte vpon her.
There is a busines that I must dispatch
And I will straight be with you.
Exeunt ARETINUS, DOMITIA, IULIA, CÆNIS, DOMITILLA.

Parthenius. Now my dread Sir
Endeuour to preuayle.

Cæsar. One way or other.
Weel cure him neuer doubt it. Now Philargus
Thou wretched thing, hast thou seene thy sordid basenesse?
And but obserud what a contemptible creature
A couetous miser is? dost thou in thy selfe
Feele true compunction? with a resolution
To be a new man?

Philargus. This crazd bodies Cæsars,
But for my minde — 

Cæsar. Trifle not with my anger.
Canst thou make good vse of what was now presented?
And imitate in thy suddaine change of life,
The miserable rich man, that expresd
What thou art to the life?

Philargus. Pray you giue me leaue
To dye as I haue liud. I must not part with
My gold, it is my life. I am past cure.

Cæsar. No; by Minerua thou shalt neuer more
Feele the least touch of auarice. Take him hence
And hang him instantly. If there be gold in hell
Inioy it, thine here and thy life together

Is forfeited.

Philargus. Was I sent for to this purpose?

Parthenius. Mercie for all my seruice, Cæsar mercie!

Cæsar. Should Ioue pleade for him, tis resolud he dyes,
And he that speakes one sillable to disswade me.
And therefore tempt me not. It is but iustice.
Since such as wilfully, will hourely dye,
Must tax themselues, and not my crueltie. Exeunt omnes.


Actus III. Scæna 1.
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ENTER IULIA, DOMITILLA, STEPHANOS.

Iulia. No Domitilla, if you but compare
What I haue sufferd with your iniuries,
(Though great ones I confesse) they will appeare
Like molehils to Olimpus.

Domitilla. You are tender
Of your owne wounds, which makes you loose the feeling
And sense of mine. The incest he committed
With you, and publikely profesd, in scorne
Of what the world durst censure may admit
Some weake defence, as being borne headlong to it,
But in a manly way to enioy your beauties.
Besides, wonne by his periuries that he would
Salute you with the title of Augusta,
Your faint deniall showd a full consent,
And grant to his temptations. But poore I
That would not yeeld, but was with violence forcd
To serue his lusts, and in a kinde Tiberius
At Capræ neuer practisd, haue not heere
One conscious touch to rise vp my accuser,
I in my will being innocent.

Stephanos. Pardon mee
Great Princesses, though I presume to tell you,
Wasting your time in childish lamentations,
You doe degenerate from the bloud, you spring from:
For there is something more in Rome expected
From Titus daughter, and his vncles heyre,
Then womanish complaints after such wrongs
Which mercie cannot pardon. But youl say
Your hands are weake, and should you but attempt
A iust reuenge on this inhumaine monster,
This prodegie of mankind, bloudie Domitian,
Hath readie swords at his command, aswell
As Islands to confine you, to remoue
His doubts, and feares, did he but entertaine
The least suspition you contriud or plotted
Against his person.

Iulia. Tis true Stephanos.
The legions that sackd Hierusalem
Vnder my Father Titus are sworne his,
And I no more remembred.

Domitilla. And to loose
Our selues by building on impossible hopes,
Were desperate madnes.

Stephanos. You conclude too fast.
One single arme whose master does contemne
His owne life holds a full command ore his,
Spite of his guards. I was your bondman Ladie,
And you my gracious patronesse; my wealth,
And libertie your guift; and though no souldier,
To whom or custome, or example makes
Grimme death appeare lesse terrible, I dare dye
To doe you seruice in a faire reuenge,
And it will better sute your births and honours
To fall at once, then to liue euer slaues
To his proud Empresse that insults vpon
Your patient sufferings. Say but you goe on,
And I will reach his heart, or perish in
The noble vndertaking.

Domitilla. Your free offer
Confirmes your thankefulnesse, which I acknowledge
A satisfaction for a greater debt
Then what you stand ingagd for: but I must not
Vpon vncertaine grounds hazard so gratefull,
And good a seruant. The immortall powers
Protect a Prince though sould to impious acts,
And seeme to slumber till his roaring crimes
Awake their iustice: but then looking downe

And with impartiall eyes, on his contempt
Of all religion, and morrall goodnesse,
They in their secret iudgements doe determine
To leaue him to his wickednesse, which sinckes him
When he is most secure.

Iulia. His crueltie
Increasing dayly of necessitie
Must render him as odious to his souldiers,
Familiar friends, and freemen, as it hath done
Alreadie to the Senate; then forsaken
Of his supporters, and growne terrible
Eun to himselfe, and her, he now so dotes on,
We may put into act, what now with safetie
We cannot whisper.

Stephanos. I am still prepard
To execute when you please to command mee:
Since I am confident he deserues much more
That vindicates his countrie from a tyranne,
Then he that saues a citizen.
Enter CÆENIS.

Iulia. O heeres Cænis.

Domitilla. Whence come you?

Cænis. From the Empresse who seeme; moud
In that you waite no better. Her prides growne
To such a height that shee disdaines the service
Of her owne women; and esteemes her selfe
Neglected! when the Princesses of the bloud
On everie course imployment, are not readie
To stoope to her commands.

Domitilla. Where is her greatnes?

Cænis. Where you would little thinke she could descend
To grace the roome or persons.

Iulia. Speake; where is she?

Cænis. Among the Players, where all state layd by,
She does enquire who acts this part, who that,
And in what habits? blames the tire-women
For want of curious dressings; and so taken

She is with Paris the Tragedians shape
That is to act a Louer, I thought once
She would haue courted him.

Domitilla. In the meane time
How spends the Emperour his houres?

Cænis. As euer
He hath done heretofore; in being cruell
To innocent men, whose vertues he calles crimes.
And but this morning ift be possible
He hath out-gone himselfe, hauing condemnd
At Aretinus his informers suite,
Palphurius Sura, and good Junius Rusticus,
Men of the best repute in Rome for their
Integritie of life; no fault obiected
But that they did lament his cruell sentence
On Pætus Thraseas the Philosopher,
Their Patron and instructer.

Stephanos. Can Ioue see this
And hold his thunder!

Domitilla. Nero and Caligula
Commanded onely mischiefes, but our Cæsar
Delights to see em.

Iulia. What we cannot helpe,
We may deplore with silence.

Cænis. We are calld for
By our proud mistresse.

Domitilla. We a while must suffer.

Stephanos. It is true fortitude to stand firme against
All shocks of fate, when cowards faint and dye
In feare to suffer more calamitie. Exeunt.


Actus III. Scæna 2.
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ENTER CÆSAR, PARTHENIUS.

Cæsar. They are then in fetters?

Parthenius. Yes Sir. But

Cæsar. But? What?
Ill haue thy thoughts. Deliuer them.

Parthenius. I shall Sir.
But still submitting to your God-like pleasure,
Which cannot be instructed — 

Cæsar. To the point.

Parthenius. Nor let your sacred Maiestie belieue
Your vassall, that with drie eyes lookd vpon
His Father dragd to death by your command,
Can pitty these, that durst presume to censure
What you decreed.

Cæsar. Well. Forward.

Parthenius. Tis my zeale
Still to preserue your clemencie admird
Temperd with iustice, that emboldens me
To offer my aduice. Alas I know Sir
These Bookemen, Rusticus, and Palphurius Sura,
Deserue all tortures. Yet in my opinion,
They being popular Senators, and cried vp
With loud applauses of the multitude,
For foolish honestie, and beggerly vertue,
Twould rellish more of pollicie to haue them
Made away in priuate, with what exquisite torments
You please, it skils not, then to haue them drawne
To the degrees in publike; for tis doubted
That the sad obiect may beget compassion
In the giddie rout, and cause some sudaine vprore
That may disturbe you.

Cæsar. Hence pale spirited coward!
Can we descend so farre beneath our selfe
As, or to court, the peoples loue, or feare
Their worst of hate? Can they that are as dust
Before the whirlewinde of our will and power,
Adde any moment to vs? Or thou thinke
If there are Gods aboue, or Goddesses,
(But wise Minerua thats mine owne and sure)
That they haue vacant houres to take into
Their serious protection, or care,
This many headed monster? mankind liues
In few, as potent Monarchs, and their Peeres;
And all those glorious constellations
That doe adorne the firmament, appointed
Like groomes with their bright influence to attend
The actions of Kings, and Emperours,
They being the greater wheeles that moue the lesse.
Bring forth those condemnd wretches; let me see
One man so lost, as but to pittie em
And though there lay a million of soules
Imprisond in his flesh, my Hangmens hookes
Should rend it off and giue em libertie.
Cæsar hath said it. Exit PARTHENIUS.
Enter PARTHENIUS, ARETINUS, and the Guard, Hangmen dragging in IUNIUS RUSTICUS, and PALPHURIUS SURA, bound backe to backe.

Aretinus. Tis great Cæsars pleasure
That with fixd eyes you carefully obserue
The peoples lookes. Charge vpon any man
That with a sigh, or murmure does expresse
A seeming sorrow for these traytors deaths.
You know his will, performe it.

Cæsar. A good bloud-hound,
And fit for my imployments.

Sura. Giue vs leaue
To dye fell tyrant.

Rusticus. For beyond our bodies
Thou hast no power.

Cæsar. Yes, Ill afflict your soules.
And force them groaning to the Stigian lake
Prepard for such to howle in, that blaspheame
The power of Princes, that are Gods on earth;
Tremble to thinke how terrible the dreame is
After this sleepe of death.

Rusticus. To guiltie men
It may bring terror, not to vs, that know
What tis to dye, well taught by his example
For whom we suffer. In my thought I see
The substance of that pure vntainted soule,
Of Thraseas our master made a starre,
That with melodious harmonie invites vs
(Leauing this dunghill Rome, made hell by thee,)
To trace his heauenly steps, and fill a Spheare
Aboue yon Chrystall Canopie.

Cæsar. Doe inuoke him
With all the aydes his sanctitie of life
Haue wonne on the rewarders of his vertue,
They shall not saue you. Dogs doe you grinne? torment em.
So take a leafe of Seneca now and proue
If it can render you insensible
Of that which but begins here. Now an oyle
The Hangmen torment em, they still smiling.
Drawne from the Stoicks frozen principles,
Predominant ouer fire, were vsefull for you.
Againe, againe. You trifle. Not a groane,
Is my rage lost? What cursed charmes defend em!
Search deeper, villaines. Who lookes pale? or thinkes
That I am cruell?

Aretinus. Ouer mercifull.
Tis all your weakenesse Sir.

Parthenius. I dare not show
A signe of sorrow, yet my synnewes shrinke
The spectacle is so horrid. Aside.

Cæsar. I was neuer
Orecome till now. For my sake rore a little,
And show you are corporeall, and not turnd
Aeriall spirits. Will it not do? By Pallas
It is vnkindly done to mocke his furie
Whom the world stiles omnipotent. I am torturd
In their want of feeling torments. Marius storie
That does report him to haue sate vnmoud
When cunning Chirurgions ripd his arteries,
And veines, to cure his goute, compard to this
Deserues not to bee namd. Are they not dead?
If so, wee wash an Æthiope.

Sura. No, wee liue.

Rusticus. Liue to deride thee, our calme patience treading
Vpon the necke of tyrannie. That securely,
(As twere a gentle slumber,) we indure

Thy hangmens studied tortures, is a debt
Wee owe to graue Philosophie, that instructs vs
The flesh is but the clothing of the soule,
Which growing out of fashion though it bee
Cast of, or rent, or torne, like ours, tis then
Being it selfe diuine, in her best luster.
But vnto such as thou, that haue no hopes
Beyond the present, euerie little scar;
The want of rest; excesse of heate or cold,
That does informe them, onely they are mortall,
Pierce through, and through them.

Cæsar. We will heare no more.

Rusticus. This onely, and I giue thee warning of it.
Though it is in thy will to grinde this earth,
As small as Atomes, they throwne in the Sea to,
They shall seeme recollected to thy sense,
And when the sandie building of thy greatnes,
Shall with its owne weight totter; looke to see me
As I was yesterday, in my perfect shape,
For Ill appeare in horror.

Cæsar. By my shaking
I am the guiltie man, and not the Iudge.
Drag from my sight, these cursed ominous wizards,
That as they are now, like to double facd Ianus,
Which way soere I looke, are furies to me.
Away with em. First show them death, then leaue
No memory of their ashes. Ill mocke fate.
Exeunt Hangmen with RUSTICUS and SURA, STEPHANOS following.
Shall words fright him, victorious armies circle?
No, no, the feuer does begin to leaue me.
Enter DOMITIA, IULIA, CÆNIS.
Or were it deadly, from this liuing fountaine
I could renue the vigor of my youth,
And be a second Virbius. O my glory!

My life! command! my all! Embracing and kissing mutually.

Domitia. As you to me are.
I heard you were sad; I haue prepard you sport
Will banish melancholic Sirrha, Cæsar,
(I hugge my selfe fort) I haue beene instructing
The Players how to act, and to cut off
All tedious impertinencie, haue contracted
The Tragedie, into one continued Sceane.
I haue the art of t, and am taken more
With my abilitie that way, then all knowledge
I haue but of thy loue.

Cæsar. Thou art still thy selfe,
The sweetest, wittiest — 

Domitia. When wee are a bed
Ill thanke your good opinion. Thou shalt see
Such an Iphis of thy Paris, and to humble
The pride of Domitilla that neglects mee
(How ere she is your cousin) I haue forcd her
To play the part of Anaxerete.
You are not offended with it?

Cæsar. Any thing
That does content thee yeilds delight to mee.
My faculties, and powers are thine.

Domitia. I thanke you.
Prethee lets take our places. Bid em enter
Without more circumstance.
After a short flourish, enter PARIS as Iphis.
How doe you like
That shape? me thinkes it is most sutable
To the aspect of a despairing louer.
The seeming late falne, counterfeited teares
That hang vpon his cheekes, was my deuice.

Cæsar. And all was excellent.

Domitia. Now heare him speake.

Paris. That she is faire (and that an Epethite
To foule to expresse her) or descended nobly,
Or rich, or fortunate, are certaine truthes

In which poore Iphis glories. But that these
Perfections, in no other Virgin found,
Abusd, should nourish crueltie, and pride,
In the diuinest Anaxarete,
Is, to my loue-sicke languishing soule, a riddle,
And with more difficultie to be dissolud,
Then that, the monster Sphinx from the steep rocke
Offerd to Oedipus. Imperious loue,
As at thy euer flaming Altars Iphis
Thy neuer tyred votarie hath presented
With scalding teares whole Hecatombes of sighes,
Preferring thy power, and thy Paphian mothers,
Before the thunderers, Neptunes, or Plutos
(That after Saturne did diuide the world
And had the sway of things, yet were compelld
By thy vneuitable shafts to yeeld
And fight vnder thy ensignes) be auspicious
To this last tryall of my sacrifice
Of loue, and seruice.

Domitia. Dos he not act it rarely?
Obserue with what a feeling he deliuers
His orisons to Cupid; I am rapd witht.

Paris. And from thy neuer emptied quiuer take
A golden arrow, to transfix her heart
And force her loue like me, or cure my wound
With a leaden one, that may beget in me
Hate and forgetfulnesse, of whats now my Idoll.
But I call backe my prayer, I haue blaspheamd
In my rash wish. Tis I that am vnworthy,
But she all merit, and may in iustice challenge
From the assurance of her excellencies
Not loue, but adoration. Yet beare witnesse
All knowing powers, I bring along with me
As faithfull aduocates to make intercession
A loyall heart, with pure, and holy flames
With the foule fires of lust neuer polluted.
And as I touch her threshold (which with teares,
My limbes benumbd with cold, I oft haue washd)
With my glad lips I kisse this earth growne proud
With frequent fauours from her delicate feete.

Domitia. By Cæsars life he weepes. And I forbeare
Hardly to keepe him companie.

Paris. Blest ground thy pardon
If I prophane it with forbidden steps.
I must presume to knocke, and yet attempt it
With such a trembling reuerence as if
My hands held vp for expiation
To the incensed Gods to spare a kingdome.
Within there, hoe! something divine come forth
To a distressed mortall.
Enter LATINUS as a Porter.

Latinus. Ha! Who knockes there?

Domitia. What a churlish looke this knaue has!

Latinus. Ist you Sirrha?
Are you come to pule and whine? avaunt, and quickly.
Dogwhips shall driue you hence else.

Domitia. Churlish deuill!
But that I should disturbe the Sceane, as I liue
I would teare his eyes out.

Cæsar. Tis in iest Domitia.

Domitia. I doe not like such iesting; if he were not
A flintie hearted slaue, he could not vse
One of his forme so harshly. How the toade swells
At the others sweete humilitie!

Cæsar. Tis his part,
Let em proceed.

Domitia. A Rogues part, will nere leaue him.

Paris. As you haue gentle Sir, the happinesse
(When you please) to behold the figure of
The master peice of nature, limnd to the life,
In more then humane Anaxerete,
Scorne not your seruant, that with suppliant hands
Takes hold vpon your knees, coniuring you
As you are a man, and did not sucke the milke

Of Wolues, and Tigres, or a mother of
A tougher temper, vse some meanes these eyes
Before they are wept out, may see your Ladie.
Will you be gracious Sir?

Latinus. Though I loose my place fort
I can hold out no longer.

Domitia. Now hee melts
There is some little hope hee may die honest.

Latinus. Madam.
Enter DOMITILLA for Anaxerete.

Domitilla. Who calls? what obiect haue we heere?

Domitia. Your cousin keepes her proud state still; I thinke
I haue fitted her for a part.

Domitilla. Did I not charge thee
I nere might see this thing more?

Paris. I am indeed
What thing you please, a Worme that you may tread on.
Lower I cannot fall to shew my duty,
Till your disdaine hath digd a graue to couer
This bodie with forgotten dust, and when
I know your sentence, (cruellest of women)
Ill by a willing death remoue the obiect
That is an eyesore to you.

Domitilla. Wretch thou darst not.
That were the last, and greatest seruice to mee
Thy doting loue could boast of. What dull foole
But thou could nourish any flattering hope
One of my height, in youth, in birth and fortune
Could ere desend to looke vpon thy lownesse?
Much lesse consent to make my Lord of one
I would not accept, though offerd for my slaue.
My thoughts stoope not so lowe.

Domitia. Theres her true nature,
No personated scorne.

Domitilla. I wrong my worth
Or to exchange a syllable, or looke,
With one so farre beneath me.

Paris. Yet take heed,
Take heed of pride, and curiouslie consider
How brittle the foundation is, on which
You labour to aduance it. Niobe,
Proud of her numerous issue, durst contemne
Latonas double burthen but what followd?
She was left a childlesse mother, and mournd to marble.
The beautie you ore-prize so, time, or sicknes
Can change to lothd deformitie; your wealth
The prey of theeues; Queene Heccuba, Troy fird,
Vlisses bond woman. But the loue I bring you
Nor time, nor sicknesse, violent theeues, nor fate
Can rauish from you.

Domitia. Could the Oracle
Giue better counsaile?

Paris. Say will you relent yet?
Reuoking your decree that I should dye?
Or shall I doe what you command? resolue;
I am impatient of delay.

Domitilla. Dispatch then.
I shall looke on your Tragedie vnmoud,
Peraduenture laugh at it, for it will proue
A Comedie to me.

Domitia. O diuell! diuell!

Paris. Then thus I take my last leaue. All the curses
Of louers fall vpon you; and hereafter
When any man like me contemnd, shall studie
In the anguish of his soule to giue a name
To a scornfull cruell mistresse, let him onely
Say this most bloudie woman is to me,
As Anaxarete was to wretched Iphis.
Now feast your tyrannous mind, and glorie in
The ruines you haue made: for Hymens bands
That should haue made vs one, this fatall halter
For euer shall diuorce vs; at your gate
As a trophee of your pride, and my affliction,
Ill presently hang my selfe.

Domitia. Not for the world.
Restraine him as you loue your liues.

Cæsar. Why are you
Transported thus Domitia? tis a play,

Or grant it serious, it at no part merits
This passion in you.

Paris. I nere purposd Madam
To do the deed in earnest, though I bowe
To your care, and tendernesse of me.

Domitia. Let me Sir,
Intreate your pardon, what I saw presented
Carried me beyond my selfe.

Cæsar. To your place againe
And see what followes.

Domitia. No, I am familiar
With the conclusion, besides vpon the sudaine
I feele my selfe much indisposd.

Cæsar. To bed then.
Ill be thy Doctor.

Aretinus. There is something more [Aside.]
In this then passion, which I must find out,
Or my intelligence freezes.

Domitia. Come to me Paris
To morrow for your reward.
[Exeunt all but DOMITILLA and STEPHANOS.]

Stephanos. Patronesse heare mee!
Will you not call for your share? sit downe with this,
And the next action like a Gaditane strumpet
I shall looke to see you tumble.

Domitilla. Prethee be patient.
I that haue sufferd greater wrongs beare this;
And that till my reuenge my comfort is. Exeunt.
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ENTER PARTHENIUS, IULIA, DOMITILLA, CÆNIS.

Parthenius. WHY tis impossible! Paris?

Iulia. You obserud not
(As it appeares) the violence of her passion,
When personating Iphis, he pretended
(For your contempt faire Anaxerete)
To hang himselfe.

Parthenius. Yes, yes, I noted that;
But neuer could imagine it could worke her
To such a strange intemperance of affection,
As to dote on him.

Domitilla. By my hopes I thinke
That she respects not though all heere saw, and markd it;
Presuming she can mould the Emperours will
Into what forme she likes, though we, and all
Thinformers of the world conspird to crosse it.

Cænis. Then with what eagernesse this morning vrging
The want of health, and rest, she did intreate
Cæsar to leaue her.

Domitilla. Who no sooner absent
But she calls Dwarfe (so in her scorne she stiles me)
Put on my pantofles, fetch pen, and paper,
I am to write, and with distracted lookes,
In her smocke, impatient of so short delay
As but to haue a mantle throwne vpon her,
She seald I know not what, but twas indorsd
To my loud Paris.

Iulia. Adde to this I heard her
Say, when a page receiud it; let him waite me
And carefully in the walke, cald our retreate,
Where Cæsar in his feare to giue offence,
Vnsent for neuer enters.

Parthenius. This being certaine
(For these are more then iealous suppositions)
Why doe not you that are so neere in bloud
Discouer it?

Domitilla. Alas you know wee dare not.
Twill be receaued for a malicious practise
To free vs from that slauerie, which her pride
Imposes on vs. But if you would please
To breake the ice on paine to be suncke euer

We would auerre it.

Parthenius. I would second you,
But that I am commanded with all speede
To fetch in Ascletario the Chaldæan,
Who in his absence is condemnd of treason
For calculating the natiuitie
Of Cæsar, with all confidence fore-telling
In euerie circumstance when he shall die
A violent death. Yet if you could approue
Of my directions I would haue you speake
As much to Aretinus, as you haue
To me deliuerd. He in his owne nature
Being a spie, on weaker grounds no doubt
Will vndertake it, not for goodnesse sake
(With which he neuer yet held correspondence)
But to endeare his vigilant obseruings
Of what concernes the Emperour, and a little
To triumph in the ruines of this Paris

Enter ARETINUS.
That crosd him in the Senate house. Here he comes
His nose held vp; he hath something in the winde,
Or I much erre, alreadie. My designes
Command me hence great Ladies, but I leaue
My wishes with you.

Exit PARTHENIUS.

Aretinus. Haue I caught your greatnes
In the trap my proud Augusta?

Domitilla. What ist raps him?

Aretinus. And my fine Roman Actor? ist euen so?
No courser dish to take your wanton palate
Saue that which but the Emperour none durst tast off?
Tis very well. I needs must glory in
This rare discouerie, but the rewards
Of my intelligence, bid me thinke even now,
By an edict from Cæsar I haue power,
To tread vpon the necke of slauish Rome,
Disposing offices, and Prouinces,
To my kinsmen, friends and clients.

Domitilla. This is more
Then vsuall with him.

Iulia. Aretinus?

Aretinus. How?
No more respect and reuerence tenderd to mee
But Aretinus! tis confessd that title
When you were Princesses, and commanded all
Had beene a fauour; but being as you are
Vassals to a proud woman, the worst bondage,
You stand obligd with as much adoration
To entertaine him, that comes armd with strength,
To breake your fetters, as tand gallie-slaues
Pay such as doe redeeme them from the oare.
I come not to intrap you, but aloud
Pronounce that you are manumizd, and to make
Your libertie sweeter, you shall see her fall,
(This Empresse, this Domitia, what you will)
That triumphd in your miseries.

Domitilla. Were you serious
To proue your accusation, I could lend
Some helpe.

Cænis. And I.

Iulia. And I.

Aretinus. No atome to mee.
My eyes, and eares are euery where, I know all,
To the line and action in the play that tooke her;
Her quicke dissimulation to excuse
Her being transported, with her morning passion;
I bribd the boy that did conuey the letter,
And hauing perusd it, made it vp againe:
Your griefes, and angers, are to me familiar;
That Paris is brought to her, and how farre
He shall be tempted.

Domitilla. This is aboue wonder.

Aretinus. My gold can worke much stranger miracles
Then to corrupt poore waiters. Heere ioyne with me,
Tis a complaint to Cæsar. This is that
Shall ruine her, and raise you. Haue you set your hands
To the accusation?

Iulia. And will iustifie
What we haue subscribd to.

Cænis. And with vehemencie.

Domitilla. I will deliuer it.

Aretinus. Leaue the rest to me then.
Enter CÆSAR with his Guard.

Cæsar. Let our Lieutenants bring vs victory,
While we enioy the fruites of peace at home,
And being securd from our intestine foes,
(Far worse then forreine enemies) doubts, and feares,
Though all the skie were hung with blazing meteors,
Which fond Astrologers giue out to be
Assurd presages of the change of Empires,
And deaths of Monarchs, wee vndaunted yet,
Guarded with our owne thunder, bid defiance,
To them, and fate, we being too strongly armd
For them to wound vs.

Aretinus. Cæsar.

Iulia. As thou art
More then a man.

Cænis. Let not thy passions bee
Rebellious to thy reason. The Petition deliuerd.

Domitilla. But receiue
This tryall of your constancie, as vnmoud
As you goe to, or from the Capitoll,
Thankes giuen to Ioue for triumphs!

Cæsar. Ha!

Domitilla. Vouchsafe
A while to stay the lightning of your eyes.
Poore mortalls dare not looke on.

Aretinus. Theres no veine
Of yours, that rises high with rage, but is
An earthquake to vs.

Domitilla. And if not kept closd
With more then humaine patience, in a moment
Will swallow vs to the center.

Cænis. Not that we
Repine to serue her, are we her accusers.

Iulia. But that shes falne so low.

Aretinus. Which on sure proofes
We can make good.

Domitilla. And show she is vnworthie
Of the least sparke of that diuiner fire
You haue conferd vpon her.

Cæsar. I stand doubtfull,
And vnresolud what to determine of you.
In this malicious violence you haue offerd
To the Altar of her truth, and purenesse to me,
You haue but fruitlesly labourd to sullye
A white robe of perfection, blackmouthd enuie
Could belch no spot on. But I will put off
The deitie, you labour to take from me,
And argue out of probabilities with you
As if I weare a man. Can I beleeue
That she, that borrowes all her light from me,
And knowes to vse it, would betray her darknesse
To your intelligence, and make that apparent,
Which by her perturbations in a play
Was yesterday but doubted, and find none,
But you that are her slaues, and therefore hate her,
Whose aydes she might imploy to make way for her?
Or Aretinus whom long since she knew
To be the Cabinet counsailor, nay the key
Of Cæsars secrets? could her beauty raise her
To this vnequald height to make her fall
The more remarkable? or must my desires
To her, and wrongs to Lamia be reuengd
By her, and on her selfe that drewe on both?
Or she leaue our imperiall bed to court
A publicke actor?

Aretinus. Who dares contradict
These more then humain reasons, that haue power
To cloth base guilt, in the most glorious shape
Of innocence?

Domitilla. To wel she knew the strength,
And eloquence of her patron to defend her,
And thereupon presuming fell securely;
Not fearing an accuser, nor the truth,
Producd against her, which your loue and fauour
Will nere discerne from falshood.

Cæsar. Ill not heere
A syllable more that may inuite a change
In my opinion of her. You haue raisd
A fiercer war within me by this fable,
(Though with your liues you vowe to make it storie)
Then if, and at one instant, all my legions
Reuolted from me, and came armd against me.
Heere in this paper are the swords predestind
For my destruction; heere the fatall stars
That threaten more then ruine; this the deaths head
That does assure me, if she can proue false
That I am mortall, which a sudaine feauer
Would prompt me to beleeue, and fayntly yeeld to.
But now in my full confidence what she suffers,
In that, from any witnesse but my selfe,
I nourish a suspition shes vntrue,
My toughnes returnes to me. Lead on Monsters,
And by the forfeit of your liues confirme
She is all excellence, as you all basenesse,
Or let mankinde for her fall, boldly sweare
There are no chast wiues now, nor euer were. Exeunt omnes.


Actus IV. Scæna 2.

[image: img34.jpg]

ENTER DOMITIA, PARIS, Seruants.

Domitia. Say we command, that none presume to dare
On forfeit of our fauour, that is life,
Out of a sawcie curiousnesse to stand
Within the distance of their eyes, or eares,
Till we please to be waited on. And sirrha Exeunt Seruants.
Howere you are excepted, let it not
Beget in you an arrogant opinion
Tis done to grace you.

Paris. With my humblest seruice
I but obey your summons, and should blush else
To be so neare you.

Domitia. Twould become you rather
To feare, the greatnesse of the grace vouchsafd you

May ouerwhelme you, and twill doe no lesse,
If when you are rewarded, in your cups
You boast this priuacie.

Paris. That were, mightiest Empresse,
To play with lightning.

Domitia. You conceiue it right.
The meanes to kill, or saue, is not alone
In Cæsar circumscribd, for if incensd
We haue our thunder to, that strikes as deadly.

Paris. Twould ill become the lownesse of my fortune
To question what you can doe, but with all
Humilitie to attend what is your will,
And then to serue it.

Domitia. And would not a secret
(Suppose we should commit it to your trust)
Scald you to keepe it?

Paris. Though it ragd within me
Till I turnd cyndars, it should nere haue vent.
To be an age a dying, and with torture,
Onely to bee thought worthy of your counsaile,
Or actuate what ever you command mee
A wretched obscure thing, not worth your knowledge,
Were a perpetuall happinesse.

Domitia. We could wish
That we could credit thee, and cannot find
In reason but that thou whom oft I haue seene
To personate a Gentleman, noble, wise,
Faithfull, and gamsome, and what vertues else
The Poet pleases to adorne you with,
But that (as vessels still pertake the odour
Of the sweete pretious liquors they containd)
Thou must be reallie in some degree
The thing thou dost present. Nay doe not tremble.
We seriouslie beleeue it, and presume
Our Paris is the volume in which all
Those excellent guifts the Stage hath seene him gracd with

Are curiouslie bound vp.

Paris. The argument
Is the same great Augusta, that I acting,
A foole, a coward, a traytor or cold cinique
Or any other weake, and vitious person,
Of force I must be such. O gracious Madam,
How glorious soeuer, or deformd,
I doe appeare in the Sceane, my part being ended,
And all my borrowed ornaments put off,
I am no more, nor lesse then what I was
Before I enterd.

Domitia. Come, you would put on
A wilfull ignorance, and not vnderstand,
What tis we point at. Must we in plaine language,
Against the decent modestie of our sex,
Say that we loue thee, loue thee to enioy thee,
Or that in our desires thou art preferrd,
And Cæsar but thy second? thou in iustice
(If from the height of Maiestie we can
Looke downe vpon thy lownesse and embrace it,)
Art bound with feruor to looke vp to me.

Paris. O Madam heare me with a patient eare
And be but pleasd to vnderstand the reasons
That doe deterre me from a happinesse
Kings would be riuals for. Can I that owe
My life, and all thats mine to Cæsars bounties
Beyond my hopes, or merits showrd vpon me,
Make payment for them with ingratitude,
Falshood, and treason? Though you haue a shape
Might tempt Hypolitus, and larger power
To helpe, or hurt, then wanton Phædra had,
Let loyaltie, and dutie plead my pardon
Though I refuse to satisfie.

Domitia. You are coy,
Expecting I should court you. Let meane Ladies
Vse prayers, and intreaties to their creatures
To rise vp instruments to serue their pleasures;
But for Augusta so to loose her selfe
That holds command ore Cæsar, and the world,
Were pouertie of spirit. Thou must, thou shalt,
The violence of my passions knowes no meane,
And in my punishments, and my rewards
Ill vse no moderation, take this onely
As a caution from me. Thread-bare Chastitie,
Is poore in the aduancement of her seruants,
But wantonnesse magnificent; and tis frequent
To haue the Salarie of vice waigh downe
The pay of vertue. So without more trifling
Thy sudaine answer.

Paris. In what a straight am I brought in!
Alas I know that the denials death
Nor can my grant discouerd threaten more.
Yet to dye innocent, and haue the glorie
For all posteritie to report that I
Refusd an Empresse to preserue my faith
To my great master, in true iudgement must
Show fairer then to buy a guilty life,
With wealth, and honours. Tis the base I build on,
I dare not, must not, will not.

Domitia. How, contemnd?
Since hopes, nor feares in the extreames preuaile not
I must vse a meane. Thinke who tis sues to thee.
Denie not that yet which a brother may
Grant to his sister: as a testimonie
CÆSAR, ARETINUS, IULIA, DOMITILLA, CÆNIS aboue.
I am not scornd. Kisse me. Kisse me againe.
Kisse closer. Thou art now my Troyan Paris
And I thy Helen.

Paris. Since it is your will.

Cæsar. And I am Menelaus. But I shall be
Something I know not yet. CÆSAR descends.

Domitia. Why lose we time
And opportunitie? These are but sallads
To sharpen appetite. Let vs to the feast. Courting PARIS wantonly.
Where I shall wish that thou wert Iupiter
And I Alcmena, and that I had power
To lengthen out one short night into three,
And so beget a Hercules.
[Enter cæsar and Guard.]

Cæsar. While Amphitrio
Stands by, and drawes the curtaines.

Paris. Oh? — Falls on his face.

Domitia. Betraid?

Cæsar. No, taken in a net of Vulcans filing,
Where in my selfe the Theater of the Gods
Are sad spectators, not one of em daring
To witnesse with a smile he does desire
To be so shamd for all the pleasure that
You haue sold your being for. What shall I name thee?
Ingratefull, trecherous, insatiate, all
Inuectiues, which in bitternes of spirit
Wrongd men haue breathd out against wicked women,
Cannot expresse thee. Haue I raysd thee from
Thy lowe condition to the height of greatnesse,
Command, and Maiestie, in one base act
To render me that was (before I huggd thee
An adder in my bosome) more then man
A thing beneath a beast? did I force these
Of mine owne bloud as handmaids to kneele to
Thy pompe, and pride, hauing my selfe no thought
But how with benefits to binde thee mine;
And am I thus rewarded? not a knee?
Nor teare? nor signe of sorrow for thy fault?
Breake stubborne silence. What canst thou alleage
To stay my vengeance?

Domitia. This. Thy lust compelld me
To be a strumpet, and mine hath returnd it

In my intent, and will, though not in act,
To cuckcold thee.

Cæsar. O impudence! take her hence,
And let her make her entrance into hell,
By leauing life with all the tortures that
Flesh can be sensible of. Yet stay. What power
Her beautie still holds ore my soule! that wrongs
Of this vnpardonable nature cannot teach me
To right my selfe and hate her! — Kill her. — Hold.
O that my dotage should increase from that
Which should breed detestation. By Minerua
If I looke on her longer I shall melt
And sue to her, my iniuries forgot,
Againe to be receiud into her fauour
Could honour yeild to it! Carrie her to her Chamber,
Be that her prison till in cooler bloud
I shall determine of her.
Exit[Guard]withDOMITIA.

Aretinus. Now step I in [Aside.]
While hes in this calme mood for my reward — 
Sir, if my seruice hath deserud — 

Cæsar. Yes. Yes,
And Ill reward thee, thou hast robd me of
All rest, and peace, and bin the principall meanes
To make me know that, of which if againe

Enter Guard.
I could be ignorant of, I would purchase it
With the losse of Empire; strangle him, take these hence to
And lodge them in the dungeon! Could your reason
Dull wretches flatter you with hope to thinke
That this discouerie that hath showrd vpon me
Perpetuall vexation should not fall
Heauie on you? away with em, stop their mouthes,
I will heare no reply.
Exeunt Guard, ARETINUS, IULIA, CÆNIS, DOMITILLA.
O Paris, Paris
How shall I argue with thee? how begin,
To make thee vnderstand before I kill thee,
With what griefe and vnwillingnes tis forcd from me?
Yet in respect I haue fauourd thee, I will heere
What thou canst speake to qualefie, or excuse
Thy readinesse to serue this womans lust,
And wish thou couldst giue me such satisfaction
As I might burie the remembrance of it.
Looke vp. We stand attentiue.

Paris. O dread Cæsar,
To hope for life, or pleade in the defence
Of my ingratitude were againe to wrong you.
I know I haue deserud death. And my suit is
That you would hasten it: yet that your highnes
When I am dead (as sure I will not liue)
May pardon me Ill onely vrge my frailtie,
Her will, and the temptation of that beautie
Which you could not resist. How coulde poore I then
Fly that which followd me, and Cæsar sud for?
This is all. And now your sentence.

Cæsar. Which I know not
How to pronounce. O that thy fault had bin
But such as I might pardon; if thou hadst
In wantonnesse (like Nero) fird proud Rome,
Betraide an armie, butcherd the whole Senate,
Committed Sacriledge, or any crime
The iustice of our Roman lawes cals death,
I had preuented any intercession
And freely signd thy pardon.

Paris. But for this
Alas you cannot, nay you must not Sir;
Nor let it to posteritie be recorded
That Cæsar vnreuengd, sufferd a wrong,
Which yf a priuate man should sit downe with it
Cowards would baffell him.

Cæsar. With such true feeling
Thou arguest against thy selfe, that it
Workes more vpon me, then if my Minerua
(The grand protectresse of my life, and Empire,)
On forfeite of her fauour, cryd aloud
Cæsar show mercie. And I know not how,
I am inclinde to it. Rise. Ill promise nothing,

Yet cleare thy cloudie feares and cherish hopes,
What we must doe, we shall doe; we remember
A Tragedie, we oft haue seen with pleasure,
Calld, the False Seruant.

Paris. Such a one we haue Sir.

Cæsar. In which a great Lord takes to his protection
A man forlorne, giuing him ample power
To order, and dispose of his estate
In his absence, he pretending then a iourney.
But yet with this restraint that on no tearmes
(This Lord suspecting his wiues constancie,
She hauing playd false to a former husband)
The seruant though sollicited should consent,
Though she commanded him to quench her flames.

Paris. That was indeed the argument.

Cæsar. And what
Didst thou play in it?

Paris. The false seruant Sir.

Cæsar. Thou didst indeed. Do the Players waite without?

Paris. They doe Sir and prepard to act the storie
Your Maiestie mentiond.

Cæsar. Call em in. Who presents
The iniurd Lord?
Enter ÆSOPUS, LATINUS, a BOY drest for a Ladie.

Æsopus. Tis my part Sir.

Cæsar. Thou didst not
Doe it to the life. We can performe it better.
Off with my Robe, and wreath; since Nero scornd not
The publike Theater, we in priuate may
Disport our selues. This cloake, and hat without
Wearing a beard, or other propertie
Will fit the person.

Æsopus. Onely Sir a foyle,
The point, and edge rebutted, when you are
To doe the murther. If you please to vse this

And lay aside your owne sword.

Cæsar. By no meanes.
In iest or earnest this parts neuer from me.
Wel haue but one short Sceane. That where the Ladie
In an imperious way commands the seruant
To be vnthankefull to his patron. When
My cues to enter prompt me, nay begin
And doe it spritely. Though but a new Actor,
When I come to execution you shall find
No cause to laugh at me.

Latinus. In the name of wonder
Whats Cæsars purpose?

Æsopus. There is no contending.

Cæsar. Why when?

Paris. I am armd.
And stood death now within my view and his
Vneuitable dart aimd at my breast
His cold embraces should not bring an ague
To any of my faculties, till his pleasures
Were serud, and satisfied, which done Nestors yeeres,
To me would be vnwelcome.

Boy. Must we intreate,
That were borne to command, or court a seruant
(That owes his foode and cloathing to our bountie)
For that, which thou ambitiouslie shouldst kneele for?
Vrge not in thy excuse the fauours of
Thy absent Lord, or that thou standst ingagd
For thy life to his Charitie; nor thy feares
Of what may follow, it being in my power
To mould him any way.

Paris. As you may me
In what his reputation is not wounded
Nor I his creature in my thankefulnesse suffer.
I know you are young, and faire; be vertuous too
And loyall to his bed, that hath aduancd you
To thheight of happinesse.

Boy. Can my louesicke heart
Be curd with counsell? or durst reason euer
Offer to put in an exploded plea

In the Court of Venus? My desires admit not
The least delay. And therefore instantly
Giue me to vnderstand what I shall trust to.
For if I am refusd, and not enioy
Those rauishing pleasures from thee, I run mad for;
Ill sweare vnto my Lord at his returne
(Making what I deliuer good with teares)
That brutishly thou wouldst haue forcd from me
What I make suit for. And then but imagine
What tis to dye with these words slaue, and traytor,
With burning corrasiues writ vpon thy forehead,
And liue prepard fort.

Paris. This he will beleeue [Aside.]
Vpon her information. Tis apparent.
And then I am nothing. And of two extreames
Wisedome sayes chose the lesse. — Rather then fall
Vnder your indignation, I will yeeld.
This kisse, and this confirmes it.

Æsopus. Now Sir, now.

Cæsar. I must take them at it.

Æsopus. Yes Sir, be but perfect.

Cæsar. O villaine! thankelesse villaine! I should talke now;
But I haue forgot my part. But I can doe,
Thus, thus, and thus. Kils PARIS.

Paris. Oh, I am slaine in earnest.

Cæsar. Tis true, and twas my purpose my good Paris.
And yet before life leaue thee, let the honour
I haue done thee in thy death bring comfort to thee.
If it had beene within the power of Cæsar,
His dignitie preserud, he had pardond thee.
But crueltie of honour did deny it.
Yet to confirme I loud thee, twas my study
To make thy end more glorious to distinguish
My Paris from all others, and in that
Haue showne my pittie. Nor would I let thee fall
By a Centurions sword, or haue thy limbes
Rent peece meale by the hangmans hooke (howeuer

Thy crime deserud it) but as thou didst liue
Romes brauest Actor, twas my plot that thou
Shouldst dye in action, and to crowne it dye
With an applause induring to all times,
By our imperiall hand. His soule is freed
From the prison of his flesh, let it mount vpward.
And for this truncke, when that the funerall pile
Hath made it ashes, wel see it inclosd
In a golden vrne. Poets adorne his hearse
With their most rauishing sorrowes, and the stage
For euer mourne him, and all such as were
His glad spectators weepe his suddaine death,
The cause forgotten in his Epitaph.

Exeunt. A sad musicke, the Players bearing off PARIS body, CÆSAR and the rest following.
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ENTER PARTHENIUS, STEPHANOS, Guard.

Parthenius. KEEPE a strong guard vpon him, and admit not
Accesse to any, to exchange a word,
Or syllable with him, till the Emperour pleases
To call him to his presence. The relation
[Exit Guard.]
That you haue made me Stephanos of these late
Strange passions in Cæsar, much amaze me.
The informer Aretinus put to death
For yeelding him a true discouerie
Of thEmpresse wantonnesse; poore Paris kild first
And now lamented; and the Princesses
Confind to seuerall Islands, yet Augusta,
The machine on which all this mischiefe moud,
Receiud againe to grace?

Stephanos. Nay courted to it,
(Such is the impotence of his affection.)
Yet, to conceale his weaknesse he giues out
The people made suit for her, whom they hate more
Then ciuill warre, or famine. But take heed
My Lord, that nor in your consent nor wishes
You lent or furtherance, or fauour to
The plot contriud against her; should she proue it,
Nay doubt it onely you are a lost man,
Her power ore doting Cæsar being now
Greater then euer.

Parthenius. Tis a truth I shake at.
And when theres opportunitie — 

Stephanos. Say but doe,
I am yours, and sure.

Parthenius. I will stand one tryall more
And then you shall heare from me.

Stephanos. Now obserue
The fondnesse of this tyranne, and her pride.
Enter CÆSAR and DOMITIA.

Cæsar. Nay alls forgotten.

Domitia. It may be on your part.

Cæsar. Forgiuen to, Domitia: tis a fauour
That you should welcome with more cheerefull lookes.
Can Cæsar pardon what you durst not hope for
That did the iniurie, and yet must sue
To her whose guilt is washd off by his mercy
Onely to entertaine it?

Domitia. I askd none,
And I should be more wretched to receiue
Remission (for what I hold no crime)
But by a bare acknowledgement then if
By sleighting, and contemning it, as now,
I dard thy vtmost furie. Though thy flatterers
Perswade thee, that thy murthers, lusts, and rapes
Are vertues in thee, and what pleases Cæsar
Though neuer so vniust is right, and lawfull;
Or worke in thee a false beliefe that thou
Art more then mortall; yet I to thy teeth
(When circld with thy Guards, thy rods, thy axes,
And all the ensignes of thy boasted power)
Will say Domitian, nay adde to it Cæsar,

Is a weake feeble man, a bondman to
His violent passions, and in that my slaue,
Nay more my slaue, then my affections made me
To my loud Paris.

Cæsar. Can I liue, and heare this?
Or heare and not reuenge it? come, you know
The strength that you hold on me, doe not vse it
With too much crueltie, for though tis granted
That Lidian Omphale had lesse command
Ore Hercules, then you vsurpe ore me,
Reason may teach me to shake off the yoke
Of my fond dotage.

Domitia. Neuer, doe not hope it,
It cannot be. Thou being my beauties captiue
And not to be redeemd, my Empires larger
Then thine Domitian, which Ill exercise
With rigor on thee, for my Paris death.
And when I haue forcd those eyes now red with fury
To drop downe teares, in vaine spent to appease me,
I know thy feruor such to my embraces
(Which shall be, though still kneeld for, stil denid thee)
That thou with languishment shalt wish my Actor
Did liue againe, so thou mightst be his second
To feede vpon those delicates, when hes sated.

Cæsar. O my Minerua!

Domitia. There she is, inuoke her:
Shee cannot arme thee with abilitie
To draw thy sword on me, my power being greater.
Or onely say to thy Centurions
Dare none of you doe what I shake to thinke on?
And in this womans death remoue the furies
That euery houre afflict mee? Lamias wrongs
When thy lust forcd mee from him, are in mee
At the height revengd, nor would I out-liue Paris
But that thy loue increasing with my hate
May adde vnto thy torments, so with all
Contempt I can I leaue thee.

Exit DOMITIA.

Cæsar. I am lost

Nor am I Cæsar. When I first betrayd
The freedome of my faculties, and will
To this imperious Siren, I layd downe
The Empire of the world, and of my selfe
At her proud feete. Sleepe all my irefull powers?
Or is the magique of my dotage such
That I must still make suite to heare those charmes
That doe increase my thraldome? wake my anger,
For shame breake through this Lethargie, and appeare
With vsuall terror, and enable mee
(Since I weare not a sword to pierce her heart,
Nor haue a tongue to say this, let her dye)
Though tis done with a feauer-shaken hand Pulls out a Table booke.
To signe her death; assist mee great Minerua
And vindicate thy votarie. So shees now Writes.
Among the list of those I haue proscribd,
And are, to free mee of my doubts, and feares,
To dye to morrow.

Stephanos. That same fatall booke
Was neuer drawne yet, but some men of rancke
Were markd out for destruction.

Parthenius. I begin
To doubt my selfe.
[Exit STEPHANOS.]

Cæsar. Who waites there?

Parthenius. Cæsar.

Cæsar. So.
These that command armd troupes quake, at my frownes,
And yet a woman sleights em. Wheres the Wizard
Wee chargd you to fetch in?
Parthenius. Readie to suffer
What death you please tappoint him.

Cæsar. Bring him in.
[Exit PARTHENIUS.] Enter ASCLETARIO, Tribunes, Guard.
Well question him our selfe. Now you that hold
Intelligence with the starres, and dare prefixe

The day and houre in which we are to part
With life and Empire, punctually fore-telling
The meanes, and manner of our violent end,
As you would purchase credit to your art
Resolue me, since you are assurd of vs,
What fate attends your selfe?

Ascletario. I haue had long since
A certaine knowledge, and as sure as thou
Shalt dye to morrow, being the fourteenth of
The Kalends of October, the houre fiue,
Spite of preuention, this carkasse shall be
Torne and deuourd by dogs, and let that stand
For a firme prediction.

Cæsar. May our body, wretch,
Find neuer nobler Sepulcher if this
Fall euer on thee. Are we the great disposer
Of life, and death yet cannot mocke the starres
In such a trifle? Hence with the impostor,
And hauing cut his throat, erect a pile
Guarded with souldiers, till his cursed truncke
Be turnd to ashes: vpon forfeite of
Your life, and theirs, performe it.

Ascletario. Tis in vaine.
When what I haue foretold is made apparent
Tremble to thinke what followes.

Cæsar. Drag him hence
And doe as I command you. The [Tribunes and] Guard beare off ASCLETARIO.
I was neuer
Fuller of confidence, for hauing got
The victorie of my passions, in my freedome
From proud Domitia (who shall cease to liue
Since she disdaines to loue) I rest vnmoud,
And in defiance of prodigious meteors,
Chaldeans vaine predictions, iealous feares
Of my neere friends, and freemen, certaine hate
Of kindred, and alliance, or all terrors
The souldiers doubted faith, or peoples rage
Can bring to shake my constancie I am armd.
That scrupulous thing stild Conscience is seard vp
And I insensible of all my actions
For which by morrall and religious fooles
I stand condemnd, as they had neuer beene.
And since I haue subdud triumphant loue
I will not deifie pale captiue feare
Nor in a thought receiue it. For till thou
Wisest Minerua, that from my first youth,
Hast beene my sole protectresse, dost forsake me,
Not Iunius Rusticus threatned apparition,
Nor what this Southsayer but eun now foretold
(Being things impossible to humane reason)
Shall in a dreame disturbe me. Bring my couch there.
Enter with couch.
A sudaine but a secure drousinesse
Inuites me to repose my selfe. Let Musicke
With some choyse dittie second it. I the meane time
Rest there deare booke, which opend when I wake
Shall make some sleepe for euer.
Layes the booke vnder his Pillow. The Musicke and song. CÆSAR sleepes. Enter PARTHENIUS and DOMITIA.

Domitia. Write my name
In his bloudie scrole Parthenius? the feares idle;
He durst not, could not.

Parthenius. I can assure nothing
But I obserud when you departed from him
After some little passion, but much furie,
He drew it out: whose death he signd I know not
But in his lookes appeard a resolution
Of what before he staggerd at. What he hath
Determind of is vncertaine, but too soone
Will fall on you, or me, or both, or any,
His pleasure knowne to the Tribunes, and Centurions,
Who neuer vse to enquire his will but serue it.
Now if out of the confidence of your power,

The bloudie Catalogue being still about him,
As he sleepes you dare peruse it, or remoue it
You may instruct your selfe or what to suffer,
Or how to crosse it.

Domitia. I would not be caught
With too much confidence. By your leaue Sir. Ha!
No motion! you lye vneasie Sir,
Let me mend your Pillow.

Parthenius. Haue you it?

Domitia. Tis heere.

Cæsar. Oh.

Parthenius. You haue wakd him; softly gracious Madam
While we are vnknowne, and then consult at leisure.
Exeunt PARTHENIUS, and DOMITIA. A dreadfull Musicke sounding, Enter IUNIUS RUSTICUS, and PALPHURIUS SURA, with bloudie swords, they waue them ouer his head. CÆSAR, in his sleepe troubled, seemes to pray to the Image, they scornefully take it away.

Cæsar. Defend me goddesse, or this horrid dreame
Will force me to destraction. Whether haue
These furies borne thee? Let me rise! and follow!
I am bathd ore with the cold sweat of death,
And am depriud of organs to pursue
These sacriligious spirits. Am I at once
Robd of my hopes, and being? No, I liue Rises destractedly.
Yes liue, and haue discourse to know my selfe
Of Gods, and men forsaken. What accuser
Within me cries aloud, I haue deserud it,
In being iust to neither? Who dares speake this?
Am I not Cæsar? how! againe repeate it?
Presumptuous traytor thou shalt dye. What traytor?
He that hath beene a traytor to himselfe
And stands conuicted heere. Yet who can sit
A competent Iudge ore Cæsar? Cæsar. Yes
Cæsar by Cæsars, sentencd, and must suffer.
Minerua cannot saue him. Ha! where is she?
Where is my goddesse? vanishd! I am lost then.

No, twas no dreame, but a most reall truth
That Iunius Rusticus, and Palphurius Sura,
Although their ashes were cast in the sea
Were by their innocence made vp againe
And in corporeall formes but now appeard,
Wauing their bloudie swordes aboue my head,
As at their deathes they threatned. And me thought
Minerua rauishd hence whisperd that she
Was for my blasphemies disarmd by Ioue
And could no more protect me. Yes twas so,
Thunder and lightning.
His thunder does confirme it, against which
Howere it spare the lawrell, this proud wreath
Is no assurance.
Enter 3. TRIBUNES.
Ha! come you resolud
To be my executioners?

1. Tribune. Allegeance
And faith forbid that we should lift an arme
Against your sacred head.

2. Tribune. We rather sue

For mercie.

3. Tribune. And acknowledge that in iustice
Our liues are forfeited for not performing
What Cæsar chargd vs.

1. Tribune. Nor did we transgresse it
In our want of will, or care, for being but men
It could not be in vs to make resistance,
The Gods fighting against vs.

Cæsar. Speake, in what
Did they expresse their anger? wee will heere it
But dare not say vndaunted.

1. Tribune. In briefe thus Sir.
The Sentence giuen by your imperiall tongue
For the Astrologer Ascletarios death
With speede was put in execution.

Cæsar. Well.

1. Tribune. For his throate cut, his legs bound, and his armes

Piniond behinde his backe, the breathlesse truncke
Was with all scorne draggd to the field of Mars
And there a pile being raisd of old dry wood,
Smeerd ore with oyle, and brimstone, or what else
Could helpe to feede, or to increase the fire
The Carkasse was throwne on it. But no sooner
The stuffe, that was most apt, began to flame;
But sudainely to the amazement of
The fearelesse souldier, a sudaine flash
Of lightning breaking through the scatterd cloudes
With such a horrid violence forcd its passage,
And as disdaining all heate but it selfe
In a moment quenchd the artificiall fire.
And before we could kindle it againe
A clap of thunder followd, with such noyse,
As if then Ioue incensd against mankind,
Had in his secret purposes determind
An vniuersall ruine to the world.
This horror past, not at Deucalions floud
Such a stormie shower of raine (and yet that word is
To narrow to expresse it) was ere seene.
Imagine rather Sir, that with lesse furie
The Waues rush downe the Cataracts of Nile;
Or that the Sea spouted into the ayre
By the angry Orke, endaungering tall ships
But sayling neere it, so falls downe againe.
Yet heere the wonder ends not, but begins,
For as in vaine we labourd to consume
The witches bodye, all the Dogs of Rome
Howling, and yelling like to famishd wolues
Brake in vpon vs, and though thousands were
Kild in thattempt some did ascend the pile
And with their eager fangs ceasd on the carkasse.

Cæsar. But haue they torne it?

1. Tribune. Torne it, and deuourd it.

Cæsar. I then am a dead man, since all predictions
Assure me I am lost. O my loud souldiers
Your Emperour must leaue you: yet howeuer
I cannot grant my selfe a short reprieue
I freely pardon you. The fatall houre
Steales fast vpon me. I must dye this morning
By fiue my souldiers, thats the latest houre
You ere must see me liuing.

1. Tribune. Ioue auert it!
In our swords lies your fate, and we will guard it.

Cæsar. O no, it cannot be, it is decreed
Aboue, and by no strengths heere to be alterd.
Let proud mortalitie but looke on Cæsar
Compassd of late with armies, in his eyes
Carrying both life, and death, and in his armes
Fadoming the earth; that would be stilde a God,
And is for that presumption cast beneath
The low condition of a common man,
Sincking with mine owne waight.

1. Tribune. Doe not forsake
Your selfe, weell neuer leaue you.

2. Tribune. Well draw vp
More cohorts of your Guard, if you doubt treason.

Cæsar. They cannot saue me. The offended Gods
That now sit iudges on me, from their enuie
Of my power and greatnesse heere, conspire against me.

1. Tribune. Endeauour to appease them.

Cæsar. Twill be fruitlesse,
I am past hope of remission. Yet could I
Decline this dreadfull houre of fiue, these terrors
That driue me to despaire would soone flye from me
And could you but till then assure me,

1. Tribune. Yes Sir,
Or weell fall with you, and make Rome the vrne
In which weell mix our ashes.

Cæsar. Tis said noblie,
I am something comforted. Howere to dye
Is the full period of calamitie. Exeunt.
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ENTER PARTHENIUS, DOMITIA, IULIA, CÆNIS, DOMITILLA, stephanos, sijeius, entellus.

Parthenius. You see we are all condemnd, theres no euasion,
We must doe or suffer.

Stephanos. But it must be sudaine,
The least delay is mortall.

Domitia. Would I were
A man to giue it action.

Domitilla. Could I make my approaches, though my stature
Does promise little, I haue a spirit as daring
As hers, that can reach higher.

Stephanos. I will take
That burthen from you Madam. All the art is
To draw him from the Tribunes that attend him,
For could you bring him but within my swords reach
The world should owe her freedome from a tyranne,

To Stephanos.

Sijeius. You shall not share alone
The glorie of a deed that will endure
To all posteritie.

Entellus. I will put in
For a part my selfe.

Parthenius. Be resolute, and stand close.
I haue conceiud a way, and with the hazard
Of my life Ill practise it to fetch him hither.
But then no trifling.

Stephanos. Wel despatch him feare not;
A dead dog neuer bites.

Parthenius. Thus then at all.
PARTHENIUS goes off, the rest stand aside. Enter CÆSAR and the TRIBUNES.

Cæsar. How slowe pacd are these minutes! in extreames
How miserable is the least delay!
Could I impe feathers to the wings of time
Or with as little ease command the Sunne
To scourge his coursers vp heauens easterne hill
Making the houre I tremble at past recalling
As I can moue this dyals tongue to six,
My veines, and arteries emptied with feare
Would fill and swell againe. How doe I looke?
Doe you yet see death about me?

1. Tribune. Thinke not of him.
There is no danger, all these prodegies
That doe affright you rise from naturall causes,
And though you doe ascribe them to your selfe,
Had you nere beene, had happend.

Cæsar. Tis well said,
Exceeding well braue souldier. Can it be
That I that feele my selfe in health, and strength
Should still beleeue I am so neare my end,
And haue my guards about me? perish all
Predictions, I grow constant they are false
And built vpon vncertainties.

1. Tribune. This is right.
Now Cæsars heard like Cæsar.

Cæsar. We will to
The Campe, and hauing there confirmd the souldier
With a large Donatiue, and increase of pay
Some shall — I say no more.

Enter PARTHENIUS.

Parthenius. All happinesse,
Securitie, long life attend vpon
The Monarch of the World.

Cæsar. Thy lookes are cheerefull.

Parthenius. And my relation full of ioy and wonder.
Why is the care of your imperiall body
My Lord, neglected? the feard houre being past
In which your life was threatned.

Cæsar. Ist past fiue?

Parthenius. Past six vpon my knowledge, and in iustice
Your Clocke master should dye that hath deferd
Your peace so long. There is a post new lighted
That brings assurd intelligence, that your legions
In Stria haue wonne a glorious day,
And much enlargd your Empire. I haue kept him
Conceald that you might first pertake the pleasure
In priuate, and the Senate from your selfe
Be taught to vnderstand how much they owe
To you and to your fortune.

Cæsar. Hence pale feare then.
Lead me Parthenius.

1. Tribune. Shall we waite you?

Cæsar. No.
After losses Guards are vsefull, know your distance.
Exeunt CÆSAR and PARTHENIUS.

2. Tribune. How strangely hopes delude men, as I liue
The houre is not yet come.

1. Tribune. Howere we are
To pay our duties, and obserue the sequele. Exeunt TRIBUNES
Enter CÆSAR, and PARTHENIUS.

Domitia. I heare him comming, be constant.

Cæsar. Where Parthenius
Is this glad messenger?

Stephanos. Make the doore fast. Heere,
A messenger of horror.

Cæsar. How! betraid?

Domitia. No, taken tyranne.

Cæsar. My Domitia,
In the conspiracie!

Parthenius. Behold this booke.

Cæsar. Nay then I am lost. Yet though I am vnarmd
Ill not fall poorely. Orethrowes STEPHANOS.

Stephanos. Helpe me.

Entellus. Thus, and thus.

Sijeius. Are you so long a falling?

Cæsar. Tis done, tis done basely.
Falls, and dyes.

Parthenius. This for my Fathers death.

Domitia. This for my Paris.

Iulia. This for thy Incest. These seuerally stab him.

Domitilla. This for thy abuse
Of Domitilla.

Enter TRIBUNES.

1. Tribune. Force the doores. O Mars!
What haue you done?

Parthenius. What Rome shall giue vs thanks for.

Stephanos. Despatchd a Monster.

1. Tribune. Yet he was our Prince
How euer wicked, and in you tis murther
Which whosoere succeeds him will reuenge.
Nor will we that serud vnder his command
Consent that such a monster as thy selfe
(For in thy wickednesse, Augustas title
Hath quite forsooke thee) thou that wert the ground
Of all these mischiefes, shall goe hence vnpunishd.
Lay hands on her. And drag her to her sentence;
We will referre the hearing to the Senate
Who may at their best leisure censure you.
Take vp his body. He in death hath payd
For all his cruelties. Heeres the difference:
Good Kings are mournd for after life, but ill
And such as gouernd onely by their will
And not their reason, vnlamented fall;
No Goodmans teare shed at their Funerall. Exeunt omnes. Florish.

FINIS.


The Great Duke of Florence (1627)
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This drama was licensed for performance by Henry Herbert, the Master of the Revels on the 5 July 1627, under the title, The Great Duke. The play was likely written sometime between late 1623 and the spring of 1625. It was performed by Queen Henriettas Men at the Cockpit Theatre (The Phoenix) in Drury Lane under the management of the theatre impresario, Christopher Beeston, who also ran the Red Bull Theatre. Beeston had worked as an actors apprentice and child performer, before assuming adult acting roles in the late sixteenth century. In October 1602, he was accused of raping a woman called Margery Margaret White and when he appeared in court, he brought his friends to create a rowdy and hostile environment. Despite all this, it does not appear that any further legal proceedings were brought against him. 

The Great Duke of Florence is a tragicomedy that was first published in quarto in 1633 by bookseller John Marriot, who is perhaps best remembered for publishing the first edition of collected poems by John Donne in 1633. Massinger dedicated the play to my noble favourer, Sir Robert Wiseman Knight, of Thorrells Hall in Essex. The titular character is very loosely based on Cosimo I de Medici, the second Duke of Florence and later Grand Duke of Tuscany, who ruled during the mid-sixteenth century. Massingers play centres on Giovanni, Duke Cozimos nephew and successor, as he is recalled to his uncles court. Giovanni has been living with his tutor in the country where he has developed an attachment to his tutors daughter, Lidia. Cozimos favourite at court is Count Sanazarro, who is greatly beloved by the soon to be Duchess of Urbino. As the play develops these incipient romantic relationships are undermined and threatened and the web of misunderstandings and lies must be unravelled in order to unite the couples…
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Cosimo I de' Medici by Jacopo Pontormo, c. 1538
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DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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Cozimo, Duke of Florence.
Giovanni, Nephew to the Duke.
Lodovico Sanazarro, the Dukes Favorite.

Carolo Charomonte, Giovanni his Tutor.
Contarino, Secretary to the Duke.
Counsailors of State:
Alphonso,
Hippolito,
Hieronimo,

Calandrino, A merrie fellow, servant to Giovanni.

Servants to Carolo Charomonte:
Bernardo,
Caponi,
Petruchio,

Gentleman.
Servant.

Fiorinda, Dutchesse of Urbin.
Lidia, daughter to Carolo Charomonte.
Calaminta, Servant to Fiorinda.
Petronella, Servant to Lidia.


TO THE TRULY HONORED, AND MY NOBLE FAVOURER, SIR ROBERT WISEMAN KNIGHT, OF THORRELLS HALL IN ESSEX.
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SIR:
As I dare not be ungratefull for the many benefits you have hereto- fore conferrd upon me, so I have just reason to feare that my attempting this way to make satisfaction (in some measure) for so due a debt, will further ingage me. However examples encourage me. The most able in my poore Quality have made use of Dedications in this Nature, to make the world take notice (as farre as in them lay) who, and what they were that gave supportment, and protection to their Studies, being more willing to publish the Dooer, then receive a benefit in a corner. For my selfe, I wil freely, and with a zealous thankfulnesse acknowledge, that for many yeares I had but faintly subsisted, if I had not often tasted of your Bounty. But it is above my strength, and faculties, to celebrate to the desert, your noble inclination, (and that made actuall) to raise up, or to speak more properly, to rebuild the ruines of demolishd Poesie. But that is a worke reserved, and will be, no doubt, undertaken, and finished, by one that can to the life expresse it. Accept I beseech you the tender of my service, and in the list of those you have obliged to you, contemne not the Name of
Your true and
faithfull Honorer
Philip Massinger.


ON HIS GREAT DUKE OF FLORENCE; TO MR. PHILIP MASSINGER, MY MUCH ESTEEMED FRIEND.
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Enjoy thy Lawrell ! tis a noble choice,
Not by the suffrages of voice
Procurd; but by a conquest so atchievd
As that thou hast at full relievd
Almost neglected Poetrie; whose Bayes
(Sullid by childish thirst of praise)
Witherd into a dulnesse of Despaire,
Had not thy later labour (heire
Vnto a former industrie) made knowne
This Work, which thou mayst call thine owne,
So rich in worth, that thignorant may grudge
To finde true vertue is become their Iudge.

George Donne.


TO THE DESERVING MEMORY, OF THIS WORTHY WORKE, AND THE AUTHOR, MR. PHILIP MASSINGER.
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Action gives many Poems right to live,
This Piece gave life to Action; and will give
For state, and language, in each change of Age,
To Time, delight; and honour to the stage.
Should late prescription faile which fames that Seat,
This Pen, might style The Duke of Florence Great.
Let many Write; Let much be Printed; read,
And censurd; Toyes; no sooner hatcht, then dead.
Here, without blush to Truth of commendation,
Is provd, how Art hath out-gone Imitation.

Iohn Ford.


ACTUS PRIMI SCENA PRIMA.
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CAROLO CHAROMONTE. CONTARINO.

Carolo. You bring your welcome with you.

Contarino. Sir, I finde it
In every circumstance.

Carolo. Againe most welcome.
Yet give me leave to wish (and pray you excuse mee,
For I must use the freedome I was borne with)
The great Dukes pleasure had commanded you
To my poore house upon some other service,
Not this you are designde to; but his will
Must be obeyde, how ere it ravish from me
The happy conversation of one
As deere to me as the old Romans held
Their houshold Lars, whom they beleevd had power
To blesse and guard their Families.

Contarino. Tis receivd so
On my part Signior; nor can the Duke
But promise to himselfe as much as may
Be hopd for from a Nephew. And twere weaknesse
In any man to doubt, that Giovanni
Traind up by your experience and care
In all those Arts peculiar, and proper
To future Greatnesse, of necessity
Must in his actions being growne a man
Make good the Princely education
Which Hee derivd from you.

Carolo. I have dischargd,

To the utmost of my power, the trust the Duke
Committed to me, and with joy perceive
The seed of my endeavours was not sowen
Upon the barren sands, but fruitfull glebe,
Which yeelds a large encrease; my noble Charge,
By his sharp wit, and pregnant apprehension
Instructing those that teach him; making use
Not in a vulgar and pedantique forme
Of whats read to him, but tis streight digested
And truly made his owne. His grave discourse,
In one no more indebted unto yeares,
Amazes such as heare him; horsmanship
And skill to use his weapon are by practise
Familiar to him; as for Knowledge in
Musique, He needs it not, it being borne with him,
All that He speaks being with such grace deliverd
That it makes perfit harmony.

Contarino. You describe
A wonder to me.

Carolo. Sir, he is no lesse,
And that there may be nothing wanting that
May render him compleat, the sweetnesse of
His disposition so winnes on all
Appointed to attend him, that they are
Rivalls evn in the coursest office, who
Shall get præcedencie to doe him service:
Which they esteeme a greater happinesse
Then if they had beene fashiond, and built up
To hold command ore others.

Contarino. And what place
Does he now blesse with his presence?

Carolo. He is now
Running at the ring, at which hes excellent.
He does alott for every exercise
A severall houre, for Sloath the Nurse of vices
And rust of action, is a stranger to him.
But I feare I am tedious, let us passe
If you please to some other subject, though I cannot
Deliver him as he deserves.

Contarino. You have givn him
A noble character.

Carolo. And how I pray you
(For we that never looke beyond our villas
Must be inquisitive) are State affaires
Carried in Court?

Contarino. Theres little alteration.
Some rise, and others fall; as it stands with
The pleasure of the Duke, their great disposer.

Carolo. Does Lodovico Sanazarro hold
Waight, and grace with him?

Contarino. Every day new honours
Are showrd upon him, and without the envie
Of such as are good men; since all confesse
The service done our Master in his warres
Gainst Pisa, and Sienna, may with justice
Claime whats conferrd upon him.

Carolo. Tis said nobly.
For Princes never more make knowne their wisdome
Then when they cherish goodnesse, where they finde it;
They being men, and not Gods, Contarino,
They can give wealth and titles, but no vertues;
That is without their power. When they advance
(Not out of judgement, but deceiving fancie)
An undeserving man, how ere set of
With all the trim of greatnesse, state, and power,
And of a creature evn growne terrible
To him from whom he tooke his Gyant forme,
This thing is still a Comet, no true starre;
And when the bounties feeding his false fire
Begin to faile, will of it selfe goe out,
And what was dreadfull, prooves ridiculous.
But in our Sanazarro tis not so,
He being pure and tride gold, and any stamp
Of grace to make him currant to the world
The Duke is pleasd to give him, will adde honor
To the great bestower, for he though allowd
Companion to his Master, still preserves
His Majestie in full lustre.

Contarino. Hee indeede

At no part does take from it, but becomes
A partner of his cares, and eases him,
With willing shoulders, of a burthen, which
Hee should alone sustaine.

Carolo. Is Hee yet married?

Contarino. No Signior, still a Batchelor, how ere
It is apparent, that the choycest Virgin
For beauty, bravery, and wealth in Florence,
Would with her Parents glad consent, be woon
(Were his affection, and intent but knowne)
To be at his devotion.

Carolo. So I think too.

Enter GIOVANNI and CALANDRINO.

But break we off. Here comes my Princely charge.
Make your approaches boldly, you will finde
A courteous entertainment.

Giovanni. Pray you forbeare
My hand, good Signior. Tis a ceremony
Not due to me. Tis fit we should embrace
With mutuall armes.

Contarino. It is a favour Sir
I grieve to be denide.

Giovanni. You shall ore-come.
But tis your pleasure, not my pride that grants it.
Nay pray you Guardian, and good Sir, put on:
How ill it shewes to have that reverend head
Be uncoverd to a Boy!

Carolo. Your Excellence
Must give me liberty to observe the distance
And duty that I owe you.

Giovanni. Owe me duty?
I doe professe, and when I doe denie it
Good fortune leave me, you have beene to me
A second Father, and may justly challenge
(For trayning up my youth in Arts, and Armes)
As much respect, and service, as was due
To him that gave me life. And did you know Sir
Or will beleeve from me, how many sleepes
Good Charomonte hath broken in his care

To build me up a man, you must confesse
Chiron the Tutor to the great Achilles
Compard with him, deserves not to be namd.
And if my gracious Uncle the great Duke
Still holds me worthy his consideration,
Or findes in me ought worthy to be lovd,
That little rivolet flowd from this spring,
And so from me report him.

Contarino. Fame already
Hath filld his Highnesse eares with the true story
Of what you are, and how much betterd by him.
And tis his purpose to reward the travaile
Of this grave Sir with a magnificent hand.
For though his tendernesse hardly could consent
To have you one houre absent from his sight,
For full three yeares he did denie himselfe
The pleasure Hee tooke in you, that you, here
From this great Master might arrive unto
The Theory of those high mysteries
Which you by action must make plaine in Court.
Tis therefore his request (and that from him
Your Excellence must grant a strict command)
That instantly (it being not five houres riding)
You should take horse, and visit him. These his letters
Will yeeld you farther reasons.

Calandrino. To the Court!
Farewell the flower then of the Countries garland.
This is our Sunne, and when Hees set, we must not
Expect or Spring, or Summer, but resolve
For a perpetuall Winter.

Carolo. Pray you observe
The frequent changes in his face.
GIOVANNI reading the Letter.

Contarino. As if
His much unwillingnesse to leave your house,
Contended with his duty.

Carolo. Now he appeares
Collected and resolvd.

Giovanni. It is the Duke!
The Duke upon whose favour, all my hopes
And fortunes doe depend. Nor must I check

At his commands for any private motives
That doe invite my stay here, though they are
Almost not to be masterd. My obedience
In my departing suddenly shall confirme
I am his Highnesse creature. Yet I hope
A little stay to take a solemne farewell
For all those ravishing pleasures I have tasted
In this my sweet retirement, from my Guardian,
And his incomparable daughter, cannot meete
An ill construction.

Contarino. I will answer that,
Use your owne will.

Giovanni. I would speake to you Sir
In such a phrase as might expresse the thanks
My heart would gladly pay. But — 

Carolo. I conceive you:
And something I would say, but I must doe it
In that dumb rhetorique, which you make use of;
For I doe wish you all — I know not how,
My toughnesse melts, and spite of my discretion
I must turne woman.

Contarino. What a sympathie
There is betweene em.

Calandrino. Were I on the Rack
I could not shed a teare. But I am mad,
And ten to one shall hang my selfe for sorrow
Before I shift my shirt. But heare you Sir,
(Ill separate you) when you are gone, what will
Become of me?

Giovanni. Why thou shalt to Court with me.

Calandrino. To see you worried?

Contarino. Worried Calandrino?

Calandrino. Yes Sir. For bring this sweet face to the Court
There will be such a longing mong the Madames,
Who shall ingrosse it first, nay fight and scratch fort,
That if they be not stopd, for entertainment
Theyll kisse his lips off. Nay, if youll scape so
And not be tempted to a farther danger,
These Succubæ are so sharp set, that you must
Give out you are an Eunuch.

Contarino. Have a better
Opinion of Court-Ladies, and take care
Of your owne stake.

Calandrino. For my stake tis past caring,
I would not have a bird of uncleane feathers
Hansell his Limetwig, and so much for him.
Theres something else that troubles me.

Contarino. Whats that?

Calandrino. Why how to behave my self in Court, and tytely.
I have beene told the very place transformes men,
And that not one of a thousand, that before
Livd honestly in the Country, on plaine Sallads,
But bring him thither, marke me that, and feed him
But a moneth or two with Custards and Court Cakebread,
And he turnes Knave immediatly. I would be honest;
But I must follow the fashion, or die a beggar.

Giovanni. And if I ever reach my hopes, beleeve it
We will share fortunes.

Carolo. This acknowledgement
Bindes me your debtor ever.

Enter LIDIA.
Here comes one
In whose sad lookes you easily may reade
What her heart suffers, in that she is forcd
To take her last leave of you.

Contarino. As I live
A beauty without parallel.

Lidia. Must you goe then
So suddenly?

Giovanni. Theres no evasion, Lydia,
To gaine the least delay, though I would buy it
At any rate. Greatnesse with private men
Esteemd a blessing, is to me a curse.
And we, whom for our high births, they conclude
The onely free men, are the onely slaves:
Happy the golden meane! had I beene borne
In a poore sordid Cottage; not nursd up
With expectation to command a Court:

I might, like such of your condition (Sweetest)
Have tooke a safe and middle course, and not
As I am now against my choyse compelld
Or to lye groveling on the earth, or raisd
So high upon the pinnacles of State,
That I must either keepe my height with danger,
Or fall with certaine ruine.

Lidia. Your owne goodnesse
Will be your faithfull guard.

Giovanni. O Lidia.

Contarino. So passionate!

Giovanni. For had I beene your equall
I might have seene and likd with mine own eyes,
And not as now with others; I might still,
And without observation, or envie,
As I have done, continued my delights
With you, that are alone in my esteeme
The abstract of Society; we might walke
In solitary Groves, or in choyce Gardens;
From the variety of curious flowers
Contemplate natures workmanship, and wonders.
And then for change, neare to the murmur of
Some bubling fountaine, I might heare you sing,
And from the well-tund accents of your tongue
In my imagination conceive
With what mellodious harmony a Quire
Of Angells sing above, their Makers praises.
And then with chast discourse, as we returnd,
Impe feathers to the broken wings of Time,
And all this I must part from.

Contarino. You forget
The hast imposd upon us.

Giovanni. One word more
And then I come. And after this, when with
Continued innocence, of love, and service,
I had growne ripe for Hymenæeall joyes,
Embracing you, but with a lawfull flame,
I might have beene your husband.

Lidia. Sir, I was
And ever am your servant, but it was,

And tis farre from me, in a thought to cherish
Such sawcie hopes: If I had beene the heire
Of all the Globes and Scepters mankind bowes to,
At my best you had deservd me; as I am
How ere unworthy, in my virgin zeale
I wish you as a partner of your bed,
A Princesse equall to you, such a one
That may make it the study of her life,
With all thobedience of a wife to please you.
May you have happy issue, and I live
To be their humblest handmayde.

Giovanni. I am dumb,
And can make no reply.

Contarino. Your Excellence
Will be benighted.

Giovanni. This kisse bathd in teares
May learne you what I should say.

Lidia. Give me leave
To wayt on you to your horse.

Carolo. And me to bring you
To the one halfe of your journey.

Giovanni. Your love puts
Your age to too much trouble.

Carolo. I grow young
When most I serve you.

Contarino. Sir, the Duke shal thank you.

Exeunt omnes.


ACTUS PRIMI SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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ALPHONSO, HIPPOLITO, HIERONIMO, with a Petition.

Alphonso. His Highnesse cannot take it ill.

Hippolito. However,
We with our duties shall expresse our care
For the safety of his Dukedome.

Hieronimo. And our loves
Enter COZIMO the Duke.
To his person. Here he comes. Present it boldly.

Cozimo. What needs this form? we are not grown so proud
As to disdaine familiar conference
With such as are to counsaile, and direct us.
This kinde of adoration shewd not well
In the old Roman Emperors, who forgetting
That they were flesh and blood, would be styld gods,
In us to suffer it were worse. Pray you rise.
Still the old suit; with too much curiousnesse Reades.
You have too often searchd this wound, which yeelds
Security and rest, not trouble to me.
For here you grieve, that my firme resolution
Continues me a Widdower; and that
My want of issue to succeede me in
My government, when I am dead, may breed
Distraction in the State, and make the name
And family of the Medices, now admird,
Contemptible.

Hippolito. And with strong reasons Sir.

Alphonso. For were you old and past hope to beget
The modell of your selfe, we should be silent.

Hieronimo. But being in your height and pride of yeeres
As you are now great Sir, and having too
In your possession the daughter of
The deceasd Duke of Vrbin, and his heire,
Whose Guardian you are made, were you but pleasd
To think her worthy of you, besides children
The Dukedome she brings with her for a dower,
Will yeeld a large encrease of strength and power
To those faire territories, which already
Acknowledge you their absolute Lord.

Cozimo. You presse us
With solid arguments we grant, and though
We stand not bound to yeeld account to any
Why we doe this or that (the full consent
Of our Subjects being included in our Will)
We out of our free bounties will deliver
The motives that divert us. You well know
That three yeeres since to our much griefe, we lost
Our Dutches, such a Dutches, that the world
In her whole course of life, yeelds not a Lady
That can with imitation deserve
To be her second: in her grave we buried
All thoughts of woman: let this satisfie
For any second marriage. Now whereas
You name the heire of Vrbin, as a Princesse
Of great revenues, tis confessd she is so;
But for some causes private to our selfe,
We have disposd her otherwise. Yet despaire not,
For you ere long with joy shall understand,
That in our Princely care we have provided
One worthy to succeed us.
Enter LODOVICO SANAZARRO.

Hippolito. We submit,
And hold the counsailes of great Cozimo

Oraculous.

Cozimo. My Sanazaro. Nay,
Forbeare all ceremony. You looke sprightly friend,
And promise in your cleare aspect some novell
That may delight us.

Sanazarro. O Sir, I would not be
The Harbinger of ought that might distast you.
And therefore know (for twere a sinne to torture
Your Highnesse expectation) your Vice-Admirall
By my directions hath surprizd the Gallies
Appointed to transport the Asian tribute
Of the great Turke, a richer Prize was never
Brought into Florence.

Cozimo. Still my Nightingale,
That with sweet accents doest assure me, that
My Spring of happinesse comes fast upon me.
Embrace me boldly. I pronounce that wretch
An enemy to brave and thriving action,
That dares beleeve, but in a thought, we are
Too prodigall in our favours to this man,
Whose merits, though with him we should devide
Our Dukedome, still continue us his debtor.

Hippolito. Tis farre from me.

Alphonso. We all applaud it.

Cozimo. Nay, blush not Sanazarro, we are proud

Of what we build up in thee, nor can our
Election be disparagd; since we have not
Receivd into our bosome and our grace
A glorious lazie Droane, growne fat with feeding
On others toyle, but an industrious Bee
That crops the sweet flowers of our enemies,
And every happy evening returnes
Loaden with wax and hony to our Hive.

Sanazarro. My best endevours never can discharge
The service I should pay.

Cozimo. Thou art too modest,
But we will study how to give, and when,
Before it be demanded.
Enter GIOVANNI and CONTARINO.
Giovanni!
My Nephew; let me eye thee better Boy.
In thee me thinks my Sister lives againe:
For her love I will be a Father to thee,
For thou art my adopted Sonne.

Giovanni. Your Servant
And humblest Subject.

Cozimo. Thy hard travaile Nephew
Requires soft rest, and therefore we forbeare
For the present an account, how thou hast spent
Thy absent houres. See Signiors, see, our care
Without a second bed provides you of
A hopefull Prince. Carrie him to his Lodgings,
And for his farther honour Sanazarro
With the rest doe you attend him.

Giovanni. All true pleasures
Grcle your Highnesse.

Sanazarro. As the rising Sunne
We doe receive you.

Giovanni. May this never set,
But shine upon you ever.
Exeunt GIOVANNI, SANAZARRO, HIERONIMO, ALPHONSO, HIPPOLITO.

Cozimo. Contarino!

Contarino. My gracious Lord.

Cozimo. What entertainment found you
From Carolo de Charamonte?

Contarino. Free

And bountifull. Hes ever like himselfe
Noble and hospitable.

Cozimo. But did my Nephew
Depart thence willingly?

Contarino. He obeyd your summons
As did become him. Yet it was apparent
But that he durst not crosse your will, he would
Have sojournd longer there, he ever finding
Variety of sweetest entertainment;
But there was something else, nor can I blame
His youth, though with some trouble he took leave
Of such a sweet companion.

Cozimo. Who was it?

Contarino. The daughter sir of Signior Carolo,
Faire Lidia, a virgin at all parts,
But in her birth and fortunes, equall to him.
The rarest beauties Italy can make boast of,
Are but meere shadowes to her, she the substance
Of all perfection. And what encreases
The wonder Sir, her bodies matchlesse forme
Is betterd by the purenesse of her soule.
Such sweet discourse, such ravishing behaviour,
Such charming language, such inchanting manners,
With a simplicity that shames all Courtship,
Flow hourely from her, that I doe beleeve
Had Circe, or Calipso her sweet graces,
Wandring Vlisses never had remembred
Penelope, or Ithaca.

Cozimo. Be not rapd so.

Contarino. Your Excellence would be so had you seen her.

Cozimo. Take up. Take up. But did your observation
Note any passage of affection
Betweene her and my Nephew?

Contarino. How it should
Be otherwise betweene em, is beyond
My best imagination. Cupids arrowes
Were uselesse there, for of necessity
Their yeeres and dispositions doe accord so
They must wound one another.

Cozimo. Umh! Thou art
My Secretary Contarino, and more skill;d
In politique designes of State, then in
Thy judgement of a beauty; give me leave
In this to doubt it. Here. Goe to my Cabinet,
You shal find there Letters newly receivd
Touching the state of Vrbin.
Pray you with care peruse them, leave the search
Of this to us.

Contarino. I doe obey in all things.

Exit CONTARINO.

Cozimo. Lydia! A Diamond so long conceald,
And never worne in Court! of such sweet feature?
And he on whom I fixe my Dukedomes hopes,
Made Captive to it! Vmh! tis somewhat strange,
Our eyes are every where, and we will make
A strict enquiry. Sanazarro!

Enter SANAZARRO.

Sanazarro. Sir!

Cozimo. Is my Nephew at his rest?

Sanazarro. I saw him in bed Sir.

Cozimo. Tis well, and does the Princes Fiorinda
(Nay, doe not blush, she is rich Vrbins heire)
Continue constant in her favours to you?

Sanazarro. Dread sir, she may dispense them as she pleases,
But I looke up to her as on a Princesse
I dare not be ambitious of, and hope
Her prodigall graces shall not render me
Offended to your Highnesse.

Cozimo. Not a scruple.
He whom I favour as I doe my friend,
May take all lawfull graces that become him.
But touching this hereafter; I have now
(And though perhaps it may appeare a trifle)
Serious imployment for thee.

Sanazarro. I stand ready
For any act you please.

Cozimo. I know it friend,
Have you nere heard of Lidia the daughter
Of Carolo Charamonte?

Sanazarro. Him I know sir
For a noble Gentleman, and my worthy friend,
But never heard of her.

Cozimo. She is deliverd
And feelingly to us by Contarino
For a master-peece in nature, I would have you
Ride suddenly thither to behold this wonder:
But not as sent by us, thats our first caution:
The second is, and carefully observe it,
That though you are a Batchelor, and endowd with
All those perfections that may take a virgin,
On forfeit of our favour doe not tempt her.
It may be her faire graces doe concerne us.
Pretend what businesse you think fit, to gaine
Accesse into her Fathers house, and there
Make full discovery of her, and returne me
A true relation; I have some ends in it
With which we will acquaint you.

Sanazarro. This is Sir
An easie taske.

Cozimo. Yet one that must exact
Your secrecie, and diligence. Let not
Your stay be long.

Sanazarro. It shall not sir.

Cozimo. Farewell,
And be, as you would keepe our favour, carefull.
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FIORINDA. CALAMINTA.

Fiorinda. How does this dressing show?

Calaminta. Tis of itselfe
Curious and rare: but borrowing ornament

As it does from your Grace, that dairies to weare it,

Incomparable.

Fiorinda. Thou flatterst me.

Calaminta. I cannot,
Your Excellence is above it.

Fiorinda. Were we lesse perfect,
Yet being as we are an absolute Princesse,
We of necessity must be chast, wise, faire,
By our prerogative. Yet all these faile
To move where I would have them. How receivd
Count Sanazarro the rich Scarfe I sent him
For his last Visit?

Calaminta. With much reverence,
I dare not say affection. He expressd
More ceremonie in his humble thanks
Then feeling of the favour; and appeard
Wilfully ignorant in my opinion
Of what it did invite him to.

Fiorinda. No matter,
Hes blinde with too much light. Have you not heard
Of any private Mistresse hes ingagd to?

Calaminta. Not any, and this does amaze me Madame,
That he, a Souldier, one that drinks rich wines,
Feedes high, and promises as much as Venus
Could wish to finde from Mars, should in his manners
Be so averse to women.

Fiorinda. Troth I know not,
Hes man enough, and if he has a haunt,
He preyes farre off like a subtill Fox.

Calaminta. And that way
I doe suspect him. For I learnt last night
(When the great Duke went to rest) attended by
One private follower, he tooke horse, but whither
Hes rid, or to what end I cannot guesse at,
But I will finde it out.

Fiorinda. Doe faithfull servant,
We would not be abusd.

Enter CALANDRINO.
Who have we here?

Calaminta. How the foole stares!

Fiorinda. And lookes as if he were
Conning his neck-verse.

Calandrino. If I now proove perfect
In my A. B. C. of Courtship, Calandrino
Is made for ever; I am sent, let me see,
On a how doe you, as they callt.

Calaminta. What wouldst thou say?

Calandrino. Let me see my notes. These are her lodgings. Well.

Calaminta. Art thou an Asse?

Calandrino. Peace, thou art a Court wagtaile
To interrupt me. CALANDRINO still looking

Fiorinda. He has givn it you. on his instructions.

Calandrino. And then say to thillustrious Fi. o. rin. da.
I have it. Which is she?

Calaminta. Why this; Fopdoodle.

Calandrino. Leave chattering Bulfinch: you would put me out,
But twill not doe. Then after you have made
Your three obeysances to her, kneele and kisse
The skirt of Gowne. I am glad it is no worse.

Calaminta. And why so sir?

Calandrino. Because I was afraid
That after the Italian garbe I should
Have kissd her backward.

Calaminta. This is sport unlookd for.

Calandrino. Are you the Princesse?

Fiorinda. Yes sir.

Calandrino. Then stand faire
(For I am cholerick) and doe not nip
A hopefull blosome. Out againe. Three low Reades.

Obeysances.

Fiorinda. I am ready.

Calandrino. I come on then.

Calaminta. With much formality.

Calandrino. Umph. One. two. three.
Makes Antique curtesies.
Thus farre I am right. Now for the last. O rare!
Shee is perfumd all over! Sure great women
Instead of little dogges are priviledgd
To carrie Musk Cats.

Fiorinda. Now the ceremony
Is passd, what is the substance?

Calandrino. Ill peruse
My instructions, and then tell you: Her skirt kissd,
Informe her Highnesse, that your Lord,

Calaminta. Whos that?

Calandrino. Prince Giovanni, who entreates your Grace,
That he with your good favour may have leave
To present his service to you. I think I have nickd it
For a Courtier of the first forme.

Fiorinda. To my wonder:
Enter GIOVANNI and a gentleman.
Returne unto the Prince: but he prevents

My answer. Calaminta take him off,
And for the neate delivery of his message
Give him ten Duccats, such rare parts as yours
Are to be cherishd.

Calandrino. We will share. I know
It is the custome of the Court, when ten
Are promisd, five is faire. Fie, fie, the Princesse
Shall never know it, so you dispatch me quickly,
And bid me not come to morrow.

Calaminta. Very good sir.
Exeunt CALANDRINO and CALAMINTA.

Giovanni. Pray you friend
Informe the Duke I am putting into act
When he commanded.

Gentleman. I am proud to be imployd sir.

Exit gentleman.

Giovanni. Madam, that without warrant I presume They salute.
To trench upon your Privacies, may argue
Rudenesse of manners. But the free accesse
Your Princely courtesie vouchsafes to all
That come to pay their services, gives me hope
To finde a gracious pardon.

Fiorinda. If you please, not
To make that an offence in your construction,
Which I receive as a large favour from you,
There needes not this Apologie.

Giovanni. You continue
As you were ever, the greatest Mistresse of
Faire entertainment.

Fiorinda. You are Sir the Master,
And in the Country have learnt to out-doe
All that in Court is practisd. But why should we
Talke at such distance? You are welcome sir.
We have beene more familiar, and since
You wil impose the Province, you should governe,
Of boldnesse on me, give me leave to say
You are too punctuall. Sit sir, and discourse
As we were usd.

Giovanni. Your Excellence knowes so well
How to command, that I can never erre
When I obey you.

Fiorinda. Nay, no more of this.
You shall orecome; no more I pray you sir.
And what delights, pray you be liberall
In your relation, hath the Country life
Afforded you?

Giovanni. All pleasures gracious Madame,
But the happinesse to converse with your sweet vertues.
I had a grave Instructer, and my houres
Designd to serious Studies yeelded me
Pleasure with profit in the knowledge of
What before I was ignorant in; the Signior
Carolo de Charomonte being skilfull
To guide me through the labyrinth of wilde passions,
That labourd to imprison my free soule
A slave to vitious Sloath.

Fiorinda. You speake him well.

Giovanni. But short of his deserts. Then for the time
Of recreation I was allowd
(Against the forme followd by jealous Parents
In Italy) full liberty to pertake
His daughters sweet society. Shes a virgin
Happy in all endowments, which a Poet
Could fancie in his Mistresse: being her selfe
A Schoole of goodnesse, where chast Mayds may learne

(Without the aydes of forraigne Principles)

By the example of her life and purenesse
To be as she is, excellent. I but give you
A briefe Epitome of her vertues, which
Dilated on at large, and to their merit,
Would make an ample Story.

Fiorinda. Your whole age
So spent with such a Father, and a Daughter,
Could not be tedious to you.

Giovanni. True great Princesse:
And now since you have pleasd to grant the hearing
Of my times expence in the Country, give me leave
To entreate the favour, to be made acquainted
What service, or what objects in the Court
Have in your Excellence acceptance, provd
Most gracious to you?

Fiorinda. Ill meete your demand,
And make a plaine discovery. The Dukes care
For my estate and person holds the first
And choycest place. Then the respect the Courtiers
Pay gladly to me, not to be contemnd.
But that which raisd in me the most delight
(For I am a friend to valour) was to heare
The noble actions truly reported
Of the brave Count Sanazarro. I professe
When it hath beene, and fervently deliverd,
How boldly in the horror of a fight
Coverd with fire and smoake, and as if nature
Had lent him wings, like lightning he hath falne
Upon the Turkish Gallies, I have heard it
With a kinde of pleasure, which hath whisperd to me
This Worthy must be cherishd.

Giovanni. Twas a bounty
You never can repent.

Fiorinda. I glory in it.
And when he did returne (but still with conquest)
His Armour off, not young Antinous
Appeard more Courtly; all the Graces that
Render a mans Society deere to Ladies,
Like Pages wayting on him, and it does
Worke strangely on me.

Giovanni. To divert your thoughts
Though they are fixt upon a noble Subject,
I am a suitor to you.

Fiorinda. You will aske
I doe presume, what I may grant, and then
It must not be denid.

Giovanni. It is a favour
For which I hope your Excellence will thank me.

Fiorinda. Nay, without circumstance.

Giovanni. That you would please
To take occasion to move the Duke,
That you with his allowance may command
This matchlesse virgin Lidia (of whom
I cannot speake too much) to waite upon you.
Shes such a one, upon the forfeit of
Your good opinion of me, that will not
Be a blemish to your trayne.

Fiorinda. Tis ranke! He loves her;

Aside.
But I will fit him with a suit. I pause not
As if it bred or doubt or scruple in me
To doe what you desire, for Ill effect it,
And make use of a faire and fit occasion.
Yet in returne I aske a boone of you,
And hope to finde you, in your grant to me
As I have beene to you.

Giovanni. Command me Madame.

Fiorinda. Tis neere allyde to yours. That you would be
A Suitor to the Duke, not to expose
(After so many trialls of his faith)
The noble Sanazarro to all dangers,
As if he were a wall to stand the furie
Of a perpetuall batterie: but now
To grant him after his long labours, rest
And liberty to live in Court, his Armes
And his victorious sword and shield hung up
For monuments.

Giovanni. Umph. Ill embrace, faire Princesse,
The soonest oportunity.
Enter COZIMO.
The Duke!

Cozimo. Nay, blush not; we smile on your privacie,
And come not to disturbe you. You are equalls,
And without prejudice to eithers Honors,
May make a mutuall change of love and Courtship,
Till you are made one, and with holy rites,
And we give suffrage to it.

Giovanni. You are gracious.

Cozimo. To our selfe in this. But now break off. Too much
Taken at once of the most curious viands
Dulls the sharp edge of appetite. We are now
For other sports, in which our pleasure is
That you shall keepe us company.

Fiorinda. We attend you.

Exeunt.
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BERNARDO. CAPONI. PETRUCHIO.

Bernardo. Is my Lord stirring?

Caponi. No; Hes fast.

Petruchio. Let us take then
Our morning draught. Such as eate store of Beefe,
Mutton, and Capons, may preserve their healths
With that thin composition calld small Beere,
As tis said they doe in England. But Italians
That think when they have supd upon an Olive,
A Root, or bunch of Raysins, tis a Feast,
Must kill those crudities, rising from cold hearbs,
With hot and lusty wines.

Caponi. A happinesse
Those Tramontaines nere tasted.

Bernardo. Have they not
Store of wine there?

Caponi. Yes, and drink more in two houres
Then the Dutchmen, or the Dane in foure and twenty.

Petruchio. But what ist? French trash, made of rotten grapes

And dregs, and lees of Spaine, with Welch Metheglyn,
A drench to kill a horse, but this pure Nectar
Being proper to our climate, is too fine
To brook the roughnesse of the Sea. The spirit
Of this begets in us quick apprehensions
And active executions, whereas their
Grosse feeding makes their understanding like it.
They can fight, and thats their all. They drink.

Enter SANAZARRO. A servant.

Sanazarro. Security
Dwells about this house I think; the gates wide open,
And not a servant stirring. See the horses
Set up, and cloathd.

Servant. I shall Sir.
[Exit.]

Sanazarro. Ill make bold
To presse a little further.

Bernardo. Who is this,
Count Sanazarro?

Petruchio. Yes, I know him. Quickly
Remove the Flaggon.

Sanazarro. A good day to you friends.
Nay, doe not conceale your Physick, I approve it,
And if you please will be a Patient with you.

Petruchio. My noble Lord. Drinks.

Sanazarro. A health to yours. Well done,
I see you love your selves. And I commend you,
Tis the best wisedome.

Petruchio. May it please your Honour
To walk a turne in the Gallery, Ill acquaint
My Lord with your being here.

Exit PETRUCHIO.

Sanazarro. Tell him I come
For a Visit onely. Tis a hansome pile this.

Exit SANAZARRO.

Caponi. Why here is a brave fellow, and a right one,
Nor wealth, nor greatnesse makes him proud.

Bernardo. There are
Too few of them, for most of our new Courtiers
(Whose Fathers were familiar with the prices

Of oyle, and corne, with when, and where to vent em,
And left their heires rich from their knowledge that way)
Like gourds shot up in a night, disdaine to speake
But to cloath of Tissue.
Enter CAROLO CHAROMONTE in a night-Gown, PETRUCHIO following.

Carolo. Stand you prating, knaves,
When such a guest is under my roofe? See all
The roomes perfumd. This is the man that carries
The sway, and swinge of the Court; and I had rather
Preserve him mine with honest offices, then — 
But Ill make no comparisons. Bid my daughter
Trim her selfe up to the height, I know this Courtier
Must have a smack at her, and perhaps by his place
Expects to wriggle further. If he does
I shall deceive his hopes, for Ill not taint
My Honour for the Dukedome. Which way went he?

Caponi. To the round Gallerie.

Carolo. I will entertaine him
As fits his worth, and quality, but no farther.

Exeunt.
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SANAZARRO solus.

Sanazarro. I cannot apprehend, yet I have argud
All wayes I can imagine, for what reasons
The great Duke does imploy me hither, and
What does encrease the miracle, I must render
A strict and true account, at my returne
Of Lidia this Lords daughter, and describe
In what shes excellent, and where defective.
Tis a hard task; he that will undergoe
To make a judgement of a womans beauty,
And see through all her plaistrings, and paintings,
Had neede of Linceus eyes, and with more ease
May looke like him through nine mud walls, then make
A true discovery of her. But thintents
And secrets of my Princes heart must be
Servd and not searchd into.
Enter CAROLO CHAROMONTE.

Carolo. Most noble Sir
Excuse my age subject to ease, and Sloath,
That with no greater speed I have presented
My service with your welcome.

Sanazarro. Tis more fit
That I should aske your pardon for disturbing
Your rest at this unseasonable houre.
But my occasions carrying me so neere
Your hospitable house, my stay being short to;
Your goodnesse, and the name of friend, which you
Are pleasd to grace me with, gave me assurance
A Visit would not offend.

Carolo. Offend, my Lord?
I feele my selfe much younger for the favour.
How is it with our gracious Master?

Sanazarro. He Sir
Holds still his wonted Greatnesse, and confesses
Himselfe your debtor, for your love, and care
To the Prince Giovanni, and had sent
Particular thanks by me, had his Grace knowne
The quick dispatch of what I was designd to
Would have licencd me to see you.

Carolo. I am rich
In his acknowledgement.

Sanazarro. Sir, I have heard
Your happinesse in a daughter.

Carolo. Sits the winde there?
[Aside.]

Sanazarro. Fame gives her out for a rare master-peece.

Carolo. Tis a plaine Village Girle Sir, but obedient,
Thats her best beauty Sir.

Sanazarro. Let my desire
To see her, finde a faire construction from you,
I bring no loose thought with me.

Carolo. You are that way
My Lord free from suspition. Her owne manners
(Without an imposition from me)
Enter LIDIA and PETRONELLA.
I hope will prompt her to it. As she is
Shes come to make a tender of that service
Which she stands bound to pay.

Sanazarro. With your faire leave
I make bold to salute you.

Lidia. Sir, I, you have it.

Petronella. I am her Gentlewoman, wil he not
Kisse me to? This is course ifaith.

Carolo. How he falls off!

Lidia. My Lord, though silence best becomes a Mayde,
And to be curious to know but what
Concernes my selfe, and with becomming distance,
May argue me of boldnesse, I must borrow
So much of modesty as to enquire
Prince Giovannies health?

Sanazarro. Hee cannot want
What you are pleasd to wish him.

Lidia. Would twere so,
And then there is no blessing that can make
A hopefull and a noble Prince compleat,
But should fall on him. O, he was our North star,
The light and pleasure of our eyes.

Sanazarro. Where am I?
I feele my selfe another thing! Can charmes
Be writ on such pure Rubies? Her lips melt
Assoone as touchd! not those smooth gales that glide
Ore happy Arabie, or rich Sabæa,
Creating in their passage gummes and spices,
Can serve for a weake simile to expresse
The sweetnesse of her breath. Such a brave stature
Homer bestowd on Pallas, every limbe
Proportiond to it.

Carolo. This is strange; my Lord.

Sanazarro. I crave your pardon, and yours, matchlesse Mayd,
For such I must report you.

Petronella. Theres no notice
Taken all this while of me.

Sanazarro. And I must adde
If your discourse and reason parallel
The rarenesse of your more then humane forme,
You are a wonder.

Carolo. Pray you my Lord make triall:
She can speak I can assure you, and that my presence
May not take from her freedome, I will leave you.
For know my Lord, my confidence dares trust her
Where, and with whom she pleases. — If he be
Taken the right way with her, I cannot fancie
A better match; and for false play I know
The tricks, and can discerne them. — Petronella!

Petronella. Yes my good Lord.

Carolo. I have imployment for you.
Exeunt CAROLO and PETRONELLA.

Lidia. Whats your will Sir?

Sanazarro. Madame, you are so large a theame to treat of,
And every Grace about you offers to me
Such copiousnesse of language, that I stand
Doubtfull which first to touch at. If I erre,
As in my choyce I may, let me entreat you
Before I doe offend, to signe my pardon,
Let this the Emblem of your innocence
Give me assurance.

Lidia. My hand joynd to yours
Without this superstition confirmes it.
Nor neede I feare you will dwell long upon me,
The barrennesse of the subject yeelding nothing
That Rhetorick with all her tropes and figures

Can amplifie. Yet since you are resolvd
To prove your selfe a Courtier in my praise,
As I am a woman (and you men affirme
Our sex loves to be flatterd) Ill endure it. CAROLO above.
Now when you please begin. [SANAZARRO] turnes from her.

Sanazarro. Such Lædas paps were,
Down pillowes styld by Jove. And their pure whitenesse
Shames the Swans Down, or snow. No heat of lust
Swells up her Azure veines. And yet I feele
That this chast Ice but touchd fans fire in me.

Lidia. You neede not noble Sir be thus transported,
Or trouble your invention to expresse
Your thought of me: the plainest phrase and language
That you can use, will be too high a straine
For such an humble Theme.

Sanazarro. If the great Duke
Made this his end to try my constant temper,
Though I am vanquishd, tis his fault, not mine.
For I am flesh and blood, and have affections
Like other men. Who can behold the Temples,
Or holy Altars, but the Objects worke
Devotion in him? And I may as well
Walke over burning iron with bare feet
And be unscorchd, as looke upon this beauty
Without desire, and that desire pursud to,
Till it be quenchd with the enjoying those
Delights, which to atchieve danger is nothing,
And loyalty but a word.

Lidia. I nere was proud,
Nor can finde I am guilty of a thought
Deserving this neglect, and strangenesse from you.
Nor am I amorous.

Sanazarro. Suppose his Greatnesse
Loves her himselfe, why makes he choyce of me
To be his agent? it is tyrannie
To call one pinchd with hunger to a feast,
And at that instant cruelly deny him
To taste of what he sees. Alleageance
Tempted too farre, is like the triall of
A good sword on an Anvill; as that often
Flies in peeces without service to the owner;
So trust enforcd too farre prooves treachery,
And is too late repented.

Lidia. Pray you Sir,
Or licence me to leave you, or deliver
The reasons which invite you to command
My tedious wayting on you.

Carolo. As I live
I know not what to think ont. Ist his pride,
Or his simplicity?

Sanazarro. Whither have my thoughts
Carried me from my selfe? in this my dulnesse,
I have lost an oportunity. He turnes to her.

Lidia. Tis true, She falls off.
I was not bred in Court, nor live a starre there,
Nor shine in rich embroderies, and pearle,
As they that are the Mistresses of great fortunes,
Are every day adornd with.

Sanazarro. Will you vouchsafe
Your eare sweet Lady?

Lidia. Yet I may be bold
For my integrity, and fame, to ranke
With such as are more glorious. Though I never
Did injurie, yet I am sensible
When I am contemnd, and scornd.

Sanazarro. Will you please to heare me?

Lidia. O the difference of natures. Giovanni,
A Prince in expectation, when he livd here,
Stole courtesie from heaven, and would not to
The meanest servant in my Fathers house
Have kept such distance.

Sanazarro. Pray you doe not think me
Unworthy of your eare, it was your beauty
That turnd me statue, I can speake, faire Lady.

Lidia. And I can heare. The harshnesse of your Courtship
Cannot corrupt my curtesie.

Sanazarro. Will you heare me
If I speake of love?

Lidia. Provided you be modest,
I were uncivill else.

Carolo. They are come to parlee,
I must observe this neerer. CAROLO descends.

Sanazarro. You are a rare one,
And such (but that my hast commands me hence)
I could converse with ever. Will you grace me
With leave to visit you againe?

Lidia. So you
At your returne to Court, doe me the favour
To make a tender of my humble service
To the Prince Giovanni.

Sanazarro. Ever touching
[Aside.]
Upon that string? — And will you give me hope
Of future happinesse?

Lidia. That, as I shall finde you.
The Fort thats yeelded at the first assault,
Is hardly worth the taking.

Enter CAROLO.

Carolo. O, they are at it.

Sanazarro. She is a Magazine of all perfection,
And tis death to part from her, yet I must, — 
A parting kisse faire Maid.

Lidia. That custome grants you.

Carolo. A homely breakfast does attend your Lordship,
Such as the place affords.

Sanazarro. No, I have feasted
Already here, my thanks, and so I leave you.
I will see you againe. Till this unhappy houre
I was never lost, and what to doe or say
I have not yet determind.

Exit SANAZARRO.

Carolo. Gone so abruptly?
Tis very strange.

Lidia. Under your favour Sir,
His comming hither was to little purpose
For any thing I heard from him.

Carolo. Take heede Lidia!
I doe advise you with a Fathers love,
And tendernesse of your honour: as I would not
Have you course and harsh in giving entertainment,
So by no meanes be credulous. For great men
Till they have gaind their ends are Giants in
Their promises, but those obtaind, weake Pigmies
In their performance. And it is a maxime
Alowd among them, so they may deceive
They may sweare any thing; for the Queen of love

As they hold constantly, does never punish,
But smile at Lovers perjuries. Yet be wise too,
And when you are sud to in a noble way,
Be neither nice, nor scrupulous.

Lidia. All you speake Sir
I heare as Oracles, nor will digresse
From your directions.

Carolo. So shall you keepe
Your fame untainted.

Lidia. As I would my life Sir. Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIJ SCÆNA PRIMA.

[image: img34.jpg]

SANAZARRO. servant.

Sanazarro. Leave the horses with my Groomes; but be you carefull
With your best diligence, and speed to finde out
The Prince, and humbly in my name entreat him
I may exchange some private conference with him
Before the great Duke know of my arrivall.

Servant. I hast my Lord.

Sanazarro. Here Ill attend his comming,
And see you keepe your selfe as much as may be
Conceald from all men else.

Servant. To serve your Lordship
I wish I were invisible. Exit servant.

Sanazarro. I am driven
Into a desperate streight, and cannot steere
A middle course; and of the two extreames
Which I must make election of, I know not
Which is more full of horror. Never servant
Stood more ingagd to a magnificent Master
Then I to Cozimo. And all those honors
And glories by his Grace conferrd upon me,
Or by my prosperous services deservd,
If now I should deceive his trust, and make
A shipwrack of my loyalty, are ruind.

And on the other side, if I discover
Lidias divine perfections, all my hopes
In her are sunke, never to be boyd up:
For tis impossible, but assoone as seene
She must with adoration be sud to.
A Hermit at his beades, but looking on her,
Or the cold Cinique, whom Corinthian Lais,
Not movd with her lusts blandishments, calld a stone,
At this object would take fire. Nor is the Duke
Such an Hippolitus, but that this Phædra
But seene, must force him to forsake the Groves
And Dians Huntmanship, proud to serve under
Venus soft Ensignes. No, there is no way
For me to hope fruition of my ends,
But to conceale her beauties; and how that
May be effected, is as hard a taske
As with a vayle to cover the Sunnes beames,
Or comfortable light. Three yeares the Prince
Livd in her company, and Contarino
The Secretary, hath possessd the Duke
What a rare peece she is. But hes my creature,
And may with ease be frighted to denie
What he hath said. And if my long experience
With some strong reasons I have thought upon,
Cannot ore-reach a youth, my practise yeelds me
But little profit.
Enter GIOVANNI and the servant.

Giovanni. You are well returnd Sir.

Sanazarro. Leave us.

Exit servant.
When that your Grace shall know the motives
That forcd me to invite you to this trouble,
You will excuse my manners.

Giovanni. Sir, there needs not
This circumstance betweene us. You are ever
My noble friend.

Sanazarro. You shall have further cause
To assure you of my faith and zeale to serve you.
And when I have committed to your trust

(Presuming still on your retentive silence)
A secret of no lesse importance, then
My honor, nay my head, it will confirme
What value you hold with me.

Giovanni. Pray you beleeve Sir
What you deliver to me, shall be lockd up
In a strong Cabinet; of which you your selfe
Shall keepe the key. For here I pawne my Honor
(Which is the best security I can give yet)
It shall not be discoverd.

Sanazarro. This assurance
Is more then I with modesty could demand
From such a paymaster, but I must be suddaine,
And therefore to the purpose. Can your Excellence
In your imagination conceive
On what designe, or whither the Dukes will
Commanded me hence last night?

Giovanni. No I assure you,
And it had beene a rudenesse to enquire
Of that I was not calld to.

Sanazarro. Grant me hearing,
And I will make you truly understand,
It onely did concerne you.

Giovanni. Me my Lord?

Sanazarro. You in your present state, and future fortunes,
For both lye at the stake!

Giovanni. You much amaze me.
Pray you resolve this riddle.

Sanazarro. You know the Duke,
If he die issue-lesse (as yet he is)
Determines you his Heire.

Giovanni. It hath pleasd his Highnesse
Oft to professe so much.

Sanazarro. But say, he should
Be woone to prove a second wife, on whom
He may beget a sonne, how in a moment
Will all those glorious expectations, which
Render you reverencd and remarkable,
Be in a moment blasted, how ere you are
His much lovd sisters sonne!

Giovanni. I must beare it
With patience, and in me it is a duty
That I was borne with: and twere much unfit
For the receiver of a benefit
To offer for his owne ends, to prescribe
Lawes to the givers pleasure.

Sanazarro. Sweetly answerd,
And like your noble selfe. This your rare temper
So winnes upon me, that I would not live
(If that by honest Arts I can prevent it)
To see your hopes made frustrate. And but think
How you shall be transformd from what you are,
Should this (as heaven avert it) ever happen;
It must disturbe your peace. For whereas now,
Being as you are receivd for the Heire apparant,
You are no sooner seene, but wondred at;
The Signiors making it a businesse to
Enquire how you have slepd; and as you walke
The streetes of Florence, the glad multitude
In throngs presse but to see you, and with joy
The Father, pointing with his finger, tells
His sonne, This is the Prince, the hopefull Prince,
That must hereafter rule, and you obey him.
Great Ladies begge your picture, and make love
To that, despairing to enjoy the substance.
And but the last night, when twas onely rumord
That you were come to Court (as if you had
By Sea past hither from another world)
What generall showts, and acclamations followd,
The bells rung lowd, the boonfires blazd, and such
As lovd not wine, carrowsing to your health,
Were drunk, and blushd not at it. And is this
A happinesse to part with?

Giovanni. I allow these
As flourishes of Fortune, with which Princes
Are often soothd, but never yet esteemd em
For reall blessings.

Sanazarro. Yet all these were payd
To what you may be, not to what you are,
For if the great Duke but shew to his servants

A sonne of his owne, you shall like one obscure
Passe unregarded.

Giovanni. I confesse, command
Is not to be contemnd, and if my Fate
Appoint me to it, as I may Ill beare it
With willing shoulders. But my Lord as yet
You have tolde me of a danger comming towards me,
But have not namd it.

Sanazarro. That is soone deliverd;
Great Cozimo your Uncle, as I more
Then guesse, for tis no frivolous circumstance
That does perswade my judgement to beleeve it,
Purposes to be married.

Giovanni. Married, Sir?
With whom, and on what termes, pray you instruct me?

Sanazarro. With the faire Lidia.

Giovanni. Lidia?

Sanazarro. The daughter
Of Signior Charomonte.

Giovanni. Pardon me
Though I appeare incredulous, for on
My knowledge, he nere saw her.

Sanazarro. That is granted;
But Contarino hath so sung her praises,
And givn her out for such a master-peece,
That hes transported with it Sir. And love
Steales sometimes through the eare into the heart
As well as by the eye. The Duke no sooner
Heard her describd, but I was sent in post
To see her, and returne my judgement of her.

Giovanni. And whats your censure?

Sanazarro. Tis a pretie creature.

Giovanni. Shes very faire.

Sanazarro. Yes, yes, I have seene worse faces.

Giovanni. Her limbs are neatly formd.

Sanazarro. She hath a waste
Indeede sizd to loves wish.

Giovanni. A delicate hand too.

Sanazarro. Then for a legge and foote.

Giovanni. And there I leave you,

For I presumd no further.

Sanazarro. As she is Sir
I know she wants no gracious part that may
Allure the Duke, and if he onely see her
She is his owne. He will not be denid,
And then you are lost. Yet if youll second me
(As you have reason, for it most concernes you)
I can prevent all yet.

Giovanni. I would you could
A noble way.

Sanazarro. I will cry downe her beauties;
Especially the beauties of her minde,
As much as Contarino hath advancd em,
And this I hope, will breed forgetfulnesse,
And kill affection in him: but you must
Joyne with me in my report, if you be questiond.

Giovanni. I never told a lye yet, and I hold it
In some degree blasphemous to dispraise
Whats worthy admiration. Yet for once
I will dispraise a little, and not varie
From your relation.

Sanazarro. Be constant in it.

Enter ALPHONSO.

Alphonso. My Lord, the Duke hath seen your man, and wonders
You come not to him. See if his desire
To have conference with you hath not brought him hither
In his owne person.
Enter COZIMO, CONTARINO, HIPPOLITO and Attendants.

Cozimo. They are comely coursers,
And promise swiftnesse.

Contarino. They are of my knowledge
Of the best race in Naples.

Cozimo. You are Nephew,
As I heare, an excellent horseman, and we like it.
Tis a faire grace in a Prince. Pray you make triall
Of their strength and speed, and if you think them fit

For your imployment, with a liberall hand
Reward the Gentleman, that did present em
From the Viceroy of Naples.

Giovanni. I will use
My best endevour Sir.

Cozimo. Wayte on my Nephew.
Exeunt GIOVANNI, ALPHONSO, HIPPOLITO.
Nay stay you Contarino, be within call,
It may be we shal us you. You have rode hard Sir,
And we thank you for it. Every minute seemes
Irksome, and tedious to us, till you have
Made your discovery. Say friend, have you seene
This Phænix of our age?

Sanazarro. I have seene a Mayde Sir,
But if that I have judgement, no such wonder
As she was deliverd to you.

Cozimo. This is strange.

Sanazarro. But certaine truth, it may be she was lookd on
With admiration in the Country Sir,
But if compard with many in your Court,
She would appeare but ordinary.

Cozimo. Contarino
Reports her otherwise.

Sanazarro. Such as nere saw Swannes,
May think Crowes beautifull.

Cozimo. How is her behaviour?

Sanazarro. Tis like the place she lives in.

Cozimo. How her wit,
Discourse, and entertainment?

Sanazarro. Very course,
I would not willingly say poore, and rude,
But had she all the beauties of faire women,
The dulnesse of her soule would fright me from her.

Cozimo. You are curious Sir, I know not what to think ont.
Contarino!

Contarino. Sir.

Cozimo. Where was thy judgement man
To extoll a virgin, Sanazarro tells me
Is neerer to deformity?

Sanazarro. I saw her,
And curiously perusd her, and I wonder
That she that did appeare to me, that know
What beauty is, not worthy the observing,
Should so transport you.

Contarino. Troth my Lord I thought then — 

Cozimo. Thought? Didst thou not affirme it?

Contarino. I confesse Sir
I did beleeve so then, but now I heare
My Lords opinion to the contrary,
I am of another faith: for tis not fit
That I should contradict him. I am dimme Sir,
But hes sharpe sighted.

Sanazarro. This is to my wish.
[Aside.]

Cozimo. We know not what to think of this, yet would not
Enter GIOVANNI, HIPPOLITO, ALPHONSO.
Determine rashly of it. How doe you like
My Nephewes horsemanship?

Hippolito. In my judgement Sir
It is exact and rare.

Alphonso. And to my fancie
He did present great Alexander mounted
On his Bucephalus.

Cozimo. You are right Courtiers,
And know it is your duty to cry up
All actions of a Prince.

Sanazarro. Doe not betray Aside to GIOVANNI.
Your selfe, you are safe, I have done my part.

Giovanni. I thanke you,
Nor will I faile.

Cozimo. Whats your opinion Nephew
Of the horses?

Giovanni. Two of them are in my judgement
The best I ever backd. I meane the roane Sir,
And the browne bay: but for the chesnut colourd,
Though he be full of mettall, hot, and fierie,
He treads weake in his pasternes.

Cozimo. So, come neerer;
This exercise hath put you into a sweat,
Take this and dry it: and now I command you
To tell me truly whats your censure of
Charomontes daughter Lidia.

Giovanni. I am Sir
A novice in my judgement of a Lady,
But such as it is, your Grace shall heare it freely.
I would not speake ill of her, and am sorie
If I keepe my selfe a friend to truth, I cannot
Report her as I would, so much I owe
Her reverend Father. But Ill give you Sir
As neere as I can her character in little.
Shes of a goodly stature, and her limbs
Not disproportiond; for her face it is
Farre from deformity, yet they flatter her
That style it excellent: her manners are
Simple and innocent: but her discourse
And wit deserve my pittie, more then praise.
At her best my Lord, she is a hansome picture,
And that said, all is spoken.

Cozimo. I beleeve you,
I nere yet found you false.

Giovanni. Nor ever shall Sir.
Forgive me matchlesse Lidia! too much love Aside.
And jealous feare to lose thee, doe compell me
Against my will, my reason, and my knowledge
To be a poore ditracter of that beauty,
Which fluent Ovid, if he livd againe,
Would want words to expresse.

Cozimo. Pray you make choyce of
The richest of our furniture for these horses, To SANAZARRO.
And take my Nephew with you, we in this
Will follow his directions.

Giovanni. Could I finde now
The Princesse Fiorinda, and perswade her
To be silent in the suit, that I movd to her,
All were secure.

Sanazarro. In that my Lord Ill ayde you.

Cozimo. We wil be private, leave us. Exeunt omnes.
All my studies

And serious meditations ayme no further
Then this young mans good. He was my sisters son,
And she was such a sister when she livd
I could not prize too much, nor can I better
Make knowne how deere I hold her memory,
Then in my cherishing the onely issue
Which she hath left behind her. Whos that?

Enter FIORINDA.

Fiorinda. Sir.

Cozimo. My faire charge, you are welcome to us.

Fiorinda. I have found it Sir.

Cozimo. All things goe well in Urbin.

Fiorinda. Your gracious care to me an Orphan, frees me
From all suspition, that my jealous feares
Can drive into my fancie.

Cozimo. The next Summer
In our owne person, we will bring you thither,
And seat you in your owne.

Fiorinda. When you think fit Sir.
But in the mean time, with your Highnesse pardon,
I am a suitor to you.

Cozimo. Name it Madame,
With confidence to obtaine it.

Fiorinda. That you would please
To lay a strict command on Charomonte,
To bring his daughter Lidia to the Court,
And pray you think Sir that tis not my purpose
To imploy her as a servant, but to use her
As a most wishd companion.

Cozimo. Ha. Your reason?

Fiorinda. The hopefull Prince your Nephew Sir hath given her
To me for such an abstract of perfection,
In all that can be wishd for in a virgin,
As beauty, musique, ravishing discourse,
Quicknesse of apprehension, with choyce manners
And learning to, not usuall with women;
That I am much ambitious (though I shall
Appeare but as a foyle to set her off)

To be from her instructed, and supplid
In what I am defective.

Cozimo. Did my Nephew
Seriously deliver this?

Fiorinda. I assure your Grace
With zeale, and vehemencie, and even when
With his best words he strivd to set her forth
(Though the rare subject made him eloquent)
He would complaine, all he could say came short
Of her deservings.

Cozimo. Pray you have patience. — 
This was strangely caried. Ha! are we trifled with? [Aside.]
Dare they doe this? is Cozimos furie, that
Of late was terrible, growne contemptible?
Well; we will cleare our browes, and undermine
Their secret works, (though they have digd like Moles,)
And crush em with the tempest of my wrath
When I appeare most calme. He is unfit
To command others, that knowes not to use it,
And with all rigour, yet my sterne lookes shall not
Discover my intents, for I will strike
When I begin to frowne. — You are the Mistresse
Of that you did demand.

Fiorinda. I thank your Highnesse,
But speed in the performance of the grant
Doubles the favour Sir.

Cozimo. You shall possesse it sooner then you expect,
Onely be pleasd to be ready when my Secretary
Waites upon you, to take the fresh ayre. — My Nephew! [Aside.]
And my bosome friend so to cheat me, tis not faire!
Enter GIOVANNI, SANAZARRO.

Sanazarro. Where should this Princesse be? nor in her lodgings,
Nor in the private walks, her owne retreat
Which she so much frequented?

Giovanni. By my life
Shes with the Duke. And I much more then feare
Her forwardnesse to prefer my suit, hath ruind
What with such care we built up.

Cozimo. Have you furnishd
Those Coursers, as we willd you?

Sanazarro. Theres no signe
Of anger in his lookes.

Giovanni. They are compleat Sir.

Cozimo. Tis well. To your rest. Soft sleepes wayt on you Madame.
To morrow with the rising of the Sunne
Be ready to ride with us. — They with more safety
Had trod on fork-tongud Adders, then provokd me.

Exit COZIMO.

Fiorinda. I come not to be thankd Sir for the speedy
Performance of my promise touching Lidia,
It is effected.

Sanazarro. We are undone.

Fiorinda. The Duke
No sooner heard me with my best of language
Describe her excellencies, as you taught me,
But he confirmd it. You looke sad, as if
You wishd it were undone.

Giovanni. No gracious Madame,
I am your servant fort.

Fiorinda. Be you as carefull
For what I movd to you. Count Sanazarro,
Now I perceive you honour me, in vouchsafing
To weare so sleight a favour.

Sanazarro. Tis a grace
I am unworthy of.

Fiorinda. You merit more
In prizing so a trifle. Take this Diamond,
Ill second what I have begun. For know
Your valour hath so woone upon me, that
Tis not to be resisted. I have said Sir,
And leave you to interpret it. Exit FIORINDA.

Sanazarro. This to me

Is Wormewood. Tis apparant we are taken
In our owne nooze. Whats to be done?

Giovanni. I know not.
And tis a punishment justly falne upon me
For leaving truth, a constant Mistresse, that
Ever protects her servants, to become
A slave to lyes, and falshood. What excuse
Can we make to the Duke? what mercy hope for,
Our packing being laid open?

Sanazarro. Tis not to
Be questiond, but his purposd journey is
To see faire Lidia.

Giovanni. And to divert him
Impossible.

Sanazarro. Theres now no looking backward.

Giovanni. And which way to goe on with safety not
To be imagind.

Sanazarro. Give me leave. I have
An Embrion in my braine, which, I despaire not,
May be brought to forme and fashion, provided
You will be open breasted.

Giovanni. Tis no time now,
Our dangers being equall, to conceale
A thought from you.

Sanazarro. What power hold you ore Lidia?
Doe you think that with some hazard of her life
She would prevent your ruine?

Giovanni. I presume so,
If in the undertaking it, she stray not
From what becomes her innocence, and to that
Tis farre from me to presse her, I my selfe
Will rather suffer.

Sanazarro. Tis enough, this night
Write to her by your servant Calandrino
As I shall give directions, my man

Enter CALANDRINO.
Shall beare him company. See Sir to my wish
He does appeare, but much transformd from what
He was when he came hither.

Calandrino. I confesse
I am not very wise, and yet I finde
A foole, so he be parcell knave, in Court
May flourish and grow rich.

Giovanni. Calandrino.

Calandrino. Peace.
I am in contemplation.

Giovanni. Doe not you know me?

Calandrino. I tell thee, no, on forfeit of my place,
I must not know my selfe, much lesse my Father,
But by Petition. That Petition lind too
With golden birds, that sing to the tune of Profit,
Or I am deafe.

Giovanni. But you have your sense of feeling. Offering to kick him.

Sanazarro. Nay pray you forbeare.

Calandrino. I have all thats requisite
To the making up of a Signior. My spruce ruffe,
My hooded cloake, long stockin, and paind hose,
My Case of tooth-picks, and my silver forke,
To convey an Olive neatly to my mouth,
And what is all in all, my pockets ring
A golden peak. O that the Pesants in the Country
(My quondam fellowes) but saw me as I am,
How they would admire and worship me!

Giovanni. As they shall,
For instantly you must thither.

Calandrino. My grand Signior
Vouchsafe a bezolus manus, and a cringe
Of the last edition.

Giovanni. You must ride post with Letters
This night to Lidia.

Calandrino. And it please your Grace
Shall I use my Coach, or foot-cloath Mule?

Sanazarro. You Whidgin,
You are to make all speed, think not of pompe.

Giovanni. Follow for your instructions Sirra.

Calandrino. I have one suit to you
My good Lord.

Sanazarro. What ist?

Calandrino. That you would give me
A subtill Court charme, to defend me from
Thinfectious ayre of the Country.

Giovanni. Whats the reason?

Calandrino. Why, as this Court ayre taught me knavish wit,
By which I am growne rich, if that againe
Should turne me foole and honest; Vaine hopes farewell,
For I must die a beggar.

Sanazarro. Goe too Sirrha,
Youll be whipd for this.

Giovanni. Leave fooling, and attend us. Exeunt.


ACTUS QUARTI SCÆNA PRIMA.
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CAROLO CHAROMONTE, LIDIA.

Carolo. daughter I have observd since the Prince left us
(Whose absence I mourn with you) and the visit
Count Sanazarro gave us, you have nourishd
Sad and retired thoughts, and parted with
That freedome, and alacrity of spirit
With which you usd to cheere me.

Lidia. For the Count, Sir,
All thought of him does with his person die;
But I confesse ingenuously I cannot
So soone forget the choyce, and chast delights
The curteous conversation of the Prince,
And without staine I hope, afforded me
When he made this house a Court.

Carolo. It is in us
To keepe it so without him. Want we know not,
And all we can complaine of (heaven be praisd fort)
Is too much plenty, and we will make use of
All lawfull pleasures.

Enter Servants.
How now fellowes, when
Shall we have this lusty dance?

Caponi. In the after-noone Sir,
Tis a device I wis of my owne making,
And such a one, as shal make your Signiorship know
I have not beene your Butlar for nothing, but
I have crotchets in my head. Well trip it titely,
And make my sad young Mistresse merry againe,
Or Ill forsware the Cellar.

BERNARDO. If we had
Our fellow Calandrino here to dance
His part, we were perfect.

PETRUCHIO. O, he was a rare fellow;
But I feare the Court hath spoild him.

CAPONI. When I was young
I could have cut a caper on a pinnacle,
But now I am old and wise; keepe your figure faire,
And follow but the sample I shall set you,
The Duke himselfe will send for us, and laugh at us,
And that were credit.

Enter CALANDRINO.

Lidia. Who have we here?

Calandrino. I finde
What was brawne in the Country, in the Court growes tender.
The bots on these joulting Jades, I am bruisd to jelly.
A Coach for my mony! and that the Curtezans know well,
Their riding so, makes them last three yeares longer
Then such as are hackneid.

Carolo. Calandrino, tis he.

Calandrino. Now to my postures. Let my hand have the honor
To convey a kisse from my lips to the cover of
Your foote deere Signior.

Carolo. Fie, you stoope too low Sir.

Calandrino. The hemme of your vestment Lady. Your Glove is for Princes,
Nay, I have cond my distances.

Lidia. Tis most Courtly.

Caponi. Fellow Calandrino!

Calandrino. Signior de Caponi,
Grand Botelier of the Mansion.

Bernardo. How ist man?
Claps him on the shoulder.

Calandrino. Be not so rustique in your salutations,
Signior Bernardo, Master of the accounts.
Signior Petruchio, may you long continue
Your function in the chamber.

Caponi. When shall we learne
Such gambolls in our villa?

Lidia. Sure hes mad.

Carolo. Tis not unlike, for most of such mushroomes are so.
What newes at Court?

Calandrino. Basto! they are mysteries,
And not to be reveald. With your favour Signior,
I am in private to conferre a while
With this Signiora. But Ill pawne my honour,
That neither my terse language, nor my habit
How ere it may convince, nor my new shrugs,
Shall render her enamourd.

Carolo. Take your pleasure.
A little of these apish tricks may passe,
Too much is tedious. Exit CAROLO.

Calandrino. The Prince in this paper
Presents his service. Nay, it is not Courtly
To see the seale broke open. So I leave you.
Signiors of the Villa, Ill descend to be
Familiar with you.

Caponi. Have you forgot to dance?

Calandrino. No, I am betterd.

Petruchio. Will you joyne with us?

Calandrino. As I like the project.
Let me warme my braines first with the richest Grape,
And then I am for you.

Caponi. We will want no wine.

Exeunt. Manet LIDIA.

Lidia. That this comes onely from the best of Princes,
With a kinde of adoration does command me
To entertaine it, and the sweet contents Kissing the lettter.
That are inscribd here by his hand, must be
Much more then musicall to me. All the service
Of my life at no part can deserve this favour.
O what a virgin longing I feele on me
To unrip the seale, and reade it, yet to breake
What he hath fastned, rashly, may appeare
A sawcie rudenesse in me. I must doe it,
(Nor can I else learne his commands, or serve em)
But with such reverence, as I would open
Some holy Writ, whose grave instructions beat downe
Rebellious sinnes, and teach my better part
How to mount upward. So, tis done, and I Opens the Letter.
With Eagles eyes wil curiously peruse it. Reads the Letter.
Chast Lidia: the favours are so great
On me by you conferrd, that to intreat
The least addition to em, in true sense
May argue me of blushlesse impudence.
But such are my extreames, if you denie
A farther grace, I must unpittied die.
Hast cuts off circumstance; as you are admird
For beauty, the report of it hath fird
The Duke my Vncle, and I feare youll prove,
Not with a sacred, but unlawfull love.
If he see you, as you are, my hopd-for light
Is changd into an everlasting night.
How to prevent it, if your goodnesse finde,
You save two lives, and me you ever binde,
The honourer of your vertues, Giovanni.
Were I more deafe then Adders, these sweet charmes
Would through my eares finde passage to my soule,
And soone inchant it. To save such a Prince
Who would not perish? Vertue in him must suffer,
And piety be forgotten. The Dukes lust
Though it ragd more then Tarquins, shall not reach me.
All quaint inventions of chast virgins ayde me!
My prayers are heard, I havet. The Duke nere saw me,
Or if that faile, I am againe provided. This spoke as if shee studied an evasion.
But for the servants! They wil take what forme
I please to put upon them. Giovanni,
Be safe, thy servant Lidia assures it.
Let mountaines of afflictions fall on me,
Their waight is easie, so I set thee free. Exit.


ACTUS QUARTI SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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COZIMO, GIOVANNI, SANAZARRO, CAROLO, Servants.

Sanazarro. Are you not tyrd with travaile Sir?

Cozimo. No, no,
I am fresh and lustie.

Carolo. This day shall be ever
A holy day to me, that brings my Prince
Under my humble roofe. Weepes.

Giovanni. See Sir, my good Tutor
Sheds teares for joy.

Cozimo. Dry them up Charomonte,
And all forbeare the roome, while we exchange
Some private words together.

Giovanni. O my Lord,
How grosly have we overshot our selves!

Sanazarro. In what Sir?

Giovanni. In forgetting to acquaint
My Guardian with our purpose; all that Lidia
Can doe, availes us nothing, if the Duke
Finde out the truth from him.

Sanazarro. Tis now passd helpe,
And we must stand the hazard, hope the best Sir!
Exeunt GIOVANNI, SANAZARRO[, Servants].

Carolo. My loyalty doubted Sir?

Cozimo. Tis more. Thou hast
Abusd our trust, and in a high degree
Committed treason.

Carolo. Treason? tis a word
My innocence understands not. Were my breast
Transparent, and my thoughts to be discernd,
Not one spot shall be found to taynt the candor
Of my alleageance. And I must be bold
To tell you Sir (for he that knowes no guilt
Can know no feare) tis tyrannie to ore-charge
An honest man, and such till now I have livd,
And such my Lord Ill die.

Cozimo. Sir, doe not flatter
Your selfe with hope, these great and glorious words
Which every guilty wretch, as well as you,
Thats armd with impudence, can with ease deliver,
And with as full a mouth, can work on us!
Nor shall gay flourishes of language cleare
What is in fact apparent.

Carolo. Fact? What fact?
You that know onely, what it is, instruct me,
For I am ignorant.

Cozimo. This then Sir: we gave up
(On our assurance of your faith and care,)
Our Nephew Giovanni, nay, our heire
In expectation, to be traind up by you
As did become a Prince.

Carolo. And I dischargd it.
Is this the treason?

Cozimo. Take us with you Sir.
And in respect we knew his Youth was prone
To women, and that living in our Court
He might make some unworthy choyce, before
His weaker judgement was confirmd, we did
Remove him from it; constantly presuming
You with your best endevours, rather would
Have quenchd those heates in him, then light a Torch,
As you have done to his loosenesse.

Carolo. I? my travaile
Is ill requited Sir, for by my soule
I was so curious that way, that I granted
Accesse to none could tempt him, nor did ever
One syllable, or obscæne accent touch
His eare that might corrupt him.

Cozimo. No? Why then
With your allowance did you give free way
To all familiar privacie, betweene
My Nephew and your daughter? Or why did you
(Had you no other ends int but our service)
Reade to em, and together (as they had beene
Schollers of one forme) Grammar, Rhetorique,
Philosophie, Storie, and interpret to em
The close temptations of lascivious Poets?
Or wherefore (for we still had spies upon you)
Was she still present, when by your advice
He was taught the use of his weapon, horsmanship,
Wrastling, nay swimming, but to fan in her
A hot desire of him? and then forsooth

His exercises ended, coverd with
A faire pretence of recreation for him,
When Lidia was instructed in those graces
That add to beauty, he brought to admire her,
Must heare her sing, while to her voyce, her hand
Made ravishing Musick; and this applauded, dance
A light Levalto with her.

Carolo. Have you ended
All you can charge me with?

Cozimo. Nor stopd you there,
But they must unattended walke into
The silent Groves, and heare the amorous birds
Warbling their wanton notes, here a sure shade
Of barren Sicamours (which the all-seeing Sunne
Could not pierce through:) neere that an arbor hung
With spreading Eglantine, there a bubling spring
Watring a banke of Hyacinths, and Lillies,
With all allurements, that could move to lust.
And could this, Charomonte, (should I grant
They had beene equalls both in birth and fortune)
Become your gravity? Nay, tis cleare as ayre
That your ambitious hopes to match your daughter
Into our family, gave connivence to it;
And this, though not in act, in the intent
I call high treason.

Carolo. Heare my just defence Sir,
And though you are my Prince, it wil not take from
Your Greatnesse to acknowledge with a blush,
In this my accusation you have beene
More swayd by spleene, and jealous suppositions,
Then certaine grounds of reason. You had a Father
(Blest be his memory) that made frequent proofes
Of my loyalty, and faith, and (would I boast
The dangers I have broke through in his service)
I could say more. Nay, you your selfe, dread Sir,
When ever I was put unto the test,
Found me true gold, and not adulterate metall,
And am I doubted now?

Cozimo. This is from the purpose.

Carolo. I wil come to it Sir, your Grace wel knew
Before the Princes happy presence made
My poore house rich, the chiefest blessing which
I gloried in, (though now it prove a curse)
Was an onely daughter. Nor did you command me,
As a security to your future feares,
To cast her off: which had you done, how ere
She was the light of my eyes, and comfort of
My feeble age; so farre I prizd my duty
Above affection, she now had beene
A stranger to my care. But she is faire.
Is that her fault, or mine? Did ever Father
Hold beauty in his issue for a blemish?
Her education and her manners tempt to.
If these offend, they are easily removd;
You may, if you think fit, before my face,
In recompence of all my watchings for you,
With burning corrasives transforme her to
An ugly Leper; and this done to taint
Her sweetnes, prostitute her to a loathsom brothel.
This I will rather suffer Sir, and more,
Then live suspected by you.

Cozimo. Let not passion
Carie you beyond your reason.

Carolo. I am calme Sir,
Yet you must give me leave to grieve, I finde
My actions misinterpreted. Alas Sir,
Was Lidias desire to serve the Prince
Calld an offence? or did she practise to
Seduce his youth, because with her best zeale
And fervour she endevoured to attend him?
Tis a hard construction: though she be my daughter
I may thus farre speake her. From her infancy
She was ever civill, her behaviour neerer
Simplicity then craft; and malice dares not
Affirme in one loose gesture, or light language,
She gave a signe she was in thought unchast:
Ill fetch her to you Sir, and but looke on her
With equall eyes, you must in justice grant
That your suspition wrongs her.

Cozimo. It may be,
But I must have stronger assurance of it
Then passionate words. And not to trifle time,
As we came unexpected to your house,
We will prevent all meanes that may prepare her
How to answer that, with which we come to charge her.
And howsoever it may be receivd
As a foule breach to hospitable rites,
On thy alleageance, and boasted faith,
Nay forfeit of thy head, we doe confine thee
Close prisoner to thy Chamber, till all doubts
Are cleard that doe concerne us.

Carolo. I obey Sir,
And wish your Grace had followed my hearse
To my Sepulchre, my loyalty unsuspected,
Rather then now — but I am silent Sir,
And let that speake my duty.

Exit Carolo.

Cozimo. If this man
Be false, disguised treacherie nere put on
A shape so neere to truth. Within there.
Enter GIOVANNI and SANAZARRO ushering in PETRONELLA. CALANDRINO and others setting forth a banquet.

Sanazarro. Sir.

Cozimo. Bring Lidia forth.

Giovanni. She comes Sir of her selfe
To present her service to you.

Cozimo. Ha. This personage
Cannot invite affection.

Sanazarro. See you keepe State.

Petronella. I warrant you.

Cozimo. The manners of her minde
Must be transcendent, if they can defend
Her rougher out-side; may we with your liking
Salute you Lady?

Petronella. Let me wipe my mouth Sir
With my Cambrick handkercher, and then have at you.

Cozimo. Can this be possible?

Sanazarro. Yes sir, you will finde her
Such as I gave her to you.

Petronella. Will your Dukeship
Sit down and eat some Sugar-plums? heres a Castle
Of March-Pane too, and this Quince Marmalade
Was of my owne making. All summd up together
Did cost the setting on, and here is wine too Drinks all off.
As good as ere was tapd. Ill be your taster,
For I know the fashion, now you must doe me right Sir,
You shall nor will, nor choose.

Giovanni. Shes very simple.

Cozimo. Simple, tis worse. Doe you drink thus often Lady?

Petronella. Still when I am thirsty, and eate when I am hungry.
Such Junkets come not every day. Once more to you,
With a heart and a halfe ifaith.

Cozimo. Pray you pawse a little,
If I hold your Cards, I shall pull downe the side,
I am not good at the game.

Petronella. Then Ill drink for you.

Cozimo. Nay, pray you stay. Ill finde you out a pledge
That shall supply my place, what think you of
This compleat Signior? You are a Juno,
And in such state must feast this Jupiter,
What think you of him?

Petronella. I desire no better.

Cozimo. And you will undertake this service for me?
You are good at the sport.

Calandrino. Who I? A pidler Sir.

Cozimo. Nay, you shall sit inthroand, and eate, and drink
As you were a Duke.

Calandrino. If your Grace will have me,
Ill eate and drink like an Emperour.

Cozimo. Take your place then,
We are amazd.

Giovanni. This is grosse. Nor can the imposture
But be discoverd.

Sanazarro. The Duke is too sharpe sighted
To be deluded thus.

Calandrino. Nay, pray you eate faire,
Or devide, and I will choose. Cannot you use
Your fork as I doe? Gape and I will feed you. Feedes her.
Gape wider yet, this is Court-like.

Petronella. To choke Dawes with,
I like it not.

Calandrino. But you like this. They drink.

Petronella. Let it come Boy.

Cozimo. What a sight is this! we could be angry with you,
How much you did belye her when you told us
She was onely simple, this is barbarous rudenesse,
Beyond beliefe.

Giovanni. I would not speake her Sir
Worse then she was.

Sanazarro. And I my Lord chose rather
To deliver her better parted then she is,
Then to take from her.

Enter CAPONI.

Caponi. Ere Ill loose my dance,
Ill speake to the purpose. I am Sir no Prologue,
But in plaine termes must tell you, we are provided
Of a lusty Hornepipe.

Cozimo. Prethee let us have it,
For we grow dull.

Caponi. But to make up the medley,
For it is of severall colours, we must borrow
Your Graces Ghost here.

Calandrino. Pray you Sir depose me,
It will not doe else. I am sir the engine
By which it moves. Rises and resignes his chaire.

Petronella. I will dance with my Duke too,
I will not out.

Cozimo. Begin then. Theres more in this Dance.
Then yet I have discoverd. Some Oedipus
Resolve this riddle.

Petronella. Did I not foot it roundly? Falls downe.

Cozimo. As I live stark drunk. Away with her. Well reward you,
When you have coold your selves in the Cellar.

Caponi. Heaven preserve you.

Exeunt dancers.

Cozimo. We pitty Charomontes wretched fortune
In a daughter, nay, a monster. Good old man!
The place growes tedious. Our remove shall be
With speed. Well onely in a word or two
Take leave and comfort him.

Sanazarro. Twill rather Sir
Encrease his sorrow, that you know his shame,
Your Grace may doe it by Letter.

Cozimo. Who signd you
A Pattent to direct us? Waite our comming
In the Garden.

Giovanni. All will out.

Sanazarro. I more then feare it.
Exeunt GIOVANNI and SANAZARRO.

Cozimo. These are strange Chimeras to us! what to judge oft
Is past our apprehension! One command
Charomonte to attend us. Can it be

Exit Servant.
That Contarino could be so besotted
As to admire this prodigie! or her Father
To dote upon it! or does she personate
For some ends unknowne to us? this rude behaviour
Within the Scæne presented, would appeare
Ridiculous and impossible.

Enter CAROLO.
O you are welcome.
We now acknowledge the much wrong we did you
In our unjust suspition. We have seene
The wonder Sir, your daughter.

Carolo. And have found her
Such as I did report her. What she wanted
In Courtship, was I hope supplid in civill
And modest entertainment.

Cozimo. Pray you tell us,
And truly we command you, Did you never
Observe she was given to drink?

Carolo. To drink Sir?

Cozimo. Yes.
Nay more, to be drunk.

Carolo. I had rather see her buried.

Cozimo. Dare you trust your own eyes, if you finde her now
More then distemperd?

Carolo. I will pull them out Sir,
If your Grace can make this good. And if you please
To grant me liberty, as she is Ill fetch her,
And in a moment.

Cozimo. Looke you doe, and faile not,
On the perill of your head.

Carolo. Drunk. She disdaines it.

Exit CAROLO.

Cozimo. Such contrarieties were never reade of.
Charomonte is no foole, nor can I think
His confidence built on sand. We are abusd,
Tis too apparent.
Enter CAROLO and LIDIA.

Lidia. I am indisposd Sir,
And that life you tenderd once, much indangerd
In forcing me from my Chamber.

Carolo. Here she is Sir,
Suddainly sick I grant, but sure not drunk,
Speake to my Lord the Duke.

Lidia. All is discoverd. Kneeles.

Cozimo. Is this your onely daughter?

Carolo. And my heire Sir,
Nor keepe I any woman in my house
(Unlesse for sordid offices) but one,
I doe maintaine trimmd up in her cast habits,
To make her sport. And she indeede loves wine,
And wil take too much of it. And perhaps for mirth
She was presented to you.

Cozimo. It shall yeeld
No sport to the contrivers, tis too plaine now;
Her presence does confirme what Contarino
Deliverd of her, nor can sicknesse dimme
The splendor of her beauties, being her selfe then
She must exceede his praise.

Lidia. Will your Grace heare me?
I am faint and can say little.

Cozimo. Here are accents,
Whose every syllable is musicall!
Pray you let me raise you, and a while rest here;
False Sanazarro, trecherous Giovanni!
But stand we talking?

Carolo. Heres a storme soone raisd.

Cozimo. As thou art our Subject, Charomonte, sweare
To act what we command.

Carolo. That is an oath
I long since tooke.

Cozimo. Then by that oath we charge thee
Without excuse, deniall, or delay
To apprehend, and suddainly, Sanazarro,
And our ingratefull Nephew. We have said it.
Doe it without reply, or we pronounce thee,
Like them, a traytor to us. See them guarded
In severall lodgings, and forbid accesse
To all, but when we warrant. Is our will
Heard, sooner then obayd?

Carolo. These are strange turnes,
But I must not dispute em.

Exit CAROLO.

Cozimo. Be severe int.
O my abused lenity! from what height
Is my power falne?

Lidia. O me most miserable!
That being innocent, make others guilty.
Most gracious Prince!

Cozimo. Pray you rise, and then speake to me.

Lidia. My knees shal first be rooted in this earth,
And Mirrha-like Ill grow up to a tree,
Dropping perpetuall teares of sorrow, which
Hardned by the rough winde, and turnd to amber,
Unfortunate virgins like my selfe shall weare,
Before Ill make Petition to your Greatnesse
But with such reverence, my hands held up thus,
As I would doe to heaven. You Princes are
As gods on earth to us, and to be sud too
With such humility, as his Deputies
May chalenge from their vassalls.

Cozimo. Heres that forme
Of language I expected; pray you speake,
What is your suit?

Lidia. That you would looke upon me
As an humble thing, that millions of degrees
Is placd beneath you. For what am I dread sir?
Or what can fall in the whole course of my life,
That may be worth your care, much lesse your trouble?
As the lowly shrub is to the lofty Cedar,
Or a molehill to Olympus, if compard,
I am to you Sir. Or suppose the Prince,
(Which cannot finde beliefe in me,) forgetting
The greatnesse of his birth and hopes, hath throwne
An eye of favour on me, in me punnish,
(That am the cause) the rashnesse of his youth.
Shall the Queene of the inhabitants of the ayre,
The Eagle that beares thunder on her wings,
In her angry mood destroy her hopefull young,
For suffring a Wren to perch too neere em?
Such is our disproportion.

Cozimo. With what fervour
She pleades against her selfe!

Lidia. For me poore Mayde,
I know the Prince to be so farre above me,
That my wishes cannot reach him. Yet I am
So much his creature, that to fix him in
Your wonted grace and favour, Ill abjure
His sight for ever, and betake my selfe
To a religious life (where in my prayers
I may remember him) and nere see man more
But my ghostly father. Will you trust me Sir?
In truth Ill keepe my word; or if this faile,
A little more of feare what may befall him,
Will stop my breath for ever.

Cozimo. Had you thus argud Raises her.
As you were your selfe, and brought as advocates
Your health and beauty, to make way for you,
No crime of his could put on such a shape,
But I should looke with the eyes of mercy on it.
What would I give to see this diamond
In her perfect lustre, as she was before
The clouds of sicknesse dimmd it! yet take comfort,
And as you would obtaine remission for
His trecherie to me, cheere your drooping spirits,
And call the blood againe into your cheekes,
And then pleade for him. And in such a habit
As in your highest hopes you would put on,
If we were to receive you for our Bride.

Lidia. Ill doe my best Sir.

Cozimo. And that best will be
A crowne of all felicity to me.

Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTI SCÆNA PRIMA.
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SANAZARRO above.

Sanazarro. Tis provd in me, the curse of humane frailty
(Adding to our afflictions) makes us know
Whats good, and yet our violent passions force us
To follow what is ill. Reason assurd me
It was not safe to shave a Lyons skinne,
And that to trifle with a Soveraigne, was
To play with lightning: yet imperious beauty
Treading upon the neck of understanding,
Compelld me to put off my naturall shape
Of loyall duty, to disguise my selfe
In the adulterate, and cobweb masque
Of disobedient trecherie. Where is now
My borrowed Greatnesse? or the promisd lives
Of following Courtiers ecchoing my will?
In a moment vanishd? Power that stands not on
Its proper base, which is peculiar onely
To absolute Princes, falls, or rises, with
Their frowne, or favour. The great Duke my Master
(Who almost changd me to his other selfe)
No sooner takes his beames of comfort from me,
But I as one unknowne, or unregarded,
Unpittied suffer! who makes intercession
To his mercy for me now? who does remember
The service I have done him? not a man;
And such as spake no language, but my Lord,

The favorite of Tuskanies grand Duke,
Deride my madnesse. Ha! What noise of horses? Looks backwards.
A goodly troope! This back-part of my prison
Allowes me liberty to see and know them.
Contarino! Yes, tis he, and Hippolito;
And the Dutchesse Fiorinda; Urbins heire,
A Princesse I have slighted; yet I weare

Her favours. And to teach me what I am,
She whom I scornd can onely mediate for me.
This way she makes, yet speake to her I dare not,
And how to make suit to her, is a taske
Of as much difficulty; yes; thou blessed pledge Takes off the ring, and a pane of glasse.
Of her affection ayde me. This supplies
The want of penne and ink, and this of paper.
It must be so, and I in my Petition
Concise and pithie.
Enter CONTARINO leading in FIORINDA, ALPHONSO, HIPPOLITO, HIERONIMO, CALAMINTA.

Fiorinda. Tis a goodly pile this.

Hieronimo. But better by the owner.

Alphonso. But most rich
In the great States it covers.

Fiorinda. The Dukes pleasure
Commands us hither.

Contarino. Which was laid on us
To attend you to it.

Hippolito. Signior Charomonte,
To see your Excellence his guest, will think
Himselfe most happy.

Fiorinda. Tye my shooe. Whats that?
The pane thrown down.
A pane throwne from the window no winde stirring?

Calaminta. And at your feet too falne, theres somthing writ ont.

Contarino. Some Courtier belike would have it known
He wore a Diamond.

Calaminta. Ha; it is directed:
To the Princesse Fiorinda.

Fiorinda. We will reade it.

The inscription. He whom you pleasd to favour, is cast downe,
Past hope of rising, by the great Dukes frowne,
If by your gracious meanes, he cannot have
A pardon. And that got, he lives your slave.

The subscription. Of men the most distressed, Sanazarro.
Of me the most belovd, and I will save thee,
Or perish with thee. Sure thy fault must be
Of some prodigious shape, if that my prayers
And humble intercession to the Duke
Prevaile not with him.
Enter COZIMO and CAROLO.
Here he comes, delay
Shall not make lesse my benefit.

Cozimo. What we purpose
Shall know no change, and therefore move me not,
We were made as properties, and what we shall
Determine of em, cannot be calld rigour,
But noble justice. When they provd disloyall,
They were cruell to themselves. The Prince that pardons
The first affront offerd to majestie,
Invites a second, rendring that power
Subjects should tremble at, contemptible.
Ingratitude is a monster, Carolo,
To be strangld in the birth, not to be cherishd.
Madame, you are happily met with.

Fiorinda. Sir, I am
An humble Suitor to you; and the rather
Am confident of a grant, in that your Grace
When I made choyce to be at your devotion,
Vowd to denie me nothing.

Cozimo. To this minute
We have confirmd it, whats your boone?

Fiorinda. It is Sir,
That you in being gracious to your servant,

The nere sufficiently praisd Sanazarro,
(That now under your heavy displeasure suffers)
Would be good unto your selfe. His services
So many, and so great (your storme of fury
Calmd by your better judgment) must inform you,
Some little slip (for sure it is no more)
From his loyall duty, with your justice cannot
Make foule his faire deservings. Great Sir, therefore
Looke backward on his former worth, and turn
Your eye from his offence (what tis I know not)
And I am confident, you will receive him
Once more into your favour.

Cozimo. You say well,
You are ignorant in the nature of his fault,
Which when you understand (as well instruct you)
Your pitty will appeare a charity
(It being conferrd on an unthankfull man)
To be repented. Hes a traytor Madame
To you, to us, to gratitude, and in that
All crimes are comprehended.

Fiorinda. If his offence
Aymd at me onely, what so ere it is
Tis freely pardond.

Cozimo. This compassion in you
Must make the colour of his guilt more ugly:
The honors we have hourely heapd upon him,
The titles, the rewards, to the envie of
The old Nobility, as the common people,
We now forbeare to touch at, and will onely
Insist on his grosse wrongs to you. You were pleasd
Forgetting both your selfe and proper Greatnesse,
To favour him, nay, to court him to embrace
A happinesse, which on his knees with joy
He should have sud for. Who repind not at
The grace you did him? yet in recompence
Of your large bounties, the disloyall wretch
Makes you a stale; and what he might, be by you
Scornd, and derided, gives himselfe up wholly
To the service of another. If you can
Beare this with patience, we must say you have not
The bitternesse of spleene, or irefull passions
Familiar to women. Pause upon it,
And when you seriously have waighd his cariage,
Move us againe, if your reason will allow it,
His trechery knowne: and then if you continue
His advocate for him, we perhaps, because
We would denie you nothing, may awake
Our sleeping mercy. Carolo!

Carolo. My Lord. They whisper.

Fiorinda. To endure a rivall, that were equall to me,
Cannot but speake my poverty of spirit,
But an inferiour more; yet true love must not
Know, or degrees, or distances. Lidia may be
As farre above me in her forme, as she
Is in her birth beneath me, and what I
In Sanazarro likd, he loves in her.
But if I free him now, the benefit
Being done so timely, and confirming too
My strength and power, my soules best faculties being
Bent wholly to preserve him, must supply me
With all I am defective in, and binde him
My creature ever. It must needes be so,
Nor will I give it ore thus.

Cozimo. Does our Nephew
Beare his restraint so constantly, as you
Deliver it to us?

Carolo. In my judgement Sir
He suffers more for his offence to you,
Then in his feare of what can follow it.
For he is so collected and prepard
To welcome that, you shall determine of him,
As if his doubts and feares were equall to him.
And sure hes not acquainted with much guilt,
That more laments the telling one untruth
Under your pardon still (for twas a fault Sir)
Then others that pretend to conscience, doe
Their crying secret sinnes.

Cozimo. No more, this Glosse
Defends not the corruption of the text,
Urge it no more. CAROLO and the others whisper.

Fiorinda. I once more must make bold Sir
To trench upon your patience. I have
Considerd my wrongs duly. Yet that cannot
Divert my intercession for a man
Your Grace like me, once favourd. I am still
A suppliant to you, that you would vouchsafe
The hearing his defence, and that I may
With your allowance see, and comfort him.
Then having heard all that he can alleadge
In his excuse, for being false to you,
Censure him as you please.

Cozimo. You will ore-come,
Theres no contending with you. Pray you enjoy
What you desire. And tell him, he shall have
A speedy tryall. In which well forbeare
To sit a Judge, because our purpose is
To rise up his accuser.

Fiorinda. All encrease
Of happines wait on Cozimo. Exeunt FIORINDA, CALAMINTA.

Alphonso. Was it no more?

Carolo. My Honors pawnd for it.

Contarino. Ill second you.

Hippolito. Since it is for the service and the safety
Of the hopefull Prince, fall what can fall, Ill runne
The desperate hazard.

Hieronimo. Hes no friend to vertue
That does decline it. They all kneele.

Cozimo. Ha; what sue you for?
Shall we be ever troubld? doe not tempt
That anger may consume you.

Carolo. Let it Sir,
The losse is lesse, though Innocents, we perish,
Then that your sisters sonne should fall unheard
Under your fury. Shall we feare to entreate
That grace for him, that are your faithfull servants,
Which you vouchsafe the Count, like us a subject?

Cozimo. Did not we vowe, till sicknesse had forsooke

Thy daughter Lidia, and she appeard
In her perfect health and beauty to pleade for him,
We were deafe to all perswasion?

Carolo. And that hope Sir
Hath wrought a miracle. She is recoverd,
And if you please to warrant her, will bring
The penitent Prince before you.

Cozimo. To enjoy
Such happines, what would we not dispense with?

Alphonso. Hippolito. Hieronimo: We all kneele for the Prince

Contarino. Nor can it stand
With your mercy, that are gracious to Strangers,
To be cruell to your owne.

Cozimo. But art thou certaine
I shall behold her at the best?

Carolo. If ever
She was hansome, as it fits not me to say so,
She is now much betterd.

Cozimo. Rise, thou art but dead
If this prove otherwise. Lidia appeare,
And feast an appetite almost pind to death
With longing expectation to behold
Thy excellencies; thou as beauties Queene
Shalt censure the detractors. Let my Nephew
Be led in triumph under her command,
Well have it so; and Sanazarro tremble
To think whom he hath slanderd; well retire
Our selves a little, and prepare to meete
A blessing, which imagination tells us
We are not worthy of; and then come forth
But with such reverence, as if I were
(My selfe the Priest, the sacrifice my heart)
To offer at the Altar of that goodnesse
That must or kill or save me. Exit COZIMO.

Carolo. Are not these
Strange gambols in the Duke?

Alphonso. Great Princes have
Like meaner men their weaknesse.

Hippolito. And may use it
Without controule or check.

Contarino. Tis fit they should,
Their priviledge were lesse else, then their Subjects.

Hieronimo. Let them have their humors, theres no crossing em.
[Exeunt.]


ACTUS QUINTI SCÆNA ULTIMA.
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FIORINDA, SANAZARRO, CALAMINTA.

Sanazarro. And can it be your bounties should fall down
In showers on my ingratitude? or the wrongs
Your Greatnesse should revenge, teach you to pittie?
What retribution can I make? what service
Pay to your goodnesse, that in some proportion
May to the world expresse, I would be thankfull?
Since my engagements are so great, that all
My best endevours to appeare your creature
Can but proclaime my wants, and what I owe
To your magnificence.

Fiorinda. All debts are dischargd
In this acknowledgement: yet since you please
I shall impose some termes of satisfaction
For that which you professe your selfe obligd for,
They shall be gentle ones, and such as will not
I hope afflict you.

Sanazarro. Make me understand
Great Princesse, what they are, and my obedience
Shall with all cheerefull willingnesse subscribe
To what you shall command.

Fiorinda. I will binde you to
Make good your promise. First, I then enjoyne you
To love a Lady, that a Noble way
Truly affects you, and that you would take
To your protection and care the Dukedome

Of Urbin, which no more is mine, but yours.
And that when you have full possession of
My person, as my fortunes, you would use me
Not as a Princesse, but instruct me in
The duties of an humble wife, for such
(The priviledge of my birth no more remembred)
I will be to you. This consented to,
All injuries forgotten, on your lips
I thus signe your quietus.

Sanazarro. I am wretched
In having but one life to be imployd
As you please to dispose it. And believe it,
If it be not already forfeited
To the furie of my Prince, as tis your gift,
With all the faculties of my soule, Ill study
In what I may to serve you.

Fiorinda. I am happy
In this assurance.
Enter GIOVANNI and LIDIA.
What sweet Ladys this?

Sanazarro. Tis Lidia Madame, she — 

Fiorinda. I understand you:
Nay, blush not, by my life she is a rare one!
And if I were your Judge I would not blame you,
To like and love her. But Sir you are mine now,
And I presume so on your constancie,
That I dare not be jealous.

Sanazarro. All thoughts of her
Are in your goodnesse buried.

Lidia. Pray you Sir
Be comforted, your innocence should not know
What tis to feare, and if that you but looke on
The guards that you have in your selfe, you cannot.
The Dukes your Uncle Sir, and though a little
Incensd against you, when he sees your sorrow
He must be reconcild. What rugged Tartar,
Or Canniball, though bathd in humane gore,
But, looking on your sweetnesse, would forget

His cruell nature, and let fall his weapon,
Though then aymd at your throat?

Giovanni. O Lidia,
Of Mayds the honor, and your sexes glory.
It is not feare to die, but to loose you
That brings this Feaver on me. I will now
Discover to you, that which till this minute
I durst not trust the ayre with. Ere you knew
What power the magique of your beauty had,
I was inchanted by it, likd, and lovd it,
My fondnesse still encreasing with my yeares:
And flatterd by false hopes, I did attend
Some blessed oportunity to move
The Duke with his consent to make you mine.
But now, such is my starre-crossd destinie,
When he beholds you as you are, he cannot
Denie himselfe the happinesse to enjoy you.
And I as well in reason may entreat him
To give away his Crowne, as to part from
A jewell of more value, such you are:
Yet howsoever, when you are his Dutchesse,
And I am turnd into forgotten dust,
Pray you love my memory. I should say more
But I am cut off.
Enter COZIMO, CAROLO, CONTARINO and others.

Sanazarro. The Duke? that countenance once,
When it was clothd in smiles, shewd like an Angels,
But now tis folded up in clouds of fury,
Tis terrible to looke on. The duke admiring LIDIA.

Lidia. Sir.

Cozimo. A while
Silence your musicall tongue, and let me feast
My eyes with the most ravishing object that
They ever gazd on. Theres no miniature
In her faire face, but is a copious theme
Which would (discoursd at large of) make a volume.
What cleare archd browes! what sparkling eyes! the Lillies
Contending with the Roses in her cheekes,
Who shall most set them off! what ruby lips!

Or unto what can I compare her neck,
But to a rock of christall? every limb
Proportiond to loves wish, and in their neatnesse
Add lustre to the riches of her habit,
Not borrow from it.

Lidia. You are pleasd to shew Sir
The fluencie of your language, in advancing
A Subject much unworthy.

Cozimo. How unworthy?
By all the vowes which Lovers offer at
The Cyprian Goddesse Altars, eloquence
It selfe presuming, as you are, to speake you,
Would be struck dumb. And what have you deservd then?
(Wretches you kneele too late) that have endevourd
To spout the poyson of your black detraction
On this immaculate whitenesse? was it malice
To her perfections? or — 

Fiorinda. Your Highnesse promisd
A gracious hearing to the Count.

Lidia. And Prince too;
Doe not make voyde so just a grant.

Cozimo. We will not,
Yet since their accusation must be urgd,
And strongly, ere their weak defence have hearing,
We seat you here as Judges to determine
Ladies in the chaires of State.
Of your grosse wrongs and ours. And now remembring
Whose Deputies you are, be neither swayd,
Or with particular spleene, or foolish pittie,
For neither can become you.

Carolo. Theres some hope yet
Since they have such gentle Judges.

Cozimo. Rise, and stand forth then,
And heare with horror to your guilty soules
What we will prove against you. Could this Princesse
(Thou enemie to thy selfe) stoope her high flight
Of towring greatnesse to invite thy lownesse
To looke up to it, and with nimble wings
Of gratitude, couldst thou forbeare to meet it?
Were her favours boundlesse in a noble way,

And warranted by our allowance, yet
In thy acceptation there appeard no signe
Of a modest thankfulnesse?

Fiorinda. Pray you forbeare
To presse that farther, tis a fault we have
Already heard, and pardond.

Cozimo. We will then
Passe over it, and briefly touch at that
Which does concern our selfe. In which both being
Equall offenders, what we shall speake, points
Indifferently at either. How we raisd thee
(Forgetfull Sanazarro) of our Grace
To a full possession of power, and honors,
It being too well knowne, well not remember.
And what thou wert (rash youth) in expectation
(And from which headlong thou hast throwne thy selfe)
Not Florence, but all Tuskany can witnesse
With admiration. To assure thy hopes,
We did keepe constant to a widdowed bed,
And did deny our selfe those lawfull pleasures,
Our absolute power and height of blood allowd us.
Made both, the keyes that opend our hearts secrets,
And what you spake believd as Oracles.
But you in recompence of this to him
That gave you all, to whom you owd your being
With trecherous lies endevourd to conceale
This jewell from our knowledge, which our selfe
Could onely lay just clayme too.

Giovanni. Tis most true Sir.

Sanazarro. We both confesse a guilty cause.

Cozimo. Looke on her,
Is this a beauty fit to be imbracd
By any Subjects armes? Can any tyre
Become that forhead, but a Diadem?
Or should we grant your being false to us
Could be excusd, your trechery to her
In seeking to deprive her of that greatnesse
(Her matchless forme considerd) she was born too,
Must nere finde pardon! We have spoken Ladies
Like a rough Orator, that brings more truth
Then rhetorique to make good his accusation,
And now expect your sentence.
The Ladies descend from the State.

Lidia. In your birth Sir
You were markd out the Judge of life, and death,
And we that are your Subjects to attend
With trembling feare your doome.

Fiorinda. We doe resigne
This Chaire as onely proper to your selfe.

Giovanni. And since in justice we are lost, we flie
Unto your saving mercie. All kneeling.

Sanazarro. Which sets off
A Prince much more then rigour.

Carolo. And becomes him
When tis expressd to such as fell by weaknesse
(That being a twin-borne brother to affection)
Better then wreathes of conquest.
Hieronimo, Hippolito, Contarino, Alphonso.
We all speake
Their language mighty Sir.

Cozimo. You know our temper,
And therefore with more boldnesse venter on it.
And would not our consent to your demands
Deprive us of a happinesse hereafter
Ever to be despaird of, we perhaps
Might hearken neerer to you, and could wish
With some qualification or excuse
You might make lesse the mountaines of your crimes,
And so invite our clemencie to feast with you.
But you that knew with what impatiencie
Of griefe we parted from the faire Clarinda
Our Dutchesse, (let her memory still be sacred)
And with what imprecations on our selfe
We vowd, not hoping ere to see her equall,
Nere to make triall of a second choyce,
If Nature framd not one that did excell her,
(As this Mayds beauty prompts us that she does)
And yet with oathes then mixd with teares, upon
Her monument we swore our eye should never
Againe be tempted, tis true, and those vowes

Are registred above, something here tells me.
Carolo thou heardst us sweare.

Carolo. And sweare so deeply,
That if all womens beauties were in this
(As shes not to be namd with the dead Dutchess,)
Nay, all their vertues bound up in one story
(Of which mine is scarce an Epitome)
If you should take her as a wife, the waight
Of your perjuries would sink you. If I durst
I had told you this before.

Cozimo. Tis strong truth Carolo,
And yet what was necessity in us
Cannot free them from treason.

Carolo. Theres your error.
The Prince in care to have you keepe your vowes
Made unto heaven, vouchsafd to love my daughter.

Lidia. He told me so indeed Sir.

Fiorinda. And the Count
Averrd as much to me.

Cozimo. You all conspire
To force our mercy from us.

Carolo. Which givn up,
To after-times, preserves you unforsworne,
An Honor, which will live upon your Tombe
When your Greatnesse is forgotten.

Cozimo. Though we know
All this is practise, and that both are false,
Such reverence we will pay to dead Clarinda,
And to our serious oathes, that we are pleasd
With our owne hand to blinde our eyes, and not
Know what we understand. Here Giovanni
We pardon thee, and take from us in this,
More then our Dukedome, love her. As I part
With her, all thoughts of women flie fast from us.
Sanazarro, we forgive you. In your service
To this Princesse merit it. Yet let not others
That are in trust and grace, as you have beene,
By the example of our lenity,
Presume upon their Soveraignes clemencie. A showt.

All. Long live great Cozimo.
Enter CALANDRINO, PETRONELLA.

Calandrino. Sure the Duke is
In the giving vaine they are so lowd. Come on Spouse,
We have heard all, and we will have our boone too.

Cozimo. What ist?

Calandrino. That your Grace, in remembrance of
My share in a dance, and that I playd your part
When you should have drunk hard, would get this Signiors grant
To give this Damsell to me in the Church,
For we are contracted; in it you shall doe
Your Dukedome pleasure.

Cozimo. How?

Calandrino. Why the whole race
Of such as can act naturally fooles parts,
Are quite worne out, and they that doe survive,
Doe onely zanie us; and we will bring you,
If we die not without issue, of both sexes
Such chopping mirth-makers, as shall preserve
Perpetuall cause of sport, both to your Grace,
And your posterity, that sad melancholly
Shall nere approach you.

Cozimo. We are pleasd in it,
And will pay her portion. May the passage prove
Of whats presented, worthy of your love,
And favour, as was aymd, and we have all
That can in compasse of our wishes fall. [Exeunt.]


The Picture (1629)
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The Picture was licensed for performance by Henry Herbert on 8 June 1629 and was published by bookseller Thomas Walkley in 1630. The tragicomedy was first staged in 1629 at the Blackfriars Theatre and The Globe, the two theatres where the Kings Men performed. In 1625, Massinger assumed the role of chief playwright for the Kings Men, which meant that nearly all of his plays produced after 1625 had been written for and performed by the Kings Men. Shakespeare had been the chief playwright for the acting company until his death in 1616, after which Massingers frequent collaborator, John Fletcher, became attached to the Kings Men as their main playwright until his death from the plague in 1625. Massinger dedicated The Picture to the members of the Inner Temple, which was and remains, one of the four Inns of Court which form an honourable society to which all barristers in England and Wales must belong in order to practise law.

Massinger once again used William Painters The Palace of Pleasure (1567) as one of his main sources for the play, as well as an English translation of The Theatre of Honour and Knighthood published by William Jaggard in 1623. There is little to no historical accuracy in the play, even if Massinger did take inspiration from real life figures and events. 

The Picture is set during a period of Hungarian resistance to Ottoman expansion. A knight of Bohemia, Mathias, joins the Hungarian forces to fight the Ottomans and leaves his wife, Sophia, behind. Despite Sophias love for him, he remains concerned and uneasy that in his absence she may be unfaithful. He is given a miniature picture of her by his friend that practises magic, which will change colour if she commits infidelity. Meanwhile, King Ladislaus of Hungary is portrayed as an overly doting and even subservient husband to his arrogant wife, Honoria. When Mathias encounters Honoria, she becomes envious of his devotion to his wife and plots to challenge his loyalty. Massinger depicts the Hungarian court as immoral and disordered and clearly links this to the emasculation of the King by his wife and the distortion of the gender hierarchy.
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Hare Court, within the Inner Temple
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The original frontispiece of the source text William Painters The Palace of Pleasure, 1566


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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The Hungarian Court:

Ladislaus, king of Hungary.
Honoria, the queen.
Acanthe, maid of honour.
Sylvia, maid of honour.
Ferdinand, general of the army.
Eubulus, an old counsellor.
Ubaldo, a wild courtier.
Ricardo, a wild courtier.

Bohemian Characters:

Mathias, a knight of Bohemia.
Sophia, wife to Mathias.
Hilario, servant to Sophia.
Corisca, Sophias woman.
Julio Baptista, a great scholar.

Two Boys, representing Apollo and Pallas.
Two Posts, or Couriers.
A Guide.
Servants to the queen.
Servants to Mathias.

Maskers, Attendants, Officers, Captains, &c.

SCENE:
Partly in Hungary, and partly in Bohemia.

Settings, Scene Breaks and Stage Directions.

The original quarto does not provide settings for the play; all this editions indicated settings are adopted from Gifford.
The original quarto of The Picture was divided into five Acts and multiple scenes, which organization we follow.
Finally, as is our normal practice, some stage directions have been added, and some modified, for purposes of clarity. Most of these minor changes are adopted from Gifford.


Act I


ACT I, SCENE I.
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THE FRONTIERS OF Bohemia.

Enter Mathias in armour, Sophia in a riding suit,
Corisca, Hilario, with other Servants.

Math.  Since we must part, Sophia, to pass further
Is not alone impertinent, but dangerous.
We are not distant from the Turkish camp
Above five leagues, and who knows but some party
Of his Timariots, that scour the country,
May fall upon us? − be now, as thy name,
Truly interpreted, hath ever spoke thee,
Wise and discreet; and to thy understanding
Marry thy constant patience.

Soph. You put me, sir,
To the utmost trial of it.

Math. Nay, no melting;
Since the necessity that now separates us,
We have long since disputed, and the reasons,
Forcing me to it, too oft washed in tears.
I grant that you, in birth, were far above me,
And great men, my superiors, rivals for you;
But mutual consent of heart, as hands,
Joined by true love, hath made us one, and equal:
Nor is it in me mere desire of fame,
Or to be cried up by the public voice,
For a brave soldier, that puts on my armour:
Such airy tumours take not me. You know
How narrow our demeans are, and whats more,
Having as yet no charge of children on us,
We hardly can subsist.

Soph. In you alone, sir,
I have all abundance.

Math. For my minds content,
In your own language I could answer you.
You have been an obedient wife, a right one;
And to my power, though short of your desert,
I have been ever an indulgent husband.
We have long enjoyed the sweets of love, and though
Not to satiety, or loathing, yet
We must not live such dotards on our pleasures,
As still to hug them, to the certain loss
Of profit and preferment. Competent means
Maintains a quiet bed; want breeds dissention,
Even in good women.

Soph. Have you found in me, sir,
Any distaste, or sign of discontent,
For want of whats superfluous?

Math. No, Sophia;
Nor shalt thou ever have cause to repent
Thy constant course in goodness, if Heaven bless
My honest undertakings. Tis for thee
That I turn soldier, and put forth, dearest,
Upon this sea of action, as a factor,
To trade for rich materials to adorn
Thy noble parts, and shew them in full lustre.
I blush that other ladies, less in beauty
And outward form, but in the harmony
Of the souls ravishing music, the same age
Not to be named with thee, should so out-shine thee
In jewèls, and variety of wardrobes;
While you, to whose sweet innocence both Indies
Compared are of no value, wanting these,
Pass unregarded.

Soph. If I am so rich, or
In your opiniön, why should you borrow
Additions for me?

Math. Why! I should be censured
Of ignorance, possessing such a jewel
Above all price, if I forbear to give it
The best of ornaments: therefore, Sophia,
In few words know my pleasure, and obey me,
As you have ever done. To your discretion
I leave the government of my family,
And our poor fortunes; and from these command
Obedience to you, as to myself:
To the utmost of whats mine, live plentifully;
And, ere the remnant of our store be spent,
With my good sword I hope I shall reap for you
A harvest in such full abundance, as
Shall make a merry winter.

Soph. Since you are not
To be diverted, sir, from what you purpose,
All arguments to stay you here are useless:
Go when you please, sir. − Eyes, I charge you waste not
One drop of sorrow; look you hoard all up
Till in my widowed bed I call upon you,
But then be sure you fail not. You blest angels,
Guardians of human life, I at this instant
Forbear tinvoke you: at our parting, twere
To personate devotiön. − My soul
Shall go along with you, and, when you are
Circled with death and horror, seek and find you:
And then I will not leave a saint unsued to
For your protectiön. To tell you what
I will do in your absence, would shew poorly;
My actions shall speak for me: twere to doubt you
To beg I may hear from you; where you are
You cannot live obscure, nor shall one post,
By night or day, pass unexamined by me.
If I dwell long upon your lips, consider,

[Kisses him.]

After this feast, the griping fast that follows,
And it will be excusable; pray turn from me.
All that I can, is spoken.

[Exit Sophia.]

Math. Follow your mistress.
Forbear your wishes for me; let me find them,
At my return, in your prompt will to serve her.

Hil. For my part, sir, I will grow lean with study
To make her merry.

Coris. Though you are my lord,
Yet being her gentlewoman, by my place
I may take my leave; your hand, or, if you please
To have me fight so high, Ill not be coy,
But stand a-tip-toe fort.

Math. O, farewell, girl!

[Kisses her.]

Hil. A kiss well begged, Corisca.

Coris. Twas my fee;
Love, how he melts! I cannot blame my ladys
Unwillingness to part with such marmalade lips.
There will be scrambling for them in the camp;
And were it not for my honesty, I could wish now
I were his leaguer laundress; I would find
Soap of mine own, enough to wash his linen,
Or I would strain hard fort.

Hil. How the mammet twitters! −
Come, come; my lady stays for us.

Coris. Would I had been
Her ladyship the last night!

Hil. No more of that, wench.

[Exeunt Hilario, Corisca, and the rest.]

Math. I am strangely troubled: yet why I should nourish
A fury here, and with imagined food,
Having no real grounds on which to raise
A building of suspicion she was ever
Or can be false hereafter? I in this
But foolishly enquire the knowledge of
A future sorrow, which, if I find out,
My present ignorance were a cheap purchase,
Though with my loss of being. I have already
Dealt with a friend of mine, a general scholar,
One deeply read in natures hidden secrets,
And, though with much unwillingness, have won him
To do as much as art can, to resolve me
My fate that follows. − To my wish, hes come.

Enter Baptista.

Julio Baptista, now I may affirm
Your promise and performance walk together;
And therefore, without circumstance, to the point:
Instruct me what I am.

Bapt. I could wish you had
Made trial of my love some other way.

Math. Nay, this is from the purpose.

Bapt. If you can
Proportion your desire to any mean,
I do pronounce you happy; I have found,
By certain rules of art, your matchless wife
Is to this present hour from all pollution
Free and untainted.

Math. Good.

Bapt. In reason, therefore,
You should fix here, and make no further search
Of what may fall hereafter.

Math. O, Baptista,
Tis not in me to master so my passions;
I must know further, or you have made good
But half your promise. While my love stood by,
Holding her upright, and my presence was
A watch upon her, her desires being met too
With equal ardour from me, what one proof
Could she give of her constancy, being untempted?
But when I am absent, and my coming back
Uncertain, and those wanton heats in women
Not to be quenched by lawful means, and she
The absolute disposer of herself,
Without control or curb; nay, more, invited
By opportunity, and all strong temptations,
If then she hold out −

Bapt. As, no doubt, she will.

Math.  Those doubts must be made certainties, Baptista,
By your assurance; or your boasted art
Deserves no admiration. How you trifle,
And play with my affliction! I am on
The rack, till you confirm me.

Bapt. Sure, Mathias,
I am no god, nor can I dive into
Her hidden thoughts, or know what her intents are;
That is denied to art, and kept concealed
Even from the devils themselves: they can but guess,
Out of long observation, what is likely;
But positively to fortell that shall be,
You may conclude impossible. All I can,
I will do for you; when you are distant from her
A thousand leagues, as if you then were with her,
You shall know truly when she is solicited,
And how far wrought on.

Math. I desire no more.

Bapt. Take, then, this little model of Sophia,
With more than human skill limned to the life;

[Gives him a picture.]

Each line and lineament of it, in the drawing
So punctually observed, that, had it motion,
In so much twere herself.

Math. It is indeed
An admirable piece; but if it have not
Some hidden virtue that I cannot guess at,
In what can it advantage me?

Bapt. Ill instruct you:
Carry it still about you, and as oft
As you desire to know how shes affected,
With curious eyes peruse it: while it keeps
The figure it now has, entire and perfit,
She is not only innocent in fact,
But unattempted; but if once it vary
From the true form, and whats now white and red
Incline to yellow, rest most confident
Shes with all violence courted, but unconquered;
But if it turn all black, tis an assurance
The fort, by composition or surprise,
Is forced, or with her free consent surrendered.

Math. How much you have engaged me for this favour,
The service of my whole life shall make good.

Bapt. We will not part so, Ill along with you,
And it is needful: with the rising sun
The armies meet; yet, ere the fight begin,
In spite of opposition, I will place you
In the head of the Hungarian generals troop,
And near his person.

Math. As my better angel,
You shall direct and guide me.

Bapt. As we ride
Ill tell you more.

Math. In all things Ill obey you.

[Exeunt.]


ACT I, SCENE II.

[image: img39.jpg]

Alba Regalis, Hungary.
A State-room in the Palace.

Enter Ubaldo and Ricardo.

Ric. When came the post?

Ubald. The last night.

Ric. From the camp?

Ubald. Yes, as tis said, and the letter writ and signed
By the general, Ferdinand.

Ric. Nay, then, sans question,
It is of moment.

Ubald. It concerns the lives
Of two great armies.

Ric. Was it cheerfully
Received by the king?

Ubald. Yes; for being assured
The armies were in view of one another,
Having proclaimed a public fast and prayer
For the good success, he dispatched a gentleman
Of his privy chamber to the general,
With absolute authority from him
To try the fortune of a day.

Ric. No doubt then
The general will come on, and fight it bravely.
Heaven prosper him! This military art
I grant to be the noblest of professions;
And yet, I thank my stars fort, I was never
Inclined to learn it; since this bubble honour
(Which is, indeed, the nothing soldiers fight for),
With the loss of limbs or life, is, in my judgment,
Too dear a purchase.

Ubald. Give me our court-warfare:
The danger is not great in the encounter
Of a fair mistress.

Ric. Fair and sound together
Do very well, Ubaldo; but such are,
With difficulty to be found out; and when they know
Their value, prized too high. By thy own report,
Thou wast at twelve a gamester, and since that,
Studied all kinds of females, from the night-trader
I the street, with certain danger to thy pocket,
To the great lady in her cabinet;
That spent upon thee more in cullises,
To strengthen thy weak back, than would maintain
Twelve Flanders mares, and as many running horses:
Besides apothecaries and chirurgeons bills,
Paid upon all occasions, and those frequent.

Ubald. You talk, Ricardo, as if yet you were
A novice in those mysteries.

Ric. By no means;
My doctor can assure the contrary:
I lose no time. I have felt the pain and pleasure,
As he that is a gamester, and plays often,
Must sometimes be a loser.

Ubald. Wherefore, then,
Do you envy me?

Ric. It grows not from my want,
Nor thy abundance; but being, as I am,
The likelier man, and of much more experience,
My good parts are my curses: theres no beauty,
But yields ere it be summoned; and, as nature
Had signed me the monopoly of maidenheads,
Theres none can buy till I have made my market.
Satiety cloys me; as I live, I would part with
Half my estate, nay, travel oer the world,
To find that only phoenix in my search,
That could hold out against me.

Ubald. Be not rapt so;
You may spare that labour. As she is a woman,
What think you of the queen?

Ric. I dare not aim at
The petticoat royal, that is still excepted:
Yet, were she not my kings, being the abstract
Of all thats rare, or to be wished in woman,
To write her in my catalogue, having enjoyed her,
I would venture my neck to a halter − but we talk of
Impossibilities: as she hath a beauty
Would make old Nestor young; such majesty
Draws forth a sword of terror to defend it,
As would fright Paris, though the queen of love
Vowed her best furtherance to him.

Ubald. Have you observed
The gravity of her language, mixed with sweetness?

Ric. Then at what distance she reserves herself
When the king himself makes his approaches to her.

Ubald. As she were still a virgin, and his life
But one continued wooing.

Ric. She well knows
Her worth, and values it.

Ubald. And so far the king is
Indulgent to her humours, that he forbears
The duty of a husband, but when she calls fort.

Ric. All his imaginatiöns and thoughts
Are buried in her; the loud noise of war
Cannot awake him.

Ubald. At this very instant,
When both his life and crown are at the stake,
He only studies her content, and when
Shes pleased to shew herself, music and masques
Are with all care and cost provided for her.

Ric. This night she promised to appear.

Ubald. You may
Believe it by the diligence of the king,
As if he were her harbinger.

[Enter Ladislaus, Eubulus,
and Attendants with perfumes.]

Ladis. These rooms
Are not perfumed, as we directed.

Eubu. Not, sir!
I know not what you would have; I am sure the smoke
Cost treble the price of the whole weeks provision
Spent in your majestys kitchens.

Ladis. How I scorn
Thy gross comparison! When my Honoria,
The amazement of the present time, and envy
Of all succeeding ages, does descend
To sanctify a place, and in her presence
Makes it a temple to me, can I be
Too curious, much less prodigal, to receive her?
But that the splendour of her beams of beauty
Hath struck thee blind −

Eubu. As dotage hath done you.

Ladis. Dotage? O blasphemy! is it in me
To serve her to her merit? Is she not
The daughter of a king?

Eubu. And you the son
Of ours, I take it; by what privilege else
Do you reign over us? for my part, I know not
Where the disparity lies.

Ladis. Her birth, old man,
(Old in the kingdoms service, which protects thee),
Is the least grace in her: and though her beauties
Might make the Thunderer a rival for her,
They are but superficial ornaments,
And faintly speak her: from her heavenly mind,
Were all antiquity and fiction lost,
Our modern poets could not, in their fancy,
But fashion a Minerva far transcending
The imagined one whom Homer only dreamt of.
But then add this, shes mine, mine, Eubulus!
And though she knows one glance from her fair eyes
Must make all gazers her idolaters,
She is so sparing of their influence,
That, to shun superstitiön in others,
She shoots her powerful beams only at me.
And can I, then, whom she desires to hold
Her kingly captive above all the world,
Whose natiöns and empires, if she pleased,
She might command as slaves, but gladly pay
The humble tribute of my love and service,
Nay, if I said of adoration, to her,
I did not err?

Eubu. Well, since you hug your fetters,
In Loves name wear them! You are a king, and that
Concludes you wise, your will, a powerful reason:
Which we, that are foolish subjects, must not argue.
And what in a mean man I should call folly,
Is in your majesty remarkable wisdom:
But for me, I subscribe.

Ladis. Do, and look up,
Upon this wonder.

Loud music.
Enter Honoria in state under a Canopy;
her train borne up by Sylvia and Acanthe.

Ric. Wonder! It is more, sir.

Ubald. A rapture, an astonishment.

Ric. What think you, sir?

Eubu. As the king thinks; that is the surest guard
We courtiers ever lie at. Was prince ever
So drowned in dotage? Without spectacles
I can see a handsome woman, and she is so:
But yet to admiration look not on her.
Heaven, how he fawns! and, as it were his duty,
With what assurèd gravity she receives it!
Her hand again! O she at length vouchsafes
Her lip, and as he had sucked nectar from it,
How hes exalted! Women in their natures
Affect command; but this humility
In a husband and a king marks her the way
To absolute tyranny.

[The king seats her on his throne.]

So! Junos placed
In Joves tribunal: and, like Mercury,
(Forgetting his own greatness), he attends
For her employments. She prepares to speak;
What oracles shall we hear now?

Hon. That you please, sir,
With such assurances of love and favour,
To grace your handmaid, but in being yours, sir,
A matchless queen, and one that knows herself so,
Binds me in retribution to deserve
The grace conferred upon me.

Ladis. You transcend
In all things excellent: and it is my glory,
Your worth weighed truly, to depose myself
From absolute command, surrendering up
My will and faculties to your disposure:
And here I vow, not for a day or year,
But my whole life, which I wish long to serve you,
That whatsoever I in justice may
Exact from these my subjects, you from me
May boldly challenge: and when you require it,
In sign of my subjection, as your vassal,
Thus I will pay my homage.

Hon. O forbear, sir!
Let not my lips envy my robe; on them
Print your allegiance often: I desire
No other fealty.

Ladis. Gracious sovereign!
Boundless in bounty!

Eubu. Is not here fine fooling!
Hes, questionless, bewitched. Would I were gelt,
So that would disenchant him! though I forfeit
My life fort, I must speak. − By your good leave, sir –
I have no suit to you, nor can you grant one,
Having no power: you are like me, a subject,
Her more than serene majesty being present.
And I must tell you, tis ill manners in you,
Having deposed yourself, to keep your hat on,
And not stand bare, as we do, being no king,
But a fellow-subject with us. − Gentlemen ushers,
It does belong to your place, see it reformed;
He has given away his crown, and cannot challenge
The privilege of his bonnet.

Ladis. Do not tempt me.

Eubu. Tempt you! in what? in following your example?
If you are angry, question me hereafter,
As Ladislaus should do Eubulus,
On equal terms. You were of late my sovereign,
But weary of it, I now bend my knee
To her divinity, and desire a boon
From her more than magnificence.

Hon. Take it freely. −
Nay, be not moved; for our mirths sake let us hear him.

Eubu. Tis but to ask a question: Have you neer read
The story of Semiramis and Ninus?

Hon. Not as I remember.

Eubu. I will then instruct you,
And tis to the purpose: this Ninus was a king,
And such an impotent loving king as this was,
But now hes none; this Ninus (pray you observe me)
Doted on this Semiramis, a smiths wife
(I must confess, there the comparison holds not,
You are a kings daughter, yet, under your correction,
Like her, a woman); this Assyrian monarch,
Of whom this is a pattern, to express
His love and service, seated her, as you are,
In his regal throne, and bound by oath his nobles,
Forgetting all allegiance to himself,
One day to be her subjects, and to put
In executiön whatever she
Pleased to impose upon them: − pray you command him
To minister the like to us, and then
You shall hear what followed.

Ladis. Well, sir, to your story.

Eubu. You have no warrant, stand by; let me know
Your pleasure, goddess.

Hon. Let this nod assure you.

Eubu. Goddess-like, indeed! as I live, a pretty idol!
She knowing her power, wisely made use of it;
And fearing his inconstancy, and repentance
Of what he had granted (as, in reason, madam,
You may do his), that he might never have
Power to recall his grant, or question her
For her short government, instantly gave order
To have his head struck off.

Ladis. Ist possible?

Eubu. The story says so, and commends her wisdom
For making use of her authority.
And it is worth your imitation, madam:
He loves subjection, and you are no queen,
Unless you make him feel the weight of it.
You are more than all the world to him, and that
He may be so to you, and not seek change
When his delights are sated, mew him up
In some close prison (if you let him live,
Which is no policy), and there diet him
As you think fit, to feed your appetite;
Since there ends his ambition.

Ubald. Devilish counsel!

Ric. The kings amazed.

Ubald. The queen appears, too, full
Of deep imaginations; Eubulus
Hath put both to it.

Ric. Now she seems resolved:
I long to know the issue.

[Honoria descends from the throne.]

Hon. Give me leave,
Dear sir, to reprehend you for appearing
Perplexed with what this old man, out of envy
Of your unequal graces, showered upon me,
Hath, in his fabulous story, saucily
Applied to me. Sir, that you only nourish
One doubt Honoria dares abuse the power
With which she is invested by your favour;
Or that she ever can make use of it
To the injury of you, the great bestower,
Takes from your judgment. It was your delight
To seek to me with more obsequiousness
Than I desired: and stood it with my duty
Not to receive what you were pleased to offer?
I do but act the part you put upon me,
And though you make me personate a queen,
And you my subject, when the play, your pleasure,
Is at a period, I am what I was
Before I entered, still your humble wife,
And you my royal sovereign.

Ric. Admirable!

Hon. I have heard of captains taken more with dangers
Than the rewards; and if, in your approaches
To those delights which are your own, and freely,
To heighten your desire, you make the passage
Narrow and difficult, shall I prescribe you,
Or blame your fondness? or can that swell me
Beyond my just proportion?

Ubald. Above wonder!

Ladis. Heaven make me thankful for such goodness.

Hon. Now, sir,
The state I took to satisfy your pleasure,
I change to this humility; and the oath
You made to me of homage, I thus cancel,
And seat you in your own.

[Leads the king to the throne.]

Ladis. I am transported
Beyond myself.

Hon. And now, to your wise lordship:
Am I proved a Semiramis? or hath
My Ninus, as maliciously you made him,
Cause to repent the excess of favour to me,
Which you call dotage?

Ladis. Answer, wretch!

Eubu. I dare, sir,
And say, however the event may plead
In your defence, you had a guilty cause;
Nor was it wisdom in you, I repeat it,
To teach a lady, humble in herself,
With the ridiculous dotage of a lover,
To be ambitious.

Hon. Eubulus, I am so;
Tis rooted in me; you mistake my temper.
I do profess myself to be the most
Ambitious of my sex, but not to hold
Command over my lord; such a proud torrent
Would sink me in my wishes: not that I
Am ignorant how much I can deserve,
And may with justice challenge.

Eubu. [Aside] This I looked for;
After this seeming humble ebb, I knew
A gushing tide would follow.

Hon. By my birth,
And liberal gifts of nature, as of fortune,
From you, as things beneath me, I expect
Whats due to majesty, in which I am
A sharer with your sovereign.

Eubu. Good again!

Hon. And as I am most eminent in place,
In all my actiöns I would appear so.

Ladis. You need not fear a rival.

Hon. I hope not;
And till I find one, I disdain to know
What envy is.

Ladis. You are above it, madam.

Hon. For beauty without art, discourse, and free
From affectation, with what graces else
Can in the wife and daughter of a king
Be wished, I dare prefer myself, as −

Eubu. I
Blush for you, lady. Trumpet your own praises!
This spoken by the people had been heard
With honour to you. Does the court afford
No oil-tongued parasite, that you are forced
To be your own gross flatterer?

Ladis. Be dumb,
Thou spirit of contradictiön!

Hon. The wolf
But barks against the moon, and I contemn it.

[A horn sounded within.]

The masque you promised?

Ladis. Let them enter.

Enter a Post.

How!

Eubu. Heres one, I fear, unlooked for.

Ladis. From the camp?

Post. The general, victorious in your fortune,
Kisses your hand in this, sir.

[Delivers a letter.]

Ladis. That great Power,
Who at his pleasure does dispose of battailes,
Be ever praised fort! Read, sweet, and partake it:
The Turk is vanquished, and with little loss
Upon our part, in which our joy is doubled.

Eubu. But let it not exalt you; bear it, sir,
With moderation, and pay what you owe fort.

Ladis. I understand thee, Eubulus. − Ill not now
Enquire particulars. −

[Exit Post.]

− Our delights deferred,
With reverence to the temples; there well tender
Our souls devotiöns to His dread might,
Who edged our swords, and taught us how to fight.

[Exeunt.]


Act II


ACT II, SCENE I.
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Bohemia.
A Room in Mathias House.

Enter Hilario and Corisca.

Hil. You like my speech?

Coris. Yes, if you give it action
In the delivery.

Hil. If! I pity you.
I have played the fool before; this is not the first time,
Nor shall be, I hope, the last.

Coris. Nay, I think so too.

Hil. And if I put her not out of her dumps with laughter,
Ill make her howl for anger.

Coris. Not too much
Of that, good fellow Hilario: our sad lady
Hath drank too often of that bitter cup;
A pleasant one must restore her. With what patience
Would she endure to hear of the death of my lord;
That, merely out of doubt he may miscarry,
Afflicts herself thus?

Hil. Umph! tis a question
A widow only can resolve. There be some
That in their husbands sicknesses have wept
Their pottle of tears a day; but being once certain
At midnight he was dead, have in the morning
Dried up their handkerchiefs, and thought no more ont.

Coris. Tush, she is none of that race; if her sorrow
Be not true and perfit, I, against my sex,
Will take my oath woman neer wept in earnest.
She has made herself a prisoner to her chamber,
Dark as a dungeon, in which no beam
Of comfort enters. She admits no visits;
Eats little, and her nightly music is
Of sighs and groans, tuned to such harmony
Of feeling grief, that I, against my nature,
Am made one of the consort. This hour only
She takes the air, a custom every day
She solemnly observes, with greedy hopes,
From some that pass by, to receive assurance
Of the success and safety of her lord.
Now, if that your device will take −

Hil. Neer fear it:
I am provided cap-à-pe, and have
My properties in readiness.

Soph. [within] Bring my veil, there.

Coris. Be gone, I hear her coming.

Hil. If I do not
Appear, and, whats more, appear perfit, hiss me.

[Exit Hilario.]

Enter Sophia.

Soph. I was flattered once, I was a star, but now
Turned a prodigious meteor, and, like one,
Hang in the air between my hopes and fears;
And every hour, the little stuff burnt out
That yields a waning light to dying comfort,
I do expect my fall, and certain ruin.
In wretched things more wretched is delay;
And Hope, a parasite to me, being unmasked,
Appears more horrid than Despair, and my
Distraction worse than madness. Even my prayers,
When with most zeal sent upward, are pulled down
With strong imaginary doubts and fears,
And in their sudden precipice oerwhelm me.
Dreams and fantastic visions walk the round
About my widowed bed, and every slumbers
Broken with loud alarms: can these be then
But sad presages, girl?

Coris. You make them so,
And antedate a loss shall neer fall on you.
Such pure affectiön, such mutual love,
A bed, and undefiled on either part,
A house without contention, in two bodies
One will and soul, like to the rod of concord,
Kissing each other, cannot be short-lived,
Or end in barrenness. − If all these, dear madam,
(Sweet in your sadness,) should produce no fruit,
Or leave the age no models of yourselves,
To witness to posterity what you were;
Succeeding times, frighted with the example,
But hearing of your story, would instruct
Their fairest issue to meet sensually,
Like other creatures, and forbear to raise
True Love, or Hymen, altars.

Soph. O Corisca,
I know thy reasons are like to thy wishes;
And they are built upon a weak foundation,
To raise me comfort. Ten long days are past,
Ten long days, my Corisca, since my lord
Embarked himself upon a sea of danger,
In his dear care of me. And if his life
Had not been shipwracked on the rock of war,
His tenderness of me (knowing how much
I languish for his absence) had provided
Some trusty friend, from whom I might receive
Assurance of his safety.

Coris.  Ill news, madam,
Are swallow-winged, but whats good walks on crutches:
With patiënce expect it, and, ere long,
No doubt you shall hear from him.

[A sowgelders horn without.]

Soph. Ha! Whats that?

Coris. [Aside]
The fool has got a sowgelders horn. − A post,
As I take it, madam.

Soph. It makes this way still;
Nearer and nearer.

Coris. From the camp, I hope.

Enter a Post, with a horn;
followed by Hilario, in antic armour,
with long white hair and beard.

Soph. The messenger appears, and in strange armour,
Heaven! if it be thy will −

Hil. It is no boot
To strive; our horses tired, lets walk on foot:
And that the castle, which is very near us,
To give us entertainment, may soon hear us,
Blow lustily, my lad, and drawing nigh-a,
Ask for a lady which is cleped Sophia.

Coris. He names you, madam.

Hil. For to her I bring,
Thus clad in arms, news of a pretty thing,
By name Mathias.

[Exit Post.]

Soph. From my lord? O sir,
I am Sophia, that Mathias wife.
So may Mars favour you in all your battailes,
As you with speed unload me of the burthen
I labour under, till I am confirmed
Both where and how you left him!

Hil. If thou art,
As I believe, the pigsney of his heart,
Know hes in health, and whats more, full of glee;
And so much I was willed to say to thee.

Soph. Have you no letters from him?

Hil. No more words.
In the camp we use no pens, but write with swords;
Yet, as I am enjoined, by word of mouth
I will proclaim his deeds from north to south;
But tremble not, while I relate the wonder,
Though my eyes like lightning shine, and my voice thunder.

Soph. This is some counterfeit braggart.

Coris. Hear him, madam.

Hil. The rear marched first, which followed by the van,
And winged with the battalia, no man
Durst stay to shift a shirt, or louse himself;
Yet, ere the armies joined, that hopeful elf,
Thy dear, thy dainty duckling, bold Mathias,
Advanced, and stared like Hercules or Golias.
A hundred thousand Turks, it is no vaunt,
Assailed him; every one a Termagaunt:
But what did he, then! with his keen-edge spear
He cut and carbonated them: here and there
Lay legs and arms; and, as tis said truly
Of Bevis, some he quartered all in three.

Soph. This is ridiculous.

Hil. I must take breath;
Then, like a nightingale, Ill sing his death.

Soph. His death!

Hil. [Aside to Corisca] I am out.

Coris. Recover, dunder-head.

Hil. How he escaped, I should have sung, not died;
For, though a knight, when I said so, I lied.
Weary he was, and scarce could stand upright,
And looking round for some courageous knight
To rescue him, as one perplexed in woe,
He called to me, Help, help, Hilario!
My valiant servant, help!

Coris. He has spoiled all.

Soph. Are you the man of arms, then? Ill make bold
To take off your martial beard, you had fools hair
Enough without it. Slave! how durst thou make
Thy sport of what concerns me more than life,
In such an antic fashion? Am I grown
Contemptible to those I feed? − you, minion,
Had a hand in it too, as it appears;
Your petticoat serves for bases to this warrior.

Coris. We did it for your mirth.

Hil. For myself, I hope,
I have spoke like a soldier.

Soph. Hence, you rascal!
I never but with reverence name my lord,
And can I hear it by thy tongue profaned,
And not correct thy folly? but you are
Transformed and turned knight-errant; take your course,
And wander where you please; for here I vow
By my lords life, (an oath I will not break,)
Till his return, or certainty of his safety,
My doors are shut against thee.

[Exit Sophia.]

Coris. You have made
A fine piece of work ont! How do you like the quality?
You had a foolish itch to be an actor,
And may stroll where you please.

Hil. Will you buy my share?

Coris. No, certainly; I fear I have already
Too much of mine own: Ill only, as a damsel,
(As the books say,) thus far help to disarm you;
And so, dear Don Quixote, taking my leave,
I leave you to your fortune.

[Exit Corisca.]

Hil. Have I sweat
My brains out for this quaint and rare invention,
And am I thus rewarded? I could turn
Tragedian and roar now, but that I fear
Twould get me too great a stomach, having no meat
To pacify colon: what will become of me?
I cannot beg in armour, and steal I dare not:
My end must be to stand in a corn field,
And fright away the crows, for bread and cheese;
Or find some hollow tree in the highway,
And there, until my lord return, sell switches:
No more Hilario, but Dolorio now,
Ill weep my eyes out, and be blind of purpose
To move compassiön; and so I vanish.

[Exit Hilario.]


ACT II, SCENE II.
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Alba Regalis, Hungary.
An Ante-room in the Palace.

Enter Eubulus, Ubaldo, Ricardo, and others.

Eubu. Are the gentlemen sent before, as it was ordered
By the kings directiön, to entertain
The general?

Ric. Long since; they by this have met him,
And given him the bienvenu.

Eubu. I hope I need not
Instruct you in your parts.

Ubald. How! us, my lord!
Fear not; we know our distances and degrees
To the very inch where we are to salute him.

Ric. The state were miserable, if the court had none
Of her own breed, familiar with all garbs
Gracious in England, Italy, Spain, or France;
With form and punctuality to receive
Stranger ambassadors: for the general,
Hes a mere native, and it matters not
Which way we do accost him.

Ubald. Tis great pity
That such as sit at the helm provide no better
For the training up of the gentry. In my judgment
An academy erected, with large pensions
To such as in a table could set down
The congees, cringes, postures, methods, phrase,
Proper to every nation −

Ric. O, it were
An admirable piece of work!

Ubald. And yet rich fools
Throw away their charity on hospitals
For beggars and lame soldiers, and neer study
The due regard to compliment and courtship,
Matters of more import, and are indeed
The glories of a monarchy.

Eubu. These, no doubt,
Are state points, gallants, I confess; but, sure,
Our court needs no aids this way, since it is
A school of nothing else. There are some of you
Whom I forbear to name, whose coining heads
Are the mints of all new fashions, that have done
More hurt to the kingdom by superfluous bravery,
Which the foolish gentry imitate, than a war,
Or a long famine; all the treasure, by
This foul excess, is got into the merchant,
Embroiderer, silkman, jeweller, tailors hand,
And the third part of the land too, the nobility
Engrossing titles only.

Ric. My lord, you are bitter.

[A trumpet.]

Enter a Servant.

Serv. The general is alighted, and now entered.

Ric. Were he ten generals, I am prepared,
And know what I will do.

Eubu. Pray you, what, Ricardo?

Ric. Ill fight at compliment with him.

Ubald. Ill charge home too.

Eubu. And thats a desperate service; if you come off well.

Enter Ferdinand, Mathias, Baptista, and two Captains.

Ferd. Captain, command the officers to keep
The soldier, as he marched, in rank and file,
Till they hear further from me.

[Exeunt Captains.]

Eubu. Heres one speaks
In another key; this is no canting language
Taught in your academy.

Ferd. Nay, I will present you
To the king myself.

Math. A grace beyond my merit.

Ferd. You undervalue what I cannot set
Too high a price on.

Eubu. With a friends true heart,
I gratulate your return.

Ferd. Next to the favour
Of the great king, I am happy in your friendship.

Ubald. By courtship, coarse on both sides!

Ferd. Pray you, receive
This stranger to your knowledge; on my credit,
At all parts he deserves it.

Eubu. Your report
Is a strong assurance to me. Sir, most welcome.

Math. This said by you, the reverence of your age
Commands me to believe it.

Ric. This was pretty;
But second me now. − I cannot stoop too low
To do your excellence that due observance
Your fortune claims.

Eubu. He neer thinks on his virtue!

Ric. For being, as you are, the soul of soldiers,
And bulwark of Bellona −

Ubald. The protection
Both of the court and king −

Ric. And the sole minion
Of mighty Mars −

Ubald. One that with justice may
Increase the number of the worthies −

Eubu. Hoyday!

Ric. It being impossible in my arms to circle
Such giant worth −

Ubald. At distance we presume
To kiss your honoured gauntlet.

Eubu. What reply now
Can he make to this foppery?

Ferd. You have said,
Gallants, so much, and hitherto done so little,
That, till I learn to speak, and you to do,
I must take time to thank you.

Eubu. As I live,
Answered as I could wish. How the fops gape now!

Ric. This was harsh and scurvy.

Ubald. We will be revenged
When he comes to court the ladies, and laugh at him.

Eubu. Nay, do your offices, gentlemen, and conduct
The general to the presence.

Ric. Keep your order.

Ubald. Make way for the general.

[Exeunt all but Eubulus.]

Eubu. What wise man,
That, with judicious eyes, looks on a soldier,
But must confess that fortunes swinge is more
Oer that profession, than all kinds else
Of life pursued by man? They, in a state,
Are but as chirurgeöns to wounded men,
Een desperate in their hopes: while pain and anguish
Make them blaspheme, and call in vain for death:
Their wives and children kiss the chirurgeons knees,
Promise him mountains, if his saving hand
Restore the tortured wretch to former strength.
But when grim death, by Æsculapius art,
Is frighted from the house, and health appears
In sanguine colours on the sick mans face,
All is forgot; and, asking his reward,
Hes paid with curses, often receives wounds
From him whose wounds he cured: so soldiers,
Though of more worth and use, meet the same fate,
As it is too apparent. I have observed,
When horrid Mars, the touch of whose rough hand
With palsies shakes a kingdom, hath put on
His dreadful helmet, and with terror fills
The place where he, like an unwelcome guest,
Resolves to revel, how the lords of her, like
The tradesman, merchant, and litigious pleader,
And such-like scarabs, bred in the dung of peace,
In hope of their protection, humbly offer
Their daughters to their beds, heirs to their service,
And wash with tears their sweat, their dust, their scars:
But when those clouds of war, that menaced
A bloody deluge to the affrighted state,
Are, by their breath, dispersed, and over-blown,
And famine, blood, and death, Bellonas pages,
Whipt from the quiet continent to Thrace;
Soldiers, that, like the foolish hedge-sparrow,
To their own ruin, hatch this cuckoo peace,
Are straight thought burthensome; since want of means,
Growing from want of action, breeds contempt:
And that, the worst of ills, falls to their lot,
Their service, with the danger, soon forgot.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. The queen, my lord, hath made choice of this room,
To see the masque.

Eubu. Ill be a looker on:
My dancing days are past.

Loud music.
Enter Ubaldo, Ricardo, Ferdinand, Honoria,
Mathias, Sylvia, Acanthe, Baptista, Captains, and
others. As they pass, a Song in praise of war.

Ladis. This courtesy
To a stranger, my Honoria, keeps fair rank
With all your rarities. − After your travail,
Look on our court delights; but first, from your
Relation, with erected ears, Ill hear
The music of your war, which must be sweet,
Ending in victory.

Ferd. Not to trouble
Your majesties with description of a battle
Too full of horror for the place, and to
Avoid particulars, which should I deliver,
I must trench longer on your patience than
My manners will give way to; − in a word, sir,
It was well fought on both sides, and almost
With equal fortune, it continuing doubtful
Upon whose tents plumed Victory would take
Her glorious stand. Impatient of delay,
With the flower of our prime gentlemen, I charged
Their main battalia, and with their assistance
Brake in; but, when I was almost assured
That they were routed, by a stratagem
Of the subtile Turk, who opening his gross body,
And rallying up his troops on either side,
I found myself so far engaged, for I
Must not conceal my errors, that I knew not
Which way with honour to come off.

Eubu. I like
A general that tells his faults, and is not
Ambitious to engross unto himself
All honour, as some have, in which, with justice,
They could not claim a share.

Ferd. Being thus hemmed in,
Their scimitars raged among us; and, my horse
Killed under me, I every minute looked for
An honourable end, and that was all
My hope could fashion to me: circled thus
With death and horror, as one sent from Heaven,
This man of men, with some choice horse, that followed
His brave example, did pursue the tract
His sword cut for them, and, but that I see him
Already blush to hear what he, being present,
I know would wish unspoken, I should say, sir,
By what he did, we boldly may believe
All that is writ of Hector.

Math. General,
Pray spare these strange hyperboles.

Eubu. Do not blush
To hear a truth; here are a pair of monsieurs,
Had they been in your place, would have run away,
And neer changed countenance.

Ubald. We have your good word still.

Eubu. And shall, while you deserve it.

Ladis. Silence; on.

Ferd. He, as I said, like dreadful lightning thrown
From Jupiters shield, dispersed the armèd gyre
With which I was environed; horse and man
Shrunk under his strong arm: more, with his looks
Frighted, the valiant fled, with which encouraged,
My soldiers, (like young eaglets preying under
The wings of their fierce dam,) as if from him
They took both spirit and fire, bravely came on.
By him I was remounted, and inspired
With treble courage; and such as fled before
Boldly made head again; and, to confirm them,
It suddenly was apparent, that the fortune
Of the day was ours; each soldier and commander
Performed his part; but this was the great wheel
By which the lesser moved; and all rewards
And signs of honour, as the civic garland,
The mural wreath, the enemys prime horse,
With the generals sword, and armour, (the old honours
With which the Romans crowned their several leaders,)
To him alone are proper.

Ladis. And they shall
Deservedly fall on him. Sit; tis our pleasure.

Ferd. Which I must serve, not argue.

Hon. You are a stranger,
But, in your service for the king, a native,
And, though a free queen, I am bound in duty
To cherish virtue wheresoeer I find it:
This place is yours.

Math. It were presumption in me
To sit so near you.

Hon. Not having our warrant.

[Music within.]

Ladis. Let the masquers enter: by the preparation,
Tis a French brawl, an apish imitation
Of what you really perform in battaile:
And Pallas, bound up in a little volume,
Apollo, with his lute, attending on her,
Serve for the induction.

Enter two boys, dressed as Apollo with his lute
and Pallas: a Dance; after which a Song by Pallas,
in praise of the victorious soldiers.

Though we contemplate to express
The glory of your happiness,
That, by your powerful arm, have been
So true a victor, that no sin
Could ever taint you with a blame
To lessen your deserved fame.

Or, though we contend to set
Your worth in the full height, or get
Celestial singers, crowned with bays,
With flourishes to dress your praise:
You know your conquest; but your story
Lives in your triumphant glory.

Ladis. Our thanks to all.
To the banquet thats prepared to entertain them:

[Exeunt Masquers, Apollo, and Pallas.]

What would my best Honoria?

Hon. May it please
My king, that I, who, by his suffrage, ever
Have had power to command, may now entreat
An honour from him.

Ladis. Why should you desire
What is your own? whateer it be, you are
The mistress of it.

Hon. I am happy in
Your grant: my suit, sir, is, that your commanders,
Especially this stranger, may, as I
In my discretion shall think good, receive
Whats due to their deserts.

Ladis. What you determine
Shall know no alteratiön.

Eubu. The soldier
Is like to have good usage, when he depends
Upon her pleasure! Are all the men so bad,
That, to give satisfaction, we must have
A woman treasurer? Heaven help all!

Hon. [To Mathias] With you, sir,
I will begin, and, as in my esteem
You are most eminent, expect to have
Whats fit for me to give, and you to take.
The favour in the quick dispatch being double, −
Go fetch my casket, and with speed.

[Exit Acanthe.]

Eubu. The kingdom
Is very bare of money, when rewards
Issue from the queens jewel-house. Give him gold
And store, no questiön the gentleman wants it. −
Good madam, what shall he do with a hoop ring,
And a spark of diamond in it, though you take it,

Re-enter Acanthe with a Casket.

For the greater honour, from your majestys finger?
Twill not increase the value. He must purchase
Rich suits, the gay caparisons of courtship,
Revel and feast, which, the war ended, is
A soldiers glory; and tis fit that way
Your bounty should provide for him.

Hon. You are rude,
And by your narrow thoughts proportion mine.
What I will do now shall be worth the envy
Of Cleopatra. Open it; see here

[Honoria descends from the state.]

The lapidarys idol! Gold is trash,
And a poor salary, fit for grooms; wear these
As studded stars in your armour, and make the sun
Look dim with jealousy of a greater light
Than his beams gild the day with: when it is
Exposed to view, call it Honorias gift,
The queen Honorias gift, that loves a soldier;
And, to give ornament and lustre to him,
Parts freely with her own! Yet, not to take
From the magnificence of the king, I will
Dispense his bounty too, but as a page
To wait on mine; for other tosses, take
A hundred thousand crowns: − your hand, dear sir, −

[Takes off the kings signet.]

And this shall be thy warrant.

Eubu. I perceive
I was cheated in this woman: now she is
In the giving vein to soldiers, let her be proud,
And the king dote, so she go on, I care not.

Hon. This done, our pleasure is, that all arrearages
Be paid unto the captains, and their troops;
With a large donative, to increase their zeal
For the service of the kingdom.

Eubu. Better still:
Let men of arms be used thus, if they do not
Charge desperately upon the cannons mouth,
Though the devil roared, and fight like dragons, hang me!
Now they may drink sack: but small beer, with a passport
To beg with as they travel, and no money,
Turns their red blood to buttermilk.

Hon. Are you pleased, sir,
With what I have done?

Ladis. Yes, and thus confirm it,
With this addition of mine own: You have, sir,
From our loved queen received some recompense
For your life hazarded in the late action;
And, that we may follow her great example
In cherishing valour, without limit ask
What you from us can wish.

Math. If it be true,
Dread sir, as tis affirmed, that every soil,
Where he is well, is to a valiant man
His natural country, reason may assure me
I should fix here, where blessings beyond hope,
From you, the spring, like rivers, flow unto me.
If wealth were my ambition, by the queen
I am made rich already, to the amazement
Of all that see, or shall hereafter read
The story of her bounty; if to spend
The remnant of my life in deeds of arms,
No region is more fertile of good knights,
From whom my knowledge that way may be bettered,
Than this your warlike Hungary; if favour,
Or grace in court could take me, by your grant,
Far, far, beyond my merit, I may make
In yours a free election; but, alas! sir,
I am not mine own, but by my destiny
(Which I cannot resist) forced to prefer
My countrys smoke, before the glorious fire
With which your bounties warm me. All I ask, sir,
Though I cannot be ignorant it must relish
Of foul ingratitude, is your gracious license
For my departure.

Ladis. Whither?

Math. To my own home, sir,
My own poor home; which will, at my return,
Grow rich by your magnificence. I am here
But a body without a soul; and, till I find it
In the embraces of my constant wife,
And, to set off that constancy, in her beauty
And matchless excellencies without a rival,
I am but half myself.

Hon. And is she then
So chaste and fair as you infer?

Math. O, madam,
Though it must argue weakness in a rich man,
To shew his gold before an armèd thief,
And I, in praising of my wife, but feed
The fire of lust in others to attempt her;
Such is my full-sailed confidence in her virtue,
Though in my absence she were now besieged
By a strong army of lascivious wooers,
And every one more expert in his art,
Than those that tempted chaste Penelope;
Though they raised batteries by prodigal gifts,
By amorous letters, vows made for her service,
With all the engines wanton appetite
Could mount to shake the fortress of her honour,
Here, here is my assurance she holds out,

[Kisses the picture.]

And is impregnable.

Hon. Whats that?

Math. Her fair figure.

Ladis. As I live, an excellent face!

Hon. You have seen a better.

Ladis. I ever except yours: − nay, frown not, sweetest,
The Cyprian queen, compared to you, in my
Opinion, is a negro. As you ordered,
Ill see the soldiers paid; and, in my absence,
Pray use your powerful arguments, to stay
This gentleman in our service.

Hon. I will do
My part.

Ladis. On to the camp.

[Exeunt Ladislaus, Ferdinand, Eubulus,
Baptista, Captains and others.]

Hon. [Aside] I am full of thoughts,
And something there is here I must give form to,
Though yet an embryon: − You, signiors,
Have no business with the soldier, as I take it,
You are for other warfare; quit the place,
But be within call.

Ric. Employment, on my life, boy!

Ubald. If it lie in our road, we are made for ever.

[Exeunt Ubaldo and Ricardo.]

Hon. You may perceive the king is no way tainted
With the disease of jealousy, since he leaves me
Thus private with you.

Math. It were in him, madam,
A sin unpardonable to distrust such pureness,
Though I were an Adonis.

Hon. I presume
He neither does nor dares: and yet the story
Delivered of you by the general,
With your heroic courage, which sinks deeply
Into a knowing womans heart, besides
Your promising presence, might beget some scruple
In a meaner man; but more of this hereafter.
Ill take another theme now, and conjure you
By the honours you have won, and by the love
Sacred to your dear wife, to answer truly
To what I shall demand.

Math. You need not use
Charms to this purpose, madam.

Hon. Tell me, then,
Being yourself assured tis not in man
To sully with one spot th immaculate whiteness
Of your wifes honour, if you have not, since
The Gordian of your love was tied by marriage,
Played false with her?

Math. By the hopes of mercy, never.

Hon. It may be, not frequenting the converse
Of handsome ladies, you were never tempted,
And so your faiths untried yet.

Math. Surely, madam,
I am no woman-hater; I have been
Received to the society of the best
And fairest of our climate, and have met with
No common entertainment, yet neer felt
The least heat that way.

Hon. Strange! and do you think still,
The earth can show no beauty that can drench
In Lethe all remembrance of the favour
You now bear to your own?

Math. Nature must find out
Some other mould to fashion a new creature
Fairer than her Pandora, ere I prove
Guilty, or in my wishes or my thoughts,
To my Sophia.

Hon. Sir, consider better;
Not one in our whole sex?

Math. I am constant to
My resolutiön.

Hon. But dare you stand
The oppositiön, and bind yourself
By oath for the performance?

Math. My faith else
Had but a weak foundation.

Hon. I take hold
Upon your promise, and enjoin your stay
For one month here.

Math. [Aside] I am caught!

Hon. And if I do not
Produce a lady, in that time, that shall
Make you confess your error, I submit
Myself to any penalty you shall please
To impose upon me: in the mean space, write
To your chaste wife, acquaint her with your fortune:
The jewèls that were mine you may send to her,
For better confirmation; Ill provide you
Of trusty messengers: but how far distant is she?

Math. A days hard riding.

Hon. There is no retiring;
Ill bind you to your word.

Math. Well, since there is
No way to shun it, I will stand the hazard,
And instantly make ready my dispatch:
Till then, Ill leave your majesty.

[Exit Mathias.]

Hon. How I burst
With envy, that there lives, besides myself,
One fair and loyal woman! twas the end
Of my ambitiön to be recorded
The only wonder of the age, and shall I
Give way to a competitor? Nay, more,
To add to my affliction, the assurances
That I placed in my beauty have deceived me:
I thought one amorous glance of mine could bring
All hearts to my subjection; but this stranger,
Unmoved as rocks, contemns me. But I cannot
Sit down so with mine honour: I will gain
A double victory, by working him
To my desire, and taint her in her honour,
Or lose myself: I have read that sometime poison
Is useful. − To supplant her, Ill employ,
With any cost, Ubaldo and Ricardo,
Two noted courtiers, of approvèd cunning
In all the windings of lusts labyrinth;
And in corrupting him, I will outgo
Neros Poppӕa: if he shut his ears
Against my Siren notes, Ill boldly swear
Ulysses lives again; or that I have found
A frozen cynic, cold in spite of all
Allurements; one whom beauty cannot move,
Nor softest blandishments entice to love.

[Exit Honoria.]


Act III


ACT III, SCENE I.
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Bohemia.
A Space near the Entrance to Mathias House.

Enter Hilario, with a pitcher of water, and a wallet.

Hil. Thin, thin provision! I am dieted
Like one set to watch hawks; and, to keep me waking,
My croaking guts make a perpetual larum.
Here I stand sentinel; and, though I fright
Beggars from my ladys gate, in hope to have
A greater share, I find my commons mend not.
I looked this morning in my glass, the river,
And there appeared a fish called a poor John,
Cut with a lenten face, in my own likeness;
And it seemed to speak, and say, Good-morrow, cousin!
No man comes this way but has a fling at me:
A chirurgeon passing by, asked at what rate
I would sell myself; I answered, For what use?
To make, said he, a living anatomy,
And set thee up in our hall, for thou art transparent
Without dissection; and, indeed, he had reason,
For I am scoured with this poor purge to nothing.
They say that hunger dwells in the camp; but till
My lord returns, or certain tidings of him,
He will not part with me: − but sorrows dry,
And I must drink howsoever.

Enter Ubaldo, Ricardo, and a Guide.

Guide. Thats her castle,
Upon my certain knowledge.

Ubald. Our horses held out
To my desire. I am afire to be at it.

Ric. Take the jades for thy reward: before I part hence,
I hope to be better carried. Give me the cabinet:
So; leave us now.

Guide. Good fortune to you, gallants!

[Exit Guide.]

Ubald. Being joint agents, in a design of trust too,
For the service of the queen, and our own pleasure,
Let us proceed with judgment.

Ric. If I take not
This fort at the first assault, make me an eunuch,
So I may have precedence.

Ubald. On no terms.
We are both to play one prize; he that works best
In the searching of this mine, shall carry it,
Without contention.

Ric. Make you your approaches
As I directed.

Ubald. I need no instruction;
I work not on your anvil. Ill give fire
With mine own linstock; if the powder be dank,
The devil rend the touch-hole! Who have we here?
What skeletons this?

Ric. A ghost! or the image of famine!
Where dost thou dwell?

Hil. Dwell, sir! my dwelling is
In the highway: that goodly house was once
My habitatiön, but I am banished,
And cannot be called home till news arrive
Of the good knight Mathias.

Ric. If that will
Restore thee, thou art safe.

Ubald. We come from him,
With presents to his lady.

Hil. But are you sure
He is in health?

Ric. Never so well: conduct us
To the lady.

Hil. Though a poor snake, I will leap
Out of my skin for joy. Break, pitcher, break!
And wallet, late my cupboard, I bequeath thee
To the next beggar; thou, red herring, swim
To the Red Sea again: methinks I am already
Knuckle deep in the fleshpots; and, though waking, dream
Of wine and plenty!

Ric. Whats the mystery
Of this strange passiön?

Hil. My belly, gentlemen,
Will not give me leave to tell you; when I have brought you
To my ladys presence, I am disenchanted:
There you shall know all. Follow; if I outstrip you,
Know I run for my belly.

Ubald. A mad fellow.

[Exeunt.]


ACT III, SCENE II.
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A ROOM IN Mathias House.

Enter Sophia and Corisca.

Soph. Do not again delude me.

Coris. If I do,
Send me a-grazing with my fellow, Hilario.
I stood, as you commanded, in the turret,
Observing all that passed by; and even now,
I did discern a pair of cavaliers,
For such their outside spoke them, with their guide,
Dismounting from their horses; they said something
To our hungry sentinel, that made him caper
And frisk i the air for joy: and, to confirm this,
See, madam, theyre in view.

Enter Hilario, Ubaldo, and Ricardo.

Hil. News from my lord!
Tidings of joy! these are no counterfeits,
But knights indeed. Dear madam, sign my pardon,
That I may feed again, and pick up my crumbs;
I have had a long fast of it.

Soph. Eat, I forgive thee.

Hil. O comfortable words! Eat, I forgive thee!
And if in this I do not soon obey you,
And ram in to the purpose, billet me again
In the highway. Butler and cook, be ready,
For I enter like a tyrant.

[Exit Hilario.]

Ubald. Since mine eyes
Were never happy in so sweet an object,
Without inquiry, I presume you are
The lady of the house, and so salute you.

Ric. This letter, with these jewèls, from your lord,
Warrant my boldness, madam.

[Delivers a letter and a casket.]

Ubald. In being a servant
To such rare beauty, you must needs deserve
This courtesy from a stranger.

[Salutes Corisca.]

Ric. You are still
Beforehand with me. − Pretty one, I descend
To take the height of your lip; and, if I miss
In the altitude, hereafter, if you please,
I will make use of my Jacobs staff.

[Salutes Corisca.]

Coris. These gentlemen
Have certainly had good breeding, as it appears
By their neat kissing, they hit me so pat on the lips,
At the first sight.

[In the interim, Sophia reads the letter,
and opens the casket.]

Soph. Heaven, in thy mercy, make me
Thy thankful handmaid for this boundless blessing,
In thy goodness showered upon me!

Ubald. I do not like
This simple devotion in her; it is seldom
Practised among my mistresses.

Ric. Or mine.
Would they kneel to I know not who, for the possession
Of such inestimable wealth, before
They thanked the bringers of it? the poor lady
Does want instruction, but Ill be her tutor,
And read her another lesson.

Soph. If I have
Shown want of manners, gentlemen, in my slowness
To pay the thanks I owe you for your travail,
To do my lord and me, howeer unworthy
Of such a benefit, this noble favour,
Impute it, in your clemency, to the excess
Of joy that overwhelmed me.

Ric. She speaks well.

Ubald. Polite and courtly.

Soph. And howeer it may
Increase the offence, to trouble you with more
Demands touching my lord, before I have
Invited you to taste such as the coarseness
Of my poor house can offer; pray you connive
On my weak tenderness, though I entreat
To learn from you something he hath, it may be,
In his letter left unmentioned.

Ric. I can only
Give you assurance that he is in health,
Graced by the king and queen.

Ubald. And in the court
With admiration looked on.

Ric. You must therefore
Put off these widows garments, and appear
Like to yourself.

Ubald. And entertain all pleasures
Your fortune marks out for you.

Ric. There are other
Particular privacies, which on occasion
I will deliver to you.

Soph. You oblige me
To your service ever.

Ric. Good! your service; mark that.

Soph. In the mean time, by your good acceptance make
My rustic entertainment relish of
The curiousness of the court.

Ubald. Your looks, sweet madam,
Cannot but make each dish a feast.

Soph. It shall be
Such, in the freedom of my will to please you.
Ill shew you the way; this is too great an honour,
From such brave guests, to me so mean an hostess.

[Exeunt.]


ACT III, SCENE III.
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Alba Regalis, Hungary.
An Outer-room in the Palace.

Enter Acanthe, and four or five Servants in vizards.

Acan. You know your charge; give it action, and expect
Rewards beyond your hopes.

1st Serv. If we but eye them,
They are ours, I warrant you.

2nd Serv. May we not ask why
We are put upon this?

Acan. Let that stop your mouth;

[Gives them money.]

And learn more manners, groom. Tis upon the hour
In which they use to walk here: when you have them
In your power, with violence carry them to the place
Where I appointed; there I will expect you:
Be bold and careful.

[Exit Acanthe.]

Enter Mathias and Baptista.

1st Serv. These are they.

2nd Serv. Are you sure?

1st Serv. Am I sure I am myself?

2nd Serv. Cease on him strongly; if he have but means
To draw his sword, tis ten to one we smart fort:
Take all advantages.

Math. I cannot guess
What her intents are; but her carriage was
As I but now related.

Bapt. Your assurance
In the constancy of your lady is the armour
That must defend you. Wheres the picture?

Math. Here,
And no way altered.

Bapt. If she be not perfit,
There is no truth in art.

Math. By this, I hope,
She hath received my letters.

Bapt. Without question:
These courtiers are rank riders, when they are
To visit a handsome lady.

Math. Lend me your ear.
One piece of her entertainment will require
Your dearest privacy.

1st Serv. Now they stand fair;
Upon them.

[They rush forward.]

Math. Villains!

1st Serv. Stop their mouths. We come not
To try your valours; kill him if he offer
To ope his mouth. − We have you: tis in vain
To make resistance. Mount them and away.

[Exeunt with Mathias and Baptista.]


ACT III, SCENE IV.
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A GALLERY IN the same.

Enter Servants with lights,
Ladislaus, Ferdinand, and Eubulus.

Ladis. Tis late. Go to your rest; but do not envy
The happiness I draw near to.

Eubu. If you enjoy it
The moderate way, the sport yields, I confess,
A pretty titillation; but too much oft
Will bring you on your knees. In my younger days
I was myself a gamester; and I found
By sad experience, there is no such soaker
As a young spongy wife; she keeps a thousand
Horse-leeches in her box, and the thieves will suck out
Both blood and marrow! I feel a kind of cramp
In my joints, when I think ont: but it may be queens,
And such a queen as yours is, has the art −

Ferd. You take leave
To talk, my lord.

Ladis. He may, since he can do nothing.

Eubu. If you spend this way too much of your royal stock,
Ere long we may be pewfellows.

Ladis. The door shut! −
Knock gently; harder. So here comes her woman.
Take off my gown.

Enter Acanthe.

Acan. My lord, the queen by me
This night desires your pardon.

Ladis. How, Acanthe!
I come by her appointment; twas her grant;
The motion was her own.

Acan. It may be, sir;
But by her doctors she is since advised,
For her healths sake, to forbear,

Eubu. I do not like
This physical letchery, the old downright way
Is worth a thousand ont.

Ladis. Prithee, Acanthe,
Mediate for me.

[Offering her a ring.]

Eubu. O the fiends of hell!
Would any man bribe his servant, to make way
To his own wife? if this be the court state,
Shame fall on such as use it!

Acan. By this jewel,
This night I dare not move her, but to-morrow
I will watch all occasiöns.

Ladis. Take this,
To be mindful of me.

[Exit Acanthe.]

Eubu. Slight, I thought a king
Might have taen up any woman at the kings price.
And must he buy his own, at a dearer rate
Than a stranger in a brothel?

Ladis. What is that
You mutter, sir?

Eubu. No treason to your honour:
Ill speak it out, though it anger you; if you pay for
Your lawful pleasure in some kind, great sir,
What do you make the queen? cannot you clicket
Without a fee, or when she has a suit
For you to grant?

[Ladislaus draws his sword.]

Ferd. O hold, sir!

Ladis. Off with his head!

Eubu. Do, when you please; you but blow out a taper
That would light your understanding, and, in care oft,
Is burnt down to the socket. Be as you are, sir,
An absolute monarch: it did show more king-like
In those libidinous Caesars, that compelled
Matrons and virgins of all ranks to bow
Unto their ravenous lusts; and did admit
Of more excuse than I can urge for you,
That slave yourself to the imperious humour
Of a proud beauty.

Ladis. Out of my sight!

Eubu. I will, sir,
Give way to your furious passion; but when reason
Hath got the better of it, I much hope
The counsaile that offends now will deserve
Your royal thanks. Tranquillity of mind
Stay with you, sir! − [Aside] I do begin to doubt
Theres something more in the queens strangeness than
Is yet disclosed; and I will find it out,
Or lose myself in the search.

[Exit.]

Ferd. Sure he is honest,
And from your infancy hath truly served you:
Let that plead for him; and impute this harshness
To the frowardness of his age.

Ladis. I am much troubled,
And do begin to stagger. Ferdinand, good night!
To-morrow visit us. Back to our own lodgings.

[Exeunt.]


ACT III, SCENE V.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Acanthe and the vizarded Servants,
with Mathias and Baptista blindfolded.

Acan. You have done bravely. Lock this in that room,
There let him ruminate; Ill anon unhood him:

[They carry off Baptista.]

The other must stay here. As soon as I
Have quit the place, give him the liberty
And use of his eyes; that done, disperse yourselves
As privately as you can: but, on your lives,
No word of what hath passed.

[Exit Acanthe.]

1 Serv. If I do, sell
My tongue to a tripe-wife. − Come, unbind his arms: −
You are now at your own disposure; and however
We used you roughly, I hope you will find here
Such entertainment as will give you cause
To thank us for the service: and so I leave you.

[Exeunt Servants.]

Math. If I am in prison, tis a neat one.
What Oedipus can resolve this riddle? Ha!
I never gave just cause to any man
Basely to plot against my life: − but what is
Become of my true friend? for him I suffer
More than myself.

Acan. [within] Remove that idle fear;
Hes safe as you are.

Math. Whosoeer thou art,
For him I thank thee. I cannot imagine
Where I should be: though I have read the tales
Of errant-knighthood, stuffed with the relations
Of magical enchantments; yet I am not
So sottishly credulous to believe the devil
Hath that way power.

[Music above.]

Ha! Music!

[Singing from above, a song of pleasure.]

The blushing rose, and purple flower,
Let grow too long, are soonest blasted;
Dainty fruits, though sweet, will sour,
And rot in ripeness, left untasted.
Yet here is one more sweet than these:
The more you taste the more shell please.

Beauty thats enclosed with ice,
Is a shadow chaste as rare;
Then how much those sweets entice,
That have issue full as fair!
Earth cannot yield, from all her powers,
One equal for dame Venus bowers.

Math. A song too! certainly, be it he or she
That owes this voice, it hath not been acquainted
With much affliction. Whosoeer you are
That do inhabit here, if you have bodies,
And are not mere aërial forms, appear,

Enter Honoria, masked.

And make me know your end with me. Most strange!
What have I conjured up? sure, if this be
A spirit, it is no damned one. What a shapes here!
Then, with what majesty it moves! If Juno
Were now to keep her state among the gods,
And Hercules to be made again her guest,
She could not put on a more glorious habit,
Though her handmaid, Iris, lent her various colours,
Or old Oceanus ravished from the deep
All jewèls shipwracked in it. − As you have
Thus far made known yourself, if that your face
Have not too much divinity about it
For mortal eyes to gaze on, pérfit what
You have begun, with wonder and amazement
To my astonished senses.

[Honoria pulls off her mask.]

How! the queen!

[Kneels.]

Hon. Rise, sir, and hear my reasons, in defence
Of the rape (for so you may conceive) which I,
By my instruments, made upon you. You, perhaps,
May think what you have suffered for my lust
Is a common practice with me; but I call
Those ever-shining lamps, and their great Maker,
As witnesses of my innocence: I neer looked on
A man but your best self, on whom I ever
(Except the king) vouchsafed an eye of favour.

Math. The king, indeed, and only such a king,
Deserves your rarities, madam; and, but he,
Twere giant-like ambitiön in any,
In his wishes only, to presume to taste
The nectar of your kisses; or to feed
His appetite with that ambrosia, due
And proper to a prince; and, what binds more,
A lawful husband. For myself, great queen,
I am a thing obscure, disfurnished of
All merit that can raise me higher than,
In my most humble thankfulness for your bounty,
To hazard my life for you; and, that way,
I am most ambitious.

Hon. I desire no more
Than what you promise. If you dare expose
Your life, as you profess, to do me service,
How can it be better employed than in
Preserving mine? which only you can do,
And must do, with the danger of your own;
A desperate danger too! If private men
Can brook no rivals in what they affect,
But to the death pursue such as invade
What law makes their inheritance; the king,
To whom you know I am dearer than his crown,
His health, his eyes, his after hopes, with all
His present blessings, must fall on that man,
Like dreadful lightning, that is won by prayers,
Threats, or rewards, to stain his bed, or make
His hoped-for issue doubtful.

Math. If you aim
At what I more than fear you do, the reasons
Which you deliver, should, in judgment, rather
Deter me, than invite a grant, with my
Assurèd ruin.

Hon. True; if that you were
Of a cold temper, one whom doubt, or fear,
In the most horrid forms they could put on,
Might teach to be ingrateful. Your denial
To me, that have deserved so much, is more,
If it can have addition.

Math. I know not
What your commands are.

Hon. Have you fought so well
Among armed men, yet cannot guess what lists
You are to enter, when you are in private
With a willing lady: one, that, to enjoy
Your company this night, denied the king
Access to whats his own? If you will press me
To speak in plainer language −

Math. Pray you, forbear;
I would I did not understand too much!
Already, by your words, I am instructed
To credit that, which, not confirmed by you,
Had bred suspicion in me of untruth,
Though an angel had affirmed it. But suppose
That, cloyed with happiness, which is ever built
On virtuous chastity, in the wantonness
Of appetite, you desire to make trial
Of the false delights proposed by vicious lust;
Among ten thousand, every way more able
And apter to be wrought on, such as owe you
Obedience, being your subjects, why should you
Make choice of me, a stranger?

Hon. Though yet reason
Was neer admitted in the court of love,
Ill yield you one unanswerable. As I urged,
In our last private conference, you have
A pretty promising presence; but there are
Many, in limbs and feature, who may take,
That way, the right-hand file of you: besides,
Your May of youth is past, and the blood spent
By wounds, though bravely taken, renders you
Disabled for loves service: and that valour
Set off with better fortune, which, it may be,
Swells you above your bounds, is not the hook
That hath caught me, good sir. I need no champion,
With his sword, to guard my honour or my beauty;
In both I can defend myself, and live
My own protection.

Math. If these advocates,
The best that can plead for me, have no power,
What can you find in me else, that may tempt you,
With irrecoverable loss unto yourself,
To be a gainer from me?

Hon. You have, sir,
A jewèl of such matchless worth and lustre,
As does disdain comparison, and darkens
All that is rare in other men; and that
I must or win or lessen.

Math. You heap more
Amazement on me: What am I possessed of
That you can covet? make me understand it,
If it have a name.

Hon. Yes, an imagined one;
But is, in substance, nothing; being a garment
Worn out of fashion, and long since given oer
By the court and country: tis your loyalty
And constancy to your wife; tis that I dote on,
And does deserve my envy: and that jewel,
Or by fair play or foul, I must win from you.

Math. These are mere contraries. If you love me, madam,
For my constancy, why seek you to destroy it?
In my keeping it, preserve me worth your favour.
Or, if it be a jewèl of that value,
As you with laboured rhetoric would persuade me,
What can you stake against it?

Hon. A queens fame,
And equal honour.

Math. So, whoever wins,
Both shall be losers.

Hon. That is that I aim at:
Yet on the die I lay my youth, my beauty,
This moist palm, this soft lip, and those delights
Darkness should only judge of.

[Kisses him.]

Do you find them
Infectious in the trial, that you start,
As frighted with their touch?

Math. Is it in man
To resist such strong temptations?

Hon.  [Aside] He begins
To waver.

Math. Madam, as you are gracious,
Grant this short nights deliberation to me;
And, with the rising sun, from me you shall
Receive full satisfaction.

Hon. Though extremes
Hate all delay, I will deny you nothing;
This key will bring you to your friend; you are safe both;
And all things useful that could be prepared
For one I love and honour, wait upon you.
Take counsaile of your pillow, such a fortune
As with affections swiftest wings flies to you,
Will not be often tendered.

[Exit Honoria.]

Math. How my blood
Rebels! I now could call her back − and yet
Theres something stays me: if the king had tendered
Such favours to my wife, tis to be doubted
They had not been refused: but, being a man,
I should not yield first, or prove an example
For her defence of frailty. By this, sans question,
Shes tempted too; and here I may examine

[Looks on the picture.]

How she holds out. Shes still the same, the same
Pure crystal rock of chastity. Perish all
Allurements that may alter me! The snow
Of her sweet coldness hath extinguished quite
The fire that but even now began to flame:
And I by her confirmed, − rewards nor titles,
Nor certain death from the refusèd queen,
Shall shake my faith; since I resolve to be
Loyal to her, as she is true to me.

[Exit Mathias.]


ACT III, SCENE VI.
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Bohemia.
A Gallery in Mathias House.

Enter Ubaldo and Ricardo.

Ubald. What we spake on the volley begins to work;
We have laid a good foundation.

Ric. Build it up,
Or else tis nothing: you have by lot the honour
Of the first assault; but, as it is conditioned,
Observe the time proportioned: Ill not part with
My share in the achievement: when I whistle,
Or hem, fall off.

Enter Sophia.

Ubald. She comes. Stand by, Ill watch
My opportunity.

[They walk aside.]

Soph. I find myself
Strangely distracted with the various stories,
Now well, now ill, then doubtfully, by my guests
Delivered of my lord: and, like poor beggars
That in their dreams find treasure, by reflection
Of a wounded fancy, make it questionable
Whether they sleep or not; yet, tickled with
Such a fantastic hope of happiness,
Wish they may never wake. In some such measure,
Incredulous of what I see and touch,
As twere a fading apparition, I
Am still perplexed, and troubled; and when most
Confirmed tis true, a curious jealousy
To be assured, by what means, and from whom,
Such a mass of wealth was first deserved, then gotten,
Cunningly steals into me. I have practised,
For my certain resolution, with these courtiers.
Promising private conference to either,
And, at this hour: if in search of the truth,
I hear, or say, more than becomes my virtue,
Forgive me, my Mathias.

Ubald. Now I make in. −

[Comes forward.]

Madam, as you commanded, I attend
Your pleasure.

Soph. I must thank you for the favour.

Ubald.  I am no ghostly father; yet, if you have
Some scruples touching your lord you would be resolved of,
I am prepared.

Soph. But will you take your oath,
To answer truly?

Ubald. On the hem of your smock, if you please,
A vow I dare not break, it being a book
I would gladly swear on.

Soph. To spare, sir, that trouble,
Ill take your word, which, in a gentleman,
Should be of equal value. Is my lord, then,
In such grace with the queen?

Ubald. You should best know,
By what you have found from him, whether he can
Deserve a grace or no.

Soph. What grace do you mean?

Ubald. That special grace, if you will have it, he
Laboured so hard for between a pair of sheets,
Upon your wedding night, when your ladyship
Lost you know what.

Soph. Fie! be more modest,
Or I must leave you.

Ubald. I would tell a truth
As cleanly as I could, and yet the subject
Makes me run out a little.

Soph. You would put, now,
A foolish jealousy in my head, my lord
Hath gotten a new mistress.

Ubald. One! a hundred;
But under seal I speak it: I presume
Upon your silence, it being for your profit.
They talk of Hercules fifty in a night,
Twas well; but yet to yours he was a piddler:
Such a soldier and a courtier never came
To Alba Regalis; the ladies run mad for him,
And there is such contentiön among them,
Who shall engross him wholly, that the like
Was never heard of.

Soph. Are they handsome women?

Ubald. Fie! no; coarse mammets: and whats worse, they are old too,
Some fifty, some threescore, and they pay dear fort,
Believing that he carries a powder in his breeches
Will make them young again; and these suck shrewdly.

[Ricardo whistles]

Ric. [Aside to Ubaldo]
Sir, I must fetch you off.

Ubald. I could tell you wonders
Of the cures he has done, but a business of import
Calls me away; but, that dispatched, I will
Be with you presently.

[Steps aside.]

Soph. There is something more
In this than bare suspicion.

Ric. [Comes forward] Save you, lady;
Now you look like yourself! I have not looked on
A lady more complete, yet have seen a madam
Wear a garment of this fashion, of the same stuff too,
One just of your dimensions: sat the wind there, boy!

Soph. What lady, sir?

Ric. Nay, nothing; and methinks
I should know this ruby: very good! tis the same.
This chain of orient pearl, and this diamond too,
Have been worn before; but much good may they do you!
Strength to the gentlemans back! he toiled hard for them
Before he got them.

Soph. Why, how were they gotten?

Ric.  Not in the field with his sword, upon my life;
He may thank his close stiletto. −

[Ubaldo hems.]

− [Aside] Plague upon it!
Run the minutes so fast? − Pray you, excuse my manners;
I left a letter in my chamber window,
Which I would not have seen on any terms; fie on it,
Forgetful as I am! but Ill straight attend you.

[Steps aside.]

Soph.  This is strange. His letters said these jewèls were
Presented him by the queen, as a reward
For his good service, and the trunks of clothes
That followed them this last night, with haste made up
By his direction.

Ubald. [Comes forward] I was telling you
Of wonders, madam.

Soph. If you are so skilful,
Without premeditation answer me;
Know you this gown, and these rich jewèls?

Ubald. Heaven,
How things will come out! But that I should offend you,
And wrong my more than noble friend your husband,
(For we are sworn brothers,) in the discovery
Of his nearest secrets, I could −

Soph. By the hope of favour
That you have from me, out with it.

Ubald. Tis a potent spell
I cannot resist; why, I will tell you, madam,
And to how many several women you are
Beholding for your bravery. This was
The wedding gown of Paulina, a rich strumpet,
Worn but a day, when she married old Gonzaga,
And left off trading.

Soph. O my heart!

Ubald. This chain
Of pearl was a great widows, that invited
Your lord to a masque, and the weather proving foul,
He lodged in her house all night, and merry they were;
But how he came by it, I know not.

Soph. Perjured man!

Ubald. This ring was Juliettas, a fine piece,
But very good at the sport: this diamond
Was madam Acanthes, given him for a song
Pricked in a private arbour, as she said,
When the queen asked fort; and she hard him sing too,
And danced to his hornpipe, or there are liars abroad.
There are other toys about you the same way purchased;
But, paralleled with these, not worth the relation.
You are happy in a husband, never man
Made better use of his strength: would you have him waste
His body away for nothing? if he holds out,
Theres not an embroidered petticoat in the court,
But shall be at your service.

Soph. I commend him,
It is a thriving trade; but pray you leave me
A little to myself.

Ubald. You may command
Your servant, madam. −

[Steps aside.]

Shes stung unto the quick, lad.

Ric. I did my part; if this potion work not, hang me!
Let her sleep as well as she can to-night, tomorrow
Well mount new batteries.

Ubald. And till then leave her.

[Exeunt Ubaldo and Ricardo.]

Soph. You Powers, that take into your care the guard
Of innocence, aid me! for I am a creature
So forfeited to despair, hope cannot fancy
A ransom to redeem me. I begin
To waver in my faith, and make it doubtful,
Whether the saints, that were canónized for
Their holiness of life, sinned not in secret;
Since my Mathias is fallen from his virtue
In such an open fashion. Could it be, else,
That such a husband, so devoted to me,
So vowed to temperance, for lascivious hire
Should prostitute himself to common harlots!
Old and deformed too! Wast for this he left me,
And on a feigned pretence, for want of means
To give me ornament? − or to bring home
Diseases to me? Suppose these are false,
And lustful goats; if he were true and right,
Why stays he so long from me, being made rich,
And that the only reason why he left me?
No, he is lost; and shall I wear the spoils
And salaries of lust! they cleave unto me
Like Nessus poisoned shirt: no, in my rage
Ill tear them off, and from my body wash
The venom with my tears. Have I no spleen,
Nor anger of a woman? shall he build
Upon my ruins, and I, unrevenged,
Deplore his falsehood? no; with the same trash
For which he had dishonoured me, Ill purchase
A just revenge: I am not yet so much
In debt to years, nor so mis-shaped, that all
Should fly from my embraces: Chastity,
Thou only art a name, and I renounce thee!
I am now a servant to voluptuousness.
Wantons of all degrees and fashions, welcome!
You shall be entertained; and, if I stray,
Let him condemn himself, that led the way.

[Exit.]


Act IV


ACT IV, SCENE I.
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Alba Regalis, Hungary.
A Room in the Palace.

Enter Mathias and Baptista.

Bapt.  We are in a desperate strait; theres no evasion,
Nor hope left to come off, but by your yielding
To the necessity; you must feign a grant
To her violent passion, or −

Math. What, my Baptista?

Bapt. We are but dead else.

Math. Were the sword now heaved up,
And my neck upon the block, I would not buy
An hours reprieve with the loss of faith and virtue,
To be made immortal here. Art thou a scholar,
Nay, almost without parallel, and yet fear
To die, which is inevitable! You may urge
The many years that, by the course of nature,
We may travel in this tedious pilgrimage,
And hold it as a blessing; as it is,
When innocence is our guide: yet know, Baptista,
Our virtues are preferred before our years,
By the great Judge: to die untainted in
Our fame and reputation is the greatest;
And to lose that, can we desire to live?
Or shall I, for a momentary pleasure,
Which soon comes to a period, to all times
Have breach of faith and perjury remembered
In a still-living epitaph? no, Baptista,
Since my Sophia will go to her grave
Unspotted in her faith, Ill follow her
With equal loyalty: −

[Takes out the picture.]

But look on this,
Your own great work, your masterpiece, and then,
She being still the same, teach me to alter! −
Ha! sure I do not sleep! or, if I dream,
This is a terrible vision! I will clear
My eyesight; perhaps melancholy makes me
See that which is not.

Bapt. It is too apparent.
I grieve to look upont: besides the yellow,
That does assure shes tempted, there are lines
Of a dark colour, that disperse themselves
Oer every miniature of her face, and those
Confirm −

Math. She is turned whore!

Bapt. I must not say so.
Yet, as a friend to truth, if you will have me
Interpret it, in her consent and wishes
Shes false, but not in fact yet.

Math. Fact, Baptista!
Make not yourself a pander to her looseness,
In labouring to palliate what a visor
Of impudence cannot cover. Did eer woman
In her will decline from chastity, but found means
To give her hot lust fuël? It is more
Impossible in nature for gross bodies,
Descending of themselves, to hang in the air;
Or with my single arm to underprop
A falling tower; nay, in its violent course
To stop the lightning, than to stay a woman
Hurried by two furies, lust and falsehood,
In her full career to wickedness!

Bapt. Pray you, temper
The violence of your passion.

Math. In extremes
Of this condition, can it be in man
To use a moderation? I am thrown
From a steep rock headlong into a gulf
Of misery, and find myself past hope,
In the same moment that I apprehend
That I am falling: and this, the figure of
My idol, few hours since, while she continued
In her perfection, that was late a mirror,
In which I saw miraculous shapes of duty,
Staid manners with all excellency a husband
Could wish in a chaste wife, is on the sudden
Turned to a magical glass, and does present
Nothing but horns and horror.

Bapt. You may yet,
And tis the best foundation, build up comfort
On your own goodness.

Math. No, that hath undone me;
For now I hold my temperance a sin
Worse than excess, and what was vice, a virtue.
Have I refused a queen, and such a queen,
Whose ravishing beauties at the first sight had tempted
A hermit from his beads, and changed his prayers
To amorous sonnets, to preserve my faith
Inviolate to thee, with the hazard of
My death with torture, since she could inflict
No less for my contempt; and have I met
Such a return from thee! I will not curse thee,
Nor, for thy falsehood, rail against the sex;
Tis poor, and common: Ill only, with wise men,
Whisper unto myself, howeer they seem,
Nor present, nor past times, nor the age to come,
Hath heretofore, can now, or ever shall,
Produce one constant woman.

Bapt. This is more
Than the satirists wrote against them.

Math. Theres no language
That can express the poison of these aspics,
These weeping crocodiles, and all too little
That hath been said against them. But Ill mould
My thoughts into another form; and, if
She can outlive the report of what I have done,
This hand, when next she comes within my reach,
Shall be her executioner.

Enter Honoria and Acanthe.

Bapt. The queen, sir.

Hon. Wait our command at distance: −

[Exit Acanthe.]

− Sir, you too have
Free liberty to depart.

Bapt. I know my manners,
And thank you for the favour.

[Exit Baptista.]

Hon. Have you taken
Good rest in your new lodgings? I expect now
Your resolute answer; but advise maturely,
Before I hear it.

Math. Let my actions, madam,
For no words can dilate my joy, in all
You can command, with cheerfulness to serve you,
Assure your highness; and, in sign of my
Submission and contrition for my error,
My lips, that but the last night shunned the touch
Of yours as poison, taught humility now,
Thus on your foot, and that too great an honour
For such an undeserver, seal my duty.
A cloudy mist of ignorance, equal to
Cimmerian darkness, would not let me see, then,
What now, with adoratiön and wonder,
With reverence I look up to: but those fogs
Dispersed and scattered by the powerful beams
With which yourself, the sun of all perfection,
Vouchsafe to cure my blindness; like a suppliant,
As low as I can kneel, I humbly beg
What you once pleased to tender.

Hon. [Aside] This is more
Than I could hope! − What find you so attractive
Upon my face, in so short time to make
This sudden metamorphosis? pray you, rise;
I, for your late neglect, thus sign your pardon.

[Kisses him.]

Ay, now you kiss like a lover, and not as brothers
Coldly salute their sisters.

Math. I am turned
All spirit and fire.

Hon. Yet, to give some allay
To this hot fervour, twere good to remember
The king, whose eyes and ears are everywhere;
With the danger too that follows, this discovered.

Math. Danger! a bugbear, madam; let me ride once
Like Phaeton in the chariot of your favour,
And I contemn Joves thunder: though the king,
In our embraces stood a looker on,
His hangman, and with studied cruelty, ready
To drag me from your arms, it should not fright me
From the enjoying that a single life is
Too poor a price for. O, that now all vigour
Of my youth were re-collected for an hour,
That my desire might meet with yours, and draw
The envy of all men, in the encounter,
Upon my head! I should − but we lose time;
Be gracious, mighty queen.

Hon. Pause yet a little:
The bounties of the king, and, what weighs more,
Your boasted constancy to your matchless wife,
Should not so soon be shaken.

Math. The whole fabric,
When I but look on you, is in a moment
Oerturned and ruined; and, as rivers lose
Their names when they are swallowed by the ocean,
In you alone all faculties of my soul
Are wholly taken up; my wife and king,
At the best, as things forgotten.

Hon. [Aside] Can this be?
I have gained my end now.

Math. Wherefore stay you, madam?

Hon. In my consideration what a nothing
Mans constancy is.

Math. Your beauties make it so
In me, sweet lady.

Hon. And it is my glory:
I could be coy now, as you were, but I
Am of a gentler temper; howsoever,
And in a just return of what I have suffered
In your disdain, with the same measure grant me
Equal deliberation: I ere long
Will visit you again; and when I next
Appear, as conquered by it, slave-like wait
On my triumphant beauty.

[Exit Honoria.]

Math. What a change
Is here beyond my fear! but by thy falsehood,
Sophia, not her beauty, ist denied me
To sin but in my wishes? what a frown,
In scorn, at her departure, she threw on me!
I am both ways lost; storms of contempt and scorn
Are ready to break on me, and all hope
Of shelter doubtful: I can neither be
Disloyal, nor yet honest; I stand guilty
On either part; at the worst, Death will end all;
And he must be my judge to right my wrong,
Since I have loved too much, and lived too long.

[Exit Mathias.]


ACT IV, SCENE II.
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Bohemia.
A Room in Mathias House.

Enter Sophia, with a book and a note.

Soph. Nor custom, nor example, nor vast numbers
Of such as do offend, make less the sin.
For each particular crime a strict account
Will be exacted; and that comfort which
The damned pretend, fellows in misery,
Takes nothing from their torments: every one
Must suffer in himself the measure of
His wickedness. If so, as I must grant,
It being unrefutable in reason,
Howeer my lord offend, it is no warrant
For me to walk in his forbidden paths:
What penance then can expiate my guilt,
For my consent (transported then with passion)
To wantonness? the wounds I give my fame
Cannot recover his; and, though I have fed
These courtiers with promises and hopes,
I am yet in fact untainted, and I trust
My sorrow for it, with my purity,
And love to goodness for itself, made powerful,
Though all they have alleged prove true or false,
Will be such exorcisms as shall command
This fury, jealousy, from me. What I have
Determined touching them, I am resolved
To put in execution. − Within, there!

Enter Hilario, Corisca, with other Servants.

Where are my noble guests?

Hil. The elder, madam,
Is drinking by himself to your ladyships health,
In muskadine and eggs; and, for a rasher
To draw his liquor down, he hath got a pie
Of marrowbones, potatoes, and eringos,
With many such ingredients; and, tis said,
He hath sent his man in post to the next town
For a pound of ambergris, and half a peck
Of fishes called cantharides.

Coris. The younger
Prunes up himself, as if this night he were
To act a bridegrooms part; but to what purpose,
I am ignorance itself.

Soph. Continue so.

[Gives the servants the note.]

Let those lodgings be prepared as this directs you:
And fail not in a circumstance, as you
Respect my favour.

1st Serv. We have our instructions.

2nd Serv. And punctually will follow them.

[Exeunt Servants.]

Enter Ubaldo.

Hil. Here comes, madam,
The lord Ubaldo.

Ubald. [To Corisca] Pretty one, theres gold
To buy thee a new gown;
[To Hilario] and theres for thee;
Grow fat, and fit for service. − I am now,
As I should be, at the height, and able to
Beget a giant. O my better angel!
In this you shew your wisdom, when you pay
The letcher in his own coin; shall you sit puling,
Like a patient grizzle, and be laughed at? no:
This is a fair revenge. Shall we tot?

Soph. To what, sir?

Ubald. The sport you promised.

Soph. Could it be done with safety?

Ubald. I warrant you; I am sound as a bell, a tough
Old blade, and steel to the back, as you shall find me
In the trial on your anvil.

Soph. So; but how, sir,
Shall I satisfy your friend, to whom, by promise,
I am equally engaged?

Ubald. I must confess,
The more the merrier; but, of all men living,
Take heed of him; you may safer run upon
The mouth of a cannon when it is unlading,
And come off colder.

Soph. How! is he not wholesome?

Ubald. Wholesome! Ill tell you, for your good: he is
A spittle of diseases, and, indeed,
More loathsome and infectiöus; the tub is
His weekly bath: he hath not drank this seven years,
Before he came to your house, but compositions
Of sassafras and guiacum; and dry mutton
His daily portion; name what scratch soever
Can be got by women, and the surgeons will resolve you,
At this time or at that Ricardo had it.

Soph. Bless me from him!

Ubald. Tis a good prayer, lady,
It being a degree unto the pox
Only to mention him: if my tongue burn not, hang me,
When I but name Ricardo.

Soph. Sir, this caution
Must be rewarded.

Ubald. [Aside] I hope I have marred his market, −
But when?

Soph. Why, presently; follow my woman,
She knows where to conduct you, and will serve
To-night for a page. Let the waistcoat I appointed,
With the cambric shirt perfumed, and the rich cap,
Be brought into his chamber.

Ubald. Excellent lady!
And a caudle too in the morning.

Coris. I will fit you.

[Exeunt Ubaldo and Corisca.]

Enter Ricardo.

Soph. So hot on the scent! Here comes the other beagle.

Ric. [To Hilario]
Take purse and all.

Hil. If this company would come often,
I should make a pretty term ont.

Soph. For your sake
I have put him off; he only begged a kiss,
I gave it, and so parted.

Ric. I hope better:
He did not touch your lips?

Soph. Yes, I assure you.
There was no danger in it?

Ric. No! eat presently
These lozenges of forty crowns an ounce,
Or you are undone.

Soph. What is the virtue of them?

Ric. They are preservatives against stinking breath,
Rising from rotten lungs.

Soph. If so, your carriage
Of such dear antidotes, in my opinion,
May render yours suspected.

Ric. Fie! no; I use them
When I talk with him, I should be poisoned else,
But Ill be free with you: he was once a creature,
It may be, of Gods making, but long since
He is turned to a druggists shop; the spring and fall
Hold all the year with him; that he lives, he owes
To art, not nature; she has given him oer.
He moves like the fairy king, on screws and wheels,
Made by his doctors recipes, and yet still
They are out of joint, and every day repairing.
He has a regiment of whores he keeps
At his own charge in a lazar-house; but the best is,
Theres not a nose among them. Hes acquainted
With the green water, and the spitting pills
Familiar to him: in a frosty morning
You may thrust him in a pottle-pot; his bones
Rattle in his skin, like beans tossed in a bladder.
If he but hear a coach, the fomentation,
The friction with fumigation, cannot save him
From the chine-evil. In a word, he is
Not one disease, but all; yet, being my friend,
I will forbear his character, for I would not
Wrong him in your opiniön.

Soph. The best is,
The virtues you bestow on him, to me
Are mysteries I know not; but, however,
I am at your service. − Sirrah, let it be your care
To unclothe the gentleman, and with speed; delay
Takes from delight.

Ric. Good! theres my hat, sword, cloak:
A vengeance on these buttons! off with my doublet,
I dare shew my skin; in the touch you will like it better. −
Prithee cut my codpiece-points, and, for this service,
When I leave them off, they are thine.

Hil. Ill take your word, sir.

Ric. Dear lady, stay not long.

Soph. I may come too soon, sir.

Ric. No, no; I am ready now.

Hil. This is the way, sir.

[Exeunt Hilario and Ricardo.]

Soph. I was much to blame to credit their reports
Touching my lord, that so traduce each other,
And with such virulent malice, though I presume
They are bad enough: but I have studied for them
A way for their recovery.

[A noise of clapping a door;
Ubaldo appears above, in his shirt.]

Ubald. What dost thou mean, wench?
Why dost thou shut the door upon me? Ha!
My clothes are taen away too! shall I starve here?
Is this my lodging? I am sure the lady talked of
A rich cap, a perfumed shirt, and a waistcoat;
But here is nothing but a little fresh straw,
A petticoat for a coverlet, and that torn too,
And an old womans biggin for a night-cap.

Re-enter Corisca below.

Slight, tis a prison, or a pigsty. Ha!
The windows grated with iron! I cannot force them,
And if I leap down here, I break my neck;
I am betrayed. Rogues! Villains! let me out;
I am a lord, and thats no common title,
And shall I be used thus?

Soph. Let him rave, hes fast;
Ill parley with him at leisure.

Ricardo entering with a great noise above, as fallen.

Ric. Zounds! have you trapdoors?

Soph. The other birds i the cage too, let him flutter.

Ric. Whither am I fallen? into hell!

Ubald. Who makes that noise, there?
Help me, if thou art a friend.

Ric. A friend! I am where
I cannot help myself; let me see thy face.

Ubald.  How, Ricardo! Prithee, throw me
Thy cloak, if thou canst, to cover me; I am almost
Frozen to death.

Ric. My cloak! I have no breeches;
I am in my shirt, as thou art; and heres nothing
For myself but a clowns cast suit.

Ubald. We are both undone.
Prithee, roar a little − Madam!

Re-enter Hilario below, in Ricardos suit.

Ric. Lady of the house!

Ubald. Grooms of the chamber!

Ric. Gentlewomen! Milkmaids!

Ubald. Shall we be murdered?

Soph. No, but soundly punished,
To your deserts.

Ric. You are not in earnest, madam?

Soph. Judge as you find, and feel it; and now hear
What I irrevocably purpose to you.
Being received as guests into my house,
And with all it afforded entertained,
You have forgot all hospitable duties;
And, with the defamation of my lord,
Wrought on my woman weakness, in revenge
Of his injuries, as you fashioned them to me,
To yield my honour to your lawless lust.

Hil. Mark that, poor fellows.

Soph. And so far you have
Transgressed against the dignity of men,
Who should, bound to it by virtue, still defend
Chaste ladies honours, that it was your trade
To make them infamous: but you are caught
In your own toils, like lustful beasts, and therefore
Hope not to find the usage of men from me:
Such mercy you have forfeited, and shall suffer
Like the most slavish women.

Ubald. How will you use us?

Soph. Ease, and excess in feeding, made you wanton.
A pleurisy of ill blood you must let out,
By labour, and spare diet that way got too,
Or perish for hunger. − Reach him up that distaff
With the flax upon it; − though no Omphale,
Nor you a second Hercules, as I take it,
As you spin well at my command, and please me,
Your wages, in the coarsest bread and water,
Shall be proportionable.

Ubald. I will starve first.

Soph.  Thats as you please.

Ric. What will become of me now?

Soph. You shall have gentler work; I have oft observed
You were proud to shew the fineness of your hands,
And softness of your fingers; you should reel well
What he spins, if you give your mind to it, as Ill force you. −
Deliver him his materials. − Now you know
Your penance, fall to work; hunger will teach you:
And so, as slaves to your lust, not me, I leave you.

[Exeunt Sophia and Corisca.]

Ubald. I shall spin a fine thread out now!

Ric. I cannot look
On these devices, but they put me in mind
Of rope-makers.

Hil. Fellow, think of thy task.
Forget such vanities; my livery there,
Will serve thee to work in.

Ric. Let me have my clothes yet;
I was bountiful to thee.

Hil. They are past your wearing,
And mine by promise, as all these can witness.
You have no holidays coming, nor will I work
While these and this lasts; and so when you please
You may shut up your shop windows.

[Exit Hilario.]

Ubald. I am faint,
And must lie down.

Ric. I am hungry too, and cold.
O cursèd women!

Ubald. This comes of our whoring.
But let us rest as well as we can to-night,
But not oersleep ourselves, lest we fast tomorrow.

[Exeunt.]


ACT IV, SCENE III.
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Alba Regalis, Hungary.
A Room in the Palace.

Enter Ladislaus, Honoria, Eubulus, Ferdinand,
Acanthe, and Attendants.

Hon. Now you know all, sir, with the motives why
I forced him to my lodging.

Ladis. I desire
No more such trials, lady.

Hon. I presume, sir,
You do not doubt my chastity.

Ladis. I would not;
But these are strange inducements.

Eubu. By no means, sir.
Why, though he were with violence seized upon,
And still detained, the man, sir, being no soldier,
Nor used to charge his pike when the breach is open,
There was no danger int! You must conceive, sir,
Being religious, she chose him for a chaplain,
To read old homilies to her in the dark;
Shes bound to it by her canons.

Ladis. Still tormented
With thy impertinence!

Hon. By yourself, dear sir,
I was ambitious only to oerthrow
His boasted constancy in his consent;
But for fact I contemn him: I was never
Unchaste in thought; I laboured to give proof
What power dwells in this beauty you admire so;
And when you see how soon it hath transformed him,
And with what superstition he adores it,
Determine as you please.

Ladis. I will look on
This pageant, but −

Hon. When you have seen and heard, sir,
The passages which I myself discovered,
And could have kept concealed, had I meant basely,
Judge as you please.

Ladis. Well, Ill observe the issue.

Eubu.  How had you taen this, general, in your wife?

Ferd.  As a strange curiosity; but queens
Are privileged above subjects, and tis fit, sir.

[Exeunt.]


ACT IV, SCENE IV.
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ANOTHER ROOM IN the same.

Enter Mathias and Baptista.

Bapt.  You are much altered, sir, since the last night,
When the queen left you, and look cheerfully,
Your dulness quite blown over.

Math. I have seen a vision
This morning makes it good; and never was
In such security as at this instant,
Fall what can fall: and when the queen appears,
Whose shortest absence now is tedious to me,
Observe the encounter.

Enter Honoria: Ladislaus, Eubulus, Ferdinand,
and Acanthe, with others, appear above.

Bapt. She already is
Entered the lists.

Math. And I prepared to meet her.

Bapt. I know my duty.

[Going.]

Hon. Not so, you may stay now,
As a witness of our contract.

Bapt. I obey
In all things, madam.

Hon. Wheres that reverence,
Or rather superstitious adoration,
Which, captive-like to my triumphant beauty
You paid last night? No humble knee, nor sign
Of vassal duty! sure this is the foot
To whose proud cover, and then happy in it,
Your lips were glued; and that the neck then offered,
To witness your subjection, to be trod on:
Your certain loss of life in the kings anger
Was then too mean a price to buy my favour;
And that false glow-worm fire of constancy
To your wife, extinguished by a greater light
Shot from our eyes − and that, it may be, (being
Too glorious to be looked on,) hath deprived you
Of speech and motion: but I will take off
A little from the splendour, and descend
From my own height, and in your lowness hear you
Plead as a suppliant.

Math. I do remember
I once saw such a woman.

Hon. How!

Math. And then
She did appear a most magnificent queen,
And whats more, virtuóus, though somewhat darkened
With pride, and self-opinion.

Eubu. Call you this courtship?

Math. And she was happy in a royal husband,
Whom envy could not tax unless it were
For his too much indulgence to her humours.

Eubu.  Pray you, sir, observe that touch, tis to the purpose;
I like the play the better fort.

Math. And she lived
Worthy her birth and fortune: you retain yet
Some part of her angelical form; but when
Envy to the beauty of another woman,
Inferior to hers, one that she never
Had seen, but in her picture, had dispersed
Infection through her veins, and loyalty,
Which a great queen, as she was, should have nourished,
Grew odious to her −

Hon. I am thunderstruck.

Math. And lust in all the bravery it could borrow
From majesty, howeer disguised, had taen
Sure footing in the kingdom of her heart,
The throne of chastity once, how, in a moment,
All that was gracious, great, and glorious in her,
And won upon all hearts, like seeming shadows
Wanting true substance, vanished!

Hon. How his reasons
Work on my soul!

Math. Retire into yourself;
Your own strengths, madam, strongly manned with virtue,
And be but as you were, and theres no office
So base, beneath the slavery that men
Impose on beasts, but I will gladly bow to.
But as you play and juggle with a stranger,
Varying your shapes like Thetis, though the beauties
Of all that are by poets raptures sainted
Were now in you united, you should pass
Pitied by me, perhaps, but not regarded.

Eubu. If this take not, I am cheated.

Math. To slip once
Is incident, and excused by human frailty;
But to fall ever, damnable. We were both
Guilty, I grant, in tendering our affection;
But, as I hope you will do, I repented.
When we are grown up to ripeness, our life is
Like to this [magic] picture. While we run
A constant race in goodness, it retains
The just proportion; but the journey being
Tedious, and sweet temptation in the way,
That may in some degree divert us from
The road that we put forth in, ere we end
Our pilgrimage, it may, like this, turn yellow,
Or be with blackness clouded: but when we
Find we have gone astray, and labour to
Return unto our never-failing guide,
Virtue, contrition, with unfeignèd tears,
The spots of vice washed off, will soon restore it
To the first pureness.

Hon. I am disenchanted:
Mercy, O mercy, heavens!

[Kneels.]

Ladis. I am ravished
With what I have seen and heard.

Ferd. Let us descend,
And hear the rest below.

Eubu. This hath fallen out
Beyond my expectation.

[They descend.]

Hon. How have I wandered
Out of the track of piety! and misled
By overweening pride, and flattery
Of fawning sycophants, (the bane of greatness,)
Could never meet till now a passenger,
That in his charity would set me right,
Or stay me in my precipice to ruin.
How ill have I returned your goodness to me!
The horror, in my thought oft, turns me marble:
But if it may be yet prevented −

Re-enter Ladislaus, Eubulus, Ferdinand,
Acanthe, and others, below.

O sir,
What can I do to shew my sorrow, or
With what brow ask your pardon?

Ladis. Pray you, rise.

Hon.  Never, till you forgive me, and receive
Unto your love and favour a changed woman:
My state and pride turned to humility, henceforth
Shall wait on your commands, and my obedience
Steered only by your will.

Ladis. And that will prove
A second and a better marriage to me.
All is forgotten.

Hon. Sir, I must not rise yet,
Till, with a free confession of a crime
Unknown to you yet, and a following suit,
Which thus I beg, be granted.

Ladis. I melt with you:
Tis pardoned, and confirmed thus.

[Raises her.]

Hon. Know then, sir,
In malice to this good knights wife, I practised
Ubaldo and Ricardo to corrupt her.

Bapt. [Aside]
Thence grew the change of the picture.

Hon. And how far
They have prevailed, I am ignorant: now, if you, sir,
For the honour of this good man, may be entreated
To travaile thither, it being but a days journey,
To fetch them off −

Ladis. We will put on to-night.

Bapt. I, if you please, your harbinger.

Ladis. I thank you. −
Let me embrace you in my arms; your service
Done on the Turk, compared with this, weighs nothing.

Math. I am still your humble creature.

Ladis. My true friend.

Ferd. And so you are bound to hold him.

Eubu. Such a plant
Imported to your kingdom, and here grafted,
Would yield more fruit than all the idle weeds
That suck up your rain of favour.

Ladis. In my will
Ill not be wanting. Prepare for our journey.
In act be my Honoria now, not name,
And to all aftertimes preserve thy fame.

[Exeunt.]


Act V


ACT V, SCENE I.
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Bohemia.
A Hall in Mathias House.

Enter Sophia, Corisca, and Hilario.

Soph. Are they then so humble?

Hil. Hunger and hard labour
Have tamed them, madam; at the first they bellowed
Like stags taen in a toil, and would not work
For sullenness; but when they found, without it
There was no eating, and that to starve to death
Was much against their stomach; by degrees,
Against their wills, they fell to it.

Coris. And now feed on
The little pittance you allow, with gladness.

Hil. I do remember that they stopped their noses
At the sight of beef and mutton, as coarse feeding
For their fine palates; but now, their work being ended,
They leap at a barley crust, and hold cheese-parings,
With a spoonful of palled wine poured in their water,
For festival-exceedings.

Coris.  When I examine
My spinsters work, he trembles like a prentice,
And takes a box on the ear, when I spy faults
And botches in his labour, as a favour
From a curst mistress.

Hil. The other, too, reels well
For his time; and if your ladyship would please
To see them for your sport, since they want airing,
It would do well, in my judgment; you shall hear
Such a hungry dialogue from them!

Soph. But suppose,
When they are out of prison, they should grow
Rebellious?

Hil. Never feart; Ill undertake
To lead them out by the nose with a coarse thread
Of the ones spinning, and make the other reel after,
And without grumbling; and when you are weary of
Their company, as easily return them.

Coris.  Dear madam, it will help to drive away
Your melancholy.

Soph. Well, on this assurance,
I am content; bring them hither.

Hil. I will do it
In stately equipage.

[Exit Hilario.]

Soph. They have confessed, then,
They were set on by the queen, to taint me in
My loyalty to my lord?

Coris. Twas the main cause,
That brought them hither.

Soph. I am glad I know it;
And as I have begun, before I end
Ill at the height revenge it; let us step aside,
They come: the objects so ridiculous,
In spite of my sad thoughts, I cannot but
Lend a forced smile to grace it.

Re-enter Hilario, with Ubaldo spinning,
and Ricardo reeling.

Hil. Come away:
Work as you go, and lose no time, tis precious;
Youll find it in your commons.

Ric. Commons, call you it!
The word is proper; I have grazed so long
Upon your commons, I am almost starved here.

Hil. Work harder, and they shall be bettered.

Ubald. Bettered!
Worser they cannot be: would I might lie
Like a dog under her table, and serve for a footstool,
So I might have my belly full of that
Her Iceland cur refuses!

Hil. How do you like
Your airing? is it not a favour?

Ric. Yes;
Just such a one as you use to a brace of greyhounds,
When they are led out of their kennels to scumber;
But our case is ten times harder, we have nothing
In our bellies to be vented: if you will be
An honest yeoman-fewterer, feed us first,
And walk us after.

Hil. Yeoman-fewterer!
Such another word to your governor, and you go
Supperless to bed fort.

Ubald. Nay, even as you please;
The comfortable names of breakfasts, dinners,
Collations, supper, beverage, are words
Worn out of our remembrance.

Ric. O for the steam
Of meat in a cooks shop!

Ubald. I am so dry
I have not spittle enough to wet my fingers
When I draw my flax from my distaff.

Ric. Nor I strength
To raise my hand to the top of my reeler . Oh!
I have the cramp all over me.

Hil. What do you think
Were best to apply to it? A cramp-stone, as I take it,
Were very useful.

Ric. Oh! no more of stones,
We have been used too long like hawks already.

Ubald. We are not so high in our flesh now to need casting,
We will come to an empty fist.

Hil. Nay, that you shall not.
So ho, birds! −

[Holds up a piece of bread.]

− How the eyasses scratch and scramble!
Take heed of a surfeit, do not cast your gorges;
This is more than I have commission for; be thankful.

Soph. Were all that study the abuse of women
Used thus, the city would not swarm with cuckolds,
Nor so many tradesmen break.

Coris. Pray you, appear now,
And mark the alteration.

[Sophia comes forward.]

Hil. To your work,
My lady is in presence; shew your duties:
Exceeding well.

Soph. How do your scholars profit?

Hil. Hold up your heads demurely. Prettily,
For young beginners.

Coris. And will do well in time,
If they be kept in awe.

Ric. In awe! I am sure
I quake like an aspen leaf.

Ubald. No mercy, lady?

Ric. Nor intermission?

Soph. Let me see your work:
Fie upont, what a threads here! a poor cobblers wife
Would make a finer to sew a clowns rent startup;
And here you reel as you were drunk.

Ric. I am sure
It is not with wine.

Soph. O, take heed of wine;
Cold water is far better for your healths,
Of which I am very tender: you had foul bodies,
And must continue in this physical diet,
Till the cause of your disease be taen away,
For fear of a relapse; and that is dangerous:
Yet I hope already that you are in some
Degree recovered, and that way to resolve me,
Answer me truly; nay, what I propound
Concerns both; nearer: what would you now give,
If your means were in your hands, to lie all night
With a fresh and handsome lady?

Ubald. How! a lady?
O, I am past it; hunger with her razor
Hath made me an eunuch.

Ric. For a mess of porridge,
Well sopped with a bunch of radish and a carrot,
I would sell my barony; but for women, oh!
No more of women; not a doit for a doxy,
After this hungry voyage.

Soph. These are truly
Good symptoms; let them not venture too much in the air,
Till they are weaker.

Ric. This is tyranny.

Ubald. Scorn upon scorn.

Soph. You were so
in your malicióus intents to me,

Enter a Servant.

And therefore tis but justice − Whats the business?

Serv. My lords great friend, signior Baptista, madam,
Is newly lighted from his horse, with certain
Assurance of my lords arrival.

Soph. How?
And stand I trifling here? Hence with the mongrels
To their several kennels; there let them howl in private;
Ill be no further troubled.

[Exeunt Sophia and Servant.]

Ubald. O that ever
I saw this fury!

Ric. Or looked on a woman
But as a prodigy in nature.

Hil. Silence;
No more of this.

Coris. Methinks you have no cause
To repent your being here.

Hil. Have you not learnt,
When your states are spent, your several trades to live by,
And never charge the hospital?

Coris. Work but tightly,
And we will not use a dish-clout in the house,
But of your spinning.

Ubald. O, I would this hemp
Were turned to a halter!

Hil. Will you march?

Ric. A soft one,
Good general, I beseech you.

Ubald. I can hardly
Draw my legs after me.

Hil. For a crouch, you may use
Your distaff; a good wit makes use of all things.

[Exeunt.]


ACT V, SCENE II.
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A ROOM IN the same.

Enter Sophia and Baptista.

Soph. Was he jealous of me?

Bapt. Theres no perfit love
Without some touch oft, madam.

Soph. And my picture,
Made by your devilish art, a spy upon
My actiöns! I neer sat to be drawn,
Nor had you, sir, commission fort.

Bapt. Excuse me;
At his earnest suit I did it.

Soph. Very good: −
Was I grown so cheap in his opinion of me?

Bapt. The prosperous events that crown his fortunes
May qualify the offence.

Soph. Good, the events: −
The sanctuary fools and madmen fly to,
When their rash and desperate undertakings thrive well:
But good and wise men are directed by
Grave counsels, and with such deliberation
Proceed in their affairs, that chance has nothing
To do with them: howsoeer, take the pains, sir,
To meet the honour (in the king and queens
Approaches to my house) that breaks upon me;
I will expect them with my best of care.

Bapt. To entertain such royal guests −

Soph. I know it;
Leave that to me, sir.

[Exit Baptista.]

What should move the queen,
So given to ease and pleasure, as fame speaks her,
To such a journey! or work on my lord
To doubt my loyalty, nay, more, to take,
For the resolution of his fears, a course
That is by holy writ denied a Christian?
Twas impious in him, and perhaps the welcome
He hopes in my embraces, may deceive

[Trumpets sounded.]

His expectatiön. The trumpets speak
The kings arrival: − help a womans wit now,
To make him know his fault, and my just anger!

[Exit Sophia.]


ACT V, SCENE III.
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A HALL IN the Same.

A Flourish. Enter Ladislaus, Ferdinand,
Eubulus, Mathias, Baptista, Honoria,
and Acanthe, with Attendants.

Eubu. Your majesty must be weary.

Hon. No, my lord,
A willing mind makes a hard journey easy.

Math.  Not Jove, attended on by Hermes, was
More welcome to the cottage of Philemon
And his poor Baucis, than your gracious self,
Your matchless queen, and all your royal train,
Are to your servant and his wife.

Ladis. Where is she?

Hon. I long to see her as my now-loved rival.

Eubu. And I to have a smack at her; tis a cordial
To an old man, better than sack and a toast
Before he goes to supper.

Math. Ha! is my house turned
To a wilderness? Nor wife nor servants ready,
With all rites due to majesty, to receive
Such unexpected blessings! − You assured me
Of better preparatiön; hath not
The excess of joy transported her beyond
Her understanding?

Bapt. I now parted from her,
And gave her your directions.

Math. How shall I beg
Your majesties patience! sure my familys drunk,
Or by some witch, in envy of my glory,
A dead sleep thrown upon them.

Enter Hilario and Servants.

Serv. Sir.

Math. But that
The sacred presence of the king forbids it,
My sword should make a massacre among you.
Where is your mistress?

Hil. First, you are welcome home, sir:
Then know, she says shes sick, sir. −
[Aside] Theres no notice
Taken of my bravery!

Math. Sick at such a time!
It cannot be: though she were on her death-bed,
And her spirit een now departed, here stand they
Could call it back again, and in this honour,
Give her a second being. Bring me to her;
I know not what to urge, or how to redeem
This mortgage of her manners.

[Exeunt Mathias, Hilario, and Servants.]

Eubu. Theres no climate
On the world, I think, where one jades trick or other
Reigns not in women.

Ferd. You were ever bitter
Against the sex.

Ladis. This is very strange.

Hon. Mean women
Have their faults, as well as queens.

Ladis. O, she appears now.

Re-enter Mathias with Sophia;
Hilario following.

Math. The injury that you conceive I have done you
Dispute hereafter, and in your perverseness
Wrong not yourself and me.

Soph. I am past my childhood,
And need no tutor.

Math. This is the great king,
To whom I am engaged till death for all
I stand possessed of.

Soph. My humble roof is proud, sir,
To be the canopy of so much greatness
Set off with goodness.

Ladis. My own praises flying
In such pure air as your sweet breath, fair lady,
Cannot but please me.

Math. This is the queen of queens,
In her magnificence to me.

Soph. In my duty
I kiss her highness robe.

Hon. You stoop too low
To her whose lips would meet with yours.

[Kisses her.]

Soph. Howeer
It may appear preposterous in women
So to encounter, tis your pleasure, madam,
And not my proud ambition. –
[Aside to Mathias] Do you hear, sir?
Without a magical picture, in the touch
I find your print of close and wanton kisses
On the queens lips.

Math. Upon your life be silent:
And now salute these lords.

Soph. Since you will have me,
You shall see I am experienced at the game,
And can play it tightly.
[To Ferdinand] You are a brave man, sir,
And do deserve a free and hearty welcome:
Be this the prologue to it.

[Kisses him.]

Eubu. An old mans turn
Is ever last in kissing. − I have lips too,
However cold ones, madam.

Soph. I will warm them
With the fire of mine.

[Kisses him.]

Eubu. And so she has! I thank you,
I shall sleep the better all night fort.

Math. [Aside to Sophia] You express
The boldness of a wanton courtezan,
And not a matrons modesty; take up,
Or you are disgraced for ever.

Soph. How? with kissing
Feelingly, as you taught me? would you have me
Turn my cheek to them, as proud ladies use
To their inferiors, as if they intended
Some business should be whispered in their ear,
And not a salutation? what I do,
I will do freely; now I am in the humour,
Ill fly at all: are there any more?

Math. Forbear,
Or you will raise my anger to a height
That will descend in fury.

Soph. Why? you know
How to resolve yourself what my intents are,
By the help of Mephostophilus, and your picture:
Pray you, look upont again. I humbly thank
The queens great care of me while you were absent.
She knew how tedious twas for a young wife,
And being for that time a kind of widow,
To pass away her melancholy hours
Without good company, and in charity, therefore,
Provided for me: out of her own store,
She culled the lords Ubaldo and Ricardo,
Two principal courtiers for ladies service,
To do me all good offices; and as such
Employed by her, I hope I have received
And entertained them; nor shall they depart
Without the effect arising from the cause
That brought them hither.

Math. Thou dost belie thyself:
I know that in my absence thou wert honest,
However now turned monster.

Soph. The truth is,
We did not deal, like you, in speculations
On cheating pictures; we knew shadows were
No substances, and actual performance
The best assurance. I will bring them hither,
To make good in this presence so much for me.
Some minutes space I beg your majesties pardon. −
You are moved now: champ upon this bit a little,
Anon you shall have another. − Wait me, Hilario.

[Exeunt Sophia and Hilario.]

Ladis. How now? turned statue, sir!

Math. Fly, and fly quickly,
From this cursed habitation, or this Gorgon
Will make you all as I am. In her tongue
Millions of adders hiss, and every hair
Upon her wicked head a snake more dreadful
Than that Tisiphone threw on Athamas,
Which in his madness forced him to dismember
His proper issue. O that ever I
Reposed my trust in magic, or believed
Impossibilities! or that charms had power
To sink and search into the bottomless hell
Of a false womans heart!

Eubu. These are the fruits
Of marriage! an old bachelor as I am,
And, whats more, will continue so, is not troubled
With these fine fagaries.

Ferd. Till you are resolved, sir,
Forsake not hope.

Bapt. Upon my life, this is
Dissimulation.

Ladis. And it suits not with
Your fortitude and wisdom to be thus
Transported with your passion.

Hon. You were once
Deceived in me, sir, as I was in you;
Yet the deceit pleased both.

Math. She hath confessed all;
What further proof should I ask?

Hon. Yet remember
The distance that is interposed between
A womans tongue and her heart; and you must grant,
You build upon no certainties.

Re-enter Sophia, Corisca, and Hilario,
with Ubaldo and Ricardo in rags,
spinning and reeling, as before.

Eubu. What have we here?

Soph. You must come on, and shew yourselves.

Ubald. The king!

Ric. And queen too! would I were as far under the earth
As I am above it!

Ubald. Some poet will,
From this relation, or in verse or prose,
Or both together blended, render us
Ridiculous to all ages.

Ladis. I remember
This face, when it was in a better plight:
Are not you Ricardo?

Hon. And this thing, I take it,
Was once Ubaldo.

Ubald. I am now I know not what.

Ric. We thank your majesty for employing us
To this subtle Circe.

Eubu. How, my lord! turned spinster!
Do you work by the day, or by the great?

Ferd. Is your theorbo
Turned to a distaff, signior? and your voice,
With which you chanted, Room for a lusty gallant!
Tuned to the note of Lachrymae?

Eubu. Prithee tell me,
For I know thourt free, how oft, and to the purpose,
Youve been merry with this lady.

Ric. Never, never.

Ladis. Howsoever, you should say so for your credit,
Being the only court-bull.

Ubald. O, that ever
I saw this kicking heifer!

Soph. You see, madam,
How I have cured your servants, and what favours
They with their rampant valour have won from me.
You may, as they are physicd, I presume,
Trust a fair virgin with them; they have learned
Their several trades to live by, and paid nothing
But cold and hunger for them: and may now
Set up for themselves, for here I give them over. −
And now to you, sir; why do you not again
Peruse your picture, and take the advice
Of your learnèd consort? these are the men, or none,
That made you, as the Italian says, a becco.

Math. I know not which way to entreat your pardon,
Nor am I worthy of it. My Sophia,
My best Sophia; here before the king,
The queen, these lords, and all the lookers on,
I do renounce my error, and embrace you,
As the great example to all aftertimes,
For such as would die chaste and noble wives,
With reverence to imitate.

Soph. Not so, sir;
I yet hold off. However I have purged
My doubted innocence, the foul aspersions,
In your unmanly doubts, cast on my honour,
Cannot so soon be washed off.

Eubu. Shall we have
More jiggobobs yet?

Soph. When you went to the wars,
I set no spy upon you, to observe
Which way you wandered, though our sex by nature
Is subject to suspiciöns and fears;
My confidence in your loyalty freed me from them.
But, to deal as you did, gainst your religion,
With this enchanter, to survey my actions,
Was more than womans weakness; therefore know,
And tis my boon unto the king, I do
Desire a separation from your bed;
For I will spend the remnant of my life
In prayer and meditation.

Math. O take pity
Upon my weak condition, or I am
More wretched in your innocence, than if
I had found you guilty. Have you shown a jewel
Out of the cabinet of your rich mind,
To lock it up again? − She turns away.
Will none speak for me? shame and sin hath robbed me
Of the use of my tongue.

Ladis. Since you have conquered, madam,
You wrong the glory of your victory,
If you use it not with mercy.

Ferd. Any penance
You please to impose upon him, I dare warrant
He will gladly suffer.

Eubu. Have I lived to see
But one good woman, and shall we for a trifle,
Have her turn nun? I will first pull down the cloister.
To the old sport again, with a good luck to you!
Tis not alone enough that you are good,
We must have some of the breed of you: will you destroy
The kind and race of goodness? I am converted,
And ask your pardon, madam, for my ill opinion
Against the sex; and shew me but two such more,
Ill marry yet, and love them.

Hon. She that yet
Neer knew what twas to bend but to the king,
Thus begs remission for him.

Soph. O, dear madam,
Wrong not your greatness so.

Omnes. We are all suitors.

Ubald. I do deserve to be hard among the rest.

Ric. And we have suffered for it.

Soph. I perceive
Theres no resistance: but, suppose I pardon
Whats past, who can secure me hell be free
From jealousy hereafter?

Math. I will be
My own security: go, ride, where you please;
Feast, revel, banquet, and make choice with whom,
Ill set no watch upon you; and, for proof of it,
This cursèd picture I surrender up
To a consuming fire.

Bapt. As I abjure
The practice of my art.

Soph. Upon these terms
I am reconciled; and for these that have paid
The price of their folly, I desire your mercy.

Ladis. At your request they have it.

Ubald. Hang all trades now!

Ric. I will find a new one, and that is, to live honest.

Hil. These are my fees.

Ubald. Pray you, take them, with a mischief!

Ladis. So, all ends in peace now.
And, to all married men, be this a caution,
Which they should duly tender as their life,
Neither to dote too much, nor doubt a wife.

[Exeunt Omnes.]

FINIS
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THEODOSAVS the younger.

Paulinus, a Kinsman to the Emperour.
Philanax, Captaine of the Guard.

Eunuchs of the Emperours chamber:
Timantus
Chrysapius
Gratianus

Cleon, a trauailer, friend to Paulinus.
Informer.
Proiector.
Master of the manners.
Mignion of the suburbs.
Countryman.
Chirurgion.
Emperick.
Pulcheria, the protectresse.

Athenais, strange virgin, after the Empresse.

The younger sisters of the Emperour:
Arcadia,
Flaccilla
Seruants.
Mutes.


TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE, AND MY ESPECIALL GOOD LORD, IOHN LORD MOHVNE, BARON OFOKEHAMPTON, &C.
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My good Lord,
Let my presumption in stiling you so (hauing neuer deserud it in my seruice) from the clemencie of your noble disposition finde pardon. The reuerence due to the Name of Mohune, longe since honored in three Earls of Sommerset, and eight Barons of Munster, may challenge from all pennes a deserued celebration. And the rather in respect those Titles were not purchasd, but conferrd, and continued in your Ancestours, for many vertuous, noble, and still liuing Actions; nor euer forfeited, or tainted, but when the iniquitie of those times labourd the depression of approued goodnesse, and in wicked policie held it fit that Loyaltie, and Faith, in taking part with the true Prince, should be degraded, and mulcted. But this admitting no farther dilation in this place, may your Lordship please, and with all possible breuitie to vnderstand, the reasons why I am in humble thankfulnesse ambitious to shelter this Poem vnder the wings of your Honorable protection. My worthy friend Mr Aston Cokaine your Nephew, to my extraordinarie content, deliuerd to mee, that your Lordship at your vacant hours sometimes vouchsafd to peruse such trifles of mine, as haue passed the Presse, & not alone warranted them in your gentle suffrage, but disdaind not to bestow a remembrance of your loue, and intended fauour to mee. I professe to the world, I was exalted with the bountie, and with good assurance, it being so rare in this age to meete with one Noble Name, that in feare to bee censurd of leuitie, and weakenesse, dares expresse it selfe, a friend, or Patron to contemnd Poetrie. Hauing therefore no meanes els left mee to witnesse the obligation, in which I stand most willingly bound to your Lordship, I offer this Tragæ-Comœdie to your gratious acceptance, no way despairing, but that with a cleere aspect, you will daine to receiue it (it being an induction to my future endeauours) and that in the list of those, that to your merit truely admire you, you may descend to number,

Your Lordships
Faithfull Honorer;
Philip Massinger.


TO MY WORTHY FRIEND, MR. PHILIP MASSINGER,VPON HIS TRAGÆCOMŒDIE, CALLDTHE EMPEROUR OF THE EAST.
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Suffer, my friend, these lines to haue the grace,
That they may bee a mole on Venus face.
There is no fault about thy Booke, but this,
And it will shew how faire thy Emperour is.

Thou more then Poet, our Mercurie (that art
Apollos Messenger, and dost impart
His best expressions to our eares) liue long
To purifie the slighted English tongue,
That both the Nymphes of Tagus, and of Poe,
May not henceforth despise our language so.
Nor could they doe it, if they ere had seene
The matchlesse features of the faerie Queene;
Read Iohnson, Shakespeare, Beaumont, Fletcher, or
Thy neat-limnd peeces, skilfull Massinger.
Thou knowne, all the Castillians must confesse
Vega de Carpio thy foile, and blesse
His language can translate thee, and the fine
Italian witts, yeeld to this worke of thine.
Were old Pythagoras aliue againe,
In thee hee might finde reason to maintaine
His Paradox; that soules by transmigration
In diuers bodies make their habitation,
And more; that all Poetik soules yet knowne
Are met in thee, vnited, and made one.
This is a truth, not an applause. I am
One that at farthest distance view thy flame,
Yet may pronounce, that were Apollo dead,
In thee his Poesie might all bee read.
Forbeare thy modestie. Thy Emperours veine
Shall Hue admird, when Poets shall complaine
It is a patterne of too high a reach
And what great Phœbus might the Muses teach.
Let it Hue therefore, and I dare bee bold
To say, it with the world shall not grow old.

Aston Cokaine.


A FRIEND TO THE AUTHOR, AND WELL-WISHERTO THE READER.
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Who with a liber all hand, freely bestowes
His bounty, on all commers, and yet knowes
No ebbe, nor formall limits, but proceeds
Continuing his hospitable deeds,
With dayly welcome, shall aduance his name
Beyond the art of flatterie: with such fame
May yours (deare friend) compare. Your muse hath bene
Most bountifull, and I haue often seene
The willing seates receaue such as haue fedd,
And risen thankefull; yet were some mis-led
By Nicetie, when this faire Banquet came
(So I allude) their stomacks were to blame,
Because that excellent sharpe, and poinant sauce
Was wanting, they arose without due grace.
Loe thus a second time hee doth inuite you:
Bee your owne Caruers, and it may delight you.

Iohn Clauell.


TO MY TRUE FRIEND, AND KINSMAN:PHILIP MASSINGER.
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I take not vp on trust; nor am I lead
By an implicit Faith: what I haue read
With an impartiall censure I dare crowne
With a deserud applause, how ere crid downe
By such whose malice will not let em bee
Equall to any peece limnd forth by thee.
Contemne their poore detraction, and still write
Poems like this, that can indure the light,
And search of abler iudgments. This will raise
Thy Name, the others Scandall is thy praise.
This oft perusd by graue witts, shall liue long,
Not dye as soone, as passd the Actors tongue,
(The fate of slighter toyes): And I must say
Tis not enough to make a passing play,
In a true Poet. Workes that should indure
Must haue a Genius in em strong, as pure.
And such is thine friend; nor shall time deuoure
The well formd features of thy Emperour.

William Singleton.


PROLOGUE AT THE BLACKFRIERS.
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But that imperious custome warrants it,
Our Author with much willingnes would omit
This Preface to his new worke. Hee hath found
(And sufferd fort) many are apt to wound
His credit in this kind: and whether hee
Expresse himselfe fearefull, or peremptorie,
Hee cannot scape their censures who delight
To misapplie what euer hee shall write.
Tis his hard fate. And though hee will not sue,
Or basely beg such suffrages, yet to you
Free, and ingenious spirits, hee doth now
In mee present his seruice, with his vow
Hee hath done his best, and though hee cannot glorie
In his inuention, (this worke being a storie,
Of reuerend Antiquitie) hee doth hope
In the proportion of it, and the scope,
You may obserue some peeces drawne like one
Of a stedfast hand, and with the whiter stone
To bee markd in your faire censures. More then this
I am forbid to promise, and it is
With the most till you confirme it: since wee know
What ere the shaft bee, Archer, or the bow,
From which tis sent, it cannot hit the white
Vnlesse your approbation guide it right.


PROLOGUE AT COURT.
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As euer (Sir) you lent a gratious eare
To oppressd innocence, now vouchsafe to heare
A short petition. At your feete in mee
The Poet kneeles, and to your Maiestie
Appeales for iustice. What wee now present,
When first conceiud, in his vote and intent,
Was sacred to your pleasure; in each part
With his best of fancie, iudgment, language, art,
Fashiond, and formd so, as might well, and may
Deserue a wellcome, and no vulgar way.
Hee durst not (Sir) at such a solemne feast
Lard his graue matter with one scurrilous ieast,
But labourd that no passage might appeare,
But what the Queene without a blush might heare:
And yet this poore worke sufferd by the rage,
And enuie of some Catos of the stage:
Yet still hee hopes, this Play which then was seene
With sore eyes, and condemnd out of their spleen,
May bee by you, The supreme iudge, set free,
And raisd aboue the reach of calumnie.


ACT. I. SCÆNE I.
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PAULINUS. CLEON.

Paulinus. In your six yeeres trauaile, friend, no doubt you haue met with
Many, and rare aduentures, and obserud
The wonders of each climate, varying in
The manners, and the men, and so returne,
For the future seruice of your prince and country,
In your vnderstanding betterd.

Cleon. Sir, I haue made oft
The best vse in my power, and hope my gleanings,
After the full crop others reapd before me,
Shall not when I am calld on, altogether
Appeare vnprofitable: yet I left
The miracle of miracles in our age
At home behind me; euery where abroad
Fame with a true, though prodigall voyce, deliuerd
Such wonders of Pulcheria the Princesse,
To the amazement, nay astonishment rather
Of such as heard it, that I found not one
In all the States and Kingdomes that I passd through,
Worthy to be her second.

Paulinus. She indeed is
A perfect Phoenix, and disdaynes a riuall.
Her infant yeeres, as you know, promisd much,
But growne to ripenesse shee transcendes, and makes
Credulitie her debtor. I will tell you
In my blunt way, to entertaine the time,
Vntill you haue the happinesse to see her,

How in your absence shee hath borne her selfe,
And with all possible breuitie, though the subiect
Is such a spatious field, as would require
An abstract of the purest eloquence
(Deriude from the most famous Orators
The nurse of learning, Athens, shewd the world)
In that man, that should vndertake to bee
Her true Historian.

Cleon. In this you shall doe mee
A speciall fauour.

Paulinus. Since Arcadius death,
Our late great Master, the protection of
The Prince his Sonne, the second Theodosius,
By a generall vote and suffrage of the people,
Was to her charge assigned, with the disposure
Of his so many Kingdomes. For his person,
Shee hath so traind him vp in all those arts
That are both great and good, and to be wished
In an Imperiall Monarch, that the Mother
Of the Gracchi, graue Cornelia (Rome still boasts of)
The wise Pulcheria but namd, must be
No more remembred. She by her example
Hath made the court a kinde of Academy,
In which true honour is both learnd, and practisd,
Her priuate lodgings a chaste Nunnery,
In which her sisters as probationers heare
From her their soueraigne Abbesse, all the precepts
Read in the schoole of vertue.

Cleon. You amaze me.

Paulinus. I shall ere I conclude. For heere the wonder
Begins, not ends. Her soule is so immense,
And her strong faculties so apprehensiue,
To search into the depth of deepe designes,
And of all natures, that the burthen which
To many men were insupportable,
To her is but a gentle exercise,
Made by the frequent vse familiar to her.

Cleon. With your good fauour let me interrupt you.
Being as she is in euery part so perfect,

Me thinkes that all kings of our Easterne world
Should become riualls for her.

Paulinus. So they haue,
But to no purpose. She that knowes her strength
To rule, and gouerne Monarchs, scornes to weare
On her free necke the seruile yoke of marriage.
And for one loose desire, enuie it selfe
Dares not presume to taint her. Venus sonne
Is blinde indeed, when he but gazes on her;
Her chastity being a rocke of Diamonds,
With which encountred his shafts flie in splinters,
His flaming torches in the liuing spring
Of her perfections, quenchd: and to crowne all,
Shees so impartiall when she sits vpon
The high tribunall, neither swayd with pittye,
Nor awd by feare beyond her equall scale,
That tis not superstition to beleeue
Astrea once more Hues vpon the earth,
Pulcheriaes brest her temple.

Cleon. You haue giuen her
An admirable character.

Paulinus. She deserues it,
And such is the commanding power of vertue,
That from her vitious enemies it compells
Pæans of prayse as a due tribute to her. Solemne lowd musick.

Cleon. What meanes this solemne musicke Sir?

Paulinus. It vshers
The Emperours morning meditation,
In which Pulcheria is more then assistant.
Tis worth your obseruation, and you may
Collect from her expence of time this day,
How her howres for many yeeres haue beene disposd of.

Cleon. I am all eyes and eares.

Enter after a strayne of musicke, PHILANAX, TIMANTUS, Patriarch, THEODDSISU, PULCHERIA, FLACCLLA, ARCADIA, followed by CHRYSAPIUS and GRATIANUS, INFORMER Seruants, Officers.

Pulcheria. Your patience Sir.

Let those corrupted ministers of the court,
Which you complayne of, our deuotions ended,
Be cited to appeare. For the Embassadours
Who are importunate to haue audience,
From me you may assure them, that to morrow
They shall in publike kisse the Emperours robe,
And we in priuate with our soonest leasure
Will giue em hearing. Haue you especiall care too
That free accesse be granted vnto all

Petitioners. The morning weares. Pray you on Sir;
Time lost is nere recouerd.
Exeunt THEODOSIUS, PULCHERIA, and the trayne.

Paulinus. Did you note
The maiesty she appeares in?

Cleon. Yes my good Lord,
I was rauishd with it.

Paulinus. And then with what speede
Shee orders her dispatches, not one daring
To interpose; the Emperour himselfe
Without replie putting in act what euer
Shee pleasd to impose vpon him.

Cleon. Yet there were some
That in their sullen lookes rather confessed
A forcd constraint to serue her, then a will
To bee at her deuotion, what are they?

Paulinus. Eunuchs of the Emperours chamber, that repine,
The globe and awfull scepter should giue place
Vnto the distaffe, for as such they whisper
A womans gouernment, but dare not yet
Expresse themselues.

Cleon. From whence are the Embassadours
To whom she promisde audience?

Paulinus. They are
Imployd by diuers Princes, who desire
Alliance with our Emperour, whose yeeres now
As you see, write him man. One would aduance
A daughter to the honour of his bed,
A second, his fayre sister: to instruct you
In the particulars would aske longer time
Then my owne designes giue way to. I haue letters
From speciall friends of mine, that to my care
Commend a stranger virgin, whom this morning
I purpose to present before the Princesse,
If you please, you may accompany me.

Cleon. Ile wait on you. Exeunt.


ACT. I. SCENE 2.
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INFORMER, OFFICERS BRINGING in the proilctor, the suburbs mignion, the master of the habit and manners.

Informer. Why should you droope, or hang your working heads?
No danger is meant to you, pray beare vp,
For ought I know you are cited to receiue
Preferment due to your merits.

Proiector. Very likely,
In all the proiects I haue read and practisd
I neuer found one man compeld to come
Before the seat of iustice vnder guarde
To receiue honour.

Informer. No; it may be you are
BV The first example. Men of qualities,
As I haue deliuerd you to the protectresse,
Who knows how to aduance them, cannot conceiue
A fitter place to haue their vertues publishde,
Then in open Court: could you hope that the Princesse
Knowing your pretious merits, will reward em
In a priuate corner? no, you know not yet
How you may be exalted.

Suburbs Mignion. To the gallowes.

Informer. Fy,
Nor yet depressde to the Gallies; in your names
You carry no such crimes: your specious titles
Cannot but take her: President of the Proiectors!
What a noyse it makes! The master of the habit,
How proud would some one country be that I know
To be your first pupill! Minion of the suburbs,
And now and then admitted to the Court,
And honord with the stile of Squire of Dames,
What hurt is in it? One thing I must tell you,

As I am the State scout, you may think me an INFORMER.

Master. They are Synonima.

Informer. Conceale nothing from her
Of your good parts, twill be the better for you,
Or if you should, it matters not, she can coniure,
And I am her vbiquitary spirit,
Bound to obey her, you haue my instructions,
Stand by, heeres better company.

Enter PAULINUS, CLEON, ATHENAIS, with a Petition.

Athenais. Can I hope, Sir,
Oppressed innocence shall finde protection,
And iustice among strangers, when my brothers,
Brothers of one wombe, by one Sire begotten,
Trample on my afflictions?

Paulinus. Forget them,
Remembring those may helpe you.

Athenais. They haue robde mee
Of all meanes to prefer my iust complaint
With any promising hope to gaine a hearing,
Much lesse redresse: petitions not sweetened
With golde, are but vnsauorie, oft refused,
Or if receaud, are pocketted, not read.
A suitors swelling teares by the glowing beames
Of Cholerick authority are drid vp,
Before they fall, or if seene neuer pittied.
What will become of a forsaken maide?
My flattering hopes are too weake to encounter
With my stronge enemy, despaire, and tis
In vaine to oppose her.

Cleon. Cheere her vp, shee faints, Sir.

Paulinus. This argues weakenesse; thogh your brothers were
Cruell beyond expression, and the iudges
That sentencd you, corrupt, you shall finde heere
One of your owne faire sexe to doe you right,
Whose beames of iustice like the Sun extend
Their light, and heate to strangers, and are not
Municipall, or confinde.

Athenais. Pray you doe not feede mee
With aerie hopes; vnlesse you can assure mee

The greate Pulcheria will descende to heare
My miserable storie, it were better
I died without her trouble.

Paulinus. Shee is bound to it
By the surest chaine, her naturall inclination
To helpe th afflicted, nor shall long delayes
(More terrible to miserable suitors
Then quicke denialls) grieue you; Drie your faire eyes,
This roome will instantly bee sanctifid
With her blessd presence; to her ready hand
Present your grieuances, and rest assurd
You shall depart contented.

Athenais. You breath in mee
A second life.

Informer. Will your Lordship please to heare
Your seruant a few words?

Paulinus. Away you rascall,
Did I euer keepe such seruants?

Informer. If your honestie
Would giue you leaue, it would bee for your profit.

Paulinus. To make vse of an Informer? tell mee in what
Can you aduantage mee?

Informer. In the first tender
Of a fresh suite neuer begd yet.

Paulinus. Whats your suite Sir?

Informer. Tis feasible, heere are three arrant knaues
Discouerd by my Art:

Paulinus. And thou the arch-knaue,
The greate deuoure the lesse.

Informer. And with good reason,
I must eate one a month, I cannot Ilue els.

Paulinus. A notable canniball! but should I heare thee,
In what doe your knaues concerne mee?

Informer. In the begging
Of their estates.

Paulinus. Before they are condemned?

Informer. Yes or arraigned, your Lordship may speake too late els.
They are your owne, and I will bee content
With the fift part of a share.

Paulinus. Hence Rogue!

Informer. Such Rogues
In this kinde will be heard, and cherishd too.
Foole that I was to offer such a bargaine,
To a spicd conscience chapman, but I care not,
What hee disdaines to taste others will swallow. Lowde Musick.

Enter THEODOSIUS, PULCHERIA, and the traine.

Cleon. They are returned from the Temple.

Paulinus. See, shee appeares,
What thinke you now?

Athenais. A cunning Painter thus
Her vaile tane off, and awfull sword and ballance
Layd by, woulde picture iustice.

Pulcheria. When you please,
You may intend those royall exercises
Suiting your birth, and greatenesse: I will beare
The burthen of your cares, and hauing purged
The body of your empire of ill humors,
Vpon my knees surrender it.

Chrysapius. Will you euer
Bee awde thus like a Boy?

Gratianus. And kisse the rod
Of a proude Mistrisse?

Timantus. Bee what you were borne Sir.

Philanax. Obedience and Maiestie neuer lodgd
In the same Inne.

Theodosius. No more; hee neuer learned
The right way to command, that stoppd his eares
To wise directions.

Pulcheria. Reade ore the Papers
I left vpon my cabinet, two hours hence
I will examine you.

Flaccilla. Wee spende our time well.
Nothing but praying, and poring on a booke,
It ill agrees with my constitution, sister.

Arcadia. Would I had beene borne some masquing Ladies woman,
Only to see strange sights, rather then Hue thus.

Flaccilla. We are gone forsooth, there is no remedy, sister.
Exeunt ARCADIA and FLACCILLA.

Gratianus. What hath his eye found out?

Timantus. Tis fixd vpon
That stranger Lady.

Chrysapius. I am glad yet, that
Hee dares looke on a Woman.
All this time the INFORMER kneeling to PULCHERIA, and deliuering papers.

Theodosius. Philanax,
What is that comely stranger?

Philanax. A Petitioner.

Chrysapius. Will you heare her case, and dispatch her in your Chamber?
Ile vndertake to bring her.

Theodosius. Bring mee to
Some place where I may looke on her demeanour.
Tis a louely creature!

Chrysapius. Thers some hope in this yet.
Exeunt THEODOSIUS, Patriarch and the trayne.

Pulcheria. No you haue done your parts.

Paulinus. Now opportunity courts you,
Prefer your suite.

Athenais. As low as misene
Can fall, for proofe of my humilitie,
A poore distressed Virgin bowes her head,
And layes hold on your goodnesse, the last altar
Calamitie can flie to for protection.
Great mindes erect their neuer falling trophees
On the firme base of mercie; but to triumphe
Ouer a suppliant by proud fortune captiued,
Argues a Bastard conquest: tis to you
I speake, to you the faire, and iust Pulcheria,
The wonder of the age, your sexes honor,
And as such daine to heare mee. As you haue
A soule moulded from heauen, and doe desire
To haue it made a star there, make the meanes

Of your ascent to that celestiall height
Vertue wingd with braue action: they draw neer
The nature, and the essence of the Gods,
Who imitate their goodnesse.

Pulcheria. If you were
A subiect of the Empire, which your habit
In euery part denies–

Athenais. O flie not to
Such a euasion; what ere I am,
Being a Woman, in humanitie
You are bound to right mee; though the difference
Of my religion may seeme to exclude mee
From your defence (which you would haue confinde)
The morall vertue, which is generall,
Must know no limits; by these blessed feete
That pace the paths of equity, and tread boldly
On the stiffe necke of tyrannous oppression,
By these teares by which I bath em, I coniure you
With pitty to looke on mee.

Pulcheria. Pray you rise,
And as you rise receiue this comfort from mee.
Beauty set off with such sweete language neuer
Can want an Aduocate, and you must bring
More then a guiltie cause if you preuaile not.
Some businesse long since thought vpon dispatched,
You shall haue hearing, and as far as iustice
Will warrant mee, my best aydes.

Athenais. I doe desire
No stronger garde, my equitie needs no fauour.

Pulcheria. Are these the men?

Proiector. Wee were, ant like your highnesse,
The men, the men of eminence, and marke,
And may continue so, if it please your grace.

Master. This speech was well proiected.

Pulcheria. Does your conscience
(I will begin with you) whisper vnto you
What heere you stand accused of? are you named
The President of Proiectors?

Informer. Iustifie it man,

And tell her in what thou art vsefull.

Protector. That is apparent,
And if you please, aske some about the court,
And they will tell you to my rare inuentions,
They owe their brauerie, perhaps meanes to purchase,
And cannot Hue without mee. I alas
Lende out my labouring braines to vse, and sometimes
For a drachma in the pound, the more the pitty.
I am all patience, and indure the curses
Of many, for the profit of one patron.

Pulcheria. I do conceiue the rest. What is the second?

Informer. The mignion of the suburbs.

Pulcheria. What hath he
To doe in Courte?

Mignion. I steale in now and then,
As I am thought vsefull, marry there I am calde
The Squire of Dames, or seruant of the sex,
And by the allowance of some sportfull Ladies
Honord with that title.

Pulcheria. Spare your Character,
You are heere desciphered; stand by with your compere.
What is the third? a creature I nere heard of;
The master of the manners, and the habit,
You haue a double office.

Master. In my actions
I make both good, for by my theoremes
Which your polite, and terser gallants practise,
I rerefine the court, and ciuilize
Their barbarous natures: I haue in a table
With curious punctualitie set downe
To a haires breadth, how low a new stampd courtier
May vaile to a country Gentleman, and by
Gradation, to his marchant, mercer, draper,
His linnen man, and taylor.

Pulcheria. Pray you discouer
This hidden mysterie.

Master. If the foresayde courtier
(As it may chance somtimes) find not his name

cr Writ in the Citizens bookes, with a State hum
He may salute em after three dayes wayting:
But if he owe them money, that he may
Preserue his credit, let him, in policy, neuer
Appoint a day of payment, so they may hope still:
But if he be to take vp more, his page
May attend em at the gate, and vsher em
Into his Cellar, and when they are warmd with wine,
Conduct em to his bedchamber, and though then
He be vnder his Barbers hands, assoone as seene,
He must start vp to embrace em, vayle thus low,
Nay though he call em cosins, tis the better,
His Dignity no way wrongd int.

Paulinus. Heres a fine knaue.

Pulcheria. Does this rule hold without exception sirrha
For Courtiers in generall?

Master. No, deare madam,
For one of the last edition, and for him
I haue composde a Dictionary, in which
He is instructed, how, when, and to whom
To be proud or humble; at what times of the yeare
He may do a good deed for it selfe, and that is
Writ in Dominicall letters, all dayes else
Are his owne, and of those dayes the seuerall houres
Markt out, and to what vse.

Pulcheria. Shew vs your method,
I am strangely taken with it.

Master. Twill deserue
A pension, I hope. First a strong cullise
In his bed to heighten appetite: Shuttle-cock
To keepe him in breath when he rises; Tennis Courts
Are chargeable, and the riding of great horses
Too boystrous for my yong Courtier, let the old ones
I thinke not of, vse it; next his meditation
How to court his Mistresse, and that he may seeme witty,
Let him be furnishd with confederate iests
Between him and his friend, that on occasion
They may vent em mutually: what his pace, and garbe
Must be in the presence, then the length of his sword,

The fashion of the hilt, what the blade is
It matters not, twere barbarisme to vse it,
Vnlesse to shew his strength vpon an andiron,
So the sooner broke, the better.

Pulcheria. How I abuse
This pretious time! Proiector, I treat first
Of you and your disciples; you roare out,
All is the Kings, his will aboue his lawes:
And that fit tributes are too gentle yokes
For his poore subiects; whispering in his eare,
If he would haue their feare, no man should dare
To bring a sallad from his country garden,
Without the paying gabell; kill a hen,
Without excise: and that if he desire
To haue his children, or his seruants weare
Their heads vpon their shoulders, you affirme,
In policy, tis fit the owner should
Pay for em by the pole; or if the Prince want
A present summe, he may command a city
Impossibilities, and for non-performance
Compell it to submit to any fine
His Officers shall impose: is this the way
To make our Emperor happy? can the groanes
Of his subiects yeeld him musick? must his thresholds
Be washd with widdowes and wrongd orphans teares,
Or his power grow contemptible?

Proiector. I begin
To feele my selfe a rogue againe.

Pulcheria. But you are
The Squire of Dames, deuoted to the seruice
Of gamesome Ladies, the hidden mystery
Discouerd, their close bawde; thy slauish breath
Fanning the fires of lust, the Goe-between
This female, and that wanton Sir, your art
Can blinde a iealous husband, and disguisde
Like a Millainer or Shoomaker, conuey
A letter in a pantophle or gloue
Without suspition, nay at his table
In a case of picketoothes; you instruct em how

To parley with their eyes, and make the temple
A mart of loosenesse: to discouer all
Thy subtile brokages, were to teach in publick,
Those priuate practises which are, in iustice,
Seuerely to bee punishd.

Mignion. I am cast,
A iurie of my patronesses cannot quit mee.

Pulcheria. You are master of the manners, and the habit,
Rather the scorne of such as would Hue men,
And not like Apes with seruile imitation,
Studie prodigious fashions. You keepe
Intelligence abroad that may instruct
Our giddie youth at home what new found fashion
Is now in vse, swearing hees most compleate
That first turnes monster. Know villaines, I can thrust
This arme into your hearts, strip off the flesh
That couers your deformities, and shew you
In your owne nakednesse. Now though the law
Call not your follies death, you are for euer
Banishd my brothers court. Away with em.
I will heare no reply. Exeunt INFORMER, Officers, prisoners.
The curtaines drawne aboue, THEODOSIUS, and his eunuches [and PHILANAX] discouerd.

Paulinus. What thincke you now?

Cleon. That I am in a dreame, or that I see
A seconde Pallas.

Pulcheria. These remoud, to you
I cleare my browe, speake without feare sweete mayde,
Since with a milde aspect and ready eare,
I sit prepard to heare you.

Athenais. Know greate Princesse,
My father, though a Pagan, was admird
For his deepe serch into those hidden studies,
Whose knowledge is denid to common men:
The motion, with the diuers operations
Of the superior bodies, by his long
And carefull obseruation were made
Familiar to him, all the secret virtues

Of plants, and simples, and in what degree
They were vsefull to mankinde, hee could discourse of.
In a word conceiue him as a Prophet honourd
In his owne countrie. But being borne a man,
It lay not in him to defer the hower
Of his approching death, though long foretold:
In this so fatall hower hee calld before him
His two sonnes, and my selfe, the deerest pledges
Lent him by nature, and with his right hand
Blessing our seuerall heades, hee thus began;

Chrysapius. Marke his attention.

Philanax. Giue mee leaue to marke too.

Athenais. If I could leaue my vnderstanding to you,
It were superfluous to make diuision
Of whatsoeuer els I can bequeath you,
But to auoide contention, I allot
An equall portion of my possessions
To you my sonnes: but vnto thee my daughter,
My ioy, my darling (pardon mee though I
Repeate his words) if my prophetick soule
Ready to take her flight, can truely ghesse at
Thy future fate, I leaue the strong assurance
Of the greatenesse thou art borne to, vnto which
Thy brothers shall be proud to pay their seruice,

Paulinus. And all men els that honour beauty.

Theodosius. Vmph.

Athenais. Yet to prepare thee for that certaine fortune,
And that I may from present wants defend thee,
I leaue ten thousand crownes, which sayd, being calld
To the fellowship of our Deities, he expird,
And with him all remembrance of the charge
Concerning me, left by him to my brothers.

Pulcheria. Did they deteyne your legacy?

Athenais. And still do.
His ashes were scarce quiet in his vrne,
When in derision of my future greatnesse,
They thrust me out of doores, denying me
One short nights harbor.

Pulcheria. Weepe not.

Athenais. I desire
By your perswasion, or commanding power,
The restitution of mine owne, or that
To keepe my frailty from temptation,
In your compassion of me, you would please
I as a handmaid may be entertaind
To do the meanest offices to all such
As are honord in your seruice.

Pulcheria. Thou art welcome.
What is thy name?

Athenais. The forlorne Athenais.

Pulcheria. The sweetnes of thy innocence strangely takes me;
Takes her vp and kisses her.
Forget thy brothers wrongs, for I will be
In my care a mother, in my loue a sister to thee;
And were it possible thou couldst be woone
To be of our beleefe — 

Paulinus. May it please your excellence,
That is an easie taske, I, though no schollar,
Dare vndertake it; cleere truth cannot want
Rhetoricall perswasions.

Pulcheria. Tis a work,
My Lord, will well become you; break vp the Court,
May your endeuors prosper.

Paulinus. Come my faire one,
I hope my conuert.

Athenais. Neuer, I will die
As I was borne.

Paulinus. DIv Better you nere had beene. [Exeunt]

Philanax. What does your maiesty think of? the maids gone.

Theodosius. Shes wondrous faire, and in her speech appeard
Peeces of schollarship.

Chrysapius. Make vse of her learning
And beauty together, on my life she will be proud
To be so conuerted.

Theodosius. From foule lust heauen guard me. Exeunt .


ACT. 2. SCÆNE 1.
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PHILANAX, TIMANTUS, CHRYSAPIUS, GRATIANUS.

Philanax. We only talk when we should do.

Timantus. Ile second you,
Begin, and when you please.

Gratianus. Be constant in it.

Chrysapius. That resolution which growes cold to day,
Will freeze to morrow.

Gratianus. Slight, I think sheele keepe him
Her ward for euer, to her selfe ingrossing
The disposition of all the fauors
And bounties of the Empire.

Chrysapius. Wee that by
The neerenesse of our seruice to his person,
Should raise this man, or pull downe that, without
Her licence hardly dare prefer a suit,
Or if wee doe, tis crossd.

Philanax. You are troubled for
Your proper ends, my aimes are high and honest.
The wrong thats done to Maiesty I repine at:
I loue the Emperor, and tis my ambition
To haue him know himselfe, and to that purpose
He run the hazard of a check.

Gratianus. And I
The losse of my place.

Timantus. I will not come behinde,
Fall what can fall.

Chrysapius. Let vs put on sad aspects
To draw him on; charge home, weele fetch you off,
Or ly dead by you.

Enter THEODOSIUS.

Theodosius. Hows this? clouds in the chamber,
And the ayre cleere abroad?

Philanax. When you our Sunne
Obscure your glorious beames, poore we that borrow
Our little light from you, cannot but suffer
A generall Eclipse.

Timantus. Great Sir, tis true,
For till you please to know, and be your selfe,
And freely dare dispose of whats your owne
Without a warrant; we are falling meteors,
And not fixd starres.

Chrysapius. The pale facd Moon that should
Gouerne the night, vsurps the rule of day,
And still is at the full in spite of nature,
And will not know a change.

Theodosius. Speak you in riddles?
I am no Oedipus, but your Emperor,
And as such would be instructed.

Philanax. Your command
Shall be obeyd, till now I neuer heard you
Speak like your selfe; and may that power by which
You are so, strike me dead, if what I shall
Deliuer, as a faithfull subiect to you,
Hath root, or growth from malice, or base enuy
Of your Sisters greatnesse; I could honor in her
A power subordinate to yours, but not
As tis predominant.

Timantus. Is it fit that she,
In her birth your vassall, should command the knees
Of such as should not bow but to your selfe?

Gratianus. Shee with security walkes vpon the heads
Of the nobility, the multitude
As to a Deitie offring sacrifice,
For her grace, and fauour.

Chrysapius. Her proude feete euen wearied
With the kisses of petitioners,

Gratianus. While you,
To whom alone such reuerence is proper,
Passe vnregarded by her,

Timantus. You haue not yet
Bene Master of one houre of your whole life,

Chrysapius. Your will and faculties kept in more awe,
Then shee can doe her owne,

Philanax. And as a bondman,

O let my zeale finde grace, and pardon from you,
That I descende so low, you are designed
To this or that imployment, suiting well
A priuate man I grant, but not a Prince;
To bee a perfit horseman, or to know
The words of the chace, or a faire man of armes,
Or to bee able to pierce to the depth,
Or write a comment on th obscurest Poets,
I grant are ornaments, but your maine scope
Should bee to gouerne men, to guarde your owne,
If not enlarge your empire.

Chrysapius. You are built vp
By the curious hand of nature to reuiue
The memorie of Alexander, or by
A prosperous successe in your braue actions
To riuall Cæsar.

Timantus. Rouze your selfe, and let not
Your pleasure bee a copye of her will,

Philanax. Your pupill age is passd, and manly actions
Are now expected from you,

Gratianus. Doe not loose
Your subiects heartes,

Timantus. What ist to haue the meanes
To bee magnificent, and not exercise
The boundlesse vertue?

Gratianus. You confine your selfe
To that which strict Philosophic allowes of,
As if you were a priuate man.

Timantus. No pompe,
Or glorious showes of royaltie, rendring it
Both loud, and terrible.

Gratianus. Slight you liue, as it
Begets some doubt, whether you haue or not
Th abilities of a man.

Chrysapius. The Firmament
Hath not more starres then there are seuerall beauties
Ambitious at the height to impart their deare,
And sweetest fauours to you.

Gratianus. Yet you haue not
Made choice of one, of all the sex, to serue you,
In a Physicall way of courtshippe.

Theodosius. But that I would not
Beginne the expression of my being a man,
In blood, or staine the first white robe I weare
Of absolute power, with a seruile imitation
Of any tyrannous habit, my iust anger
Prompts mee to make you in your suffrings feele,
And not in words to instruct you, that the licence
Of the loose, and saucie language you now practised,
Hath forfeited your heades.

Gratianus. Hows this?

Philanax. I know not
What the play may proue, but I assure you that
I doe not like the prologue.

Theodosius. O the miserable
Condition of a Prince! who though hee varie
More shapes then Proteus in his minde, and manners,
Hee cannot winne an vniuersall suffrage,
From the many-headed monster, Multitude.
Like Æsops foolish Frogges they trample on him,
As a senselesse blocke, if his gouernement bee easie.
And if hee proue a Storke, they croke, and rayle
Against him as a tyranne. Ile put off
That maiestie, of which you thinke I haue
Nor vse, nor feeling, and in arguing with you,
Conuince you with strong proofes of common reason,
And not with absolute power, against which, wretches,
You are not to dispute. Dare you that are
My creatures, by my prodigall fauours fashiond,
Presuming on the neerenesse of your seruice,
Set off with my familiar acceptance,
Condemne my obsequiousnesse to the wise directions
Of an incomparable Sister, whom all parts
Of our world, that are made happy in the knowledge
Of her perfections, with wonder gaze on?
And yet you that were only borne to eate
The blessings of our mother earth, that are
Distant but one degree from beasts (since slaues

Can claime no larger priuiledge) that know
No farther then your sensuall appetites,
Or wanton lust haue taught you, vndertake
To giue your soueraigne lawes to follow that
Your ignorance markes out to him? Walkes by.

Gratianus. How were wee
Abusd in our opinion of his temper?

Philanax. Wee had forgot tis found in holy writ,
That Kings hearts are inscrutable.

Timantus. I nere reade it,
My studie lies not that way.

Philanax. By his lookes
The tempest still increases.

Theodosius. Am I growne
So stupid in your iudgments, that you dare
With such security offer violence
To sacred maiestie? will you not know
The Lyon is a Lyon, though he show not
His rending pawes? or fill th affrighted ayre
With the thunder of his rorings? you blessd Saints,
How am I trenched on? is that temperance
So famous in your cited Alexander,
Or Roman Scipio a crime in mee?
Cannot I bee an Emperour, vnlesse
Your wiues, and daughters bow to my proud lusts?
And cause I rauish not their fairest buildings
And fruitfull vineyards, or what is dearest,
From such as are my vassalls, must you conclude
I doe not know the awfull power, and strength
Of my prerogatiue? am I close handed
Because I scatter not among you that
I must not call mine owne? Know you court leeches,
A Prince is neuer so magnificent,
As when hees sparing to inrich a few
With th iniuries of many; could your hopes
So grossely flatter you, as to beleeue
I was born and traind vp as an Emperour, only
In my indulgence to giue sanctuarie,
In their vniust proceedings, to the rapine
And auarice of my groomes?

Philanax. In the true mirror
Of your perfections, at length wee see
Our owne deformities.

Timantus. And not once daring
To look vpon that maiestie wee now sleighted.

Chrysapius. With our faces thus glewd to the earth, wee beg
Your gratious pardon.

Gratianus. Offring our neckes
To bee trod on, as a punishment for our late
Presumption, and a willing testimony
Of our subiection.

Theodosius. Deserue our mercie
In your better life heereafter; you shall finde,
Though in my Fathers life I helde it madnesse
To vsurp his power, and in my youth disdainde not
To learne from the instructions of my sister,
He make it good to all the world, I am
An Emperor; and euen this instant graspe
The Scepter, my rich stock of maiesty
Intire, no scruple wasted.

Philanax. If these teares
I drop, proceed not from my ioy to heare this,
May my eye-bals follow em.

Timantus. I will shew my selfe
By your suddain metamorphosis transformd
From what I was.

Gratianus. And nere presume to aske
What fits not you to giue.

Theodosius. Moue in that sphere,
And my light with full beames shall shine vpon you.
Forbeare this slavish courtship, tis to me
In a kinde idolatrous.

Philanax. Your gratious sister.

Enter PULCHERIA, servant.

Pulcheria. Has he conuerted her?

Seruant. And, as such, will
Present her when you please.

Pulcheria. I am glad of it.
Comand my Dresser to adorne her with

The robes that I gaue order for.

Seruant. I shall.

Pulcheria. And let those pretious Iewels I tooke last
Out of my Cabinet, ift be possible,
Giue lustre to her beauties, and that done,
Command her to be neere vs.

Seruant. Tis a prouince
I willingly embrace. Exit servant.

Pulcheria. O my deare Sir,
You haue forgot your morning taske, and therefore
With a mothers loue I come to reprehende you,
But it shall bee gentlie.

Theodosius. T will become you, though,
You said with reuerend duty. Know heereafter,
If my mother liud in you, how ere her sonne,
Like you shee were my subiect.

Pulcheria. How?

Theodosius. Put off
Amazement, you will finde it. Yet Ile heare you
At distance, as a sister, but no longer
As a gouernesse, I assure you.

Gratianus. This is put home,

Timantus. Beyond our hopes.

Philanax. Shee stands as if his words
Had powerfull magick in em.

Theodosius. Will you haue mee
Your pupill euer? the downe on my chinne
Confirmes I am a man, a man of men,
The Emperour, that knowes his strength.

Pulcheria. Heauen grant
You know it not too soone.

Theodosius. Let it suffice
My wardships out. If your designe concernes vs
As a man, and not a boy, with our allowance
You may deliuer it.

Pulcheria. A strange alteration!
But I will not contend. Bee, as you wish, Sir,
Your owne disposer, vncompeld I cancell

All bondes of my authority. Kneeles.

Theodosius. You in this
Pay your due homage, which performd, I thus
Embrace you as a Sister, no way doubting
Your vigilance for my safetie as my honor;
And what you now come to impart, I rest
Most confident, points at one of them.

Pulcheria. At both,
And not alone the present, but the future
Tranquillity of your minde: since in the choice
Of her, you are to heate with holy fires,
And make the consort of your royall bed,
The certaine meanes of glorious succession,
With the true happinesse of our humane being,
Are wholy comprehended.

Theodosius. How? a wife?
Shall I become a votarie to Hymen,
Before my youth hath sacrificd to Venus?
Tis something with the soonest, yet to shew
In things indifferent, I am not auerse
To your wise counsailes, let mee first suruay
Those beauties, that in being a Prince I know
Are riualls for mee. You will not confine mee
To your election, I must see deere sister
With mine owne eyes.

Pulcheria. Tis fit Sir, yet in this
You may please to consider, absolute Princes
Haue, or should haue, in Policie, lesse free will
Then such as are their vassals. For, you must,
As you are an Emperour, in this high businesse
Waigh with due prouidence, with whom alliance
May bee most vsefull for the preseruation,
Or your increase of Empire.

Theodosius. I approue not
Such compositions for our morall ends,
In what is in it selfe diuine, nay more,
Decreed in heauen. Yet if our neighbour Princes,
Ambitious of such neerenesse, shall present
Their dearest pledges to mee (euer reseruing
The caution of mine owne content) Ile not
Contemne their courteous offers.

Pulcheria. Bring in the pictures.

2. Pictures brought in.

Theodosius. Must I then iudge the substances by the shadowes?
The Painters are most enuious, if they want
Good colours for preferment: virtuous Ladies
Loue this way to bee flatterd, and accuse
The workeman of detraction, if he adde not
Some grace they cannot truely call their owne.
Ist not so Gratianus? you may challenge
Some interest in the science.

Gratianus. A pretender
To the art, I truely honor, and subscribe
To your maiesties opinion.

Theodosius. Let mee see,
Cleanthe, daughter to the King of Epirus,
Ætatis suæ, the fourteenth: ripe enough,
And forward too, I assure you. Let me examine

The Symmetries. If Statuaries could
By the foote of Hercules set downe punctually
His whole dimensions, and the countenance be
The index of the minde, this may instruct me,
With the aydes of that I haue read touching this subiect,
What shee is inward: the colour of her haire,
If it be, as this does promise, pale, and faint,
And not a glistering white; her brow, so so;
The circles of her sight, too much contracted;
Iunos faire cowe eyes by old Homer are
Commended to their merit; heeres a sharpe frost,
In the tippe of her nose, which by the length assures mee
Of stormes at midnight, if I faile to pay her
The tribute she expects. I like her not:
What is the other?

Chrysapius. How hath hee commencd
Doctor in this so sweete and secret art,
Without our knowledge?

Timantus. Some of his forward pages
Haue robd vs of the honor.

Philanax. No such matter,
Hee has the theorie only, not the practick.

Theodosius. Amasia, Sister to the Duke of Athens,
Her age eighteen, descended lineally
From Theseus, as by her pedegree
Will be made apparent. Of his lustie kinred?
And loose so much time! tis strange! as I Hue, shee hath
A Philosophicall aspect, there is
More wit then beauty in her face, and when
I court her, it must be in tropes, and figures,
Or shee will crie absurd. Shee will haue her elenchs
To cut off any fallacie I can hope
To put vpon her, and expect I should
Euer conclude in Syllogismes, and those true ones
In parte et toto, or sheele tire mee with
Her tedious Elocutions in the praise
Of the increase of generation, for which
Alone the sport in her moralitie
Is good and lawfull, and to bee often practisd
For feare of missing. Fy ont, let the race
Of Theseus be matchd with Aristotles,
He none of her.

Pulcheria. You are curious in your choice, Sir,
And hard to please, yet if that your consent
May giue authority to it, Ile present you
With one, that if her birth, and fortunes answerd
The rarities of her body, and her mind,
Detraction durst not tax her.

Theodosius. Let me see her,
Though wanting those additions, which we can
Supplie from our owne store: it is in vs
To make men rich, and noble, but to giue
Legitimate shapes and virtues, does belong
To the greate creator of em, to whose bounties
Alone tis proper, and in this disdaines
An Emperour for his riuall.

Pulcheria. I applaud
This fit acknowledgement, since Princes then
Grow lesse then common men, when they contend
With him, by whom they are so.

Enter PAULINUS, CLEON, ATHENAIS newly habited.

Theodosius. I confesse it.

Pulcheria. Not to hold you in suspense, Behold the virgin
Rich in her naturall beauties, no way borrowing
Th adulterate aydes of art. Peruse her better,
Shee is worth your serious view.

Philanax. I am amazd too.
I neuer saw her equall.

Gratianus. How his eye
Is fixd vpon her!

Timantus. And as shee were a fort,
He would suddainly surprize, Hee measures her
From the bases to the battlements.

Chrysapius. Ha! now I view her better,
I know her; tis the mayd that not long since
Was a petitioner; her brauerie
So alters her, I had forgot her face.

Philanax. So has the Emperour.

Paulinus. Shee holdes out yet,
And yeeldes not to th assault.

Cleon. Shee is strongly guarded
In her virgin blushes.

Paulinus. When you know, faire creature,
It is the Emperour that honours you
With such a strict suruay of your sweete parts,
In thankefulnesse you cannot but returne
Due reuerence for the fauour.

Athenais. I was lost
In my astonishment at the glorious obiect,
And yet rest doubtfull whether he expects,
Being more then man, my adoration,
(Since sure there is diuinity about him,)
Or will rest satisfid if my humbled knees
In duty thus bowe to him.

Theodosius. Ha! it speakes.

Pulcheria. Shee is no statue Sir.

Theodosius. Suppose her one,
And that shee had nor organs, voice, nor heat,
Most willingly I would resigne my Empire
So it might be to after-times recorded
That I was her Pigmalion, though, like him,
I doted on my workmanship, without hope too
Of hauing Cytherea so propitious
To my vowes, or sacrifice, in her compassion
To giue it life or motion.

Pulcheria. Pray you be not rapd so,
Nor borrow from imaginary fiction
Impossible aydes; shes flesh and blood, I assure you,
And if you please to honor her in the triall,
And be your owne security, as youle finde
I fable not, she comes in a noble way
To be at your deuotion.

Chrysapius. Tis the maid
I offerd to your highnesse, her changd shape
Conceald her from you.

Theodosius. At the first I knew her,
And a second firebrand Cupid brings to kindle
My flames almost put out: I am too cold,
And play with opportunity.
May I taste then
The nectar of her lip? I do not giue it
The praise it merits: antiquity is too poore
To help me with a simile to expresse her.
Let me drink often from this liuing spring,
To nourish new inuention.

Pulcheria. Do not surfet
In ouer-greedily deuouring that
Which may without satiety feast you often.
From the moderation in receiuing them,
The choysest viands do continue pleasing
To the most curious palats; if you thinke her
Worth your embraces, and the soueraigne title
Of the Græcian Empresse,

Theodosius. If? how much you sinne,
Only to doubt it: the possession of her
Makes all that was before most pretious to me,
Common, and cheap: in this you haue shown your selfe
A prouident Protectresse. I already
Grow weary of the absolute command
Of my so numerous subiects, and desire
No soueraignty but here, and write downe gladly,
A period to my wishes.

Pulcheria. Yet before
It be too late, consider her condition,
Her father was a Pagan, she her selfe
A new conuerted Christian.

Theodosius. Let me know
The man to whose religious meanes I ow
So great a debt.

Paulinus. You are aduancd too high Sir,
To acknowledge a beholdingnes; tis dischargd,
And I, beyond my hopes, rewarded, if
My seruice please your Maiesty.

Theodosius. Take this pledge
Of our assured loue. Are there none here
Haue suits to prefer? on such a day as this
My bountys without limit. O my dearest,
I will not heare thee speak; what euer in
Thy thoughts is apprehended, I grant freely:
Thou wouldst plead thy vnworthinesse, by thy self
The magazine of felicity, in thy lownesse
Our Eastern Queens at their full height bow to thee,
And are in their best trim thy foyles, and shadowes.
Excuse the violence of my loue, which cannot
Admit the least delay. Command the Patriarch
With speed to do his holy office for vs,
That when we are made one — 

Pulcheria. You must forbeare Sir,
She is not yet baptizd.

Theodosius. In the same houre
In which she is confirmed in our faith,
We mutually will giue away each other,
And both be gainers; weele heare no reply
That may diuert vs. On.

Pulcheria. You may hereafter
Please to remember to whose furtherance
You ow this height of happinesse.

Athenais. As I was
Your creature when I first petitiond you,
I will continue so, and you shall finde me,
Though an Empresse, still your seruant.
All go off but PHILANAX, GRATIANUS, and TIMANTUS.

Gratianus. Heres a marriage
Made vp on the suddain!

Philanax. I repine not at
The faire maids fortune, though I feare the Princesse
Had some peculiar end int.

Timantus. Whos so simple
Only to doubt it?

Gratianus. It is too apparent,
She hath preferrd a creature of her owne,
By whose meanes she may still keepe to her selfe
The gouernment of the Empire.

Timantus. Where as if
The Emperor had espousd some neighbour Queen,
Pulcheria with all her wisdome could not
Keepe her preheminence.

Philanax. Be it as it will,
Tis not now to be alterd, heauen I say
Turne all to the best.

Gratianus. Are we come to praying againe?

Philanax. Leaue thy prophanenesse.

Gratianus. Would it would leaue mee.
I am sure I thriue not by it.

Timantus. Come to the Temple.

Gratianus. Eun where you will, I know not what to think ont.
[Exeunt]


ACT. 3. SCÆNA 1.
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PAULINUS. PHILANAX.

Paulinus. Nor this, nor the age before vs euer lookd on
The like solemnitie.

Philanax. A suddain feuer
Kepd mee at home. Pray you my Lord acquaint me
With the particulars.

Paulinus. You may presume
No pompe, nor ceremony could be wanting,
Where there was Priuiledge to command, and meanes
To cherish rare inuentions.

Philanax. I beleeue it;
But the summe of all in briefe.

Paulinus. Pray you so take it;
Faire Athenais not longe since a Suitor,
And almost in her hopes forsaken, first
Was Christned, and the Emperours mothers name
Eudoxia, as hee willd, imposd vpon her:
Pulcheria the euer matchlesse Princesse,
Assisted by her reuerend Aunt Maria,
Her God-mothers.

Philanax. And who the masculine witnesse?

Paulinus. At the new empresse suite I had the honor,
For which I must euer serue her.

Philanax. Twas a grace,
With iustice you may boaste of.

Paulinus. The marriage followed,
And as tis sayd, the Emperour made bold
To turne the day to night, for, to bed they went
Assoone as they had dind, and there are wagers
Layd by some merrye Lords, hee hath already
Begot a boy vpon her.

Philanax. That is yet
To be determind of; but I am certaine,
A Prince so soone in his disposition alterd,
Was neuer heard nor reade of.

Paulinus. But of late,
Frugall and sparing, now nor boundes, nor limits

To his magnificent bounties. Hee affirmd,
Hauing receiud more blessings by his empresse
Then hee could hope, in thankefulnesse to heauen
He cannot be to prodigall to others.
What euers offerd to his royall hand
Hee signes without perusing it.

Philanax. I am heere
Inioyned to free all such as lye for debt,
The creditors to bee payd out of his coffers.

Paulinus. And I all malefactors that are not
Conuicted or for treason or fowle murther,
Such only are excepted.

Philanax. Tis a rare clemencie!

Paulinus. Which wee must not dispute, but put in practise.

Exeunt.


ACTUS 3. SCÆN. 2.
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LOWD MUSTEK. SHOWTES within: Heauen preserue the Emperour, Heauen blesse the Empresse. Then in State, CHRYSAPIUS, Patriarch, PAULINUS, THEODOSIUS, ATHENAIS, PULCHERIA. Her two young sisters bearing vp ATHENAIS trayne. Followed by PHILANAX, GRATIANUS, TIMANTUS. Suitors, presenting petitions. The Emperour sealing them, PULCHERIA appeares troubled.

Pulcheria. Sir by your owne rules of Philosophie
You know things violent last not, royall bounties
Are great, and gratious while they are dispensd
With moderation, but when their excesse
In giuing gyant-bulkes to others, take from
The Princes iust proportion, they loose
The names of vertues, and, their natures changd,
Grow the most dangerous vices.

Theodosius. In this, sister,
Your wisdome is not circular; they that sowe
In narrow boundes, cannot expect in reason
A croppe beyond their ventures; what I doe
Disperse, I lend, and will with vsury
Returne vnto my heape: I only then
Am rich, and happy, (though my coffers sound
With emptinesse) when my glad subiects feele,
Their plenty and felicitie is my gifte;
And they will finde, when they with cheerefulnesse
Supplie not my defectes, I being the stomacke
To the politick body of the State, the limbes
Grow suddainely faint, and feeble; I could vrge
Proofes of more finenesse in their shape and language,
But none of greater strength: dissuade mee not,
What wee will, we will doe; yet to assure you,
Your care does not offend vs, for an houre,
Bee happy in the conuerse of my best
And deerest comfort; may you please to licence
My priuacie some few minutes?

Athenais. Licence Sir,
I haue no will, but is deriud from yours,
And that still waites vpon you, nor can I
Bee left with such security with any,
As with the gratious Princesse, who receiues
Addition, though shee bee all excellence,
In being stilde your sister.

Theodosius. O sweete creature!
Let mee bee censurd fond, and too indulgent,
Nay though they say vxorious, I care not,
Her loue, and sweete humility exact
A tribute far beyond my power, to pay
Her matchlesse goodnesse. Forward.
Exeunt THEODOSIUS and the traine.

Pulcheria. Now you finde
Your dying fathers prophecie that foretolde
Your present greatnesse, to the full accomplishd.
For the poore aides, and furtherance I lent you,
I willingly forget.

Athenais. Eun that bindes me
To a more strict remembrance of the fauor,
Nor shall you from my foule ingratitude,
In any circumstance euer finde cause
Tupbraid me with your benefit.

Pulcheria. I beleeue so.
Pray you giue vs leaue: what now I must deliuer
Vnder the deepest seale of secrecy,
Though it be for your good, will giue assurance
Of what is lookd for, if you not alone
Heare, but obey my counsels.

Athenais. They must be
Of a strange nature, if with zealous speed
I put em not in practice.

Pulcheria. Twere impertinence
To dwell on circumstances, since the wound
Requires a suddain cure, especially
Since you that are the happy instrument
Elected to it, though yong, in your iudgement
Write far aboue your yeeres, and may instruct
Such as are more experiencd.

Athenais. Good madam,
In this I must oppose you, I am well
Acquainted with my weaknesse, and it will not
Become your wisdome (by which I am raisd
To this titulary height) that should correct
The pride, and ouerweening of my fortune,
To play the parasite to it, in ascribing
That merit to me, vnto which I can
Pretend no interest; pray you excuse
My bold simplicity, and to my waight
Designe me where you please, and you shall finde
In my obedience, I am still your creature.

Pulcheria. Tis nobly answerd, and I glory in
The building I haue raisd; go on, sweet Lady,
In this your vertuous progresse: but to the point,
You know, nor do I enuy it, you haue
Acquird that power, which, not long since, was mine,
In gouerning the Emperor, and must vse
The strength you hold in the heart of his affections,
For his priuate, as the publique preseruation,
To which there is no greater enemy,
Then his exorbitant prodigality,
How ere his sycophants, and flatterers call it
Royall magnificence, and though you may

Vrge, whats done for your honor must not be
Curbd, or be contrould by you, you cannot in
Your wisdome but conceiue, if that the torrent
Of his violent bounties be not stoppd, or lessend,
It will proue most pernitious. Therefore, Madam,
Since tis your duty, as you are his wife,
To giue him sauing counsells, and in being
Almost his idoll, may command him to
Take any shape you please, with a powerfull hand,
To stop him in his precipice to mine.

Athenais. Auert it heauen.

Pulcheria. Heauen is most gratious, madam,
In choosing you to be the instrument
Of such a pious work. You see he signes
What suit soeuer is preferrd, not once
Inquiring what it is, yeelding himselfe
A prey to all; I would therefore haue you, Lady,
As I know you will, to aduise him, or command him,
As he would reap the plenty of your fauours,
To vse more moderation in his bounties,
And that before he giues, he would consider,
The what, to whom, and wherefore.

Athenais. Do you think
Such arrogance, or vsurpation, rather,
Of what is proper, and peculiar
To euery priuate husband, and much more
To him an Emperor, can ranck with thobedience
And duty of a wife? are we appointed
In our creation (let me reason with you)
To rule, or to obey? or cause he loues me
With a kinde of impotence, must I tyrannize
Ouer his weaknesse? or abuse the strength
With which he armes me to his wrong? or, like
A prostituted creature, merchandize
Our mutuall delight for hire? or to
Serue mine owne sordid ends? in vulgar nuptials
Priority is exploded, though there be
A difference in the parties, and shall I,
His vassall from obscurity raisd by him
To this so eminent light, presume to appoint him
To do, or not to do this, or that? when wiues
Are well accommodated by their husbands
With all things both for vse, and ornament,
Let them fix there, and neuer dare to question
Their wils or actions. For my selfe, I vow,
Though now my Lord would rashly giue away
His Scepter, and imperiall Diadem,
Or if there could be any thing more pretious,
I would not crosse it; but I know this is
But a triall of my temper, and as such
I do receiue it, or ift be otherwise,
You are so subtill in your arguments,
I dare not stay to heare them.

Pulcheria. Ist eun so?
I haue power ore these yet, and command their stay,
To hearken nearer to me.

1 Sister. We are chargd
By the Emperor, our brother, to attend
The Empresse seruice.

2 Sister. You are too mortifid sister,
(With reuerence I speak it) for yong Ladies
To keepe you company. I am so tird
With your tedious exhortations, doctrines, vses,
Of your religious morality,
That for my health sake, I must take the freedome
To enioy a little of those pretty pleasures
That I was borne to.

1 Sister. When I come to your yeeres,
He do as you do, but till then, with your pardon,
He lose no more time. I haue not learnt to dance yet,
Nor sing, but holy hymnes, and those to vile tunes too;
Nor to discourse, but of Schoolemens opinions.
How shall I answer my sutors? since, I hope,
Ere long I shall haue many, without practice
To write, and speake somthing thats not deriud
From the fathers of Philosophy?

2 Sister. We shall shame
Our breeding Sister, if we should go on thus.

1 Sister. Tis for your credit, that we study
How to conuerse with men; women with women
Yeelds but a barren argument.

2 Sister. She frownes,
But youll protect vs Madam?

Athenais. Yes, and loue
Your sweet simplicity.

1 Sister. All yong gyrles are so,
Till they know the way oft.

2 Sister. But when we are enterd,
We shall on a good round pace.

Athenais. lie leaue you Madam.

1 Sister. And we our duties with you.

Exeunt ATHENAIS and the yong Ladyes.

Pulcheria. On all hands
Thus slighted? no way left? am I growne stupid
In my inuention? can I make no vse
Of the Emperors bounties? now tis thought: within there.

Enter a servant.

Seruant. Madam.

Pulcheria. It shall be so; neerer; your eare. [Whispers him]
Draw a petition to this end.

Seruant. Besides
The danger to prefer it, I beleeue
Twill nere be granted.

Pulcheria. Hows this? are you growne,
From a seruant, my director? let me heare
No more of this. Dispatch. Ile master him
At his owne weapon. Exit servant.

Enter THEODOSIUS, PAULINUS, PHILANAX, TIMANTUS, GRATIANUS.

Theodosius. Let me vnderstand it,
If yet there be ought wanting that may perfect
A generall happinesse.

Paulinus. The peoples ioy

In seas of acclamations flow in
To wait on yours.

Philanax. Their loue with bounty leuied,
Is a sure guard. Obedience forcd from feare,
Paper fortification, which in danger
Will yeeld to the impression of a reed,
Or of it selfe fall off.

Theodosius. True, Philanax:
And by that certain compasse we resolue
To steere our Barque of gouernment.

Enter servant with the petition.

Pulcheria. Tis well.

Theodosius. My deerest, and my all-deseruing Sister;
As a petitioner kneele? it must not bee,
Pray you, rise, although your suite were halfe my Empire,
Tis freely granted.

Pulcheria. Your alacritie
To giue hath made a begger; yet before
My suite is by your sacred hand and seale
Confirmd, tis necessary you peruse
The summe of my request.

Theodosius. Wee will not wrong
Your iudgement, in concerning what tis fit
For you to aske, and vs to grant, so much,
As to proceede with caution; giue mee my signet,
With confidence I signe it, and heere vow
By my fathers soule, but with your free consent
It is irreuocable.

Timantus. What if shee now
Calling to memorie, how often wee
Haue crossd her gouernment, in reuenge hath made
Petition for our heads?

Gratianus. They must euen off then,
No ransome can redeeme vs.

Theodosius. Let those iewells
So highly rated by the Persian merchants
Bee bought, and as a sacrifice from vs
Presented to Eudoxia, shee being only
Worthy to weare em. I am angrie with
The vnresistable necessitie
Of my occasions, and important cares
That so long keepe mee from her.
Exeunt THEODOSIUS and the trayne.

Pulcheria. Goe to the Empresse,
And tell her, on the suddaine I am sicke,
And doe desire, the comfort of a visit,
If shee please to vouchsafe it. From me vse
Your humblest language: But when once I haue her
In my possession, I will rise, and speake
In a higher straine, say it raise stormes, no matter.
Fooles iudge by the euent, my endes are honest. Exeunt.


ACT. 3. SCÆNE 3.
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THEODOSIUS. TIMANTUS. PHILANAX.

Theodosius. What is become of her? can shee that carries
Such glorious excellence of light about her,
Be any where conceald?

Philanax. Wee haue sought her lodgings,
And all we can learne from the seruants is,
Shee by your maiesties sisters wayted on,
(The attendance of her other officers
By her expresse command denid,)

Theodosius. Forbeare
Impertinent circumstances, whither went shee? speake.

Philanax. As they ghesse, to the lawrell groue.

Theodosius. So slightly guarded!
What an earth-quake I feele in mee! and but that
Religion assures the contrarie,
The Poets dreames of lustfull Fawnes, and Satyres,
Would make me feare, I know not what.

Enter PAULINUS

Paulinus. I haue found her,
And it please your Maiestie.

Theodosius. Yes, it doth please mee.
But why returnd without her?

Paulinus. As shee made
Her speediest approches to your presence,
A seruant of the Princesses Pulcheria
Encounterd her; what twas, he whisperd to her
I am ignorant, but hearing it, she started,
And willd me to excuse her absence from you,
The third part of an houre.

Theodosius. In this she takes
So much of my life from me; yet He beare it
With what patience I may; since tis her pleasure.
Go back, my good Paulinus, and intreat her
Not to exceed a minute.

Timantus. Heres strange fondnesse! Exeunt.


ACT. 3. SCÆNE 4.
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PULCHERIA, SERUANTS.

Pulcheria. You are certaine she will come?

Seruant. She is already
Enterd your outward lodgings.

Pulcheria. No traine with her?

Seruant. Your excellence sisters only.

Pulcheria. Tis the better;
See the doores strongly guarded, and deny
Accesse to all, but with our speciall licence.
Why dost thou stay? shew your obedience,
Your wisdome now is vselesse. Exeunt Seruants.

Enter ATHENAIS, ARCADIA, FLACCILLA.

Flaccilla. She is sick sure,
Or, in fit reuerence to your Maiesty,
She had waited you at the doore.

Arcadia. Twould hardly be
PULCHERIA walking by.
Excusd, in ciuill manners, to her equall,
But with more difficulty to you, that are
So far aboue her.

Athenais. Not in her opinion;
She hath beene too long accustomd to command
Tacknowledge a superior.

Arcadia. There she walks.

Flaccilla. If she be not sick of the sullens, I see not
The least infirmity in her.

Athenais. This is strange!

Arcadia. Open your eyes; the Empresse.

Pulcheria. Reach that chaire:
Now sitting thus at distance, Ile vouchsafe
To looke vpon her.

Arcadia. How! sister! pray you awake,
Are you in your wits?

Flaccilla. Grant heauen, your too much learning
Does not conclude in madnesse.

Athenais. You intreated
A visit from me.

Pulcheria. True, my seruant vsd
Such language, but now as a mistresse I
Command your seruice.

Athenais. Seruice!

Arcadia. Shes stark mad, sure.

Pulcheria. Youle finde I can dispose of whats mine owne
Without a guardian.

Athenais. Follow me. I will see you
When your frantique fit is ore. I do begin
To be of your beleefe.

Pulcheria. It will deceiue you.
Thou shalt not stirre from hence, thus as mine owne
I seize vpon thee.

Flaccilla. Help, help, violence
Offerd to the Empresse person.

Pulcheria. Tis in vaine:
Shee was an Empresse once, but, by my gift,
Which, being abusd, I do recall my grant.
You are read in story; call to remembrance,
What the great Hectors mother, Hecuba
Was to Vlysses, Ilium sackd.

Athenais. A slaue.

Pulcheria. To me thou art so.

Athenais. Wonder and amazement
Quite ouerwhelme mee: how am I transformd?
How haue I lost my liberty?
Knocking without: Enter servant.

Pulcheria. Thou shalt know
Too soone, no doubt. Whos that with such rudenesse
Beats at the doore?

Seruant. The Prince Paulinus, madam,
Sent from the Emperor to attend vpon
The gratious Empresse.

Arcadia. And who is your slaue now?

Flaccilla. Sister, repent in time, and beg a pardon
For your presumption.

Pulcheria. It is resolud:
From me returne this answer to Paulinus;
She shall not come; shes mine; the Emperor hath
No interest in her. Exit servant.

Athenais. Whatsoere I am,
You take not from your power ore me, to yeeld
A reason for this vsage.

Pulcheria. Though my will is
Sufficient, to ad to thy affliction,
Know wretched thing, tis not thy fate, but folly
Hath made thee what thou art: tis some delight
To vrge my merits to one so vngratefull;
Therefore with horror heare it. When thou wert
Thrust as a stranger from thy fathers house,
Exposd to all calamities that want
Could throw vpon thee, thine owne brothers scorne,
And in thy hopes, as by the world, forsaken,

My pitty the last altar that was left thee,
I heard thy Syren charmes, with feeling heard them,
And my compassion made mine eyes vy teares
GV With thine, dissembling Crocodile; and when Queenes
Were emulous for the imperiall bed,
The garments of thy sorrowes cast aside,
I put thee in a shape as would haue forcd
Enuy from Cleopatra, had she seene thee;
Then, when I knew my brothers blood was warmd
With youthfull fires, I brought thee to his presence,
And how my deepe designes, for thy good plotted,
Succeeded to my wishes, is apparent,
And needs no repetition.

Athenais. I am conscious
Of your so many, and vnequalld fauors,
But finde not how I may accuse my selfe
For any facts committed, that with iustice
Can raise your anger to this height against me.

Pulcheria. Pride and forgetfulnesse would not let thee see that, Against which
ow thou canst not close thine eyes.
What iniury could be equall to thy late
Contempt of my good counsell? when I vrgd
The Emperors prodigall bounties, and intreated
That you would vse your power to giue em limits,
Or, at the least, a due consideration
Of such as sud, and for what, ere he signd it?
In opposition you brought against me
Th obedience of a wife, that Ladyes were not,
Being well accommodated by their Lords,
To question, but much lesse to crosse their pleasures;
Nor would you, though the Emperor were resolud
To giue away his Scepter, hinder it,
Since twas done for your honor, couering with
False colors of humility your ambition.

Athenais. And is this my offence?

Pulcheria. As wicked counsell
Is still most hurtfull vnto those that giue it;
Such as deny to follow what is good,

In reason, are the first that must repent it.
When I please you shall heare more, in the meane time
Thank your owne wilfull follie that hath changd you
From an Empresse to a bondewoman.

Theodosius [within]. Force the doores,
Kill those that dare resist.

Enter THEODOSIUS, PAULINUS, PHILANAX, CHRYSAPIUS, GRATIANUS.

Athenais. Deere Sir redeeme mee.

Flaccilla. O suffer not, for your owne honors sake,
The Empresse you so late loud to bee made
A prisoner in the court.

Arcadia. Leape to his lippes,
Youll finde them the best sanctuarie.

Flaccilla. And trie then,
What interest my reuerend Sister hath
To force you from em.

Theodosius. What strange may-games this?
Though done in sport, how ill this leuitie
Becomes your wisdome!

Pulcheria. I am serious Sir,
And haue done nothing but what you in honor,
And as you are your selfe an Emperour,
Stand bound to iustifie.

Theodosius. Take heed, put not these
Strange trialls on my patience.

Pulcheria. Doe not you Sir,
Denie your owne act; as you are a man,
And stand on your owne bottomes, twill appeare
A childish weakenes to make void a grant,
Signd by your sacred hand, and seale, and strengthend
With a religious oth, but with my licence,
Neuer to be recalld. For some few minutes,
Let reason rule your passion, and in this, Deliuers the deed.
Bee pleasd to reade my interest; you will finde there
What you in me call violence, is iustice,
And that I may make vse of whats mine owne,
According to my will. Tis your owne gift Sir,
And what an Emperour giues, should stand as firme
As the celestiall poles vpon the shoulders
Of Atlas, or his successor in that office
The greate Alcides.

Theodosius. Miseries of more waight,
Then tis faind they supported, fall vpon mee.
What hath my rashnesse done? in this transaction
Drawne, in expresse and formall termes I haue
Giuen and consignd into your handes, to vse,
And handle, as you please, my deere Eudoxia.
It is my deed, I doe confesse it is,
And as I am my selfe, not to bee cancelld:
But yet you may shew mercie, and you will,
When you consider that there is no beauty,
So perfit in a creature, but is soilde
With some vnbeseeming blemish; you haue labourd
To build mee vp a compleate Prince, tis granted,
Yet as I am a man, like other Monarchs,
I haue defects and frayleties, my facilitie,
To send petitioners with pleasd lookes from me,
Is all I can be chargd with, and it will
Become your wisdome, (since tis in your power)
In charitie to prouide, I fall no further
Or in my oth, or honor.

Pulcheria. Royall Sir,
This was the marke I aimd at, and I glorie
At the length, you so conceaue it. Twas a weakenes
To measure by your owne integritie
The purposes of others. I haue showne you
In a true mirror what fruite growes vpon
The tree of hudwinckt bounty, and what dangers
Precipitation in the managing
Your greate affaires produceth.

Theodosius. I embrace it
As a graue aduertisement, and vow heereafter
Neuer to signe petitions at this rate.

Pulcheria. For mine, see Sir, tis canceld, on my knees
I redeliuer what I now begd from you. Teares the deed.
Shee is my second gift.

Theodosius. Which if I part from
Till death diuorce vs — Kissing ATHENAIS.

Athenais. So Sir,

Theodosius. Nay sweete chide not:
I am punishd in thy lookes, defer the rest,
Till we are more priuate.

Pulcheria. I aske pardon too
If in my personated passion I
Appeard to harshe, and rough.

Athenais. Twas gentle language,
What I was then considerd.

Pulcheria. O deere Madame,
It was decorum in the Scæne.

Athenais. This triall,
When I was Athenais, might haue passd
But as I am the Empresse — 

Theodosius. Nay no anger,
Since all good was intended.
Exeunt THEODOSIUS, ATHENAIS, ARCADIA, FLACCILLA.

Pulcheria. Building on
That certaine base, I feare not what can follow. Exit PULCHERIA.

Paulinus. These are strange deuices Philanax.

Philanax. True my Lord,
May all turne to the best.

Gratianus. The Emperours lookes
Promisd a calme.

Chrysapius. But the vexd Empresse frownes
Presagd a second storme.

Paulinus. I am sure I feele one,
In my legge already.

Philanax. Your old friend, the goute?

Paulinus. My forcd companion, Philanax.

Chrysapius. To your rest.

Paulinus. Rest and forbearing wine, with a temperate dyet,
Though many Montebancks pretend the cure oft,
I haue found my best Physitians.

Philanax. Ease to your Lordship. Exeunt.


ACTUS 4. SCÆN. 1.
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ATHENAIS. CHRYSAPIUS.

Athenais. Make mee her propertie?

Chrysapius. Your maiestie
Hath iust cause of distast, and your resentment
Of the affront in the point of honor cannot
But meete a faire construction.

Athenais. I haue only
The title of an Empresse, but the power
Is, by her, rauishd from me. Shee suruayes
My actions as a gouernesse, and calls
My not obseruing all that shee directs
Folly, and disobedience.

Chrysapius. Vnder correction,
With griefe I haue long obserud it, and if you
Stand pleasd to signe my warrant Ile deliuer
In my vnfainde zeale, and desire to serue you,
(Howere I run the hazard of my head fort
Should it arriue at the knowledge of the Princesse,)
Not alone, the reasons why things are thus carried,
But giue into your hands the power to clippe
The wings of her command.

Athenais. Your seruice this way
Cannot offend mee.

Chrysapius. Bee you pleasd to know then
But still with pardon, if I am too bold,
Your too much sufferance impes the broken feathers
Which carie her to this proude height, in which
Shee with securitie, soares, and still towres ore you,
But if you would imploy the strengths you hold

In the Emperours affections, and remember
The orbe you moue in should admit no star els,
You neuer would confesse the managing
Of state affaires to her alone are proper,
And you sit by a looker on.

Athenais. I would not,
If it were possible I could attempt
Her diminution, without a taint
Of foule ingratitude in my selfe.

Chrysapius. In this
The sweetenesse of your temper does abuse you,
And you call that a benefit to your selfe
Which shee for her owne endes conferrd vpon you.
Tis yeelded shee gaue way to your aduancement:
But for what cause? that shee might still continue
Her absolute sway, and swinge ore the whole state,
And that shee might to her admirers vaunt,
The Empresse was her creature, and the giuer
To bee preferrd before the gift.

Athenais. It may bee.

Chrysapius. Nay tis most certaine: whereas would you please
In a true glasse to looke vpon your selfe,
And view without detraction your owne merits
Which all men wonder at; you would find that fate,
Without a second cause, appointed you
To the supremest honor. For the Princesse,
Shee hath raignd long enough, and her remoue
Will make your entrance free to the possession
Of what you were borne to, and but once resolue
To build vpon her mines, leaue the engines
That must bee vsd to vndermine her greatenes
To my prouision.

Athenais. I thanke your care,
HV But a designe of such waight must not be
Rashly determind of, it will exact
A long and serious consultation from mee.
In the meane time Chrysapius rest assurd
I liue your thankefull Mistrisse. Exit ATHENAIS

Chrysapius. Is this all?
Will the Physick that I ministerd worke no further?
I haue playd the foole, and leauing a calme port
Embarqud my selfe on a rough sea of danger.
In her silence lies my safetie, which how can I
Hope from a woman? but the die is throwne,
And I must stand the hazard.

Enter THEODOSIUS, PHILANAX, TIMANTUS, GRATIANUS, Huntsmen.

Theodosius. Is Paulinus
So torturd with his gowte?

Philanax. Most miserablie,
And it ads much to his affliction, that
The payne denies him power to waite vpon
Your Maiestie.

Theodosius. I pittie him: hee is
A wondrous honest man, and what he suffers,
I know will grieue my Empresse.

Timantus. Hee indeed is
Much bound to her gratious fauour.

Theodosius. Hee deserues it,
Shee cannot finde a subiect vpon whom
Shee better may confer it: is the stagge
Safelodgd?

Gratianus. Yes Sir, and the houndes and huntsmen ready.

Philanax. Hee will make you royall sport. Hee is a deere
Of ten at the least.

Enter countryman with the apple.

Gratianus. Whither will this clowne?

Timantus. Stand backe.

Countryman. I would zee the Emperour, why should you Courtiers
Scorne a poore Countryman? wee zweat at the Plough
To vill your mouths, you and you curs might starue els.
Wee prune the orchards, and you cranch the fruite;
Yet still you are snarling at vs.

Theodosius. Whats the matter?

Countryman. I would looke on thy sweete face.

Timantus. Vnmannerly swaine.

Countryman. Zwaine, though I am a zwaine, I haue a heart yet,
As ready to doe seruice for my leege,
As any Princox Peacock of you all.
Zookers had I one of you zingle with this twigge,
I would so veeze you.

Timantus. Will your Maiestie
Heare his rude language?

Theodosius. Yes, and hold it as
An ornament, not a blemish. O Timantus!
Since that drad power by whom we are, disdaines not
With an open eare to heare petitions from vs,
Easie accesse in vs his deputies,
To the meanest of our subiects, is a debt,
Which we stand bound to pay.

Countryman. By my granams ghost
Tis a holsome zaying, our vicar could not mend it
In the pulpit on a Zunday.

Theodosius. Whats thy suite friend?

Countryman. Zute? I would laugh at that. Let the court begge from thee
What the poore countrie giues: I bring a present
To thy good grace, which I can call mine owne,
And looke not like these gay folke for a returne,
Of what they venture. Haue I giuent you? ha?

Chrysapius. A perillous knaue.

Countryman. Zee heere a dainty Apple,
Presents the Apple.
Of mine owne grafting, zweete, and zownde I assure thee.

Theodosius. It is the fairest fruite I euer saw.
Those golden apples in the Hesperian orchardes
So strangely guarded by the watchfull Dragon,
As they requird greate Hercules to get em,
Nor those with which Hippomenes deceiud
Swift footed Atalanta, when I looke
On this, deserue no wonder. You behold
The pooreman, and his present with contempt:
I to their value prize both; he that could

So ayde weake nature, by his care, and labour,
As to compell a crabtree stocke to beare
A pretious fruite of this large size, and beauty,
Would by his industrie change a pettie village
Into a populous Citty, and from that
Erecte a flourishing Kingdome. Giue the fellow
For an encouragement to his future labours,
Ten Attick talents.

Countryman. I will wearie heauen
With my prayers for your Maiestie. Exit countryman .

Theodosius. Philanax,
From mee present this raritie to the rarest
And best of women, when I think vpon
The boundlesse happinesse that from her flow to me
In my imagination I am rapd
Beyond my selfe; but I forget our hunting,
To the forrest for the exercise of my body,
But for my mind, tis wholly taken vp,
In the contemplation of her matchlesse vertues. Exeunt.


ACT. 4. SCÆNA 2.
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ATHENAIS. PULCHERIA. ARCADIA. FLACCILLA.

Athenais. You shall know thers a difference betweene vs.

Pulcheria. There was I am certain not long since, when you
Kneeld a petitioner to me, then you were happy
To bee neere my feete, and doe you hold it now
As a disparagement that I side you Lady?

Athenais. Since you respect mee only as I was,
What I am shall be remembred.

Pulcheria. Does the meanes,
I practisd to giue good, and sauing counsails
To the Emperour, and your new stampd maiestie
Still sticke in your stomach?

Athenais. Tis not yet digested,
In troth it is not: why good gouernesse,
Though you are held for a grand Madam, and your selfe,
The first that ouerprize it, I nere tooke
Your words for Delphian oracles, nor your actions
For such wonders as you make em, there is one
When shee shall see her time, as fit and able
To be made partner of the Emperours cares,
As your wise selfe, and may with iustice challenge
A neerer interest. You haue done your visit,
So when you please, you may leaue me.

Pulcheria. Ile not bandye
Words with your mightinesse, prowd one, only this,
You carrie to much saile for your small barke,
And that when you least think vpont may sincke you.

Exit PULCHERIA.

Flaccilla. I am glad shee is gone.

Arcadia. I feard shee would haue read
A tedious lecture to vs.

Enter PHILANAX with the apple.

Philanax. From the Emperour,
This rare fruite to the rarest.

Athenais. How my Lord?

Philanax. I vse his language Madame, and that trust,
Which hee imposd on mee, dischargd, his pleasure
Commands my present seruice. Exit PHILANAX .

Athenais. Haue you seene
So faire an Apple?

Flaccilla. Neuer.

Arcadia. If the taste
Answer the beauty.

Athenais. Prettily begd, you should haue it,
But that you eate too much cold fruite, and that
Changes the fresh red in your cheekes to palenesse.
I haue other dainties for you;

Enter servant.
you come from
Paulinus, how ist with that truely noble,
And honest Lord? my witnesse at the fount;
In a word the man to whose blessd charity
I owe my greatenesse. How ist with him?

Seruant. Spiritely,

In his minde, but by the raging of his goute
In his body much distemperd, that you pleasd
To inquire his health, tooke off much from his paine,
His glad lookes did confirme it.

Athenais. Doe his Doctors
Giue him no hope?

Seruant. Little, they rather feare,
By his continuall burning, that hee stands
In danger of a feuer.

Athenais. To him againe,
And tell him that I heartely wish it lay
In mee to ease him, and from me deliuer
This choice fruite to him, you may say to that,
I hope it will proue Physicall.

Seruant. The good Lord
Will be oreioyde with the fauour.

Athenais. Hee deserus more. Exeunt.


ACTUS 4. SCÆNA 3.
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PAULINUS BROUGHT IN a chaire. CHIRURGION.

Chirurgion. I haue done as much as art can doe, to stoppe
The violent course of your fit, and I hope you feele it,
How does your honor?

Paulinus. At some ease, I thanke you,
I would you could assure continuance of it,
For the moyetie of my fortune.

Chirurgion. If I could cure
The gout my Lord, without the Philosophers stone
I should soone purchase, it being a disease,
In poore men very rare, and in the rich
The cure impossible; your many bounties
Bid mee prepare you for a certaine truth,
And to flatter you were dishonest.

Paulinus. Your plaine dealing
Deserues a fee. Would there were many more such
Of your profession. Happy are pooremen,

If sicke, with the excesse of heate, or cold,
Causd by necessitous labour, not loose surfets,
They, when spare dyet, or kind nature faile
To perfit their recouery, soone arriue at
Their rest in death, but on the contrarie
The greate, and noble are exposd as preyes
To the rapine of Physitians, and they
In lingring out what is remedilesse,
Aime at their profit, not the patients health;
A thousand trialls and experiments
Haue bene put vpon mee, and I forcd to pay deere
For my vexation, but I am resolud
(I thanke your honest freedome) to be made
A propertie no more for knaues to worke on.

Enter CLEON with a parchement role.
What haue you there?

Cleon. The triumphes of an artsman
Ore all infirmities, made authenticall
With the names of Princes, Kings, and Emperours
That were his patients.

Paulinus. Some Empericke.

Cleon. It may be so, but he sweares within three dayes
He will grub vp your goute by the rootes, and make you able
To march ten leagues a day in compleate armor.

Paulinus. Impossible!

Cleon. Or if you like not him — 

Chirurgion. Heare him, my Lord, for your mirth; I will take order,
Hee shall not wrong you.

Paulinus. Vsher in your monster.

Cleon. He is at hand, march vp:

Enter emperick.
now speak for your self.

Emperick. I come not (right honorable) to your presence, with
any base and sordid end of reward; the immortality of my fame is the white I shoote at, the charge of my most curious, and costly
ingredients defrayd, amounting to some seaventeene thousand crownes, a trifle in respect of health, writing your noble name in my Catalogue, I shall acknowledge my selfe amply satisfid.

Chirurgion. I beleeue so.

Emperick. For your owne sake I most heartily wish, that you had now all the diseases, maladies, and infirmities vpon you, that were euer remembred by old Galen, Hippocrates, or the later, and more
admired Paracelsus.

Paulinus. For your good wish, I thanke you.

Emperick. Take mee with you, I beseech your good Lordship, I vrgd it that your ioy in being certainely, and suddainly freed from them, may be the greater, and my not to bee paralleld skill the more
remarkable: the cure of the goute a toy, without boast bee it said, my
cradle practise, the cancer, the Fistula, the Dropsie, consumption of Lunges, and Kidnyes, hurts in the braine, heart, or liuer, are things worthy my opposition, but in the recouerie of my patients I euer ouercome them, but to your goute,

Paulinus. I marry Sir, that curd I shall be apter
To giue credit to the rest.

Emperick. Suppose it done Sir.

Chirurgion. And the meanes, you vse I beseech you?

Emperick. I will doe it in the plainest language, and discouer my
ingredients. First my boteni Terebinthina, of Cypris, my Manna, ros cælo, coagulated with vetulos ouorum, vulgarly yelkes of Egges, with a little Cyath, or quantitie of my potable Elixir, with some few
scruples of sassa-fras and Guacum, so taken euery morning and euening, in the space of three dayes, purgeth, clenseth, and dissi-pateth the inward causes of the virulent tumor.

Paulinus. Why doe you smile?

Chirurgion. When hee hath done I will resolue you.

Emperick. For my exterior applications I haue these balsum-
unguentulums extracted from hearbes, plants, rootes, seeds, gummes, and a million of other vegetables, the principall of which are Vlissipona, or Serpentaria, Sophia, or Herba consolidarum, Parthenium or commanilla Romana, Mumia transmarina, mixed
with my plumbum Philosophorum, and mater metallorum, cum ossa paraleli, est vniuersale medicamentum in podagra.

Cleon. A coniuring balsamum!

Emperick. This applied warme vpon the pained place, with a
fether of Struthio cameli, or a bird of Paradise which is euery where
to bee had, shall expulse this tartarous, viscous, anatheos, and malignant dolor.

Chirurgion. An excellent receipt, but does your Lordship
Know what it is good for?

Paulinus. I would be instructed.

Chirurgion. For the gonorrhea, or if you will heare it
In a plainer phrase, the pox.

Emperick. If it cure his Lordship
Of that by the way, I hope Sir tis the better;
My medicine serues for all things, and the pox Sir,
Though falsely namd the Sciatica, or goute,
Is the more Catholick sickenesse.

Paulinus. Hence with the rascall.
Yet hurt him not, he makes mee smile, and that
Frees him from punishment. They thrust off the emperick.

Chirurgion. Such slaues as this
Render our art contemptible.

Enter servant.

Seruant. My good Lord,

Paulinus. So soone returnd?

Seruant. And with this present from
Your greate, and gratious Mistrisse, with her wishes
It may proue Physicall to you.

Paulinus. In my heart
I kneele, and thanke her bounty. Deere friend Cleon,
Giue him the cupboorde of Plate in the next roome,
For a reward. Exeunt CLEON and the servant.
Most glorious fruite, but made
More pretious by her grace, and loue that sent it.
To touch it only comming from her hand
Makes mee forget all paine. A Diamond
Of this large size, though it would buy a Kingdome,
Hewd from the rocke, and layd downe at my feete,
Nay though a Monarchs gift, will hold no value,
Compard with this, and yet ere I presume
To tast it, though sans question it is
Some heauenly restoratiue, I in duty
Stand bound to waigh my owne vnworthinesse:
Ambrosia is foode only for the Gods;
And not by humane lips to be prophand:
I may adore it as some holy Relick,
Deriude from thence, but impious to keepe it,
In my possession; the Emperour only,
Is worthy to inioy it.

Enter CLEON.
Goe good Cleon,
(And cease thie admiration at this obiect;)
From mee present this to my royall master,
I know it will amaze him, and excuse me
That I am not my selfe the bearer of it.
That I should bee lame now, when with wings of duty
I should flye to the seruice of this Empresse!
Nay no delayes good Cleon.

Cleon. I am gone Sir. Exeunt.


ACT. 4. SCÆNE 4.
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THEODOSIUS CHRYSAPIUS. TIMANTUS. GRATIANUS.

Chrysapius. Are you not tird Sir?

Theodosius. Tird? I must not say so
Howeuer, though I rode hard; to a huntsman,
His toyle is his delight, and to complaine
Of wearinesse, would shew as poorely in him,
As if a Generall should greiue for a wound,
Receaud vpon his forhead, or his brest,
After a glorious victorie; lay by
These accoutrements for the chase.

Enter PULCHERIA.

Pulcheria. You are well returnd Sir,
From your Princely exercise.

Theodosius. Sister, to you
I owe the freedome, and the vse of all

The pleasures I enioy; your care prouides
For my security, and the burthen which
I should alone sustaine, you vndergoe,
And by your painefull watchings, yeeld my sleepes
Both sound, and sure. How happie am I in
Your knowledge of the art of gouernement!
And credit mee, I glorie to behold you
Dispose of great designes, as if you were
A partner, and no subiect of my Empire.

Pulcheria. My vigilance, since it hath well succeeded,
I am confident, you allow of, yet it is not
Approud by all.

Theodosius. Who dares repine at that,
Which hath our suffrage?

Pulcheria. One that too well knowes,
The strength of her abilities can better
My weake endeuours.

Theodosius. In this you reflect
Vpon my Empresse?

Pulcheria. rue, for as shee is
The consort of your bed, tis fit shee share in
Your cares, and absolute power.

Theodosius. You touch a string
That sowndes but harshely to mee, and I must
In a brothers loue aduise you that heereafter
You would forbeare to moue it; since shee is
In her pure selfe a harmonie of such sweetenesse,
Composd of dutie, chaste desires, her beautie
(Though it might tempt a Hermit from his beades)
The least of her endowments. I am sorrie
Her holding the first place, since that the second
Is proper to your selfe, calls on your enuie.
Shee erre? it is impossible in a thought,
And much more speake, or doe what may offend mee.
In other things, I would beleeue you sister:
But though the tongues of Saints, and Angells taxd her
Of any imperfection, I should be

Incredulous.

Pulcheria. Shee is yet a woman Sir.

Theodosius. The abstract of whats excellent in the sex:

But to their mulcts, and frayleties a meere stranger;
Ile dye in this beleefe.

Enter CLEON with the apple.

Cleon. Your humblest seruant,
The Lord Paulinus, as a witnesse of
His zeale, and dutie to your Maiestie,
Presents you with this iewell.

Theodosius. Ha!

Cleon. It is
Preferrd by him.

Theodosius. Aboue his honor?

Cleon. No Sir,
I would haue said his patrimonie.

Theodosius. Tis the same.

Cleon. And he intreates, since lamenesse may excuse
His not presenting it himselfe, from mee
(Though far vnworthy to supplie his place)
You would vouchsafe to accept it.

Theodosius. Farther off,
You haue told your tale. Stay you for a reward?
Take that. Strikes him.

Pulcheria. Hows this?

Chrysapius. I neuer saw him moud thus.

Theodosius. Wee must not part so Sir, a guarde vpon him.

Enter Garde.
May I not vent my sorrowes in the aire,
Without discouerie? forbeare the roome,
Yet be within call. They all goe aside.
What an earth-quake I feele in mee!
And on the suddaine my whole fabrick totters.
My blood within mee turnes, and through my veines
Parting with naturall rednesse I discerne it,
Changd to a fatall yellow: what an army
Of hellish furies in the horrid shapes
Of doubts, and feares, charge on mee! rise to my rescue,
Thou stout maintainer of a chaste wifes honor,

The confidence of her vertues; bee not shaken
With the wind of vaine surmises, much lesse suffer
The diuell iealousie to whisper to mee
My curious obseruation of that
I must no more remember. Will it not bee?
Thou vninuited ghest, ill mannerd monster,
I charge thee leaue mee, wilt thou force mee to
Giue fuell to that fire I would put out?
The goodnesse of my memorie proues my mischiefe,
And I would sell my Empire, could it purchase
The dull art of forgetfulnesse. Who waites there?

Timantus. Most sacred Sir.

Theodosius. Sacred, as tis accursd
Is proper to mee. Sirra, vpon your life,
Without a word concerning this, command
Eudoxia to come to mee; would I had

Exit TIMANTUS.
Nere knowne her by that name, my mothers name,
Or that for her owne sake shee had continued
Poore Athenais still. — No intermission?
Wilt thou so soone torment mee? must I reade
Writ in the table of my memorie,
To warrant my suspition, how Paulinus
(Though euer thought a man auerse to women)
First gaue her entertainement? made her way
For audience to my sister? then I did
My selfe obserue how hee was rauishd with
The gratious deliuerie of her storie,
(Which was I grant the bait that first took me too)
Shee was his conuert, what the rethorick was
Hee vsd I know not, and since shee was mine,
In priuate, as in publick, what a masse
Of grace and fauours hath shee heapd vpon him!
And but to day this fatall fruite. Shees come.

Enter TIMANTUS, ATHENAIS, FLACCILLA, ARCADIA
Can shee bee guiltie?

Athenais. You seeme troubld Sir,
My innocence makes mee bold to aske the cause
That I may ease you of it; no salute
After foure long houres absence?

Theodosius. Prethee forgiue mee. Kisses her.
Mee thinks I finde Paulinus on her lips,
And the fresh Nectar that I drew from thence
Is on the suddaine pald. How haue you spent
Your hours since I last saw you?

Athenais. In the conuerse
Of your sweete sisters.

Theodosius. Did not Philanax
From mee deliuer you an apple?

Athenais. Yes Sir;
Heauen! how you frowne! pray you talke of something els,
Thinke not of such a trifle.

Theodosius. How! a trifle?
Does any toy from mee presented to you,
Deserue to be so sleighted? doe you valewe
Whats sent, and not the sender? from a peasant
It had deserud your thanks.

Athenais. And meetes from you Sir
All possible respect.

Theodosius. I prizd it Lady
At a higher rate then you beleeue, and would not
Haue parted with it, but to one I did
Prefer before my selfe.

Athenais. It was indeed
The fairest that I euer saw.

Theodosius. It was?
And it had vertues in it, my Eudoxia
Not visible to the eye.

Athenais. It may be so Sir.

Theodosius. What did you with it? tell mee punctually;
I looke for a strict accompt.

Athenais. What shall I answer? [Aside.]

Theodosius. Doe you stagger? ha?

Athenais. No Sir, I haue eaten it.
It had the pleasantest tast. I wonder that
KIv You found it not in my breath.

Theodosius. Ifaith I did not,
And it was wondrous strange.

Athenais. Pray you try againe.

Theodosius. I find no scent oft heere. You play with me;
You haue it still?

Athenais. By your sacred life, and fortune,
An oth I dare not breake, I haue eaten it.

Theodosius. Doe you know how this oth binds?

Athenais. Too well, to breake it.

Theodosius. That euer man to please his brutish sense
Should slaue his vnderstanding to his passions,
And taken with soone fading white, and red,
Deliuer vp his credulous eares to heare
The magick of a Siren, and from these
Beleeue there euer was, is, or can bee
More then a seeming honestie in bad woman.

Athenais. This is strange language Sir.

Theodosius. Who waites? come all.
Nay sister not so neere, being of the sex,
I feare you are infected to.

Pulcheria. What meane you?

Theodosius. To show you a miracle, a prodigie
Which Affrick neuer equalld. Can you think
This master peece of heauen, this pretious vellam,
Of such a puritie, and virgin whitenesse,
Could be designd to haue periurie, and whoredome
In capitall letters writ vpont?

Pulcheria. Deere Sir,

Theodosius. Nay adde to this an impudence beyond
All prostituted boldnesse. Art not dead yet?
Will not the tempests in thy conscience rende thee
As small as Atomes? that there may no signe
Be left, thou euer wert so! wilt thou liue
Till thou art blasted with the dreadfull lightning
Of pregnant, and vnanswerable proofes,
Of thy adulterous twines? dye yet that I
With my honor may conceale it.

Athenais. Would long since,
The Gorgon of your rage had turnd mee marble,
Or if I haue offended — 

Theodosius. If! good Angels!
But I am tame: looke on this dombe accuser.

Athenais. O I am lost!

Theodosius. Did euer cormorant
Swollow his prey and then digest it whole
As shee hath done this apple? Philanax,
As tis, from me presented it. The good Lady
Swore shee had eaten it; yet I know not how
It came intire vnto Paulinus hands,
And I from him receaud it, sent in scorne
Vpon my life to giue me a close touch,
That he was wearie of thee. Was there nothing
Left thee to fee him, to giue satisfaction
To thy insatiate lust, but what was sent
As a deere fauour from mee? how haue I sind
In my dotage on this creature? but to her
I haue liud, as I was borne, a perfit virgin.
Nay more I thought it not enough to be
True to her bed, but that I must feede high,
To strengthen my abilities to cloye
Her rauenous appetite, little suspecting
Shee would desire a change.

Athenais. I neuer did Sir.

Theodosius. Be dumbe, I will not waste my breath in taxing
Thy base ingratitude. How I haue raisd thee,
Will by the world be to thy shame spoke often.
But for that ribawd, who held in my Empire
The next place to my selfe, so bound vnto me
By all the tyes of duty, and allegeance,
Hee shall pay deere fort, and feele what it is
In a wrong of such high consequence to pull downe
His Lords slow anger on him. Philanax,
Hees troubld with the goute, let him be curd
With a violent death, and in the other world,
Thanke his Physitian.

Philanax. His cause vnheard Sir?

Pulcheria. Take heede of rashnesse.

Theodosius. Is what I command,
To bee disputed?

Philanax. Your will shall bee done Sir:
But that I am the instrument — 

Theodosius. Doe you murmur?
Exit PHILANAX with the gard.
What couldst thou say if that my licence should
Giue liberty to thy tongue?
ATHENAIS, kneeling, points to THEODOSIUS sword.
Thou wouldst dye? I am not
So to bee reconcild. See mee no more.
The sting of conscience euer gnawing on thee,
A long life bee thy punishment. Exit THEODOSIUS.

Flaccilla. O sweete Lady
How I could weepe for her!

Arcadia. Speake deare Madam, speake.
Your tongue as you are a Woman, while you liue,
Should bee euer mouing, at the least the last part
That stirrs about you.

Pulcheria. Though I should sad Lady
In pollicie reioyce, you as a riuall
Of my greatenesse are remoud, compassion,
Since I beleeue you innocent, commands mee
To mourne your fortune; credit mee I will vrge
All arguments I can alleage that may
Appease the Emperours furie.

Arcadia. I will grow too,
Vpon my knees, vnlesse hee bid mee rise,
And sweare hee will forgiue you.

Flaccilla. And repent too;
All this pother for an apple?
Exeunt phlcheria, ARCADIA, FLACCILLA.

Chrysapius. Hope deare Madam,
And yeeld not to despaire, I am still your seruant,
And neuer will forsake you; though a while
You leaue the court, and city, and giue way
To the violent passions of the Emperour.
Repentance in his want of you will soone finde him.
In the meane time Ile dispose of you, and omit

No opportunity that may inuite him
To see his error.

Athenais. Oh! Wringing her hands.

Chrysapius. Forbeare for heauns sake. [Exeunt.]


ACT. 5. SCÆNE 1.

[image: img41.jpg]

PHILANAX. PAULINUS. GUARD. Executioners.

Paulinus. This is most barbarous! How haue you lost
All feeling of humanity, as honor,
In your consent alone to haue mee vsd thus?
But to bee as you are a looker on,
Nay more a principall actor int (the softnes
Of your former life considerd) almost turnes mee
Into a senselesse statue.

Philanax. Would long since
Death by some other meanes had made you one,
That you might bee lesse sensible of what
You haue, or are to suffer.

Paulinus. Am to suffer?
Let such, whose happinesse, and heauen depend
Vpon their present being feare to part with
A fort they cannot long holde, mine to mee is
A charge that I am wearie of, all defences
By paine, and sickenesse batterd; Yet take heede,
Take heede Lord Philanax, that for priuate spleene
Or any false conceiued grudge against mee,
(Since in one thought of wrong to you, I am
Sincerely innocent) you doe not that
My royall Master must in iustice punish,
If you passe to your owne heart, thorow mine,
The murther as it will come out discouerd.

Philanax. I murther you my Lord? heaun witnesse for mee,
With the restoring of your health, I wish you
Long life, and happinesse: for my selfe I am

Compelld to put in execution that
Which I would flie from, tis the Emperour,
The high incensed Emperours will commands
What I must see performd.

Paulinus. The Emperour!
Goodnesse, and innocence garde mee! wheeles, nor racks
Can force into my memorie, the remembrance
Of the least shadow of offence, with which
I euer did prouoke him. Though beloud
(And yet the peoples loue is short, and fatall)
I neuer courted popular applause;
Feasted the men of action, or labourd
By prodigall giftes to draw the needy souldier,
The tribunes, or centurions to a faction,
Of which I would rise vp the head against him.
I hold no place of strength, fortresse, or castle
In my command, that can giue sanctuarie
To malecontents, or countenance rebellion.
I haue built no palaces to face the court,
Nor doe my followers brauerie shame his traine,
And though I cannot blame my fate for want,
My competent meanes of life deserues no enuie.
In what then am I dangerous?

Philanax. His displeasure
Reflects on none of those particulars,
Which you haue mentiond, though some iealous Princes
In a subiect cannot brooke em.

Paulinus. None of these?
In what then am I worthy his suspition?
But it may, nay it must bee, some INFORMER
To whom my innocence appeard a crime,
Hath poysond his late good opinion of mee.
Tis not to dye, but in the censure of
So good a Master guilty, that afflictes mee.

Philanax. There is no remedy.

Paulinus. No? I haue a friend yet,
Could the strictnesse of your warrant giue way to it,
To whom the state I stand in now deliuerd,
That by faire intercession for mee would

So far preuaile, that my defence vnheard
I should not innocent, or guiltie suffer,
Without a fit distinction.

Philanax. These false hopes
My Lord abuse you. What man, when condemnd,
Did euer find a friend? or who dares lend
An eye of pitty to that starcrosd subiect
On whom his soueraigne frownes?

Paulinus. Shee that dares plead
For innocence without a fee, the Empresse,
My greate, and gratious Mistrisse!

Philanax. Theres your error.
Her many fauours which you hopd should make you,
Proue your vndoing. Shee poore Lady is
Bannishd for euer from the Emperours presence,
And his confirmd suspition, to his wrong,
That you haue bene ouer familiar with her,
Doomes you to death. I know you vnderstand mee.

Paulinus. Ouer familiar?

Philanax. In sharing with him,
Those sweete and secret pleasures of his bed,
Which can admit no partner.

Paulinus. And is that
The crime for which I am to dye? Of all
My numerous sinnes, was there not one of waight
Enough to sinke mee, if he borrowd not
The colour of a guilt I neuer saw,
To paint my innocence, in a deformd
And monstrous shape? but that it were prophane
To argue heauen of ignorance, or iniustice,
I now should tax it. Had the stars that raignd
At my natiuity such cursed influence,
As not alone to make mee miserable,
But in the neighbourhood of her goodnesse to mee
To force contagion vpon a Lady,
Whose purer flames were not inferior
To theirs, when they shine brightest? to dye for her
Compard with what shee suffers is a trifle.
By her example warnd, let all greate women
Heereafter throw pride, and contempt on such

As truely serue em, since a retribution
In lawfull courtesies, is now stild lust,
And to be thankfull to a seruants merits
Is growne a vice, no vertue.

Philanax. These complaints
Are to no purpose: think on the long flight,
Your better part must make.

Paulinus. Shee is prepard,
Nor can the freeing of an innocent
From the Emperours furious iealousie hinder her.
It shall out, tis resolud, but to bee whisperd
To you alone. What a solemne preparation
Is made heere to put forth an inch of taper
In it selfe almost extinguishd! mortall poison?
The hangmans sword, the halter?

Philanax. Tis left to you,
To make choice of which you please.

Paulinus. Any will serue,
To take away my goute, and life together.
I would not haue the Emperour imitate
Romes Monster, Nero, in that cruell mercie
Hee shewd to Seneca; when you haue dischargd
What you are trusted with, and I haue giun you
LIr Reasons beyond all doubt, or disputation,
Of the Empresses and my innocence, when I am dead,
Since tis my Masters pleasure, and high treason
In you not to obey it, I coniure you,
By the hopes you haue of happinesse heereafter,
Since mine in this world are now parting from mee,
That you would win the young man to repentance
Of the wrong done to his chaste wife Eudoxia,
And if perchance hee shed a teare for what
In his rashenesse hee imposd on his true seruant,
So it cure him of future iealousie,
Twill proue a pretious balsamum, and finde mee
When I am in my graue. Now when you please,
For I am readie.

Philanax. His words worke strangely on mee,
And I would doe, but I know not what to thinke ont.

Exeunt.


ACT. 5. SCÆNE 2.
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PULCHERIA. FLACCILLA. ARCADIA. TIMANTUS. GRATIANUS. CHRYSAPIUS.

Pulcheria. Still in his sullen mood? no intermission
Of his melancholy fit?

Timantus. It rather Madam
Increases, then grows lesse.

Gratianus. In the next roome
To his bed-chamber, wee watchd, for hee by signes
Gaue vs to vnderstand, hee would admit
Nor company, nor conference.

Pulcheria. Did hee take
No rest as you could ghesse?

Chrysapius. Not any Madam;
Like a Numidian Lyon, by the cunning
Of the desperate huntsman taken in a toyle,
And forcd into a spatious cage, hee walkes
About his chamber, wee might heare him gnash
His teeth in rage, which opend, hollow grones
And murmurs issud from his lippes, like windes
Imprisond in the cauernes of the earth
Striuing for liberty; and sometimes throwing
His body on his bed, then on the ground,
And with such violence, that wee more then feard
And still doe, if the tempest of his passions
By your wisdome bee not layd, hee will commit
Some outrage on himselfe.

Pulcheria. His better Angell,
I hope will stay him from so foule a mischiefe,
Nor shall my care bee wanting.

Timantus. Twice I heard him
Say false Eudoxia, how much art thou
Vnworthy of these teares? then sighd, and straight
Rores out Paulinus, was his goutie age
To bee preferrd before my strength and youth?
Then groand againe, so many wayes expressing
Th afflictions of a torturd soule, that wee

Who wept in vaine, for what wee could not helpe,
Were sharers in his suffrings.

Pulcheria. Though your sorrow
Is not to bee condemnd, it takes not from
The burthen of his miseries; wee must practise
With some fresh obiect to diuert his thoughts
From that they are wholly fixd on.

Chrysapius. Could I gaine
The freedome of accesse, I would present him
With this petition. Will your highnes please A paper deliuerd.
To looke vpon it? You will soone finde there
What my intents, and hopes are.

Enter THEODOSIUS.

Gratianus. Ha! tis hee.

Pulcheria. Stand close,
And giue way to his passions, tis not safe
To stoppe them in their violent course, before
They haue spent themselues.

Theodosius. I play the foole, and am
Vnequall to my selfe, delinquents are
To suffer, not the innocent. I haue done
Nothing, which will not hold waight in the scale
Of my impartiall iustice: neither feele
The worme of conscience, vpbraiding mee
For one blacke deed of tyranny; wherefore then
Should I torment my selfe? great Iulius would not
Rest satisfid that his wife was free from fact,
But only for suspition of a crime
Sud a diuorce, nor was this Roman rigour
Censurd as cruell, and still the wise Italian,
That knowes the honor of his family
Depends vpon the purity of his bed,
For a kisse, nay wanton looke, will plough vp mischiefe,
And sowe the seedes of his reuenge in blood.
And shall I to whose power the laws a seruant,
That stand accomptable to none, for what
My will calls an offence, being compelld,
And on such grounds, to raise an Altar to
My anger, though I grant tis cemented
With a loose strumpets and adulterers gore,
Repent the iustice of my furie? no.
I should not: yet still my excesse of loue
Fed high in the remembrance of her choice
And sweete embraces, would perswade mee that
Conniuence, or remission of her fault,
Made warrantable by her true submission
For her offence, might bee excusable,
Did not the crueltie of my wounded honor
With an open mouth denie it.

Pulcheria. I approue of [To CHRYSAPIUS.]
Your good intention, and I hope twill prosper.
Hee now seemes calme. Let vs vpon our knees
Encompasse him. — Most royall Sir,

Flaccilla. Sweet brother.

Arcadia. As you are our Soueraigne, by the tyes of nature
You are bound to bee a Father in your care
To vs poore Orphans.

Timantus. Shew compassion Sir,
Vnto your selfe.

Gratianus. The maiestie of your fortune
Should flie aboue the reach of griefe.

Chrysapius. And tis
Impaird, if you yeeld to it.

Theodosius. Wherefore pay you
This adoration to a sinfull creature?
I am flesh, and blood as you are, sensible
Of heat, and cold; asmuch a slaue vnto
The tyrannie of my passions, as the meanest
Of my poore subiects. The proud attributes
(By oild tongud flatterie imposd vpon vs)
As sacred, glorious, high, inuincible,
The deputie of heauen, and in that
Omnipotent, with all false titles els
Coind to abuse our frailetie, though compounded,
And by the breath of Sycophants applid,
Cure not the least fit of an ague in vs.
Wee may giue poore men riches; confer honors
On vndeseruers; raise, or ruine such

As are beneath vs, and with this puffd vp,
Ambition would perswade vs to forget
That wee are men: but hee that sits aboue vs,
And to whom, at our vtmost rate, wee are
But pageant properties, derides our weakenesse.
In mee to whom you kneele, tis most apparent.
Can I call backe yesterday, with all their aides
That bow vnto my scepter? or restore
My minde to that tranquillitie, and peace
It then inioyd? can it make Eudoxia chaste?
Or vile Paulinus honest?

Pulcheria. If I might
Without offence, deliuer my opinion,

Theodosius. What would you say?

Pulcheria. That on my soule the Empresse

Is innocent.

Chrysapius. The good Paulinus guiltlesse.

Gratianus. And this should yeeld you comfort.

Theodosius. In being guiltie
Of an offence far, far transcending that
They stand condemnd for. Call you this a comfort?
Suppose it could bee true? a corrasiue rather,
Not to eate out dead flesh, but putrifie
What yet is sownd. Was murther euer held
A cure for iealousie? or the crying blood
Of innocence, a balme to take away
Her festring anguish? as you doe desire
I should not doe a iustice on my selfe,
Adde to the proofes by which Paulinus fell,
And not take from em; in your charitie
Sooner beleeue that they were false, then I
Vnrighteous in my iudgement! subiects Hues
Are not their Princes tennisballs to bee banded
In sport away, all that I can indure
For them, if they were guilty, is an atome
To the mountaine of affliction, I pulld on mee,
Should they proue innocent.

Chrysapius. For your Maiesties peace
I more then hope they were not; the false oth
Tooke by the Empresse, and for which shee can
Plead no excuse, conuicted her, and yeelds
A sure defence for your suspition of her.
And yet to be resolud, since strong doubts are
More grieuous for the most part, then to know
A certaine losse — 

Theodosius. Tis true Chrysapius,
Were there a possible meanes.

Chrysapius. Tis offerd to you,
If you please to embrace it. Some few minutes
Make truce with passion, and but read, and follow
Whats there proiected, you shall finde a key,
Will make your entrance easie to discouer
Her secret thoughts, and then, as in your wisdome
You shall thinke fit, you may determine of her,
And rest confirmd, whether Paulinus died
A villaine or a Martyr.

Theodosius. It may doe,
Nay sure it must, yet howsoeuer it fall,
I am most wretched. Which way in my wishes,
I should fashion the euent, I am so distracted,
I cannot yet resolue of. Follow mee.
Though in my name, all names are comprehended,
I must haue witnesses, in what degree
I haue done wrong, or sufferd.

Pulcheria. Hope the best Sir. Exeunt.
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A SAD SONG, ATHENAIS in sackecloth. Her haire loose.

Athenais. Why art thou slow, thou rest of trouble, Death,
To stoppe a wretches breath?
That calls on thee, and offers her sad heart
A prey vnto thy dart?
I am nor young, nor faire, bee therefore bold,
Sorrow hath made mee old,
Deformd, and wrinkld, all that I can craue,
Is quiet in my graue.
Such as Hue happy, hold long life a Iewell,
But to mee thou art cruell:
If thou end not my tedious miserie,
And I soone cease to bee.
Strike, and strike home then, pitty vnto mee
In one short hours delay is tyrannie.
Thus like a dying Swan, to a sad tune
I sing my owne dirge; would a requiem follow
Which in my penitence, I despaire not of,
This brittle glasse of life, already broken
With misery, the long and quiet sleepe
Of death would bee most welcome; yet before
Wee end our pilgrimage, tis fit that wee
Should leaue corruption, and foule sinnes behinde vs.
But with washd feete, and hands, the Heathens dare not

Enter their prophane temples; and for mee
To hope my passage to eternitie
Can bee made easie till I haue shooke of
The burthen of my sinnes in free confession,
Ayded with sorrow, and repentance for em,
Is against reason. Tis not laying by
My royall ornaments, or putting on
This garment of humility, and contrition,
The throwing dust, and ashes on my head,
Long fasts to tame my proud flesh, that can make
Attonement for my soule, that must be humbled,
All outward signes of penitence, els are vselesse.
Chrysapius did assure mee, hee would bring mee
A holy man, from whom (hauing discouerd
My secret crying sinnes) I might receiue
Full absolution, and hee keepes his word.

Enter THEODOSIUS, like a frier, with CHRYSAPIUS.
Welcome most reuerend Sir, vpon my knees
I entertaine you.

Theodosius. Noble Sir forbeare,

The place, the sacred office that I come for,
Commandes all priuacie. [Exit CHRYSAPIUS.]
My penitent daughter,
Bee carefull, as you wish remission from mee,
That in confession of your sinnes, you hide not
One crime, whose ponderous waight, when you would make
Your flight aboue the firmament, may sincke you.
A foolish modestie in concealing ought
Is now far worse then impudence to professe,
And iustifie your guilte, bee therefore free;
So may the gates of mercie open to you.

Athenais. First then, I aske a pardon, for my being
Ingratefull to heauns bountie.

Theodosius. A good entrance.

Athenais. Greatenesse comes from aboue, and I raisd to it
From a low condition, sinfully forgot
From whence it came, and looking on my selfe
In the false glasse of flatterie, I receiud it
As a debt due to my beautie, not a gift
Or fauour from the Emperour.

Theodosius. Twas not well.

Athenais. Pride wayted on vnthankfulnesse, and no more
Remembring the compassion of the Princesse,
And the meanes shee vsd to make mee what I was,
Contested with her, and with sore eyes seeing
Her greater light, as it dimmd mine, I practisd
To haue it quite put out.

Theodosius. A greate offence,
But on repentance not vnpardonable.

Forward.

Athenais. O Father, what I now must vtter,
I feare in the deliuerie will destroy mee,
Before you haue absolud mee.

Theodosius. Heaun is gratious.
Out with it.

Athenais. Heaun commands vs to tell truth.
Yet I most sinfull wretch, forswore my selfe.

Theodosius. On what occasion?

Athenais. Quite forgetting that
An innocent truth can neuer stand in need
Of a guiltie lye, being on the suddaine askd
By the Emperour my husband, for an Apple
Presented by him, I swore I had eaten it,
When my grieud conscience too well knowes, I sent it
To comfort sicke Paulinus, being a man,
I truely loud and fauourd.

Theodosius. A cold sweate,
Like the iuice of Hemlocke bathes mee.

Aside.

Athenais. And from this
A furious iealousie getting possession
Of the good Emperours heart, in his rage hee doomd
The innocent Lord to dye, my periurie
The fatall cause of murther.

Theodosius. Take heed daughter,
You iuggle not with your conscience, and religion,
In stiling him an innocent from your feare,
And shame to accuse your selfe. The Emperour
Had many spies vpon you, saw such graces,
Which vertue could not warrant, showrd vpon him;
Glances in publick, and more liberall fauours
In your priuate chamber meetings, making way
For foule adulterie; nor could hee bee
But sensible of the compact passd betweene you,
To the ruine of his honor.

Athenais. Heare mee Father,
I lookd for comfort, but in this you come
To adde to my afflictions.

Theodosius. Cause not you
Your owne damnation, in concealing that
Which may in your discouerie finde forgiuenesse.
Open your eyes, set heauen, or hell before you.
In the reuealing of the truth, you shall
Prepare a palace for your soule to dwell in,
Stord with celestiall blessings; whereas if
You palliate your crime, and dare beyond
Playing with lightning, in concealing it,
Expect a dreadfull dungeon, filld with horror,

And neuer-ending torments.

Athenais. May they fall
Eternally vpon mee, and increase,
When that which wee call time hath lost its name;
May lightning cleaue the centre of the earth,
And I sinke quicke, before you haue absolud mee,
Into the bottomlesse Abysse, yf euer
In one vnchaste desire, nay in a thought
I wrongd the honor of the Emperours bed.
I doe deserue, I grant, more then I suffer
In that my feruor, and desire to please him,
In my holy meditations pressd vpon me,
And would not bee kept out; now to dissemble
(When I shall suddainely bee insensible,
Of what the world speaks of mee) were meere madnesse:
And though you are incredulous, I presume,
If as I kneele now, my eyes swolne with teares,
My hands heaud vp thus, my stretchd heartstrings ready
To breake a sunder, my incensed Lord
(His storme of iealousie blowne ore) should heare mee,
Hee would beleeue I lied not.

Theodosius. Rise, and see him, Discouers himselfe.
On his knees with ioy affirme it.

Athenais. Can this bee?

Theodosius. My sisters, and the rest there, all beare witnesse.

Enter PULCHERIA, ARCADIA, FLACCILLA, CHRYSAPIUS, GRATIANUS, TIMANTUS [,PHILANAX].

In freeing this incomparable Lady
From the suspition of guilt, I doe
Accuse my selfe, and willingly submit
To any penance, shee in iustice shall
Please to impose vpon mee.

Athenais. Royall Sir,
Your ill opinion of mees soone forgiuen.

Pulcheria. But how you can make satisfaction to
The poore Paulinus, hee being dead, in reason
You must conclude impossible.

Theodosius. And in that
I am most miserable; the Ocean
Of ioy, which in your innocence flowd high to mee,
Ebbs in the thought of my vniust command,
By which hee died. O Philanax (as thy name
Interpreted speakes thee) thou hast euer bene
A louer of the King, and thy whole life
Can witnesse thy obedience to my will,
In putting that in execution, which
Was trusted to thee; say but yet this once
Thou hast not done what rashly I commanded,
And that Paulinus liues, and thy reward
For not performing that which I inioind thee,
Shall centuple what euer yet thy dutie,
Or merit challengd from mee.

Philanax. Tis too late Sir.
Hees dead, and when you know hee was vnable
To wrong you, in the way that you suspected,
Youll wish it had bene otherwise.

Theodosius. Vnable?

Philanax. I am sure hee was an Eunuch, and might safely
Lye by a Virgins side, at foure yeares made one,
Though to hold grace with Ladies hee conceald it.
The circumstances, and the manner how
You may heare at better leasure.

Theodosius. How! an Eunuch?
The more the proofes are, that are brought to cleare thee,
My best Eudoxia, the more my sorrowes.

Athenais. That I am innocent?

Theodosius. That I am guiltie
Of murther, my Eudoxia. I will build
A glorious monument to his memorie,
And for my punishment liue, and dye vpon it,
And neuer more conuerse with men.

Enter PAULINUS.

Paulinus. Liue long Sir,
May I doe so to serue you. And if that
I liue does not displease you, you owe for it
To this good Lord.

Theodosius. My selfe, and all thats mine.

Philanax. Your pardon is a payment.

Theodosius. I am rapd
With ioy beyond my selfe. Now my Eudoxia
My iealousie puffd away thus, in this breath
I scent the naturall sweetenesse. Kisses her.

Arcadia. Sacred Sir,
I am happy to behold this, and presume,
Now you are pleasd, to moue a sute, in which
My sister is ioynd with mee.

Theodosius. Prethee speake it,
For I haue vowd to heare before I grant,
I thanke your good instructions.

Arcadia. Tis but this Sir,
Wee haue obserud the falling out, and in,
Betweene the husband and the wife showes rarely,
Their iarres, and reconcilements strangely take vs.

Flaccilla. Anger and iealousie that conclude in kisses
Is a sweete war in sooth.

Arcadia. Wee therefore, brother,
Most humbly beg you would prouide vs husbands
That wee may tast the pleasure oft.

Flaccilla. And with speede Sir,
For so your fauours doubld.

Theodosius. Take my word,
I will with all conuenience; and not blush
Heereafter to bee guided by your counsailes.
I will deserue your pardon. Philanax
Shall bee remembred, and magnificent bounties
Fall on Chrysapius.
Let Cleon bee deliuerd and rewarded.
My grace on all, which as I lend to you,
Returne your vowes to heauen, that it may please
(As it is gratious) to quench in mee
All future sparkes of burning iealousie. [Exeunt.]


EPILOGUE.

[image: img41.jpg]

Wee haue reason to be doubtfull, whether hee
On whom (forcd to it by necessitie)
The maker did conferre his Emperours part
Hath giuen you satisfaction, in his art
Of action and deliuerie; tis sure truth
The burden was too heauie for his youth
To vndergoe: but in his will wee know
Hee was not wanting, and shall euer owe
With his, our seruice, if your fauours dame
To giue him strength, heereafter to sustaine
A greater waight. It is your grace that can
In your allowance of this write him man
Before his time, which if you please to doe
You make the Player, and the Poet too


Believe as You List (c. 1631)
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PROLOGUE:
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…author is from arrogance,
that he craves pardon for his Ignorance
in storie, yf you finde what Roman here,
Grecian, or Asiaticqe, drawe to nere
a late, & sad example, tis confest
hees but an English scholler at his best,
a stranger to Cosmographie, and may erre
in the cuntries names, the shape, & character
of the person he present, yet he is bolde
in me to promise, be it new, or olde,
the tale is worth the hearinge, & may move
compassion, perhaps deserve yor love,
and approbation, he dares not boast
his paynes, & care, or what bookes he hath tost
& turnde to make it vp, the rarietie
of the event in this strange historie
now offerd to you, by his owne confession
must make it good, & not his weake expression.
you sit his Iudges, & like Iudges bee
from favour to his cause, or malice free,
then whether hee hath hit the white or mist,
as the title speakes, beleeve you as you list.


ACTUS PRIMI, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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ANTIOCHUS: STOIC. IN philosophers habits. CHRYSALUS. SYRUS. GETA. BONDEMEN.

STOIC: You are now in sight of Carthage, that greate Cittie
which in Her empires vastnesse rivalls Rome
at her prowde height, two howers will bringe you thither.
make vse of what you haue learnde in your longe travayles,
and from the golden principles read to you
in thAthenian Academie; stand resolude
for either fortune. you must now forget
the contemplations of a private man
and put in action that which may complie
with the maiestie of a monarch.

ANTIOCHUS: How that title,
that glorious attribute of maiestie
that troublesome, thowgh most trivmphant robe
designde mee in my birth, which I haue worne
with terror, and astonishement to others
affrights mee now! o memorie! memorie!
of what I was once! when the easterne worlde
with wonder in my may of youth lookd on mee.
embassadors of the most potent kinges
with noble æmulation contendinge
to court my freindship, their faire daughters offerd
as pledges to assure it, with all pompe
and circumstance of glorie. Rome her selfe,
and Carthage æmulous, whose side I showlde
confirme in my protection. o remembrance
with what ingenious crueltie, and tortures
out of a due consideration of
my present, lowe, and desperate condition
dost thou afflicte mee now!

HERMIT: STOIC: you must oppose
(for soe the stoic discipline com͂dandes you)
that wisdome, with your pacyence fortefid
which holdes dominion over fate, against
the torrent of your passion.

ANTIOCHUS: I showlde,

I doe confesse I showlde yf I cowlde drincke vp
that river of forgetfullnesse Poets dreame of.
But still in dreadfull formes, (Philosophic wantinge
power to remoue em) all those innocent spirits
borroweinge againe their bodies gashde with woundes
(which strowde Achaias bloodie plaines, and made
rivoletts of gore) appeare to mee, exactinge
a stricte accompte of my ambitions follye
for the exposinge of twelue thowsande soules
(whoe fell that fatall day) to certaine ruine.
neither the counsaile of the Persian kinge
prevaylinge with mee, nor the graue advice
of my wise enemie Marcus Scaurus hindringe
my desperate enterprise to late repented.
mee thinckes I now looke on my butcherd armie.

STOIC: this is meere melancholye.

ANTIOCHUS: o tis more sr
heere, there, and every where they doe pursue mee.
The Genivs of my cuntrie, made a slaue
like a weepinge mother seemes to kneele before mee
wringeinge her manacled handes; the hopefull youth,
and braverie of my kingedome in their pale,
and ghastlye lookes lamentinge that they were
to soone by my meanes forcd from theire sweete beeinge.
olde men with siluer (lockes ) in vain

(th )
trayn(e n) all delights, or sacred to
the cha(ste) Dianas rites, compelde to bowe to
the souldiers [greedie] lusts, or at an outcrie solde
vnder the speare, like beasts, to bee spurnde, and trod on
by their prowde mistrisses the Roman matrons,
o sr consyder [sir] then yf it can bee
in the constancie of a stoic to indure
what nowe I suffer.

ANTIOCHUS: STOIC: two and twentye yeares
travaylinge ore the worlde you haue payd the forfeite
of this ingagement, [and] & shed a sea of teares
in your sorrowe for it; and now beeinge calld from
the rigour of a stricte philosophers life
by the cries of your poore cuntrie, you are bounde
with an obedient cheerefullnesse to follow
the path that you are enterd in: which will
guide you out of a wildernesse of horror
to the flourishinge plaines of safetie, the iust gods
smoothinge the way before you.

ANTIOCHUS: thowgh I grant
that all impossibilities are easie
to their omnipotence, gieue mee leaue to feare
the more then doubtfull issue, can it fall
in the compasse of my hopes the lordlye Romans
soe longe possessde of Asia, [his] their plea
made good by conquest, and that ratefide
with their relligious authoritie
the propagation of the com͂on welth
to whose increase they are sworne to, will ere part with
a pray soe pretious, and deerelye purchasde,

A Tigresse circlde with her famishd whelpes
will sooner yeelde a lambe snatchde from the flocke
to the dumbe oratorie of the ewe
then Rome restore one foote of earth that may
diminishe her vast empire

STOIC: In her will
this may bee granted: but you haue a title
soe stronge, and cleare, that theres noe colour left
to varnishe Romes pretences, ad this sr.
the Asian princes warnd by your example
and yet vnconquerd, never will consent
that such a foule example of iniustice
shall to the scandall of the present age
hereafter bee recorded, they in this
are equallie ingagd with you, and must
thowgh not in loue to iustice for their safetie
in policie assist, garde, and protecte you
and you may rest assurd neither the kinge
of Parthia, the Gauls, nor big bonde Germans
nor this greate Carthage growne alreadie iealous
of Romes incrochinge empire will crie aime
to such an vsurpation, which must
take from their owne securitie. besides
your mother was a Roman for her sake
and the famelies from which shee is deriud
you must finde favour

ANTIOCHUS: For her sake alas sr
ambition knowes noe kinred, right, and lawfull
was never yet founde as a marginall note
in the blacke booke of profit. I am suncke
to lowe to bee bouyde vp, it beeinge helde
a foolishe weakenesse, and disease in statists
in favour of a weakeman to provoke
such as are mightie; the imperious waues
(f ) callamities ( )e alreadie swolne
[Note. — The bottom of the first leaf of the sole MS. has been injured by damp, causing several large lacuna]
) a will
[10 lines missing]

ANTIOCHUS: [5 lines missing]

CHRYSALUS: [2 lines missing]

GETA: [4 lines missing]

SYRUS: [5 lines missing]

GETA: [2 lines missing]

SYRUS: [1 line missing]

GETA: [2 lines missing]

CHRYSALUS: [7 lines missing]

w(

SYRUS: hau(
a k(

CHRYSALUS: a ki(
alas (
[buri]( buri
all (
in tr(
to m(e
this is (

GETA: wee kn(

CHRYSALUS: but wh(
to bee (
noe soon(
shall for(g
Hees pr(
all that (

SYRUS: Humph. (

CHRYSALUS: and wher(
your bu(

GETA: I am in (
& feele my(

CHRYSALUS: a bulls [pi](
when you (
make the cur(

SYRUS: what woulde y(

GETA: or what doe yo(

CHRYSALUS: to saue my se(
and what is m(
not one in supp(
bee wantinge s(
[37 lines missing]

) more
[5 lines missing]

[Stoic.]

[1 line missing]
)y forth
[5 lines missing]

)nd malice
)nde you exit stoic
)rms
[3 lines missing]

)anishde!
[1 line missing]
)yrus.
)s mischief.
)y open
)e torne booke
)opes, despaire with sable winges
)ore my head; the golde with which
)ans furnishd mee to supplie my wants
) made my first apparence like my selfe
) disloyall villaines ravishd from mee!
)ch that I was to tempt their abiect mindes
)h such a purchase, can I in this weede
& without gold to fee an advocate
to pleade my royall title nourishe hope
of a recoverie? forlorne maiestie
wantinge the outward glosse, and cerimonie
to gieue it lustre, meetes noe more respecte
then knowledge with the ignorant. Ha! what is
containde in this wast paper? tis indorsde

to the noe kinge Antiochus. and subscribde
noe more thy servant but superior. Chrysalus.
what am I falne to? there is somethinge writ more.
why this small peece of silver? what I read may
reads: — reveale the misterie — forget thow wert ever
calld kinge Antiochus, with this charitie

I enter thee a begger — to towgh Heart
will nothinge breake thee? o that now I stood
on some high Pyramid from whence I might
bee seene by the whole worlde, & with a voice
lowder then thunder, pierce the eares of prowd,
and secure greatenesse with the trewe relation
of my remarkeable storie, that my fall
might not bee fruitlesse, but still liue the greate
example of mans frayletie. I that was
borne, and bred vp a kinge, whose frowne, or smile
spake death, or life, my will a law; my person
environde with an armie; now exposde
to the contempt, and scorne of my owne slaue
whoe in his pride, as a god compard with mee
bids mee become a begger. but complaynts
are weake, and womanishe. I will like a palme tree
growe vnder my huge waight: nor shall the feare
of death, or torture, that deiection bringe
to make mee liue, or dye, lesse then a kinge. exit.


ACTUS PRIMI, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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BERECINTHIVS A FLAMEN. 3 ASIAN MARCHANTS.

1 MARCHANT: wee are growne soe contemptible, hee disdaines
to gieue vs hearinge.
2.MARCHANT: keepes vs of at such distance
and with his Roman gravitie declines
our sude for conference, as with much more ease
wee might make our approches to the Parthian
without a present, then worke hym to haue
a feelinge of our grievances.

3 MARCHANT: a statesman?
the divell I thincke, whoe onlye knowes hym truelye
can gieue his character. when Hee is to determine
a poynt of iustice, His wordes fall in measure
like plum͂ets of a clocke, observinge time
and iust proportion.

1 MARCHANT: but when Hee is
to speake in any cawse concernes hym selfe
or Romes republic, like a gushinge torrent
not to bee stoppd in its full course, his reasons
deliverd like a seconde mercurie,
breake in and beare downe w(hats)oever is
opposd against em.

2 MARCHANT: when Hee smiles, let such
beware, as haue to doe with hym, for then
sans doubt Hees bent to mischeife.

BERECINTHIUS: as I am
Cybeles flamen, whose most sacred image
drawne thus in pompe I weare vpon my brest,

I am priveledgde, nor is it in his power
to doe mee wronge, and hee shall finde I can
chant, and alowd to when I am not at
her altar kneelinge. mother of the gods what is hee.
at his best but a Patritian of Rome,
His name Titus flaminivs, and speake mine
Berecinthivs Archflamen to Cybele[s] it makes as greate a sownde.

3 MARCHANT: trewe but his place sr
and the power it carries in it, as Romes legate
gieues hym preheminence ore you.

BERECINTHIUS: not an atome.
when morall honestie, and ius gentium faile
to lende reliefe to such as are oppresd
relligion must vse her strength. I am perfit
in theis notes you gaue mee. doe they contayne at full
your grievances, and losses.

1 MARCHANT woulde they were
as well redresd, as they are punctuallie
deliverd to you.

BERECINTHIUS: say noe more, they shall
& to the purpose.

2 MARCHANT: Heere hee comes.

BERECINTHIUS: haue at hym. Enter Titus flaminivs. Calistus. Demetrius. 2 freedmen.

FLAMINIUS: blowe away theis troublesome & importunate drones

I haue embrions of greater consequence
in my imaginations to which

I must gieue life, and forme, not now vouchsafinge
to heare their idle buzzes.

1 MARCHANT: note you that.

BERECINTHIVS: yes I doe note it. but the flamen is not
soe light to bee remoud by a groomes breath

I must, and will speake, and I thus confront hym.

FLAMINIVS: but that the image of the goddesse which
thow wearst vpon thy brest protects thy rudenesse,
it had forfeyted thy life. dost thou not tremble
when an incensed Roman frownes.

BERECINTHIVS: I see
noe Gorgon in your face.

FLAMINIVS: must I speake in thunder
before thow wilt bee awde?

BERECINTHIVS: I rather looke
for reverence from thee, yf thow respectest
the goddesse power and in her name I charge thee
to gieue mee hearinge. yf theis lyons rore
for thy contempt of her expecte a vengeance
sutable to thy pride.

FLAMINIVS: thow shalt orecome.
theres noe contendinge with thee.

3 MARCHANT: hitherto
the flamen hath the better

1 MARCHANT. but I feare

Hee will not keepe it.

BERECINTHIVS: knowe you theis mens faces?

FLAMINIVS: yes yes poore Asiaticqs.

BERECINTHIVS: Poore they are made soe
by your Roman tyrannie & oppression.

FLAMINIVS: take heede
yf arrogantly you presume to tax
the Roman governement [youll finde and feele] your goddesse cannot
gieue priveledge to it, and youl finde and feele
tis litle lesse then treason flamen.

BERECINTHIUS: truth
in your pride is soe interpreted, theis poore men,
theis Asiaticq marchants whom you looke [vp]on
with such contempt, and scorne, are they to whom
Rome owes her braverie; their industrious serch
to the farthest Inde with danger to them selues
bringes home securitie to you, to you vnthanckefull;
your magazines are from their sweat supplide;
the legions with which you fright the worlde
are from their labour payd; the Tirian fishe
whose blood dies your prowde purple, in the colour
distinguishinge the senators garded robe
from a plebeian habit, their nets catch;
the diamonde hewde from the rocke, the pearle
diude for in to the bottome of the sea;
the saphir, rubie, Iacinth, amber, currall,
and all rich ornaments, of your Latian dames
are Asian spoyles; they are indeede the nurses,
and sinnewes of your war, and without them
what cowlde you doe? your handkercher.

FLAMINIVS: wipe your face

you are in a sweat, the weathers hot take heede
of meltinge your fat kidneys

BERECINTHIVS: theres noe heate
can thaw thy frozen conscience.

FLAMINIVS: to it againe now

I am not moud.

BERECINTHIVS: I see it yf you had
the feelinge of a man, you wowlde not suffer
theis men, whoe haue deservd soe well to sincke
vnder the burthen of their wronges. yf they
are subiects, why inioy they not the right[s]
and priveledge of subiects? what defence
can you alleage for your connivence to
the Carthaginian gallies whoe forcd from em
the prize they tooke belongeinge not to them,
nor their confæderates?

FLAMINIVS: with reverence
to your soe sacred goddesse, I must tell you
you are growne presumptuous, and in your demandes
a rash, and sawcie flamen. meddle with
your [s] iuglinge misteries, and keepe in awe
your gelded ministers. Shall I yeelde accompe
of what I doe to you?
1.MARCHANT: Hee smiles in scorne.
2.MARCHANT nay then I knowe what followes.
3.MARCHANT: in his lookes
a tempest rises.

FLAMINIVS: how dare you complayne?
or in a looke repine? our governement
hath bene to easie, and the yoke which Rome
in her accustomde lenitie (im)posd
vpon your stubborne neckes begets contempt.
hath our familiar com˜erce, and tradinge
almost as with our æqualls, tought you to
dispute our actions? haue you quite forgot
what wee are, and you ought to bee? shall vassalls
capitulate with their lordes?

2 MARCHANT: I now hee speakes

in his owne Dialecte.

FLAMINIVS: tis to frequent wretches
to haue the vanquishd hate the conqueror,
and from vs needes noe answer, doe not I knowe
how odious the lordlye Roman is
to the despised Asian? and that
to gaine your libertie you woulde pull downe
the altars of your gods, and like the gyants
rayse a newe war gainst heaven.

1 MARCHANT: terrible.

FLAMINIVS: did you not gieue assurance of this when
giddie Antiochus died? and rather then
accept vs guardians of your orphan kingedome,
when the victorious Scaurus with his sword
pleaded the Roman title, with one vote
you did exclaime against vs as the men
that sought to lay an vniust gripe vpon
your territories? nere remembringe that
in the brasse leaud booke of fate it was set downe
the earth showlde know noe soveraigne but Rome,
yet you repinde, and rather chose to pay
homage, and fealtie to the Parthian,
th Ægiptian Ptolomee, or indeede any
then bow vnto the Roman.

BERECINTHIVS: & perhaps
our governement in them had bene more gentle
since yours is insupportable.
flaminivs: yf thow wert not
in a free state the tongue that belcheth forth
theis blasphemies showlde bee seard. for you presume not
to trouble mee heereafter. yf you doe
you shall with horror to your prowdest hopes
feele reallie that wee haue iron hamįers
to pulverize rebellion, and that
wee dare vse you as slaues. bee you to warnd sr
since this is my last caution. I haue seene

a murmurer like your selfe for his attemptinge
to rayse sedition in Romes provinces
hangd vp in such a habit. ex flaminivs cum suis.

BERECINTHIVS: I haue tooke
poyson in at my eares; & I shall burst
yf it come not vp in my replie.

1 MARCHANT: Hees gone sr

BERECINTHIVS: Hee durst not stay mee. yf hee had, had founde

I woulde not swallowe my spettle.

2 MARCHANTS: as wee must
our wronges and our disgraces.

3 MARCHANT. o the wretched
condition that wee liue in! made the anvile
on which Romes tyrannies, are shapd, and fashionde.

1 MARCHANT. But our callamities there is nothinge left vs
which wee can call our owne.

2 MARCHANT: our wiues, and daughters
lye open to their lusts, and such as showlde bee
our iudges dare not right vs.

3 MARCHANT: O Antiochus
thrice happie were the men whom fate appointed
to fall with thee in Achaia.

2 MARCHANT: they haue set
a period to their miseries.

1 MARCHANT: wee surviue
to linger out a tædious life, and death,
wee call in vaine for flies vs.

BERECINTHIVS: yf relligion
bee not [b] a meere worde only, and the gods
are iust wee shall finde a deliverie
when least expected.

1 MARCHANT: tis beyonde all hope sr. enter Antiochus.

BERECINTHIVS: Ha whoe is this?

ANTIOCHUS: your charitie to a poore man
as you are Asians.

2 MARCHANT: pray you obserue hym.

3 MARCHANT: I am amazde.

1 MARCHANT: I thunderstrooke.

BERECINTHIVS: what are you?

ANTIOCHUS: the kinge Antiochus.

1 MARCHANT: or some deitie
that hath assumde his shape.

BERECINTHIVS: Hee only differs
in the colour of his haire, and age.

ANTIOCHUS: consider
what two, and twentye yeares of miserie
can worke vpon a wretch that longe time spent to
vnder distant zeniths, and the change you looke on
will not deserue your wonder.

1 MARCHANT: His owne voice!

2 MARCHANT: His verye countenance! his forhead! eies!

3 MARCHANT: His nose! his German lippe!

BERECINTHIVS: His stature! speech

1 MARCHANT: His arme, hand, legge, and foote, on the lefte side
shorter then on the right.

2 MARCHANT: the moles vpon
his face, and handes.

3 MARCHANT: the scarres causde by his hurts
on his right browe, & head.

BERECINTHIVS: the hollownesse
of his vnder iawe occasiond by the losse
of a tooth pulld out by his chirurgion.

1 MARCHANT to confirme vs
tell vs his name when hee serud you.

ANTIOCHUS: you all knewe hym
as I doe you Demetrivs Castor.

2 MARCHANT: strange.

3 MARCHANT. but most infalliblie trew.

BERECINTHIVS: soe many markes
confirminge vs wee sinne in our distrust
a sacrifice for his safetie.

1 MARCHANT: may Rome sincke

2 MARCHANT: & Asia once more flourishe.

3 MARCHANT: you the meanes sr.

ANTIOCHUS: silence your showtes. I will gieue stronger proofes
then theis exterior markes when I appeare
before the Carthaginian Senators
with whom I haue helde more intelligence
and private counsailes, then with all the kinges
of Asia, or Affric Ile amaze them
with the wonder of my storie.

BERECINTHIVS: yet vntill
your maiestie bee furnishde like your selfe
to a neighbour village.

ANTIOCHUS: where you please the omen
of this encounter promises a good issue
and our gods pleasd oppressed Asia
when ayde is least expected may shake of
th insultinge Roman bondage, and in mee
gayne, and inioy her pristine libertie. exevnt.
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FLAMINIVS. CALISTUS.

FLAMINIVS: A man that stiles hym selfe Antiochus say you?

CALISTUS: not alone stilde soe but as such receaud
and honord by the Asians.

FLAMINIVS: two impostors
for their pretension to that fatall name
alreadie haue payd deere nor shall this third
escape vnpunnishd.

CALISTUS: twill exact your wisdome
with an Herculean arme (the cause requires it)
to strangle this new monster in the birth.
for on my life hee hath deliverd to
the credulous multitude such reasons why
they showlde beleeue Hee is the trewe Antiochus
that with their gratulations for his safetie,
& wishes for his restitution many
offer the hazarde of their liues, and fortunes
to doe hym service.

FLAMINIVS: poore seduced fooles.
However tis a buisnesse of such waight

I must not sleepe int. is hee now in Carthage?

CALISTUS: noe sr remoud to a Grange some two miles of
and there the malecontents, and such whose wants,
with forfeyted credits make em wish a change
of the Roman governement in troopes flocke to hym.

FLAMINIVS: with one puffe thus I will disperse, and scatter
this heape of dust. heere take my ringe. by this
intreate my freinde Amilcar to procure
a mandate from the Carthaginian senate
for the apprehension of this impostor
& with all possible speede. how ere I knowe
exit Calistus.
the Rumor of Antiochus death vncertaine
it much imports the safetie of great Rome
to haue it soe beleeude. enter Demetrivs.

DEMETRIVS: there waite withowt
three fellowes I nere sawe before, whoe much
importune their accesse. they sweare they bringe
buisnesse alonge with em that deserues your eare
it beeinge for the safetie of the republic
and quiet of the provinces. they are full
of golde, I haue felt their bountie

FLAMINIVS: such are welcome.
gieue them admittance. in this various play
[Exit Demetrius.]
of state, and policie, theres noe propertie Enter Demetrius. Chrysalus. Geta Syrus.
but may bee vsefull — . now freindes what designe[s]
carries you to mee?

GETA: my most Honord lord

SYRUS: may it please your mightinesse.

FLAMINIVS: let one speake for all

I cannot brooke this discorde.

CHRYSALUS: as our duties
com˜andes vs noble Roman, havinge discoverd
a dreadfull danger with the nimble winges
of speede approchinge to the state of Rome
wee houlde it fit you shoulde haue the first [honor] notice
that you may haue the honor to prevent it.

FLAMINIVS: I thancke you. but instruct mee what forme weares
the danger that you speake of.

CHRYSALUS: it appeares
in the shape of [Dom Sebastian] King Antiochus:

FLAMINIVS: how! is hee
rose from the dead?

CHRYSALUS: alas hee never died sr
Hee at this instant liues the more the pittie
Hee showlde surviue to the disturbance of
Romes close, and politic counsailes, in the gettinge
possession of his kingedome which hee woulde
recover, simple as hee is, the playne
and downe right way of iustice.

FLAMINIVS: very likelye.
but how are you assurd this is Antiochus
and not a counterfaite? answer that?

CHRYSALUS: I serude hym
in the Achaian war. where his armie routed
& the warlike Romans hot in their execution
to shun their furye Hee and his mignions were
havinge cast of their glorious armor, [we] forcd
to hide them selues as dead with feare and horror
amonge the slawghterd carkases. I lay by them
and rose with them at midnight. then retiringe
vnto their shippes wee sayld to Corinth, thence
to India, where hee spent many yeares
with their gymnosophists. there I wayted on hym,
and came thence with hym. but at length tyrd out
with an vnrewarded service, and affrighted

in my imagination with the dangers,
or rather certaine ruines in pursuinge
his more then desperate fortunes wee forsooke hym.

FLAMINIVS: a wise, and politic fellow, gieue mee thy hande.
thow art sure of this?

CHRYSALUS: as of my life.

FLAMINIVS: and this is
knowne only to you three?

CHRYSALUS: theres noe man liues els
to witnesse it.

FLAMINIVS: the better. but informe mee,
and as you woulde oblige mee to you, truelye
where did you leaue hym?

SYRUS: for the payment of
our longe, and tædious travaile wee made bolde
to rifle hym.

FLAMINIVS: good.

GETA: & soe disablinge hym
of meanes to claime his right, wee hope despaire
hath made hym hange hymselfe.

FLAMINIVS: it had bene safer
yf you had donne it for hym. but as tis
you are honest men. you haue reveald this secret
to noe man but my selfe.

CHRYSALUS: nor ever will.

FLAMINIVS: I will take order that you never shall. (aside
and since you haue bene trew vnto the state
Ile keepe you soe. I am evn now consyderinge
how to advance you.

CHRYSALUS: what a pleasant smile
his honor throwes vpon vs.

GETA: wee are made.

FLAMINIVS: and now tis founde out. that noe danger may
come neere you, showlde the robberie bee discoverd
which the Carthaginian lawes you knowe call death
my howse shall bee your sanctuarie.

SYRUS: theres a favour.

FLAMINIVS: and that our entertainment come not short
of your deservinges I com͂it you to
my secretaries care. see that they want not
amonge their other delicates.

CHRYSALUS: marke that.

FLAMINIVS a sublimated pill of mercurie
for sugar to their wine.

DEMETRIVS: I vnderstande you.

FLAMINIVS: attende theis honest men as yf they were
made Roman Cittizens. — and bee sure at night

I may see em well lodgd — dead in the vault I meane
their golde is thy rewarde.

DEMETRIVS: beleeue it donne sr.

FLAMINIVS: and when tis knowne how I haue recompencd
(thowgh you were trecherous to your owne kinge)
the service donne to Rome I hope that others
will followe your example. enter freindes.
Ile soe provide, that when you next come forth
you shall not feare who sees you

CHRYSALUS: was there ever
soe sweete a temperd Roman? exevnt.

FLAMINIVS: you shall finde it.
Ha! whats the matter? doe I feele a stinge heere
for what is donne to theis poore snakes? my reason
will easilie remoue it. that assures mee
that as I am a Roman to preserue
and propagate her empire, thowgh they were
my fathers sonnes they must not liue to witnesse
Antiochus is in beeinge. the relation
the villaine made, in everie circumstance
appeerd soe like to truth that I began
to feele an inclination to beleeue
what I must haue noe faith in. by my birth

I am bounde to serue thee Rome, and what I doe
necessitie of state compells mee to. exit
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AMILCAR. HANNO. ASDRUBAL. CARTHALO. officers.

AMILCAR: To steere a middle course twixt theis extreames
exacts our serious care.

HANNO: I knowe not which way

I showlde incline.

ASDRUBAL AMILCAR: the reasons this man vrges
to proue hymselfe Antiochus are soe pregnant
and the attestation of his cuntriemen
in every circumstance soe punctuall
as not to showe hym our compassion were
a kinde of barbarous crueltie.

CARTHALO: vnder correction
gieue mee leaue to speake my thowghts. wee are bounde to waigh
not what wee showlde doe in the poynt of honor,
swayde by our pittie, but what may bee donne
with the safetie of the state.

ASDRUBAL: which is indeede
the maine consyderation. for, grant
this is the trewe Antiochus, without danger
nay almost certaine ruine to our selues
wee cannot yeelde hym favour or protection.

HANNO: wee haue feard and felt the Roman power, and must
expecte yf wee provoke hym a returne
not limitted to the qualitie of the offence
but left at large to his interpretation
which seldome is confind. whoe knowes not that
the tribute Rome receiues from Asia, is
her chiefe supportance. other provinces
hardlye defray the charge by which they are
kepd in subiection, they in name perhaps
render the Roman terrible, but his strength
and power to doe hurt without quæstion is
deriud from Asia. and can wee hope then
that such as lende their aydes to force it from em
will bee helde for lesse then capitall enemies
and as such pursude, and punnishde?

CARTHALO: I cowlde wishe
wee were well rid of hym.

ASDRUBAL: the surest course
is to deliver hym into the handes
of bolde flaminivs.

HANNO: and soe oblige
Rome for a [na] matchlesse benefit.

AMILCAR: yf my power
were absolute, as tis but titular
and that confinde to, beeinge by you elected
prince of the senate onlye for a yeare

I woulde oppose your counsailes, and not labour
with arguments to confute em. yet however
thowgh a fellow patriot with you let it not savour
of vsurpation thowgh in my opinion

I crosse your abler iudgements. call to minde
our grandsires glories (thowgh not seconded
with a due imitation) and remember
with what expence of coyne, as blood they did
maintaine their [nat] libertie, and kepde the scale
of empire evn twixt Carthage, and prowd Rome.
And thowgh the Punic faith is branded by
[Her] our enemies, our confæderates, and freindes
founde it as firme as fate. are seaventeene kinges
our fædaries, our strengths [at sea superior] vpon the sea
exceedinge theirs, and our lande sowldiers
in number far aboue theirs, thowgh inferior
in armes, and discipline (to our shame wee speake it)
and then for our cavallerie [how often] in the champaigne
howe [they brak] often haue they brake their piles, & routed
theyr coward legions.

HANNO: this I grant sr is not
to bee contradicted.

AMILCAR: yf soe, as wee finde it
in our recordes, and that this state hath bene

the sanctuary to which mightie kinges
haue fled to for protection, and founde it
let it not to posteritie bee tolde
that wee soe far degenerate from the race
wee are deriud as in a servile feare
of the Roman power in a kinde to play the bawdes
to their ravenous lusts [in a kinde to play the b] by yeeldinge vp a man
that weares the shape of our confederate
to their devouringe gripe whose stronge assurance
of our integritie, and impartiall doome
hath made this seate his altar.

CARTHALO: I ioine with you
in this opinion but noe farther then
it may bee donne with safetie.

ASDRUBAL: in his ruines
to burye our selues you needes must grant to bee
an inconsyderate pittie noe way suitinge
with a wisemans reason.

CARTHALO: let vs face to face
heare the accuser, and accusd, and then
as eithers arguments worke on vs determine
as the respecte of our securitie,
or honor shall invite vs.

AMILCAR: from the senate
intreate the Roman Titus flaminivs
to assist vs with his counsaile.

HANNO: & let the prisoner
bee brought into the court.

AMILCAR: the gods of Carthage Enter flaminivs.
directe vs to the right way.

ASDRUBAL: with what gravitie
Hee does approch vs

CARTHALO: as hee woulde com͂ande
not argue his desires.

AMILCAR: may it please your lordship
to take your place.

FLAMINIVS: in civill courtesie
as I am Titus flaminivs I may thancke you.
but sittinge heere as Romes embassador
in which you are honord, to instruct you in
Her will, which you are bounde to serue not argue

I must not borrow that were poore, but take
as a tribute due to her, thats iustlye stilde
the mistrisse of this earthlye globe the boldnesse
to reprehende your slowe progression in
doeinge her greatnesse right. that shee beleeues
in mee, that this impostor was subornde
by the conquerd Asiatic s [this impost] in their hopes
of future libertie to vsurpe the name
of dead Antiochus, shoulde satisfie
your scrupulous doubts, all proofes beyonde this beeinge
meerelye superfluous.

CARTHALO: my lord, my lord.
you trench to much vpon vs.

ASDRUBALL: wee are not
lead by an implicite faith

HANNO: nor though wee woulde
preserue Romes amitie, must not yeelde vp
the freedome of our wills, & iudgements, to
quit, or condemne, as wee shall bee appointed
by his imperious pleasure.

CARTHALO: wee confesse not
nor ever will shee hath a power aboue vs
Carthage is still her æuall.

AMILCAR: yf you can
proue this man an impostor, Hee shall suffer
as hee deserues, yf not you shall perceiue
you haue noe empire heere.

HANNO: call in the prisoner
then as you please confront hym.

FLAMINIVS: this neglecte
heereafter will be thowght on.

AMILCAR: wee shall stand

the danger howsoever. when wee did
his cause vnheard, at your request com͂it
this kinge, or this impostor, you receaud
more favour then wee owde you

OFFICER: roome for the prisoner.

Enter officers. Antiochus (Habited like a kinge) Berecinthivs. the three marchants.

ANTIOCHUS: this shape that you haue put mee in suites ill
with the late austerenesse of my life.

BERECINTHIVS: faire glosse
wrongs not the richest stuffe but sets it of.
& let your language high and stately speake you
as you were borne a kinge.

ANTIOCHUS: Health to the senate
wee doe suppose your duties donne, sit still
Titus flaminivs wee remember you
as you are a public minister from Rome
you may sit coverd.

FLAMINIVS: How!

ANTIOCHUS: but as wee are
a potent kinge, in whose court you haue waited
and sought [my] our favour, you betray your pride,
and the more then sawcie rudenesse of your manners.
a bended knee remembringe what wee are
much better would become you.

FLAMINIVS: Ha!

ANTIOCHUS: wee sayd it.
but fall from our owne height to holde discourse
with a thinge soe far beneath vs.

BERECIN: admirable!

AMILCAR: The Roman lookes as hee had seene the wolfe
how his confidence awes hym.

ASDRUBALL: bee hee what hee will
Hee beares hym selfe like a kinge, and I must tell you

I am amazd to.

ANTIOCHUS: Are wee soe transformde
from what wee were, since our disaster in
the Græcian enterprise that you gaze vpon vs
as some strange prodegie never seene in [Cartha] Affric .
Antiochus speakes to you, the kinge Antiochus
and challenges a retribution in
his entertainment, of the loue, and favours
extended to you. call to memorie
your trewe freinde, and confæderate, whoe refusde
in his respect to you the profferd amitie
of the Roman people. Hath this vile inchanter
invirond mee with such thicke clowdes in your
erroneous beleefe, from his report
that I was longe since dead, that beeinge present
the beames of maiestie cannot breake throwgh
the foggie mists raysde by his wicked charmes
to lende you light to knowe mee? I cite you
my lord Amilcar, now I looke on you
as prince of the senate, but when you were lesse

I haue seene you in my court assisted by
graue Hanno, Asdrubal, and Carthalo
the pillars of the Carthaginian greatenesse

I knowe you all. Antiochus nere deserud
to bee thus sleighted.

AMILCAR: not soe. wee in you
looke on the figure of the kinge Antiochus,
but without stronger proofes then yet you haue
producd to make vs thincke soe cannot heare you
but as a man suspected.

ANTIOCHUS: of what guilt?

FLAMINIVS: of subornation, and imposture.

ANTIOCHUS: Silence
this fellowes sawcie tongue. o maiestie
how soone a short eclipse hath made thy splendor
as it had never shinde on theis forgotten.
but you refuse to heare mee as a kinge
denie not yet in iustice what you grant
to com͂on men, free libertie without
his interruption, (havinge heard what Hee
obiects against mee) to acquit my selfe
of that which in his malice I am chargd with

AMILCAR: you haue it.

ANTIOCHUS: as my present fortune wills mee

I thancke your goodnesse. rise thow cursed agent
of mischiefe, and accumulate in one heape
all engins by the divell thy tutor fashiond
to ruine innocence; in poyson steepe
thy bloudied tongue, and let thy wordes as full
of bitternes, as malice labour to
seduce theis noble hearers. make mee in
thy coyned accusation guiltie of
such crimes, whose names my innocence nere knewe.
Ile stande the charge; and when that thow hast shot
all arrowes in thy quiver fetherd with
sclanders, and aimde with crueltie in vaine.
my truth thowgh yet conceald, the mountaines of
thy glossed fictions in her strength remoud
shall in a glorious shape appeare, and showe
thy paynted mistrisse falshood, when strippd bare
of borrowed, and adulterate colours in
her owne shape, and deformitie.

BERECINTHIVS: I am ravishde!

1 MARCHANT: o more then royall sr!

AMILCAR: forbeare.

2 MARCHANT: the monster
prepares to speake.

BERECINTHIVS: & still that villainous smile
vshers his followeinge mischiefes.

FLAMINIVS since the assurance
from one of my place, qualitie, and rancke,
is not sufficient with you to suppresse
this bold seductor, to acquit our state
from the least tyrannous imputation

I will forget awhile I am a Roman,
whose arguments are warranted by his sworde
and not filde from his tongue. this creature heere
that stiles hymselfe Antiochus, I knowe
for an Apostata Iew, thowgh others say

Hee is a cheatinge Greeke calld Pseudolus,
and [hath] keepes a whore in Corinth but Ile come
to reall proofes, reports, and rumors beeinge
subiects vnsutable with my gravitie
to speake, or yours to heare. Tis most apparent
the kinge Antiochus was slaine in Greece,
his bodie at his subiects suite deliverd,
his ashes from the funerall pile rakd vp
and in a golden vrne preserud, and kepd
in the royall monument of [his] the Asian kinges
such was the clemencie of marcus scaurus
the Roman conqueror, whose trivmphe was
gracd only with his statue. but suppose
Hee had surviud (which is impossible)
can it fall in the compasse of your reason
that this impostor (yf hee were the man
which hee with impudence affirmes Hee is,
woulde haue wanderd two, and twenty tædious yeares
like a vagabond ore the worlde, and not haue tried
Romes mercie as a suppliant.

HANNO: shrowde suspitions.

FLAMINIVS: a mason of Callipolis heretofore
presumde as far, and was like this impostor
by slavishe Asians followd, and a second
a Cretan, of a base condition did
maintaine the like. all ages haue bene furnishd
with such as haue vsurpd vpon the names
and persons of deade princes. is it not
… as evident as the day, this wretch instructed
by theis poore Asians (sworne enemies
to the maiestie of Rome but personates
the dead Antiochus? hirdd to it by theis
to stirre vp a rebellion, which they call
[rebellion] deliverie or restoringe. & will you
whoe for your wisdome are esteemd the sages
and oracles of Affricke, meddle in
thaffaires of this affronter, which noe monarch
lesse rashe, and giddie then Antiochus was
would vndertake.

ANTIOCHUS: would I were dead indeede
rather then heare this livinge.

FLAMINIVS: I confesse
Hee hath some markes of kinge Antiochus, but
the most of em artificiall. then obserue
what kinde of men they are that doe abett hym.
proscribd, and bannishd persons, the ringe leader
of this seditious troope a turbulent flamen
growne fat with idlenes

BERECINTHIVS: thats I.

FLAMINIVS: & puffd vp
with the winde of his ambition.

BERECINTHIVS: [settinge aside] with reverence to
[thy place] the state thow liest, I am growne to this bulke
by beeinge libde, and my disabilitie
to deflowre thy sisters.

AMILCAR: thancke [thy] your goddesse. shee
defendes you from a whippinge.

HANNO: take hym of
Hee does disturbe the court.

BERECINTHIVS: I shall finde a place yet
where I will rore my wronges out.
exevnt officers with Berecinthivs.

FLAMINIVS: as you haue
in the removinge of that violent foole,
gieun mee a tast of your severitie
make it a feast, and perfit your greate iustice
in the surrendringe vp this false pretender
to the correction of the law, & let hym
vndergoe the same punnishement which others
haue iustlye sufferd that preceded hym
in the same machination.

ANTIOCHUS: as you wishe
a noble memorie to after times
reserue one eare for my defence and let not
for your owne wisdomes, let not that beleefe
this subtle fiende woulde plant, bee rooted in you
till you haue heard mee. woulde you know the truth
and reall cause why poore Antiochus hath
soe longe conceald hymselfe? thowgh in the openinge
a wounde in some degree by time closde vp

I shall poure scaldinge oyle, and sulphur in it.

I will in the relation of my
to bee lamented storye punctualie
confute my false accuser. pray you conceaue
as far as your compassion will permit
how greate the griefe, and agonie of my soule was
when I consyderd that the violence
of my ill reynd ambition had made Greece
the fatall sepulchre of soe many thousands
of braue, and able men that mighte haue stood
in opposition for the defence
of mine owne kingedom, and a readie ayde
for my confæderates. after which route
& my retraite in a disguise to Athens
the shame of this disgrace thowgh I then had
the forheade of this man woulde haue deterd mee
from beeinge ever seene where I was knowne
and such was then my resolution.

AMILCAR: this granted, whither went you?

ANTIOCHUS: as a punnishement
imposde vpon my selfe and æquall to
my wilfull follie gievinge ore the worlde

I went into a desert.

FLAMINIVS: this agrees
with the dead slaues report but I must contemne it.

AMILCAR: what drewe you from that austere life?

ASDRUBAL: cleere that.

ANTIOCHUS: the counsayle of a graue Philosopher
wrought on mee to make knowne my selfe the man
that I was borne. and of all potentates
in Affric to determine of the truth
of my life and condition I preferd
the com~on welth of Carthage.

FLAMINIVS: as the fittest
to bee abusde.

ANTIOCHUS: this is not faire.

AMILCAR: my lord
yf not intreat I must com˜ande your silence
or absence which you please.

FLAMINIVS: soe peremptorie.

ANTIOCHUS: to vindicate my selfe from all suspition
of forgerie, and imposture, in this scrowle
writ with my royall hande you may pervse
a true memoriall of all circumstances,
answers, despatches, doubts, & difficulties,
betwene my selfe, and your embassadors
sent to negotiate with mee.

AMILCAR: fetch the recordes.

ANTIOCHUS: tis my desire you shoulde truth seekes the light.
and when you haue compard em yf you finde em
in any poynt of moment differinge
conclude mee such a one, as this false man
presents mee to you. but yf you perceiue
the recordes brought in
those private passages in my cabinet argude
and but to your embassadors, and my selfe
conceald from all men, in each poynt agreeinge.
iudge yf a cheatinge Greeke a Pseudolus
or an Apostata Iewe coulde ere arriue at
such deepe, and waightie secrets.

HANNO: to a sillable
they are the same.

AMILCAR: it cannot bee but this is
the trew [Sebastian.] Antiochus:

FLAMINIVS: a magitian rather
& hath the spirit of Pithon.

CARTHALO: theis are toyes.

ANTIOCHUS: you see hee will omit noe trifle that
his malice can lay holde of to divert
your loue, and favour to mee. now for my death
(the firmest base on which hee buildes the strength
of his assertions, yf you please to waigh it
with your accustomd [clemencie] wisdome youle perceiue
tis meerely fabulous. had they meant fairely
and as a truth woulde haue it soe confirmde
to the doubtfull Asians. why did they not
suffer the carkase they affirmd was mine
to bee viewd by such men as were interressed
in the greate cause, that were bred vp with mee
and were familiar with the marks I carried
vpon my bodie, and not relye vpon
poore prisoners taken in the war, from whom
in hope of libertie, and rewarde, they drewe
such depositions as they [pleasd] knewe woulde make
for their darke endes. was any thinge more easie
then to suppose a bodie, and that placd on
a sollemne herse with funerall pompe to inter it
in a rich monument, and then proclaime
this is the bodye of Antiochus
kinge of the lower Asia.

FLAMINIVS: Romes honor
is taxd in this of practise, and corruption.
Ile heare noe more. in your determinations
consyder what it is to holde and keepe her
your freinde or enemie. [exit flaminivs.]

AMILCAR: wee wishe wee coulde
receaue you as a kinge, since your relation
hath wrought soe much vpon vs that wee doe
incline to that beleefe. but since wee cannot
as such protecte you but with certaine danger
vntill you are by other potent nations
proclaimde for such. our fittinge caution
cannot bee censurd thowgh wee doe intreate
you would elswhere seeke iustice.

ANTIOCHUS: where? when tis
frighted from you by power.

AMILCAR: and yet take comfort
not all the threates of Rome shall force vs to
deliver you. the short time that you stay
in [Venice] Carthage you are safe. noe more a prisoner
you are inlargd. with full securitie
consult of your affaires, in what wee may
wee are your freindes. breake vp the court. exevnt Carthaginians.

1 MARCHANT: deere sr
take courage in your libertie the worlde
lyes open to you.

2 MARCHANT: wee shall meete with comfort
when most despaird of by vs.

ANTIOCHUS. never. never.
poore men thowgh falne may rise. but kings like mee
yf once by fortune slaude are nere set free.
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ENT: FLAMINIVS. CALISTUS. DEMETRIVS

FLA: you gaue hym store of gold with the instructions
that I prescribde hym.

CALISTUS: yes my lord, and on
the forfeiture of my credit with your [hono] honor
Titus will doe his parts and diue into
their deepest secrets.

FLAMINIVS: men of place pay deere
for their intelligence it eates out the profit
of their imployment. but in a designe
of such waight prodigalitie is a vertue.
the fellowe was of trust that you despatchd
to Rome with the packet?

DEMETRIVS: yes sr Hee flies not rides.
by this yf his accesse answer his care
Hee is vpon returne.

FLAMINIVS: I am on the stage
and yf now in the scæne imposd vpon mee
soe full of change, nay a meere labirinth
of politic windinges I showe not my selfe
a Protean actor varijnge everie shape
with the occasion, it will hardlye poyze
the expectation. Ile soe place my nets
that yf this birde want winges to carrye hym
at one flight out of [Europe] Affric I shall catch hym.

Calistus.

CALISTUS: sr

FLAMINIVS gieue theis at Siracusa
to the [good kinge Hiero.] proconsull Marcellus. let another post
to Sardinia with theis. you haue the picture
of the impostor?

DEMETRIVS: drawne to the life my lord.

FLAMINIVS take it alonge with you. I haue com˜anded
in the senates name that they man out their gallies,
and not to let one vessell passe without
a stricte examination. the sea
shall not protecte hym from mee. I haue chargd to
the garrisons that keepe the passages
by lande, to let none scape, that come from Carthage
without a curious serch.

LENTULUS: I will excuse Enter Lentulus.
my visit without preparation, feare not.

FLAMINIVS whoe haue wee heere?

LENTULUS: when you haue viewd mee better
you will resolue your selfe.

FLAMINIVS my good Lord Lentulus.

LENTULUS: you name mee right. the speed that brought mee hither
as you see accoutred, and without a trayne
sutable to my rancke, may tell your lordship
that the designe admits noe vacant time
for complement. your advertisements haue bene read
in open court. the consulls, and the senate
are full of wonder, and astonishement
at the relation. your care is much
com˜ended, and will finde a due rewarde
when what you haue soe well begun, is ended.
in the meane time with their perticular thanckes
they thus salute you. you shall finde there that
their good opinion of mee (far aboue
my hopes, or meritts,) haue appointed mee
your successor in Carthage, and com˜it
vnto your abler trust the prosecution
of this impostor.

FLAMINIVS: as their creature ever

I shall obey, and serue em. I will leaue
my freed man to instructe you in the course
of my proceedinges. you shall finde hym able
& faithfull on my honor.

LENTULUS: I receaue hym
at his due valewe. can you ghesse yet whither
this creature tendes? by some passengers I met

I was tolde howere the state denies to yeelde hym
to our dispose they will not yet incense vs
by gievinge hym protection. Enter Titus.

FLAMINIVS: ere longe
I hope I shall resolue you. to my wishe
heere comes my trew discoverer. bee briefe,
& labour not with circumstance to indeere
the service thou hast donne mee.

TITUS: as your lordship
com˜anded mee in this Carthaginian habit

I made my first approches, and deliverd
the golde was giun mee as a private present
sent from the lord Amilcar, for his viaticum
to another cuntrie. for I did pretende

I was his mæniall servant.

FLAMINIVS: very well.

TITUS: twas entertaind almost with sacrifice
and I as one most welcome was admitted
into their turbulent counsaile. many meanes
were there propounded, whither, and to whom
their kinge Antiochus (for soe they stile hym)
shoulde flie for safetie. one vrgd to the Parthian,
a seconde into Egipt, and a thirde
to the Batavian. but in conclusion
the corpulent flamen that woulde governe all,
& in his nature woulde not gieue allowance
to any proposition that was not
the childe of his owne brayne resolud to carry
their may game prince, coverd with a disguise
to Prusias kinge of Bithinia. his opinion
carried it, and thither without pause, or stay
to thancke my lord for his bountie, they are gone
vpon my certaine knowledge for I rid
two dayes, and nights alonge that I might not builde
vpon suppositions. by this they are
at their iourneys ende.

FLAMINIVS: with my thanckes [take] theres thy rewarde.

I will take little rest vntill I haue
sowrd his sweete entertainment. you haue bene
in the court of this Prusias, of what temper is hee?

LENTULUS: a well disposd, and noble gentleman,
and very carefull to preserue the peace
& quiet of his subiects.

FLAMINIVS: I shall finde hym
the apter to bee wrought on. doe you knowe whoe is
his spetiall favorite?

LENTULUS: one that was his tutor.
a seeminge polititian, and talkes often
the ende of his ambition is to bee
a gentleman of Rome.

FLAMINIVS: I shall fit hym, feare not
your travayles ended. mine begins, and therefore
[sans ceremonie] I will take my leaue
formalitie of manners now is vselesse.
I longe to bee a horsebacke.

LENTULUS: you haue my wishes
for a faire successe.

FLAMINIVS: my care shall not bee wantinge. exevnt
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ANTIOCHUS. THE .3. MARCHANTS.

1 MARCHANT: This tædious iourney from your maiesties
longe discontinuance of ridinge hard
with wearinesse hath dulld your spirits.

2 MARCHANT: the flamen
his corpulencie consyderd hath helde out
beyonde imagination

3 MARCHANT: as often
as hee rodd downe a hill I did expect
the chininge of his horse.

ANTIOCHUS: I wonder more
how mine sustaind his burthen. since the waight
that sitts on my more heavie heart woulde cracke
the sinewes of an elephant.

2 MARCHANT: tis sayd
that beast hath strength to carry syx armd men
in a turret on his backe.

ANTIOCHUS: trewe but the sorrowe
of a wretched, and forsaken kinge like mee
is far more ponderous.

1 MARCHANT: o part not sr
from your owne strength by yeeldinge to despaire

I am most confident Berecinthivs will
from the greate kinge Prusias, in his goodnesse greate
bringe comfort to you.

ANTIOCHUS: I am prepard however
lower I cannot fall.

FLOURISHE 3 MAR: Ha! theis are signes
of a glorious entertainment, not contempt. Enter Berecinthivs.

BERECINTHIVS: beare vp sr. I haue donne you simple service,

I thancke my eloquence, and boldnesse for it.
when would a modest, silent foole effect
what I haue donne, but such men are not borne
for great employments. The fox that woulde confer
with a lyon, without feare, must see hym often.
o for a dozen of rubbers, and a bath
and yet I neede noe tubbe since I drench my selfe
in mine owne balsum.

1 MARCHANT: balsamum? it smells
like a tallow chandlers shoppe.

BERECINTHIVS: does it soe you thinnegut?
thow thinge without moysture. but I haue noe time
to answer thee. the greate kinge (by my meanes sr
ever remember that) in his owne person
with his faire consort, and a gallant trayne
are come to entertaine you.

ANTIOCHUS: Ioue yf thow art
pleasd that it shall bee soe.

BERECINTHIVS: change not you Ioues purpose
in your slownesse to receaue it. in your carriage
expresse your selfe. they come.]

PRUSIAS: the stronge assurance Enter Prusias. Queene, Philoxenus. attendants.
you gaue at Carthage to confirme you are
the kinge Antiochus (for soe much from
my agent there I haue heard) com˜andes mee to
beleeue you are soe. & however they
awde by the Roman greatenesse durst not lende you
aide or protection; in mee you shall finde
a surer gard. I stande on mine owne bases:
nor shall or threates, or prayers deter mee from
doeinge a good deed in it selfe rewarded.
you are welcome to my bosome.

ANTIOCHUS: all that yet

I can returne [is] you sr is thanckes, expresd

in teares of ioy, to find heere that compassion
hath not forsooke the earth.

QUEENE: alas good kinge

I pittie hym.

PRUSIAS: this ladye sr your servant
presents her dutye to you.
… ANTIOCHUS: pray you forgieue mee
callamitie my to longe rude companion
hath taught mee gratious madam to forget
civilitie, & manners.

QUEENE: I nere touchd
but the kinge my husbands lipps, & as I liue
hee kisses very like hym.

PRUSIAS: heere is one

I dare present to you for a knoweinge man
in politic designes but hee is present

I shoulde say more els.
… ANTIOCHUS: your assistance sr
to rayse a [k] trod downe kinge will well become you

PHILOXENUS: what man can doe that is familiar with
the [d] deepe directions of [Xemophon] Xenophon,
or Aristotles politics, besides
mine owne collections, which some prefer
& with good reason as they say before em.
your highnes may expecte

PRUSIAS: wee will at leasure
consyder of the manner, and the meanes
how to restore you to your owne.

QUEENE: & till then
suppose your selfe in your owne court.

ANTIOCHUS: the gods
bee sureties for the payment of this debt

FLOURISHE I stande ingagde. your bounties overwhelme mee.
exevnt. Prusias. Antiochus Queene. Philoxenus attendants.

BEREC: I marrie this is as it shoulde bee. ha?
after theis stormes raysde by this Roman divell
Titus flaminivs, you knowe whom I meane
are wee got into the port once. I must purge.

1 MARCHANT: not without cause.

BERECINTHIVS: or my increasinge bellie
will metamorphose mee into the [shape] shape
of a greate tortoyse, and I shall appeare
a cypher, a rounde man, or what you will
now ieere at my bulke, and spare not.

1 MARCHANT: you are pleasant.

BERECINTHIVS: farce thy leane ribbes with hope, and thow wilt growe to
another kinde of creature. when our kinge is
restord, let mee consyder, as hee must bee
and I the principall meanes, Ile first growe rich,
infinite rich, and builde a strange newe temple
to the goddesse that I worship, and soe binde her
to prosper all my purposes.

2 MARCHANT: bee not rapd soe.

BERECINTHIVS: prethee doe not trouble mee. first I will expell
the Romans out of Asia. and soe breakinge
their reputation in the worlde, wee will
renewe our league wth Carthage. then drawe [in]to
our partye, the Ægiptian Ptolomee,
and greate Arsaces issue. I will bee
the Generall, and marche to Rome, which taken
Ile fill prowd Tiber with the carkases
of men, woemen, & children. doe not persuade mee
Ile showe noe mercie.

3 MARCHANT: haue the power to hurt first.

BERECINTHIVS: then by the senators whom Ile vse as horses,

I will bee drawne in a chariot made for my bulke
in trivmph to the Capitoll more admird
then Bacchus was in India. Titus flaminivs
our enemie lead like a dogge in a chaine
as I descende, or reascende in state
shall serue for my footestoole. [I will coniure hym yf revenge hath any spells.]

FLAMINIVS: com˜ande the Captaine Enter flaminivs. & Demetrivs.
to waite mee with his galley at the next port

I am confident I shall fraught hym. exit Demetrivs.

1 MARCHANT: you are coniuringe
& see what you haue raysde.

BERECINTHIVS: Cybele saue mee.

I doe not feare thee Pluto thowgh thou hast
assumd a shape not to bee matchde in Cocytus.
why dost thou followe mee?

FLAMINIVS: art thow mad?

BERECINTHIVS: thow comest
to make mee soe. how my iellie quakes! avant
what haue I to doe with thee.

FLAMINIVS: you shall know at leasure.
the time is nowe to pretious. exit flaminivs.

BERECYNT: tis vanishd.
sure twas an apparition

1 MARCHANT: I feare
a fatall one to vs.

2 MARCHANT: wee may easilie ghesse at
the cause that bringes hym hither.

3 MARCHANT: now yf ever
confirme the kinge.

1 MARCHANT: against this batterie
new workes are to bee raysd, or wee are ruinde.

BERECINTHIVS: what thincke you of this rampire? twill holde out,
and hee shall shoote throwgh, and throwgh it but Ile crosse hym. exevnt.
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FLAMINIVS. PHILOXENUS.

FLAMINIVS: what wee haue sayd the Consulls will make good
and the glad senate ratefie.

PHILOXENUS: they haue soe
obligde mee for this favor, that there is not
a service of that difficultie from which

I woulde decline. in this rest confident

I am your owne, and sure.

FLAMINIVS: you shall doe sr
a noble office in it. and however
wee thancke you for the courtesie, the profit
& certaine honors, the worldes terror Rome
in thanckefulnesse cannot but shower vpon you,
are whoelye yours. how happie I esteeme
my selfe in this imployment to meete with
a wise, and provident statesman.

PHILOXENUS: my good lord.

FLAMINIVS: I flatter not in speakinge truth. you are soe
& in this prompt alacritie, confirme it.
since a wise forecast in the managing
worldlye affaires is the trewe wisdome, rashnesse
the schoolemistrisse of idiots. you well knowe
charitie begins at home, and that wee are
neerest vnto our selves. fooles builde vpon
imaginarie hopes, but wisemen ever
on reall certainties. a tender conscience
like a gloweworme showes a seeminge fire in darkenesse,
but set neere to the glorious light of honor
it is invisible. as you are a statseman,
and a master in that art, you must remoue
all rubbs (thowgh[g] with a little wronge, sometimes)
that may put by the bias of your counsailes,
from the faire marke they aime at.

PHILOXENUS: you are read well
in worldlye passages.

FLAMINIVS: I barter with you
such trifles as I haue. but yf you pleasde
you could instruct mee, that Philosophie,
and policie in states are not such strangers
as men ore curious and precise would haue em.
but to the poynt. with speede get mee accesse

to the kinge your pupil, and tis well for hym
that Hee hath such a tutor. rich Bithinia
was never soe indebted to a patriot,
& vigilant watchman for her peace, and safetie
as to your selfe.

PHILOXENUS: without boast[e]e I may whisper

I haue donne somethinge that way.

FLAMINIVS: all, in all.
fame fillinge her lowde trompe with truth proclaimes it.
but when it shall bee vnderstood you are
the principall meanes, by which a dangerous serpent
warmde in your soveraignes bosome, is deliverd,
to haue his stinge, and venemous teeth pulld out
and the ruine in a willinge grant avoyded,
which in detayninge hym falls on the kingedome
not Prusias alone, but his saud people
will rayse your providence altars

PHILOXENUS: let mee intreate
your pacyence some few minutes, Ile bringe the kinge
in person to you.

FLAMINIVS: doe, and this effected
thincke of the ringe you are priveledgde to weare
when a Roman gentleman, and after that
of provinces, and purple. I must smile now
exit Philoxenus.
in my consideration, with what glibnesse
my flatteries oyld with hopes of future greatenesse
are swallowd by this dull pate. but it is not
worth thobservation. most of our seeminge statsemen
are cought in the same [nooze] nooze. returnd soe soone Enter Prusias, & Philoxenus.
& the kinge with hym? but his angrie forhead
furrowd with frownes, noe matter I am for hym.

PRUSIAS: from the people of Rome? soe quicke! hath hee brought with hym
letters of credence, and authoritie,
to treate with vs?

PHILOXENUS: I read em.

PRUSIAS: what can hee
propounde, which I must feare to heare? I woulde
continewe in faire tearmes with that warlike nation,
ever provided I wronge not my selfe
in the least poynt of honor.

PHILOXENUS: to the full
Hee will instructe your maiestie.

FLAMINIVS: soe may
fælicitie as a page attende your person
as you embrace the freindly counsaile sent you
from the Roman senate.

PRUSIAS: with my thanckes to you
their instrument, yf the advice bee such
as by this preparation you would haue mee
conceaue it is, I shall (and twill become mee)
receaue it as a favour.

FLAMINIVS: know then Rome
in her pious care, that you may still increase
the happinesse you liue in; and your subiectes
vnder the shadowe of their owne vines eate
the fruite they yeeld em; their soft musicall feasts
continewinge, as they doe yet, vnaffrighted
with the harsh noyse of war, intreates as low
as her knowne power and maiestie can descende
you woulde returne with due æqualitie
a willingenes to preserue what shee hath conquerd
from change, and innovation.

PRUSIAS: I attempt not
to trouble her nor ever will

FLAMINIVS: fix there
or yf for your owne good you will moue farther
make Rome your thanckefull debtor by surrendringe
into her handes the false impostor that
seekes to disturbe her quiet.

PRUSIAS: this I lookd for
& that I shoulde finde mortall poyson wrapde vp
in your candied pills. must I because you say soe
beleeue, that this most miserable kinge is
a false affronter? whoe with arguments
vnanswerable & meere miraculous proofes
confirmes hym selfe the trewe Antiochus.
or is it not sufficient that you Romans
in your vnsatisfied ambition haue
seasd with an vniust gripe on halfe the worlde,
which you call conquest, yf that I consent not
to haue my innocence soylde with that pollution,
you are willingelye smeard ore with.

FLAMINIVS: pray you heare mee.

PRUSIAS: I will bee first heard. shall I for your endes
infringe my princelye word? or breake the lawes
of hospitalitie? defeate my selfe
of the certaine honor to restore a kinge
vnto his owne? and what you Romans haue
extorted, and keepe from hym? far bee it from mee

I will not buy your amitie at such losse.
soe it bee to all after times remembred

I held it not sufficient to liue
as one borne only for my selfe, and I
desire noe other monument.

FLAMINIVS I grant
it is a spetious thinge to leaue behinde vs
a faire report, thowgh in the other world
wee haue noe feelinge of it, & to lende
a desperate, thowgh fruitlesse ayde, to such
as fate not to bee alterd hath markd out
examples of callamitie, may appeare
a glorious ornament, but heers a man
the oracle of your kingedome that can tell you
when theres noe probabilitie it may be
effected tis meere madnesse to attempt it.

PHILOXENUS: a trewe position

FLAMINIVS: your inclination

is honorable but your power deficient
to put your purposes into act.

PRUSIAS: my power?

FLAMINIVS: is not to bee disputed yf waighd truelye
with the pettie kinges your neighbours but when ballancd
with the globes, and scepters of my mistris Rome
will but I spare comparisons. but you builde on
your strength to iustefie the fact. alas
it is a feoble reede, & leaninge on it
will wounde your hande much sooner then support you.
you keepe in pay tis true some peace traynd troopes
which awe your neighbours but consyder when
our egles shall display their sayle stretchde winges
hoveringe ore our legions, what defence
can you expecte from yours?

PHILOXENUS: vrge that poynt home.

FLAMINIVS: our olde victorious bandes are ever readie,
and such as are not our confæderates, tremble
to thincke where next the storme shall fall with horror.
Philoxenus knowes it. will you to helpe one
you shoulde contemne, and is not worth your pittie
pull it on your owne head? your neighbour Carthage
would smile to see your error. let mee paynt
the danger to you ere it come, imagine
our legions, and thauxiliarie forces
of such [such] as are our freinds, and tributaries
drawne vp, Bithinia coverd with our [troopes] armies.
all places promisinge defence blockde vp
with our armd troopes; the siege continewinge;
famine within, and force without disablinge
all opposition; then the armie enterd
(as victorie is insolent) the rapes
of virgins, and graue matrons; reverend old men
with their last grones accusinge you, your cittie,
and pallace sackd.

PHILOXENUS: deere sr

FLAMINIVS: and you your selfe
captiude, and after that chainde by the necke,
your matchlesse queene, your children, officers freindes
waitinge as scornes of fortune to gieue lustre
to the victors trivmph.

PHILOXENUS: I am in a fever
to thincke vppont.

FLAMINIVS: as a freinde I haue deliverd
and more then my com˜ission warrants mee
[and more then my] this caution to you. but now peace, or war,
yf the first, I entertaine it, yf the later
Ile instantlye defie you.

PHILOXENUS: pray you say peace sr.

PRUSIAS: on what conditions?

FLAMINIVS: the deliverie
of this seductor, & his complices
on noe tearmes els, & suddainelye

PRUSIAS: how can I
dispense with my faith gieven.

PHILOXENUS: Ile yeelde you reasons.

PRUSIAS: let it bee peace then oh. pray you call in
the wretched man. in the meane time Ile consyder
how to excuse my selfe. exit Philoxenus.

FLAMINIVS: while I in silence
trivmphe in my successe, and meditate
on the reward that crownes it. a stronge armie
coulde haue donne noe more, then I alone, and with
a little breath haue effected. Enter Antiochus.

Queene. Philoxenus. Berecinthivs the 3 marchants. Demetrius. attendants.

ANTIOCHUS: goodnesse garde mee
whom doe I look on. sr come further from hym.
hee is infectious; soe swolne with mischiefes
and strange impieties; his language to

soe full of siren sorceries, yf you heare hym
there is noe touch of morall honestie
though rampierd in your soule but will flie from you.
the mandrakes shrieks, the Aspicqs deadly tooth
the teares of crocodiles, or the Basiliskes eie
kill not soe soone nor with that violence
as Hee whoe in his cruell nature holds
antipathie with mercie.

PRUSIAS: I am sorrie.

ANTIOCHUS: sorrie? for what, that you had an intent
to bee a good, and iust prince? are compassion,
and charitie growne crimes?

PRUSIAS: the gods can witnesse
how much I woulde doe for you. and but that
necessitie of state.

ANTIOCHUS: make not the gods
guiltie of your breach of faith, from them you finde not
trecherie com˜anded, and the state that seekes
strength from disloyaltie, in the quickesands which
shee trusteth in is swallowd. tis in vaine
to argue with you. yf I am condemnde
defences come to late. what doe you purpose
shall fall on poore Antiochus?

PRUSIAS: for my
securitie, there beeinge noe meanes left els,
against my will I must deliver you

ANTIOCHUS: to whom?

PRUSIAS: to Romes embassador.

ANTIOCHUS: o the furies!
exceede not hym in crueltie. remember

I am a kinge. your royall ghest. your right hande
the pawne, and pledge, that should defende mee from
my bloodie enemie. did you accuse
the Carthaginian Senate for denijnge
ayde, and protection to mee, gievinge hope
to my despairinge fortunes? or but now
rayse mee to make my fall more terrible?

did you tax them of weakenesse, and will you
soe far transcende them in a coward feare
declaimde against by your owne mouth? o sr
yf you dare not gieue mee harbor, set mee safe yet
in any desert, where this serpents hisses
may not bee heard, and to the gods Ile speake you
a prince both wise, and honorable.

PRUSIAS: alas,
it is not in my power.

ANTIOCHUS: as an impostor
take of my head then, at the least soe far
proue merciefull; or with any torture ease mee
of the burthen of a life, rather then yeelde mee
to this politic state hangeman.

FLAMINIVS: this to mee is
a kind of ravishinge music.

QUEENE: I haue liud
for many yeares sr your obedient handmayde,
nor ever in a sillable presumd
to crosse your purposes: but now with a sorrow
(as greate almost as this poore kinges) behouldinge
your povertie of spirit (for it does
deserue noe better name) I must put of
obsequiousnesse, and silence, and take to mee
the warrant, and authoritie of [a wife] your Queene
and as such gieue you counsaile.

PRUSIAS: you displease mee.

QUEENE: the physic promisinge health is ever bitter.
Heare mee. will you that are a man, nay more
a kinge of men, doe that, forcd to it by feare
which com˜on men woulde scorne? I am a woman,
a weake, and feoble woman, yet before

I woulde deliver vp my bondewoman
and haue it tolde I did it by constraynt

I would endure to haue theis hands cut of,
theis eies pulld out.

PRUSIAS: Ile heare noe more.

QUEENE: doe you then
as a kinge shoulde.

PRUSIAS: away with her.

FLAMINIVS: my affaires they beare of the Queene.
exacte a quicke despatch.

PRUSIAS: Hees yours. conceaue
what I would say. farwell
exevnt. Prusias & Philoxenus.

ANTIOCHUS: that I had bene
borne dumbe. I will not grace thy trivmph tyranne.
with one request of favour. exit Antiochus garded

BERECINTHIVS: my good Lord.

FLAMINIVS: your will deere flamen?

BERECINTHIVS: I perceaue you are like
to drawe a greate charge vpon you. my fat bulke,
and theis my lyons will not bee kepd for a little
nor woulde wee bee chargeable, and therefore kissinge
your honord handes I take my leaue.

FLAMINIVS: by noe meanes

I haue bene busie, but I shall finde leasure
to treate with you in another place.

BERECINTHIVS: I woulde not
put your lordship to the trouble.

FLAMINIVS: it will bee
a pleasure rather. bringe em all away.

BERECINTHIVS: the comfort is. whither I drowne, or hange

I shall not bee longe about it. Ile preserue
the dignitie of my famelie.

FLAMINIVS: twill become you.


ACTUS QUARTI, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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[SEMPRONIVS.] A METELLUS a Procunsul of [Lusitania]. SEMPRONIVS a Centurion.

METELLUS: A revolt in Asia?

SEMPRONIVS: yes on the report
the longe thowght dead Antiochus liues.

METELLUS: I heard [such]
such a one appeard in Carthage but suppresde
by Titus flaminivs my noble freinde.
[Hee] whoe by his letters promisd mee a visit,
yf his designes as I desire they may
succeeded to his wishes.

SEMPRONIVS: till [hee arriue] you behoulde hym

I can bringe your honor yf you please, where you
may finde faire entertainment.

METELLUS: from whom captaine?

SEMPRONIVS: a new riggd pinnace that put of from Corinth,
and is arriud amonge vs, tite, and yare
nor comes shee to pay custome for her fraught
but to impose a tax on such as dare
presume to looke on her, which [the] smocke gamsters offer
sooner then shee demandes it.

METELLUS: some freshe courtezan
vpon mine honor.

SEMPRONIVS: you are ithe right my lord.

METELLUS: & there lies your intelligence.

SEMPRONIVS: true my good lord
tis a discoverie will not shame a Captaine
when hee lies in garrison. since I was a trader
in such com˜odities, I never saw
her equall, I was ravishd with the obiect
& woulde you visit her I beleeue you woulde write
[my] your selfe of my opinion.

METELLUS: fye vpon thee

I am olde.

SEMPRONIVS: and therefore haue the greater vse
of such a cordiall. all medeas drugges
and her charmes to boote that made old Æson younge
were nothinge to her touch. your viper wine
soe much in practise with gray bearded gallants

but vappa to the nectar of her lippe.
shee hath donne miracles since shee came. a vsurer
full of the gowte, and more diseases then
his crowches coulde support, vsd her rare physic 
but one short night, and risinge in the morninge
Hee dancde a lavolta.
METELLUS: prethee leaue thy foolinge
& talke of somethinge els.

SEMPRONIVS: the whole world yeeldes not
apter discourse. shee hath all the qualities
conducinge to the sport; singes like a Syren;
dances, as the grosse element of earth
had noe part in her; her discourse soe full
of eloquence & prevailinge, there is nothinge
shee askes to bee denid her. had shee desird
my captaines place I had cashierd my selfe
and shoulde shee begge your procunsulship, yf you heard her
twere hers vpon my life.

METELLUS: shee shoulde bee damnde first Enter flaminivs
and her whole tribe. my lord flaminivs welcome

I haue longe bene full of expectation
of your greate designe, and hope a faire successe
hath crownd your travaile, in your bringeinge in
this dangerous impostor

FLAMINIVS: at the length

I haue hym, and his complices.

METELLUS: Ile not, now
inquire how you atchieud hym, but woulde know
since tis referd to you what punnishement
shall fall vpon hym.

FLAMINIVS: yf you please in private

I will acquaint you

METELLUS: Captaine let mee intreate you
to meditate on your woman in the next roome
wee may haue imployment for you.

SEMPRONIVS: I had rather
shee woulde com˜ande my service.

METELLUS: pray you sit.

FLAMINIVS: now my good lord I aske your graue advice
what course to take.

METELLUS: that in my iudgement needes not
longe consultation. Hee is a traytor
and his processe framd must as a traytor suffer
a death due to his treason.

FLAMINIVS: theres much more
to bee considerd. there beeinge a beleefe
dispersde almost throwgh Asia that hee is
the trewe Antiochus, & wee must decline
the certaine scandall it will drawe vpon
the Roman governement, yf hee dye the man
Hee is by the most receaud to bee, and therefore
till that opinion bee remoud, wee must
vse some quaint practise that may worke vpon
his hopes or feares to drawe a free confession
that hee was subornde to take on hym the name
Hee still maintaines.

METELLUS: that torture will wrest from hym

I knowe noe readier way.

FLAMINIVS: yf you had seene
his carriage in Carthage and Bithinia
you woulde not thincke soe. since I had hym in
my power I haue vsd all possible meanes that might
force hym into despaire & soe to doe
a violence on hym selfe. Hee hath not tasted
theis three dayes any sustenance, and still
continewes fastinge.

METELLUS: keepe hym to that dyet
some few howers more

FLAMINIVS: I am of opinion rather
some competence offerd hym and a place of rest
where hee might spende the remnant of his dayes
in pleasure & securitie might doe more
then feare of death or torture.

METELLUS: it may bee
there are such natures, and now I thincke vpont.

I can helpe you to a [po] happie instrument
to motion it. your eare.

FLAMINIVS: tis wondrous well
and it may proue fortunate.

METELLUS: tis but a triall
however I will sende for her.

FLAMINIVS: pray you doe
shee shall haue my directions.

METELLUS: what botches
are made in the shoppe of policie.

FLAMINIVS: soe they cover
the nakednesse wee must conceale it skills not. exet


ACTUS QUARTI, SCÆNA SECUNDA.
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ENTER IAYLOR. WITH a poniard & halter.

IAYLOR: why should I feele compunction for that
which yeeldes mee profit ha! a prisoners teares
shoulde sooner pierce flint or Ægiptian marble
then moue vs to compassion. yet I knowe not
the sufferinges of this miserable man
worke strangelye on mee. some say hee is a kinge
it may bee soe, but yf they holde out thus

I am sure hee is like to dye a beggers death
and starue for hunger. I am by a servant
of the lord flaminivs strictely com˜anded
before I haue raysde hym out of the dongeon
to lay theis instruments in his viewe. to what end

I am not to enquire, but I am certaine
after his longe fast they are viands that
will hardlye bee digested. doe you heare sr?
Antiochus belowe yf thou art my deathsman welcome.

IAYLOR: I soe pittie you
that I wishe I had com˜ission [as] as you rise
to free you from all future miserie
to knocke your braines out.

ANTIOCHUS: would thou hadst

IAYLOR: you haue
the libertie to ayre your selfe, and that
is all I can affoord you. fast, and bee merrie

I am els where calld on. exit Iaylor

ANTIOCHUS: Death as far as faintnesse
will gieue mee leaue to chide thee I am angrie
thou comest not at mee. noe attendance? famine
thy meagre harbinger flatters mee with hope
of thy soe wishd arrivall, yet thy cominge
is still deferd. why? is it in thy scorne
to take a lodginge heere? I am a kinge
and thowh I knowe the reverence that waytes
vpon the potent scepter, nor the gardes
of faithfull subiects; neither threates, nor prayers
of freinds, or kinred, nor yet walls of brasse,
or fire, shoulde their prowde height knocke at the moone
can stop thy passage, when thou art resolud
to force thy entrance, yet a kinge in reason
by the will of fate severd from com˜on men
shoulde haue the priveledge, and prerogatiue
when hee is willinge to disrobe hym selfe
of this cobweb garment life, to haue thee readie

Enter metellus. flaminivs. Sempronivs. aboue
to doe thy fatall office. what haue wee heere?
a poniard, and a halter. from the obiects

I am easilie instructed to what end
they were prepard. either will serue the turne
to ease the burthen of a wretched life
or thus, or thus. in death I must com˜ende
the Roman courtesie. how! am I growne
soe cheape, and vile in their opinion that

I am denide an executioner?
will not the losse of my life quit the cost?
o rare frugalitie! will they force mee to
bee mine owne hangman. everie slaue thats guiltie

of crimes not to bee namde receaues such favor
by the iudges doome, and is my innocence
the oppresde innocence of a star crosde kinge
helde more contemptible. my better angell
thowgh wantinge power to alter fate discovers
their hellishe purposes. yes, yes, tis soe.
my bodies death will not suffice, they aimde at
my soules perdition, and shall I to shun
a fewe howers more of miserie betray her?
noe shee is free still, & shall soe returne
from whence it came, & in her purenesse trivmph
their tyrannie chainde, and fetterd. Enter aboue flaminivs. metellus. Sempronivs.

FLAMINIVS: o the divell!
thou art weake. this will not doe.

METELLUS: marke how Heele stand
the seconde Charge.

SEMPRONIVS: the honor is reserud Enter Iaylor. with browne bread, & a woodden dishe of water.
for the prettie [temde] temptinge fiende I brought, my life ont.

IAYLOR: Here sr take this thowgh course it will kill hunger
it is your daylie pittance, yet when you please
your com˜ons may bee mended.

ANTIOCHUS: Showe mee the way

IAYLOR: confesse your selfe to bee a cousninge knaue
the matters feasible. but yf you will bee
still kinge of the crickets feede on this, & liue
you shall not say wee starue you. exit Iaylor.

ANTIOCHUS: stay I beseech thee.
and take thy cruell pittie backe againe
to hym that sent it. This is a tyrannie
that does transcende all presidents! my soule
but even now this lumpe of clay her prison
of it selfe in the want of nourishement openinge,

had shooke of her sicke fethers, and prepard
her selfe to make a noble flight, as set
at libertie, and now this reparation
againe im˜ures. you for whose curious palats
the elements are ransackde looke vpon
this bill of fare, by my penurious steward
necessitie, serud to a famishde kinge.
and warnde by my example, when your tables
cracke with the waight, of deere, and far fetchd dainties
dispute not with heavns bounties. what shall I doe?
yf I refuse to touch, & taste these course,
& homelye Cates, I hasten my owne fate,
& soe with willingenes embrace a sinne

I hitherto haue fled from. noe Ile eate,
& yf at this poore rate life can continewe

I will not throwe it of.

FLAMINIVS: I pine with envie
to see his constancie

METELLUS bid your propertie enter
& vse her subtlest magic 

SEMPRON: I haue alreadie
acquainted her with her cue. the music vshers
Her personall appearance. music & a songe.

ANTIOCHUS: from what hande,
and voice doe I receaue this charitie
it is vnvsuall at such a feast.

Enter Courtezan. but I miscall it. tis some newe founde engin
mounted to batter mee. Ha.

COURTEZAN: yf I were not
more harsh, and rugged in my disposition
then thy tormentors, theis eies had outstrippd
my tongue, & with a shower of teares had tolde you
compassion bringes mee hither.

ANTIOCHUS: that I coulde
beleeue soe much (as by my miseries
an oth I dare not breake) I gladlye would.
pittie mee thinckes I knowe not how appeares
soe louely in you.

COURTEZAN: It beeinge spent vpon
a subiect in each circumstance deservinge
an vniversall sorrowe, though tis simple
it cannot bee deformd. may I presume
to kisse your royall hande, for sure you are not
lesse then a kinge.

ANTIOCHUS: haue I one witnesse livinge
dares only thincke soe much?

COURTEZAN: I doe beleeue it
& will dye in that beleefe, & nothinge more
confirmes it then your pacyence, not to bee
founde in a meaner man. not all the trimme
of the maiestie you were borne to, though set of
with pompe, and glorious lustre, showde you in
such full perfection, as at this instant
shines rounde about you, in your constant bearinge
your adverse fortune, a degree beyonde
all magnanimitie that ever was
canonisde by mankinde.

COU]ANTI: astonishement
and wonder seases on mee. pray you what are you?

COURTEZAN: without your pittie neerer to the graue
then the malice of prevaylinge enemies
can hurrie you.

ANTIO: my pittie! I will part with
soe much from what I haue ingrosd to mourne
mine owne afflictions, as I freelye grant it.
will you haue mee weepe before I know the cause
in which I may serue you.

COURTEZAN: you alreadie haue
spent to much of that stocke. pray you first heare mee
and wronge not my simplicitie with doubts

of that I shall deliver. I am a virgin.

SEMPRONIVS: yf I had not toyde with her my selfe I shoulde now beleeue her.

COURTEZAN: & though not of the Egles brood descended
from a noble famelie.

SEMPRONIVS: her mother solde her
to a Corinthian lecher at thirteene
as tis reported.

METELLUS: bee silent I com˜ande you.

ANTIO: to bee a virgin, and soe well deriud
in my opinion faire one are not thinges
to bee lamented.

COURTEZAN: yf I had not falne
from my cleere height of chastetie I confesse it
in my to forwarde wishes (&) that is
a sinne I am guiltie of. I am in loue sr
impotentlye mad in loue, and my desires
not to bee stoppd in their careere.

ANTIOCHUS: with whom
are you soe taken?

COURTEZAN: with your owne deere selfe sr.
beholde mee not with such a face of wonder
it is to sad a truth. the storie of
your most deplorable fortune at the first warmde mee
with more then modest heates, but since I saw you

I am all fire, and shall turne cyndars, yf
you showe not mercie to mee.

ANTIOCHUS: foolishe creature
yf I coulde suppose this trew, [&met] & met your wishes
with equall ardor, as I am, what shadowe
of seeminge hope is left you to arriue at
the port you longe for.

COURTEZAN: yf you will bee good
vnto your selfe the voiage is accomplishde.
it is but puttinge of a poysond shirt
which in the wearinge eates into your flesh,

and must against your will bee soone forcd from you:
the malice of your enemies tendringe to you
more trew securitie and safetie then
the violence of your freindes, and servants wishes
coulde heape vpon you.

ANTIOCHUS: tis impossible.
cleere this darke misterie for yet to mee
you speake in riddles.

COURTEZAN: I will make it easie
to your vnderstandinge. & thus sweeten it
in the deliverie. tis but to disclaime
offers to kisse hym
with the continuall cares that waite vpon it
the title[s] of a kinge.

ANTIOCHUS: Divell. flaminivs

I finde you heere. aside

COURTEZAN: why doe you turne away?
the counsaile that I offer, yf you please
to entertaine it, as longe wishd compagnions
in her right hand bringes libertie, & a calme
after soe many stormes. & you noe sooner
shall to the worlde professe you were subornde
to this imposture (though I still beleeue
it is a truth) but with a free remission
for the offence, I as your better Genivs
will lead you from this place of horror, to
a paradise of delight, to which compard
Thessalian Tempe, or that garden where
Venus, with her reviud Adonis spende
their pleasant howers, and make from their embraces
a perpetuitie of happines
deserue not to bee namd. there in an arbor
of it selfe supported ore a bublinge springe
with purple Hiacinths, and roses coverd
wee will inioy the sweetes of life, nor shall
Arithmetic some vp the varieties of
our amorous dalliance. our viandes such
as not alone shall nourishe appetite

but strengthen our performance. & when calld for
the quiristers of the ayre shall gieue vs music ;
and when wee slumber, in a pleasant dreame
you shall beholde the mountaines of vexations
which you haue heapd vpon the Roman tyrannes
in your free resignation of your kingdome
& smile at their afflictions.

ANTIOCHUS: Hence you syren
COURTEZAN: are you displeasd?

ANTIOCHUS: were all your flatteries
aimde at this marke? will not my vertuous anger
assisted by contempt and scorne, yeelde strength
to spurne thee from mee? but thow art some whore,
some comon whore, and yf thou hast a soule
(as in such creatures it is more then doubted)
it hath its beeinge in thy wanton væines
& will with thy expence of blood become
like that of sensuall beastes.

METELLUS: this will not doe.

ANTIOCHUS: How did my enemies loose themselues to thincke
a painted prostitute with her charmes coulde conquer
what malice at the height coulde not subdue.
is all their stocke of malice soe consumde
as out of penurie they are forcde to vse
a whore for their last agent.

COURTEZAN: yf thou weret
ten times a kinge thou liest. I am a ladie
a gamsome ladie of the last edition
and though I physic noblemen, noe whore.

METELLUS: Hee hath touchd her freehold.

SEMPRONIVS: now let her alone
and shee will worrye him.

COURTEZAN: haue I liud to haue
my courtesies refusde? that I had leaue
to plucke thy eies out [I woulde sucke the holes]
are you soe coy? thou art a man of snowe
& thy father got thee in the wane of the moone
[dieted with gourd water. o the furies!]
but scorne mee not. tis trew I was set on

by the higher powers but now for all the wealth
in Asia thou shalt not haue the favour
though prostrate on the earth, thou wouldst implore it
to kisse my shooestringe.

FLAMINIVS: wee loose time my lord.

COURTEZAN: foh how hee stinckes. I will not weare a ragge more
that hee hath breathd on. exit.

METELLUS: without more adoe
let hym haue his sentence.

FLAMINIVS: dragge hym hence.

ANTIOCHUS: are you there? enter Iaylor with others
nay then

FLAMINIVS: I will not heare hym speake. my anger
is lost why linger you?

ANTIOCHUS: death ends all however. exet


ACTUS QUARTI. SCÆNA TERTIA.
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OFFICERS LEADINGE IN [SAMPAYO] BERECINTHIVS: & the first MARCHANT with halter.

BERECINTHIVS: what a skelliton they haue made of mee. starue mee first
and hange mee after. is there noe conscience extant
to a man of my order. they haue degraded mee,
tane away my lyons, and to make mee rore like em
they haue parde the fleshe of from my fingers ends
and then laughd at mee. I haue been kepd in darkenesse
theis fiue longe dayes. noe visitants but divells
or men in shapes more horrid cominge at mee.

A chafinge dishe of coles, and a butchers knife

I founde set my mee. and inquiringe why?

I was tolde that I had fleshe enough of [mne] mine owne

& yf that I were hungrie, I might freelye
eate mine owne carbonados, & bee croniclde
for a Canniball never read of.

OFFICER: will you walke sr.
BEREC: I shall come to soone though I creepe to such a breakefast.

I ever vsd to take my portion sittinge
hangeinge in the ayre tis not phisicall.

OFFICER: time flies away sr

BERCY: whie let hym flie sr. or yf you please to stay hym
& [to] binde vp the balde knaues winges, make vse of my collar
there is substance in it I can assure your worship.
and I thancke your wisdome that you make distinction
betwene mee, and this staruelinge, Hee goes to it
like a grayhounde for killinge of sheepe in a twopenny slippe
but heeres a cable will waigh vp an anchor.
and yet yf I may haue faire play ere I dye
ten to one I shall make it cracke.

OFFICER: what woulde you haue sr?

BERYC: my ballace about mee I shall nere sayle well els,
to the other worlde. [th] my barke you see wants [ballance] stowage
but gieue mee halfe a dozen of Hens, and a loyne of veale
to keepe it steddie, and you may spare the trouble
of pullinge mee by the leggs, or settinge the knot
vnder mine eare. this drume well bracd, defies
such foolishe courtesies.

1 MARCHANT: this mirth good flamen
is out of season let vs thincke of Elizivm
yf wee dye honest men, or what wee there
shall suffer from the furies.

BERECYNTHIVS: thow art a foole
to thincke there are or gods, or goddesses,
for the later yf that shee had any power
mine beeinge the mother of em would haue [helpd mee] helpd mee
they are thinges wee make our selves. or grant there shoulde bee
a hell or an Elizium, singe I cannot
to orphevs harpe in the one, nor dance in the other.
but yf there bee a Cerberus yf I serue not
to make three sopps for his three heades that may serue,
for somethinge more then an ordinarie [a] breakefast
the cur is [vengeance] Divelishe hungrie. woulde I had
ran away with your fellowe marchants, I had then
provided for my fame. yet as I am

I haue one request to make, & that my freindes
concernes my bodie which I pray you grant
& then I shall dye in peace.

OFFICER: what is it?

BERECYNTHIVS: marrye
that you woulde bee suitors to the proconsul for mee
that noe [needie] covetous Roman after I am dead
may begge to haue my skinne flayde of, or stuffe [m]it
with strawe like an aligator, & then showe it
in faires, and markets for a monster, thowgh

I knowe the sight will draw more fooles to gape ont
then a camell or an elephant, afore hande

I tell you, yf you doe my ghost shall haunt you.

OFFICER: you shall haue buriall feare not.

BERECINTHIVS: & roome enough
to tumble in I pray you thowgh I take vp
more graue then Alexander. I haue ill lucke
yf I stincke not as much as hee, and yeelde the wormes
as large a supper.

1 MARCHANT: are you not mad to talke thus?

BERECYNTHIVS: I came crijnge into the worlde, and am resolude
to goe out merrilie, therefore despatch mee. exevnt.


ACTUS QUARTI, SCÆNA QUARTA.
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METELLUS. FLAMINIVS.

METELLUS: There was never such a constancie.

FLAMINIVS: you gieue it
to faire a name, tis foolishe obstinacie
for which Hee shall without my pittie suffer.
what wee doe for the service of the republic
& propagation of Romes glorious empire
needes noe defence & wee shall wronge our iudgements
to feele compunction for it. haue you giuen order
accordinge to the sentence, that the impostor
ridinge vpon an asse, his face turnd to
the hinder part, may in derision bee
brought through Calipolis.

METELLUS: yes. and a paper
vpon his head, in which with capitall letters

Enter Semdronivs his faults inscribde, and by three trompetters
proclaimde before hym, and that donne to haue hym
comitted to the gallies. Here comes Sempronivs
to whom I gaue the charge

SEMPRONIVS: I haue performd it
in every circumstance.

FLAMINIVS: how doe the people
receiue it?

SEMPRONIVS: as an acte of crueltie
and not of iustice. it drewe teares from all
the sad spectators. His demeanor was
in the whole progresse, worth the observation
but one thinge most remarkeable.

METELLUS: what was that?

SEMPRONIVS: when the Cittie clarke with a lowde voice read the cawse
for which hee was condemnde in takinge on hym
the name of a kinge, with a setled countenance
the miserable man replid I am soe.
but when hee touchd his beeinge a cheatinge Iewe

His pacyence moud with a face full of anger
Hee boldlye sayde tis false. I never saw
such magnanimitie.

FLAMINIVS: frontlesse impudence rather.

SEMPRONIVS: or any thinge els you please.

FLAMINIVS: haue you forcd on hym
the habit of a slaue?

SEMPRONIVS: yes, and in that
pardon my weakenesse, still there does appeare
a kinde of maiestie in hym.

FLAMINIVS: you looke on it
with the eies of foolishe pittie that deceiues you.

SEMPRONIVS: this way Hee comes, and I beleeue when you see hym
youll bee of my opinion.

OFFICER: make way there. Enter officers leadinge in Antiochus. (his head shaude in the habit of a slaue

ANTIOCHUS: fate! tis thy will it shoulde bee thus, & I
with pacyence obey it. was there ever
in all precedent mappes of miserie
Callamitie soe drawne out to the life
as shee appeeres in mee? in all the changes
of fortune such a metamorphosis
antiquitie cannot showe vs. men may read there
of kinges deposd, and some in trivmph [read] lead
by the prowde insultinge Roman. yet they were
acknowledgde such, and died soe. my sad fate
is of a worse condition, and Rome
to mee more barbarous then ere yet to any
brought in subiection. [it] is not sufficient
that the lockes of this once royall head are shaud of,
my glorious robes changd to this slavishe habit
this hande that graspd a scepter manaclde,
or that I haue bene as a spectacle
exposde to public scorne, yf to make perfit
the cruell reckoninge I am not compelde
to liue beyonde this, & with stripes bee forcd

to stretch my shruncke vp sinnewes at an ore
in the company of theeues, and murtherers,
my innocence, and their guilt noe way distinguishd
but equall in our suffringes.

METELLUS: you may yet
redeeme all, and bee happie.

FLAMINIVS: but persistinge
in this imposture thincke but what it is
to liue in hell on earth, and rest assurd
it is your fatall portion.

ANTIOCHUS: doe what you please.

I am in your power but still Antiochus
kinge of the lower Asia, noe impostor
that fower, and twenty yeares since lost a battaile
& challenge now mine owne which tyrannous Rome
with violence keepes from mee.

FLAMINIVS: stoppe his mouth.

ANTIOCHUS: this is the very truth, and yf I liue
thrice nestors yeares in torture, I will speake
noe other language.

METELLUS: I begin to melt.

FLAMINIVS: to the galley with hym.

ANTIOCHUS: Every place shall bee
a temple in my pænitence to mee. Exevnt


ACTUS QUINTI, SCÆNA PRIMA.
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MARCELLUS (PROCONSUL OF Sicilie) 2. & 3 MARCHANT.

MARCELLUS: vpon your recantation this Gallerien
was not Antiochus you had your pardons
signde by the senate?

2 MARCHANT: yes my lorde.

MARCELLUS: troth tell mee
& freelie, (I am[o] noe informer) did you
beleeue, and knowe hym such, or raysd that rumor
for private endes of your owne.

3 MARCHANT: may it please your excellence

to vnderstand, the feare of death wrought on vs
in a kinde to turne Apostatas: besides
havinge proud our testimonies coulde not helpe hym
wee studied our safeties.

2 MARCHANT: a desire to
of the recoverie of our [our] owne kepd from vs
with stronge hand by his violent persecutor
Titus flaminivs, when Hee was at Carthage
vrgd vs to seeke redresse, nor was it fit
wee shoulde oppose greate Rome.

MARCELLUS: in worldlye wisdome
you are excusable. but.

3 MARCHANT: wee beseech your honor
presse vs noe further. a letter

MARCELLUS: I doe not purpose it
doe you knowe what this containes?

2 MARCHANT: noe my good lord

3 MARCHANT: perhaps (w)ee b(e ) warrant for our deaths
as tis sayde of Bellerophon, yet wee durst not
presume to open it.

MARCELLUS: twas manners in you.
but Ile discharge you of that feare. there is
noe hurt intended to you.

3 MARCHANT: wee thancke your lordship.

MARCELLUS: how is the service of flaminivs spoke of
in Rome?

2 MARCHANT: with admiration, and many
divine great honors to hym.

MARCELLUS: the peoples voice
is not oraculous ever. are you sure
the galley in which your supposd kinge [rowes] is chainde,
was bounde for Siracusa?

3 MARCHANT: she is now
in the port my lord.

MARCELLUS: Titus flaminivs in her?

3 MARCHANT: vpon my certaine knowledge.

MARCELL: keepe your selves
conceald till you are calde for. when least hopd for,
you shall haue iustice.

2 MARCHANT: your honors vassalls ever. exevnt marchants.

MARCELLUS: Here. Here it is apparent yt the Poet
wrot truth though noe proofe els coulde bee alleagd
to make it good that though the heavens lay open
to humane wishes, and the fates were bounde
to signe what wee desire, such clowdes of error
involue our reason, wee still begge a curse
and not a blessinge. how many borne vnto
ample possessions, & like pettie kinges
disposinge of their vassals, sated with
the peace, and quiet of a cuntrie life,
carried headlonge with ambition contend
to weare the golden fetters of imployment.
presuminge theres noe happinesse but in
the service of the state. but when they haue tried
by a sad experience the burthen of em,
when tis not in their power at any rate
they woulde redeeme their calm securitie
morgagd in wantonesse. alas what are wee
that governe provinces but prayes exposd
to everie subtle spie. & when wee haue
like spunges suckde in welth, wee are squeezd out
by the rough hande of the lawe, and faylinge in
one sillable of our comission, with
the losse of what wee got with toyle, wee drawe

Enter Cornelia. & a moore waitingwoman what was our owne in quæstion. you come timelye
to turne my tird thowghts from a sad discourse
that I had with my selfe.

CORNELIA. I rather feare sr

I bringe an argument alonge with mee
that will increase, not lessen such conceptions.

as I founde with you.

MARCELLUS: why sweete? whats the matter?

CORNELIA: when I but name Antiochus. though I spare
to make a briefe relation how hee died,
or what Hee is yf Hee nowe liue, a sigh
& seconded with a teare I knowe must fall
as a due tribute to hym.

MARCELLUS: which I pay
without compulsion. but why doe you
lance this old sore?

CORNELIA: th occasion com~andes it
and now I woulde forget it I am forcde
in thanckefullnesse to call to memorie
the favours for which wee must ever owe hym.
you had the honor in his court at Sardis
to bee stilde his freinde, an honor Rome, and Carthage
were rivalls for, and did deserue the envie
of his prime mignions, and favorites.
His naturall subiectes planted in his favour,
or rooted vp, as your dislike or prayse
reported em; the good kinge holdinge what
you spake to bee oraculous, & not
to bee disputed. His magnificent guiftes
confirmd his trewe affection, which you were
more wearie to receaue then hee to gieue,
yet still hee studied newe ones.

MARCELLUS: pray you noe more.

MARCELLUS: COR: O tis a theme sr I coulde ever dwell on.
but since it does offende you, I will speake
of what concernes my selfe. Hee did not blushe
in the height of his fælicitie, to confesse
fabritivs, my lord, and father, for
his much loud kinsman, and as such obserud hym.
you may please to remember to, when at
the public sacrifice made to the gods
after a longe infection, in which
the Asian kinges, and Queenes were his assistants,
with what respecte, and grace Hee did receaue mee;

And at a sollemne tiltinge, when hee had
put on the richest armor of the worlde,
smilinge Hee sayde. His wordes are still, & shall bee
writ in the tablet of my Heart. faire cousin
soe Hee began, & then you thought mee faire to,
since I am turnd souldier, twere a solæcisme
in the language of the war to haue noe mistrisse,
and therefore as a prosperous omen to
my vndertakings, I desire to fight
(soe you with willingenesse gieue suffrage to it)
vnder your gratious colours; and then looseninge
a scarfe tied to mine arme, Hee did intreate mee
to fasten it on his. o with what ioy

I did obey hym, rapd beyonde my selfe
in my imagination to haue
soe greate a kinge my servant.

MARCELLUS: you had to
some private conference.

CORNELIA & you gaue way [tot] to it
without a signe of iealousie, & dispensde with
the Roman gravitie.

MARCELLUS: woulde I coulde againe
grant you like opportunitie ( )
is this remembred now?

CORNELIA: it does prepare
a suite I haue which you must not denie mee
to see the man, whoe as it is reported
in the exterior parts nature hath drawne
as his perfit coppie. there must bee somethinge in hym
remarkeable in his resembl[inge]ance only
of kinge Antiochus features.

MARCELLUS: twas my purpose
& soe much my Cornelia, flaminivs
shall not denie vs.

FLAMINIVS: as my dutie bindes mee Enter [Marcellus.] flaminivs. & Demetrivs.

my stay here beeinge but short, I come vnsent for
to kisse your lordships hands.

MARCELLUS: I answer you
in your owne language sr — and yet your stay here
may bee longer then you thincke.

FLAMINIVS: most Honord Madam

I cannot stoope to lowe in tendringe of
my humblest service.

CORNELIA: you disgrace your courtship
in overactinge it my lord. I looke not
for such observance

FLAMINIVS: I am most vnhappie
yf that your excellence make any scruple
of doubt you may comande mee.

CORNELIA: this assurance
gieues mee encouragement to intreate a favour
in which my lord beeinge a suitor with mee

I hope shall finde a grant.

FLAMINIVS: though all thats mine
bee comprehended int.

MARCELLUS: your promise sr
shall not soe far ingage you. In respect
of some familiar passages betwene [vs]
[and] the kinge Antiochus when hee liud, and vs,
and though it needes it not, for farther proofe
that this is an impostor, wee desire
some conference with hym.

FLAMINIVS: for your satisfaction

I will dispense a little with the strictnes
of my com~ission. sirrha will the Captaine
to bringe hym to the proconsull.

CORNELIA: his chaines tooke of
that I intreate to. since I woulde not looke on
the image of a kinge, I soe much honord
bounde like a slaue.

FLAMINIVS: see this greate ladies will
bee punctuallie obeyde. exit Demetrivs.

MARCELLUS: your wisdome sr
Hath donne the state a memorable service,
in stranglinge in the birth this dreadfull monster
and though with some your cruell vsage of hym
(for soe they call your fit severitie)
may finde a harshe interpretation, wise men
in iudgement must applaude it.

FLAMINIVS: such as are
selected instruments for deepe designes
as things vnworthie of em, must not feele
or passions, or affections. & though I knowe
the Ocean of your apprehensions needes not
the rivolet of my poore cautions, yet
bolde from my longe experience I presume
(as a symbole of my zeale, and service to you)
to leaue this counsayle. when you are my lord
gracd or distasted by the state, remember
your faculties are the states, and not your owne.
and therefore haue a care the emptie soundes
of freind, or enemie sway you not beyonde
the limits are assignde you. wee with ease
swimme downe the [torrent] streame, but to oppose the torrent
is dangerous, and to goe more or lesse
then wee are warranted fatall.

MARCELLUS: with my thanckes
for your soe graue advice, Ile put in practise
on all occasions what you deliver
& studie em as aphorismes. in the meane time
pray you accept such entertainment as
Syracusa can present you. when the impostor
arriues, let vs haue notice. pray you walke sr. exevnt.


ACTUS QUINTI SCÆNA VLTIMA.
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ANTIOCHUS. CAPTAINE. souldiers.

CAPTAINE: waite at the Pallace gate, there is noe feare now
of his escape. Ile bee my selfe his guardian
till you heare further from mee.

ANTIOCHUS: what new engine
hath crueltie founde out to rayse against
this poore demolishd rampire? it is leveld
with the earth alreadie. will they trivmph in
the ruines they haue made? or is there yet
one masterpeece of tyrannie in store
beyonde that I haue sufferd? yf there bee
a viall of affliction not pourde out yet
vpon this sinfull head I am prepard
and will looke on the clowde before it breake
without astonishement. scorne mee not captaine
as a vaine bragart, I will make this good,
and I haue strengths to doe it. I am armd
with such varieties of defensiue weapons,
lent to mee from my passiue fortitude,
that theres noe torment of a shape soe horrid
can shake my constancie. where lyes the scæne now?
thowgh the hangeings of the stage were congeald gore
the Chorus flintye executioners
and the spectators, yf it coulde bee, more
inhumane then flaminivs, the cue gieven
the principall actors readie.

CAPTAINE: yf I durst

I coulde shewe my compassion.

ANTIOCHUS take heede Captaine.
pittie in Roman officers is a crime
to bee punnishde more then murther in colde blood.
beare vp to tell mee where I am I take it
is noe offence.

CAPTAINE: you are in Syracusa
in the court of the proconsul.

ANTIOCHUS: whoe? Marcellus?

CAPTAINE: that noble Roman, by hym we ( ) e( )
but to what ende I am ignorant.

ANTIOCHUS: Ha! Hee was
my creature! and in my prosperitie prowde
to holde dependance of mee, though I gracd hym
with the title of a freinde, and his faire ladye
in courtship stilde my mistrisse. can they bee
infected with such barbarisme, as to make mee
a spectacle for their sport?

CAPTAINE: they are heere, and soone
they will resolue you. Enter Marcellus.
flaminivs.Cornelia.Moore woman & servants.

MARCELLUS: bee reserud. and let not
the meere resemblance of his shape transport you
beyonde your selfe. though I confesse the obiect
does much amaze mee.

CORNELIA: you impose my lord
what I want power to beare.

MARCELLUS: let my example
though your fierce passions make war against it.
strengthen your reason.

ANTIOCHUS: haue you taken yet
a full viewe of mee? in what part doe I
appeare a monster?

CORNELIA: His owne voice!

MARCELLUS: forbeare.

ANTIOCHUS: though I were an impostor as this fellowe
labours you to beleeue, you breake the lawes
of faire humanitie in addinge to
affliction at the height, and I must tell you
the reverence you shoulde pay vnto the shape
of kinge Antiochus may challenge pittie
as a due debt, not scorne. wisemen preserue
dumbe pictures of their freindes, & looke vpon em
with feelinge, and affection, yet not holde it
a foolishe superstition. but there is
in thanckefullnesse a greater tye on you
to showe compassion.

MARCELLUS: were it possible
thow couldst bee [Dom Seb] kinge Antiochus.

ANTIOCHUS: what then?

MARCELLUS: I shoulde both say and doe

ANTIOCHUS: nothinge for mee,
(as far as my persuasion coulde prevent it)
not suitinge with the qualitie, and condition
of one that owes his loyaltie, to Rome.
and since it is by the inscrutable will
of fate determinde that the royalties
of Asia must bee conferd vpon her
for what offence I knowe not, tis in vaine
for men to oppose it. you expresse my lord
a kinde of sorrow for mee, in which madam
you seeme to bee a sharer. that you may
haue some proofe to defende it, for your mirth sake
Ile play the iugler, or more subtle gipsey
& to your admiration reveale
strange misteries to you, as you are Romans
you must receive for cunninge trickes, but gieue
noe farther credit to em.

FLAMINIVS: at your perill
you may gieue hym hearinge. but to haue faith in hym
neighbours on treason. such an impudent slaue
was never reade of.

MARCELLUS: I dare stande his charmes
with open eares. speake on.

ANTIOCHUS: yf soe haue at you
Can you call to your memorie when you were
at Sardis with Antiochus, before
His Græcian expedition, what Hee
with his owne handes presented you, as a favour
noe third man by to witnesse it?

MARCELLUS: gieue mee leaue
to recollecte my selfe. yes — sure twas soe.
Hee gaue mee a faire sworde.

ANTIOCHUS: tis trewe, and you
vowd never to part from it. is it still
in your possession?

MARCELLUS: the same sword I haue

and while I liue will keepe.

ANTIOCHUS: will you not say
it beeinge fower and twentye yeares since you
were master of that guift, yf now I knowe it
amonge a thousande others, that I haue
the art of memorie?

MARCELLUS: I shall receaue it
as noe com˜on sleight. sirrha. fetch all the swordes
for mine owne vse in my armorie. & doe you heare?
doe as I gieue directions.

SERVANT: with all care sr. exit servant.

ANTIOCHUS: to entertaine the time vntill your servant
returnes. there is noe sillable that pasde
betwene you, and Antiochus, which I coulde not
articulatelye deliver. you must still
bee confident that I am an impostor
or els the tricke is nothinge.

CORNELIA: Can this bee? Enter servant with many swords(

ANTIOCHUS: o welcome freind. most choice & curious swordes
but mine is not amonge em.

MARCELLUS: bringe the rest. Enter another servant with more swordes.

ANTIOCHUS: I this is it. this is the sword I gaue you
before I went to Greece. bee not amazde,
nor let this trifle purchase a beleefe

I am Antiochus. here is one will assure you
theis are but iuglinge trickes of an affronter.

FLAMINIVS: they are noe more. a contracts seald betwene
the divell, and this seducer, at the price
of his damnde soule. & his familiar Dæmon
acquaints hym with theis passages.

MARCELLUS: I knowe not
but I am thunderstrooke.

CORNELIA: I can containe
my selfe noe longer.

ANTIOCHUS: stay deare Madam. though
credulitie bee excusable in your sex,
to take away all colour of guilt in you
you shall haue stronger proofes. the scarfe you gaue mee,
as a testimonie you adopted mee
into your service I ware on mine armor
when I fought with marcus scaurus. and mine eie
hath on the suddaine founde a pretious iewe(ll )
you dainde to receaue from mee. th( )
which you weare on your ( )
CORNELIA: I acknowledge
it was the (k)inge Antiochus guift.

ANTIOCHUS: I will
make a discoverie of a secret in it
of which you yet are ignorant. pray you trust it
for kinge Antiochus sake into my handes

I thancke your readines. nay drie your eies,
you hinder els the facultie of seeinge
the cunninge of the lapidarie. I can
pull out the stone, & vnder it you shall finde
my name, and cipher I then vsde ingraven.

CORNELIA: tis most apparent. though I loose my life fort
theis knees shall pay their dutye.

ANTIOCHUS: by noe meanes.
for your owne sake bee still incredulous
since your faith cannot saue mee. I should knowe
this moorishe woman. yes. tis shee. thou weret
one of my laundrie. & thou wast calde Zanthia
while thou weret mine I am glad thou hast lighted on
soe gratious a mistrisse.

MOORE: mine owne kinge!
o let mee kisse your feete. what cursed villaines
haue thus transformd you.

FLAMINIVS: tis not safe my lord
to suffer this.

MARCELLUS: I am turnd statue. or
all this is but a vision.

ANTIOCHUS: your eare madam.
since what I now shall say is such a secret
as is knowne only to your selfe, and mee
and must exclude a third though your owne lord
from beeinge of the counsaile. Havinge gaynd
accesse, and privacie with you, my hot blood
(noe freinde to modest purposes) prompted mee
with pills of poysond language, candied ore
with hopes of future greatenesse to attempt
the ruine of your honor. I inforcd then
my power to iustefie the ill & presde you
with mountainous promises of loue, and service.
But when the buildinge of your faith, and vertue
began to totter, and a kinde of grant
was offerd. my then sleepinge temperance
began to rowze it selfe, & breakinge through
the obstacles of lust, when most assurde
to inioy a pleasant hower I let my sute fall
& with a gentle reprehension taxde
your forwarde pronenesse, but with many vowes
nere to discover it which heavn can witnes,

I haue & will keepe faithfullie.

CORNELIA: this is
the kinge Antiochus as sure as I am
the daughter of my mother.

MARCELLUS: bee advisde

FLAMINIVS: this is little lesse then treason.

CORNELIA: they are traytors
traytors to innocence and oppresd iustice
that dare affirme the contrarie.

MARCELLUS: pray you temper
the vio(len)ce of your passion,
( )b( )

CORNELIA: ( ) but expresse

your thanckefulnesse for his soe m(a
& labour that the senate may restore hym
vnto his owne. Ile dye els.
Antiochus: liue longe madam
to nobler, & more profitable vses

I am a fallinge structure, and desire not
your honors shoulde bee buried in my ruines.
let it suffice my lord you must not see
the sun yf in the policie of state
it is forbidden. with compassion
of what a miserable kinge hath sufferd
preserue mee in your memorie.

MARCELLUS: FLAM: you stande as
this sorcerer had bewitchde you. dragge hym to
his ore, and let his waightie chaines bee doublde

MARCELLUS: for my sake let the poore man haue what favour
you can affoord hym.

FLAMINIVS: sr you must excuse mee.
you haue abusde the libertie I gaue you.
but villaine you pay deere fort. I will trust
the execution of his punnishement
to noe man but my selfe. His cries, and grones
shall bee my howerlye music . soe my lord

I take my leaue abruptlye

CORNELIA: may all plauges
that ever followd tyrannie pursue thee.

MARCELLUS: pray you stay a little.

FLAMINIVS: on noe termes

MARCELLUS: yeelde soe [muc] much
to my intreaties.

FLAMINIVS: not a minute, for
your governement.

MARCELLUS: I will not purchase sr
your company at such a rate. & yet
must take the boldnesse vpon mee to tell you
you must, and shall stay.

FLAMINIVS: how?

MARCELLUS: nay what is more
as a prisoner, not a ghest. looke not soe high
Ile humble your prowde thoughts.

FLAMINIVS: you dare not doe this
without authoritie.

MARCELLUS: you shall finde I haue
sufficient warrant with detayninge you
to take this man in to my custodie
thowgh tis not in my power what ere you are
to doe you further favour. I thus free you
out of this divells pawes.

ANTIOCHUS: I take it as
a lesseninge of my torments.

FLAMINIVS: you shall answer
this in another place.

MARCELLUS: but you shall here
yeelde an accompt without appeale for what
you haue alreadie donne. you may peruse( )the letter)(
shake you alreadie? doe you finde I haue
( )nt call in the Asian marchants.
( )rt Enter the 2 marchants & a garde
( )now to bee hangde
( )n hym that pitties thee.

MARCELLUS: your accusers
are readie & will proue that you tooke bribes
of the Carthaginian marchants, to detaine
their lawful prize, & for your sordid endes
abusde the trust com~itted by the state
to right their vassalls. the wise senate, as
they will rewarde your good, and faithfull service
cannot in iustice without punnishement
passe ore your ill. guiltinesse makes you dumbe
but till that I haue leasure, and you finde
your tongue, to prison with hym.

FLAMINIVS: I proue to late
as heavn is mercifull, mans crueltie
never escapes vnpunnishde. exevnt with flaminivs

ANTIOCHUS: how a smile
labours to breake forth from mee. but what is
Romes pleasure shall bee donne with mee?

MARCELLUS: pray you thincke sr
a Roman, not your constant freinde that tells you
you are confinde vnto the Gyaræ;
with a stronge garde vpon you.

ANTIOCHUS: thentis easie
to prophecie I haue not longe to liue
though the manner how I shall dye is vncertaine.
nay weepe not since tis not in you to helpe mee
theis showers of teares are fruitlesse. may my storie
teach potentates humilitie, and instructe
prowde monarchs, though they governe humane thinges
a greater power does rayse, or pull downe [th] kinges.


EPILOGUE:
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The end of Epilogues, is to Inquire
the censure of the play. or to desire
pardon for what amisse. In his intent
the maker vowes that hee is Innocent,
& for me & my fellowes I protest
& you may beleeve me, wee haue donne or best,
& reason to wee should, but whether you
conceave wee haue wth care dischargd what due
rest yet in supposition, you may
yf you please resolue vs, yf or fate this day
prove prosperous, & you to vouchsafe to give
some signe yor pleasure is this worke shall live,
wee will finde out new wayes for yor delight,
& to or powre nere faile to doe you right.


The City Madam (1632)
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Licensed for performance by Henry Herbert on the 25 May 1632, The City Madam was acted shortly afterwards at the Blackfriars Theatre by the Kings Men. This playhouse was originally located on the grounds of the former Blackfriars Dominican priory in the City of London, serving as a venue for the Children of the Chapel Royal between 1576 and 1584. In 1596, a different part of the old monastery was bought by James Burbage and converted into a theatre. It would become the winter playing quarters of the Kings Men after 1608 and they would continue to perform there until the closure of the theatres in 1642 at the start of the English Civil War. 

The City Madam was revived in the 1780s and performed at the Theatre Royal and in 2011 the Royal Shakespeare Company staged a production by Dominic Hill. The play was first printed and published in quarto in 1658, eighteen years after Massingers death, by the stationer Andrew Pennycuicke, who had acted in the play as a young performer in the 1630s, before he had been forced to change profession during the Civil War.

The inspiration for The City Madam is likely to have come from a combination of earlier Jacobean plays including Massingers own play A New Way to Pay Old Debts and Thomas Middletons 1605 city comedy, A Trick to Catch the Old One, as well as Thomas Dekkers most famous work, The Shoemakers Holiday. The play centres on a city merchant, John Frugal and his brother Luke, who has recently been released from debtors prison and now works as a servant for John and his vain and haughty wife, Lady Frugal. Luke is treated dreadfully by his sister-in-law and nieces and he earns the sympathy of his brothers apprentices. The avarice and cruelty of Luke is exposed after John seemingly disappears to start a new life in a monastery and Luke inherits his wealth. While there are aspects of the play that satirise and mock the pretensions of city merchants and reinforce a conservative social hierarchy, there is also a broader and more universal moral element, which condemns greed, selfishness and pride. Massinger also unwittingly reveals the appalling racial discrimination of Europeans towards Native Americans during a period of colonial expansion.
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THE ACTORS NAMES. 

Lord Lacie.
Sir John Rich
a Merchant
Sir John Lacie Son to Lord Lacy.
Mr. Plenty a Country Gentleman.
Luke Brother to Sir John Rich.

Two Gentlemen:
Old Goldwire,
Old Tradewell

Their sons, prentices, to Sir John Rich:
Young Goldwire
Young Tradewell

Stargaze an Astrologer.
Fortune a decaied Merchant.
Hoyst a decaied gentleman.
Penurie.
Holdfast a Steward.
Ramble, Scuffle, two Hectors.
Dingem a Pimpe.
Gettall a Box-keeper.
Lady Rich.

Her daughters:
Anne
Mary

Milliscent her woman.
Shavem a Wench.
Secret a Baud.

Scene London.


TO THE TRULY NOBLE AND VIRTUOUS LADY ANN, COUNTESS OF OXFORD.
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HONOURED LADY!

IN that age when wit and learning were outconquered by injury, and violence; this Poem was the object of love and Commendations, it being composed by an infallible pen, and censured by an unerring Auditory. In this Epistle I shall not need to make an Apologie: for Playes in generall by exhibiting their antiquity and utility, in a word they are mirrors or glasses which none but deformed faces, and fouler consciences fear to look into. The encouragement I had to prefer this dedication to your powerfull protection proceeds from the universall fame of the deceased Author, who (although he composed many) writ none amiss, and this may justly be ranked amongst his best. I have redeemed it from the teeth of time, by committing of it to the press, but in more imploring your Patronage, I wil not slander it with my praises, it is commendations enough to call it Massingers, if it may gain your allowance and pardon; I am highly gratified, and desire only to wear the happy title of,

MADAM,

Your humblest Servant,

Andrew Pennycuicke.


ACTUS PRIMUS, SCENA PRIMA.

[image: img41.jpg]

ENTER GOLDWIRE, AND Tradewell.

Goldwire
THE Ship is safe in the Pool then?

Tradewell.
And makes good,
In her rich fraught, the name shee bears, the Speedwell:
My Master will find it, for on my certain knowledg
For every hundred that hee ventured in her
She hath returnd him five.

Goldwire.
And it comes timely,
For besides a paiment on the nail for a Mannor
Late purchasd by my Master, his young daughters
Are ripe for marriage.

Tradewell.
Who? Nan, and Mall.

Goldwire.
Mistris Anne and Mary, and with some addition,
Or tis more punishable in our house
Then Scandalum magnatum.

Tradewell
Tis great pitie
Such a Gentleman as my Master for that title
His being a Citizen, cannot take from him,
Hath no male heir to inherit his estate,
And keep his name alive.

Goldwire.
The want of one
Swells my young Mistresses, and their madam mother
With hopes above their birth, and scale. Their dreams are
Of being made Countesses, and they take state
As they were such already. When you went
To the Indies, there was some shape and proportion
Of a Merchants house in our family, but since
My Master, to gain precedencie for my Mistris
Above some Elder Merchants Wives, was knighted
Tis grown a little Court, in bravery,
Variety of fashions, and those rich ones:
There are few great Ladies going to a Masque
That do out-shine ours in their every-day habits.

Tradewell.
Tis strange my Master in his wisdom can
Give the reins to such exorbitancie.

Goldwire.
He must,
Or theres no peace nor rest for him at home;
I grant his state will bear it, yet hees censurd
For his indulgence, and for Sir John Frugall
By some styld Sir John Prodigal.

Tradewell.
Is his brother
Mr. Luke Frugal living?

Goldwire.
Yes, the more
His misery, poor man.

Tradewell.
Still in the Counter?

Goldwire.
In a worser place. He was redeemed from the hole,
To live in our house in hell: since his base usage
Considerd, tis no better. My proud Ladie
Admits him to her Table, marry ever
Beneath the Salt, and there he sits the subject
Of her contempt and scorn; and dinner ended,
His courteous Neeces find emploiment for him
Fitting an under-prentice, or a Footman,
And not an Uncle.

Tradewel.
I wonder, being a Scholler well read, and traveld,
The world yielding means for men of such desert,
He should endure it.

Enter Star-gaze, Ladie, Anne, Mary, Millescent, in several postures, with looking-glasses at their girdles.

Goldwire.
He does, with a strange patience; and to us
The servants so familiar, nay humble.
Ile tell you, but I am cut off. Look these
Like a Citizens wife and daughters?

Tradewel.
In their habits
They appear other things; but what are the motives
Of this strange preparation?

Goldwire.
The young wag-tails
Expect their suitors. The first, the Son and Heir
Of the Lord Ladie, who needs my Masters money,
As his daughter does his honour. The second Mr. Plenty,
A rough hewn gentleman, and newly come
To a great estate, and so all aids of Art
In thems excusable.

Lady.
You have done your parts here:
To your studie, and be curious in the search
Of the Nativities.

Exit Stargaze.

Tradewel.
Me thinks the mother,
As if she could renew her youth, in care,
Nay curiosity to appear lovely,
Comes not behind her daughters.

Goldwire.
Keeps the first place,
And though the Church-book speak her fifty, they
That say she can write thirty, more offend her,
Then if they taxd her honesty: tother day
A Tenant of hers, instructed in her humor,
But one she never saw, being brought before her,
For saying onely, Good young Mistris help me
To the speech of your Lady-mother, so far pleasd her,
That he got his Lease renewd fort.

Tradewell.
How she bristles:
Prethee observe her.

Millescent.
As I hope to see
A Country Knights son and heir walk bare before you
When you are a Countess, as you may be one
When my Master dies, or leavs trading; and I continuing
Your principal woman, take the upper-hand
Of a Squires wife, though a Justice, as I must
By the place you give me, you look now as young
As when you were married.

Lady.
I think I bear my years well.

Millescent.
Why should you talk of years? Time hath not ploughd
One furrow in your face; and were you not known
The mother of my young Ladies, you might passe
For a Virgin of fifteen.

Tradewell.
Heres no grosse flattery:
Will she swallow this?

Goldwire.
You see she does, and glibly.

Millescent.
You never can be old, wear but a Masque
Forty years hence, and you will still seem young
In your other parts: What a waste is here? O Venus?
That I had been born a King! and here a hand
To be kifsd ever; Pardon my boldnesse, Madam:
Then, for a leg and foot you will be courter
When a great Grandmother.

Ladye.
These indeed, Wench, are not
So subject to decayings as the face,
Their Comliness lasts longer.

Milliscent.
Ever, ever:
Such a rare Featurd, and proportiond Madam
London could never boast of.

Ladye.
Where are my Shoos.

Milliscent.
Those that your Ladyship gave order
Should be made of the Spanish Perfumd Skins.

Ladye.
The same.

Milliscent.
I sent the prison-bird this morning for em,
But he neglects his duty.

Ann.
He is grown

Exceeding carelesse.

Mary.
And begins to murmur
At our commands, and sometimes grumbles to us,
He is forsooth our Uncle.

Ladye.
He is your slave,
And as such use him.

Ann.
Willingly, but hees grown
Rebellious Madam.

Enter Luke, with Shooes, Garters and Roses.

Goldwire.
Nay like Hen, like Chicken.

Ladye.
Ile humble him.

Goldwire.
Pere he comes sweating all over,
He shews like a walking fripperie.

Lady.
Very good Sir,
Were you drunk last night, that you could rise no sooner
With humble diligence to do what my Daughters,
And woman did command you.

Luke.
Drunk, ant please you.

Lady.
Drunk, I said, Sirrah. Darst thou in a look
Repine, or grumble? thou unthankful wretch,
Did our charitie redeem thee out of prison,
Thy Patrimonie spent, ragged, and lowsie.
When the Sheriffs basket, and his broken meat
Were your Festivall exceedings, and is this
So soon forgotten?

Luke.
I confesse I am
Your Creature Madam.

Lady.
And good reason why
You should continue so.

Ann.
Who did new cloath you?

Mary.
Admitted you to the Dining-room?

Milliscent.
Allowed you a fresh bed in the garret?

Lady.
Or from whom
Receivd you spending money?

Luke.
I owe all this
To your goodnesse, Madam: For it you have my prayers,
The beggars satisfaction; all my studies,
(Forgetting what I was, but withall duty
Remembring what I am) are how to please you.
And if in my long stay I have offended,
I ask your pardon. Though you may consider,
Being forcd to fetch these from the Old Exchange,
These from the Tower, and these from Westminster,
I could not come much sooner.

Goldwire.
Here was a walke
To breath a Foot-man.

Ann.
Tis a curious Fan.

Mary.
These Roses will shew rare; would twere in fashion
That the Garters might be seen too.

Milliscent.
Many Ladyes
That know they have good legs, wish the same with you:
Men that way have thadvantage.

Luke.
I was with the Lady,
And delivered her the Sattin
For her Gown, and Velvet for her Petticote,
This night She vows Sheel pay you.

Goldwire.
How I am bound
To your favour M. Luke.

Milliscent.
As I live, you will perfume all rooms you walk in.

Lady.
Get your Furr,
You shall pullem on within.

Goldwire.
That servile office
Her pride imposes on him.

Exit Luke. Sr. John within:

Goldwire.
Tradewell.

Tradewell.
My Master calls. We come Sir.
Exeunt Goldwire, Tradewell.
Enter Holdfast with Porters.

Lady.
What have you brought there?

Holdfast.
The Cream of the market, provision enough
To serve a garrison. I weep to think ont.
When my Master got his wealth, his family fed
On roots, and livers, and necks of beef on Sundays.
But now I fear it will be spent in poultry.
Butchers meat will not go down.

Lady.
Why, you Rascall, is it at
Your expence? what Cooks have you provided?

Holdfast.
The best of the City. They have wrought at my

Lord Mayors.

Ann.
Fye on em, they smel of Fleet-Lane, and Pie-corner.

Mary.
And thinks the happinesse of mans life consists
In a mighty shoulder of mutton.

Lady.
Ile have none
Shall touch what I shall eat, you grumbling Curr,
But French-men and Italians; they wear Sattin,
And dish no meat but in Silver.

Holdfast.
You may want, though,
A dish or two when the service ends.

Lady.
Leave prating,
Ile have my will; do you as I command you.
Exeunt


ACTUS PRIMUS, SCENA SECUNDA.
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ENTER LACIE, AND Page.

Lacie.
YOU were with Plenty?

Page.
Yes Sir.

Lacie.
And what answer
Returnd the clown?

Page.
Clown Sir! he is transformd,
And grown a gallant of the last edition;
More rich then gaudie in his habit, yet
The freedom, and the bluntnesse of his language
Continues with him. When I told him that
You gave him Caution, as he lovd the peace,
And safety of his life, he should forbear
To passe the Merchants threshold, untill you
Of his two Daughters had made choice of her
Whom you designd to honour as your wife.
He smild in scorn.

Lacie.
In scorn?

Page.
His words confirmd it,
They were few, but to this purpose; Tell your Master,
Though his Lordship in reversion were now his,
It cannot awe me. I was born a Free-man,
And will not yeeld in the way of affection
Precedence to him. I will vifit em,
Though he sate Porter to deny my entrance.
When I meet him next Ile say more to his face.
Deliver thou this, then gave me a piece
To help my memorie, and so we parted.

Lacie.
Where got he this spirit.

Page.
At the Academie of valour,
Newly erected for the institution
Of elder Brothers. Where they are taught the ways,
Though they refuse to seal for a Duellist,
How to decline a challenge. He himself
Can best resolve you.

Enter Plenty and three Serving-men.

Lacie.
You Sir?

Plentie.
What with me Sir?
How big you look? I will not loose a hat
To a hairs breadth, move your Bever, Ile move mine,
Or if you desire to prove your sword, mine hangs
As near my right hand, and will as soon out, though I keep
Not a Fencer to breath me, walke into Moor-fields,
I dare look on your Toledo. Do not shew
A foolish valour in the streets, to make
Work for shop-keepers, and their clubs, tis scurvie,
And the women will laugh at us.

Lacie.
You presume
On the protection of your Hinds.

Plentie.
I scorn it:
Though I keep men I fight not with their fingers,
Nor make it my Religion to follow
The gallants fashion, to have my family
Consisting in a Foot-man, and a Page,
And those two sometimes hungrie. I can feed these,
And cloathem too, my gay Sir.

Lacie.
What a fine man
Hath your Taylor made you?

Plentie.
Tis quite contrary,
I have made my Taylor, for my cloaths are paid for
Assoon as put on, a sin your man of title
Is seldom guiltie of, but Heaven forgive it.
I have other faults too very incident
To a plain Gentleman. I eat my Venison
With my neighbours in the Countrie, and present not
My phesants, partridges, and growse to the userer,
Nor ever yet paid brokage to his scrivener.
I flatter not my mercers wife, nor feast her
With the first cherries, or pelcods, to prepare me
Credit with her husband, when I com to London.
The wooll of my sheep, or a score or two of fat oxen
In Smithfield, give me money for my expences.
I can make my wife a jointure of such lands too; as are not encombred, no annuity
Or statue lying onem. This I can do
And it please your future honour, and why therefore
You should forbid my being a suiter with you
My dulnesse apprehends not.

Page.
This is bitter.

Lacie.
I have heard you Sir, and in my patience shewn
To much of the stoicks. But to parley further,
Or answer your grosse jeers would write me coward.
This onely thy great grandfather was a Butcher,
And his son a Grasier,
Thy Sire Constable of the hundred, and thou the first of your dunghill, created gemtleman
Now you may come on Sir, you, and your thrashers.

Plentie.
Stir not on your lives.
This for the grasiers, this for the butcher.
they fight

Lacie.
So Sir.

Page.
Ile not stand idle, draw my little rapier
Against your bumb blades. Ile one, by one despatch you.
Then house this instrument of death, and horrour.

Enter Sir John, Luke, Goldwire, Tradewell.

Sr. John.
Beat down their weapons. My gate ruffians hall:
What insolence is this?

Luke.
Noble Sir Maurice,
Worshipfull Mr. Plenty.

Sr. John.
I blush for you,
Men of your qualitie expose your same
To every vulgar censure. This at midnight
After a drunken supper in a Tavern,
(No civill man abroad to censure it)
Had shewen poor in you, but in the day, and view
Of all that pass by, monstrous

Plentie.
Very well Sir;
You look for this defence.

Lacte.
Tis thy protection,
But it will deceive thee.

Sr. John.
Hold, if you proceed thus
I must make use of the next Justices power,
And leave perswasion. And in plain terms tell you
Enter Lady, Anne, Mary, and Milliscent.
Neither your birth, Sir Maurice, nor your wealth,
Shall priviledg this riot. See whom you have drawn
To be spectators of it? can you imagine
It can stand with the credit of my daughters,
To be the argument of your swords? ith street too?
Nay ere you do salute, or I give way,
To any private conference, shake hands
In sign of peace. He that drawsiback parts with
My good opinion. This is as it should be.
Make your approaches, and if their affection
Can sympathize with yours, they shall not come
On my credit beggars to you. I will hear
What you reply within.

Laeie.
May I have the honor
To support you Lady.

Plenty.
I know not whats supporting,
But by this fair hand, glove and all, I love you.
Exeunt omnes preter Luke.
To him Enter Hoyst, Penury, Fortune.

Luke.
You are come with all advantage. I wil help you
To the speech of my Brother.

Fortune.
Have you movd him for us?
Luke
With the best of my endeavours, and I hope.
Youl find him tractable.

Penury.
Heaven grant he prove so.

Hoyst.
Howere Ile speak my mind.
Enter Lord Lacie.

Luke.
Do so M. Hoyst.

Go in. Ile pay my duty to this Lord,
And then I am wholly yours. Heaven bless your honor.

Lord.
Your hand Mr. Luke, the worlds much changd with you
Within these few months; then you were the gallant:
No meeting at the Horse-race, Cocking, Hunting,
Shooting, or Bowling, at which Mr. Luke
Was not a principal gamester, and companion
For the Nobility.

Luke.
I have paid dear
For those follies, my good Lord, and tis but justice
That such as soar above their pitch, and will not
Be warnd by my example, should like me
Share in the miseries that wait upont.
Your Honor in your charitie may do well
Not to upbraid me with those weaknesses
Too late repented.

Lord.
I nor do, nor will;
And you shall find Ile lend a helping hand
To raise your fortunes: How deals your brother with you?

Luke.
Beyond my merit, I thank his goodnesse fort.
I am a Freeman, all my debts dischargd,
Nor does one Creditor undone by me
Curse my loose riots. I have meat and cloaths,
Time to ask heaven remission for whats past;
Cares of the world by me are laid aside,
My present povertys a blessing to me;
And though I have been long, I dare not say
I ever livd till now.

Lord.
You bear it well;
Yet as you wish I should receive for truth
What you deliver, with that truth acquaint me
With your brothers inclination. I have heard
In the acquisition of his wealth, he weighs no:
Whose ruines he builds upon.

Luke.
In that report
Wrongs him, my Lord. He is a Citizen,
And would increase his heap, and will not lose
What the Law gives him. Such as are worldly wise
Pursue that tract, or they will nere wear skarlet.
But if your Honor please to know his temper,
You are come opportunely. I can bring you
Where you unseen shall see, and hear his carriage
Towards some poor men, whose making or undoing
Depend upon his pleasure.
A Table, Count book, Standish, Chair and stools set out,

Lord.
To my wish,
I know no object that could more content me.
Exeunt


ACTUS PRIMUS, SCENA TERTIA.
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ENTER SIR JOHN, Hoyst, Fortune, Penurie, Goldwire.

Sir John.
WHAT would you have me do? reach me a chair.
When I lent my moneys I appeard an Angel;
But now I would call in mine own, a Divel.

Hoyst.
Were you the Divelsdamme, you must stay till I have it.
For as I am a Gentleman,
Enter Luke placing the Lord Lacie,

Luke.
There you may hear all.

Hoyst.
I pawnd you my land for the tenth part of the value,
Now, cause I am a Gamester, and keep Ordinaries,
And a Liverie punk, or so, and trade not with
The money-mongers wives, not one will be bound for me:
Tis a hard case, you must give me longer day
Or I shall grow very angry.

Sir John.
Fret, and spare not.
I know no obligation lies upon me
With my honey to feed Drones. But to the purpose,
How much owes Penurie?

Goldwire.
Two hundred pounds:
His Bond three times since forfeited.

Sir John.
Is it sud?

Goldwire.
Yes Sir, and execution out against him

Sir John.
For bodie and goods.

Goldwire.
For both, Sir.

Sir John.
See it servd.

Penurie.
I am undone; my wife and family.
Must starve for want of bread.

Sir John.
More Infidel thou
In not providing better to supportem.
Whats Fortunes debt?

Goldwire.
A thousand, Sir.

Sir John.
An estate
For a good man. You were the glorious Trader,
Embracd all bargains; the main venturer
In every Ship that launchd forth; kept your wife
As a Ladie, she had her Coach, her choice
Of Summer-houses, built with other mens moneys
Took up at Interest, the certain road
To Ludgate in a Citizen. Pray you acquaint me
How were my thousand pounds imployd?

Fortune.
Insult not
On my calamity, though being a debtor,
And a slave to him that lends, I must endure it.
Yet hear me speak thus much in my defence;
Losses at sea, and those Sir, great, and many,
By storms, and tempests, not domestical riots
In soothing my wives humor, or mine own,
Have brought me to this low ebb.

Sir John.
Suppose this true;
What ist to me? I must, and will have my money,
Or Ile protest you first, and that done have
The Statute made for Bankrupts servd upon you.

Fortune.
Tis in your power, but not in mine to shun it.

Luke.
Not as a brother, Sir, but with such dutie
As I should use unto my Father, since
Your charitie is my parent, give me leave
To speak my thoughts.

Sir John.
What would you say?

Luke
No word, Sir,
I hope shall give offence; nor let it relish
Of flattery, though I proclaim aloud:
I glory in the bravery of your mind,
To which your wealths a servant. Not that riches
Is or should be contemnd, it being a blessing
Derivd from heaven, and by your industry
Pulld down upon you; but in this dear, Sir,
You have many equals: Such a mans possessions
Extend as far as yours, a second hath
His bags as full; a third in credit flies
As high in the popular voice: but the distinction
And noble difference by which you are
Divided from em, is, that you are styld
Gentle in your abundance, good in plentie,
And that you feel compassion in your bowels
Of others miseries (I have found it, Sir,
Heaven keep me thankful fort) while they are cursd
As rigid and inexorable.

Sir John.
I delight not
To hear this spoke to my face.

Luke.
That shall not grieve you,
Your affability, and mildnesse cloathd
In the garments of your debtors breath
Shall every where, though you strive to conceal it
Be seen, and wondred at, and in the act
With a prodigall hand rewarded. Whereas such
As are born only for themselvs, and live so,
Though prosperous in wordly understandings,
Are but like beasts of rapine, that by odds
Of strength, usurp, and tyrannize ore others
Brought under their subjection.

Lord.
A rare fellow!
I am strangely taken with him.

Luke.
Can you think Sir,
In your unquestiond wisdome, I beseech you,
The goods of this poor man sold at an out-crie,
His wife turnd out of doors, his children forcd
To beg their bread: this gentlemans estate
By wrong extorted can advantage you?

Hoyst.
If it thrive with him hang me, as it will damn him
If he be not converted.

Luke.
You are too violent.
Or that the ruine of this once brave Merchant
(For such he was esteemd though now decayd)
Will raise your reputation with good men.
But you may urge, pray you pardon me, my zeal
Makes mee thus bold and vehement, in this
You satisfie your anger, and revenge
For being defeated. Suppose this, it will not
Repair your losse, and there was never yet
But shame, and scandall in a victorie
When the rebells unto reasons passions fought it.
Then for revenge by great souls it was ever
Contemnd, though offered; entertaind by none
But cowards, base, and abject spirits, strangers
To morall honestie, and never yet
Acquainted with religion.

Lord.
Our divines
Cannot speak more effectually.

Sir John.
Shall I be
Talkd out of my money?

Luke.
No, Sir, but intreated
To do your self a benefit, and preserve
What you possesse intire.

Sir. John.
How my good brother?

Luke.
By making these your beads-men. When they eat,
Their thanks next heaven, will be paid to your mercy
When your Ships are at Sea, their prayers will swell
The Sails with prosperous winds, and guardem from
Tempests, and pirates: keep your ware-houses
From fire, or quenchem with their tears.

Sir John.
No more.

Luke.
Write you a good man in the peoples hearts,
Follow you every where.

Sir John.
If this could be.

Luke.
It must or our devotions are but words,
I see a gentle promise in your eie,
Make it a blessed act, and poor, me rich
In being the instrument.

S. John.
You shall prevail.
Giveem longer day. But do you hear, no talk oft.
Should this arrive at twelve on the Exchange.
I shall be laught at for my foolish pity.
Which mony men hate deadly. Take your own time
But see you break not. Carrieem to the Cellar,
Drink a health, and thank your Orator.

Penurie.
On our knees Sir.

Fortune.
Honest M. Luke!

Hoyst.
I blesse the Counter where
You learnd this Retorick.

Luke.
No more of that friends.
Exeunt Luke, Hoyst, Fortune, Penurie

S. John.
My honorable Lord

Lord.
I have seen and heard all,
Excuse my manners, and wish heartily
You were all of a peece. Your charity to your debtors
I do commend, but where you should expresse
Your pietie to the height, I must boldly tell you
You shew your self an Athiest.

Sir John.
Make me know
My error, and for what I am thus censurd,
And I will purge my self, or else confesse
A guiltie cause.

Lord.
It is your harsh demeanour
To your poor brother.

S. John.
Is that all?

Lord.
Tis more
Then can admit defence. You keep him as
A Parasite to your table, subject to
The scorn of your proud wife: an underling
To his own Neeces. And can I with mine honor
Mix my blood with his, that is not sensible
Of his brothers miseries?

S. John.
Pray you take me with you,
And let mee yeeld my reasons why I am
No opener handed to him. I was born
His elder brother, yet my fathers fondnesse
To him the younger robbd me of my birth-right:
He had a fair estate, which his loose riots
Soon brought to nothing. Wants grew heavy on him
And when layd up for debt, of all forsaken,
And in his own hopes lost, I did redeem him,

Lord.
You could not do lesse.

S. John.
Was I bound to it my Lord?
What I possesse, I may with justice call
The harvest of my industry. Would you have me,
Neglecting mine own family, to give up
My estate to his disposure?

Lord.
I would have you,
Whats passd forgot, to use him as a brother;
A brother of fair parts, of a clear soul,
Religious, good, and honest.

S. John.
Outward gloss
Often deceivs, may it not prove so in him,
And yet my long acquaintance with his nature
Renders me doubtful, but that shall not make
A breach between us: Let us in to dinner,
And what trust, or imployment you think sit
Shall be conferred upon him: If he prove
True gold in the touch, Ile be no mourner for it.

Lord.
If counterfeit, Ile never trust my judgment.

Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER LUKE, HOLDFAST, Goldwire, Tradewell.

Holdfast.
The like was never seen.

Luk.
Why in this rage man?

Holdfast.
Men may talk of Country-Christmases, and Courtgluttonie,
Their thirty pound butterd eggs, their Pies of Carps tongues,
Their Pheasants drenchd with Ambergreece, the carkases
Of three fat Weathers bruised for gravie to
Make sauce for a single Peacock, yet their feasts
Were fasts compard with the Cities.

Tradewell.
What deer dainty
Was it thou murmurst at?

Holdfast.
Did you not observe it?
There were three sucking piggs servd up in a dish,
Took from the sow as soon as farrowed,
A fortnight fed with dates, and muskadine,
That stood my Master in twenty marks a piece,
Besides the puddings in their bellies made
Of I know not what. I dare swear the cook that dressd it
Was the Devill, disguisd like a Dutch-man.

Goldwire.
Yet all this
Will not make you fat, fellow. Holdfast.

Holdfast.
I am rather
Starvd to look ont. But heres the mischief, though
The dishes were raisd one upon another
As woodmongers do billets, for the first,
The second, and third course, and most of the shopps
Of the best confectioners in London ransackd
To furnish out a banquet, yet my Lady
Calld me penurious rascall, and crid out,
There was nothing worth the eating.

Goldwire.
You must have patience,
This is not done often.

Holdfast.
Tis not fit it should,
Threesuch dinners more would break an Alderman,
And make him give up his cloak. I am resolvd
To have no hand int. Ile make up my accompts
And since, my Master longs to be undone:
The great Fiend be his Steward, I will pray,
And blesse my self from him.

Exit Holdfast.

Goldwire.
The wretch shews in this
An honest care.

Luke.
Out on him, with the fortune
Of a slave, he has the mind of one. However
She bears me hard, I like my Ladies humor,
And my brothers sufferage to it. They are now
Busie on all hands; one side eager for
Large portions, the other arguing strictly
For jointures, and securitie; but this
Being above our scale, no way concerns us.
How dul you look? in the mean time how intend you
To spend the hours?

Goldwire.
We well know how we would,
But dare not serve our wills.

Tradewell.
Being prentices,
We are bound to attendance.

Luke.
Have you almost servd out
The term of your Indentures, yet make conscience
By starts to use your liberty? Hast thou traded
In the other world, exposd unto all dangers,
To make thy Master rich, yet darst not take
Some portion of the profit for thy pleasure?
Or wilt thou being keeper of the Cash,
Like an Ass that carries dainties, feed on Thistles?
Are you gentlemen born, yet have no gallant tincture
Of gentry in you? You are no Mechanicks,
Nor serve some needy shop-keeper, who surveighs
His every-day-takings. You have in your keeping,
A masse of wealth, from which you may take boldly,
And no way be discoverd, Hes no rich man
That knows all he possesses, and leavs nothing
For his servants to make prey of. I blush for you,
Blush at your poverty of spirit, you
The brave sparks of the City?

Goldwire.
M. Luke,
I wonder, you should urge this, having felt
What miserie follows riot.

Tradewell.
And the penance
You indurd fort in the Counter.

Luke.
You are fools,
The case is not the same. I spent mine own money,
And my stock being smal, no mervail twas soon wasted.
But you without the least doubt or suspicion,
If cautelous, may make bold with your Masters.
As for example; when his Ships come home,
And you take your receipts, as tis the fashion,
For fifty bales of Silk you may write forty,
Or for so many pieces of Cloth of Bodkin,
Tissue, Gold, Silver, Velvets, Sattins, Taffaties,
A piece of each deducted from the grosse
Will never be missd, a dash of a pen will do it.

Trad.
I, but our fathers bonds that lye in pawn
For our honesties must pay fort.

Luke.
A meer bugbear
Invented to fright children. As I live
Were I the master of my brothers fortunes,
I should glory in such servants. Didst thou know
What ravishing lechery it is to enter
An Ordinarie, ca pa pe, trimd like a Gallant,
(For which in truncks conceald be ever furnishd)
The reverence, respect, the crouches, cringes,
The musical chime of Gold in your cramd pockets,
Commands from the attendants, and poor Porters?

Tradewell.
Oh rare!

Luke.
Then sitting at the Table with
The braveries of the kingdom, you shall hear
Occurrents from all corners of the world,
The plots, the Counsels, the designs of Princes,
And freely censureem; the City wits
Crid up, or decrid, as their passions leadem;
Judgment having nought to do there.

Tradewell.
Admirable!

Luke.
My Lord no sooner shal rise out of his chair,
The gameing Lord I mean, but you may boldly
By the priviledge of a gamester fill his room,
For in play you are all fellows; have your knife
Assoon in the Pheasant; drink your health as freely,
And striking in a luckie hand or two,
Buy out your time.

Tradewell.
This may be: but suppose
We should be known.

Luke.
Have mony and good cloaths
And you may passe invisible. Or if
You love a Madam-punck, and your wide nostrill
Be taken with the sent of cambrick smocks
Wrought, and perfumd.

Goldwire.
There, there, M. Luke,
There lyes my road of happiness.

Luke.
Injoy it,
And pleasures stoln being sweetest, apprehend
The raptures of being hurried in a Coach
To Brainford, Stanes, or Barnet.

Goldwire.
Tis inchanting,
I have provd it.

Luke.
Hast thou?

Goldwire.
Yes in all these places,
I have had my several Pagans billeted
For my own tooth, and after ten pound suppers
The curtains drawn, my Fidlers playing all night
The shaking of the sheets, which I have dancd
Again, and again with my Cockatrice. M. Luke,
You shall be of my counsel, and we two sworn brothers,
And therefore Ile be open. I am out now
Six hundred in the Cash, yet if on a sudden
I should be calld to account, I have a trick
How to evade it, and make up the sum.

Tradewell.
Ist possible?

Luke.
You can intrust your Tutor.
How? how? good Tom.

Goldwire.
Why look you. We cash-keepers
Hold correspondence, supply one another
On all occasions. I can borrow for a week
Two hundred pounds of one, as much of a second,
A third lays down the rest, and when they want,
As my Masters monies come in, I do repay it,
Ka me, ka thee.

Luke.
An excellent knot! tis pity
It ere should be unloosd; for me it shall not,
You are shewn the way friend Tradewell, ou may make use ont,
Or freeze in the ware-house, and keep company
With the Cator Holdfast.

Tradewell.
No, I am converted.
A Barbican Broker will surnish me with out side,
And then a crash at the Ordinarie.

Goldwire.
I am for
The Lady you saw this morning, who indeed is
My proper recreation.

Luke.
Go to Tom,
What did you make me?

Goldwire.
Ile do as much for you,
Imploy me when you please:

Luke.
If you are enquired for,
I will excuse you both.

Tradewell.
Kind M. Luke;

Goldwire.
Weel break my Master to make you;
You know.

Luke.
I cannot love money, go boyes. When time serves
It shall appear, I have another end int.

Exeunt.
Enter Lord, Sir John, Lacie, Plenty, Lady, Ann, Mary, Milliscent.

Sir John.
Ten thousand pounds a piece Ile make their portions,
And after my decease it shall be double,
Provided you assure them for their jointures
800l. per annum, and intail
A thousand more upon the heirs male,
Begotten on their bodies.

Lord.
Sir, you bind us
To very strict conditions.

Plentie.
You my Lord
May do as you please: but to me it seems strange,
We should conclude of portions, and of jointures,
Before our hearts are settled.

Ladie.
You say right,
A chair set out.
There are counsels of more moment, and importance
On the making up of marriages to be
Considerd duly, then the portion, or the jointures
In which a mothers care must be exacted,
And I by speciall priviledge may challenge
A casting voice.

Lord.
Hows this?

Lady.
Even so my Lord,
In these affairs I govern.

Lord.
Give you way tot?

S. John.
I must my Lord.

Lady.
Tis fit he should, and shall:
You may consult of somthing else, this Province
Is wholly mine.

Lacie.
By the City custom Madam?

Lady.
Yes my young Sir, and both must look my daughters
Will hold it by my Copie.

Plenty.
Brave ifaith.

S. John.
Give her leave to talk, we have the power to do;
And now touching the businesse we last talkd of,
In private if you please.

Lord.
Tis well remembred,
You shall take your own way Madam.
Exeunt Lord and S. John.

Lacie.
What strange lecture
Will she read unto us?

Lady.
Such as wisedom warrants
From the Superiour bodies. Is Stargaze ready
With his several Schemes?

Millis.
Yes Madam, and attends

Your pleasure.

Exit Milliscent.

Lacie.
Stargaze, Ladie: What is he?

Lady.
Call him in. You shall first know him, then admire him
For a man of many parts, and those parts rare ones.
Hees every thing indeed, parcel Physician,
And as such prescribes my diet, and foretells
My dreams when I eat Potatos; parcel Poet,
And sings Encomiums to my virtues sweetly;
My Antecedent, or my Gentleman Usher;
And as the starrs move, with that due proportion
He walks before me; but an absolute Master
In the Calculation of Nativities;
Guided by that nere-erring science, calld,

Judicial Astrologie.

Plentie.
Stargaze! sure
I have a penny Almanack about me
Inscribd to you, as to his Patroness,
In his name publishd.

Lady.
Keep it as a jewel.
Some States men that I will not name, are wholly
Governed by his predictions, for they serve
For any latitude in Christendome,
Aswell as our own climate.
Enter Milliscent, and Stargaze, with two Schemes.
Lady
I believe so.

Plentie.
Must we couple by the Almanack?

Lady.
Be silent,
And ere we do articulate, much more
Grow to a full conclusion, instruct us
Whether this day and hour, by the planets, promise
Happie success in, marriage.

Stargaze.
In omni
Parte, & toto.

Plentie.
Good learnd Sir, in English.
And since it is resolved we must be Coxcombs,
Make us so in our own language.

Stargaze.
You are pleasant:
Thus in our vulgar tongue then.

Ladie.
Pray you observe him.

Stargaze.
Venus in the West-angle, the house of marriage the
7th house, in Trine of Mars, in Conjunction of Luna, and Mars
Almuthen, or Lord of the Horoscope.

Plentie.
Hoy day

Ladie.
The Angels language, I am ravishd! forward.

Stargaze.
Mars as I said Lord of the Horoscope, or geniture, in mutual reception of each other, shee in her Exaltation, and he in his Triplicitie trine, and face, assure a fortunate combination to Hymen. excellent prosperous and happie.

Ladie.
Kneel, and give thanks.
The Women kneel

Lacie.
For what we understand not.

Plenty.
And have as little faith inc.

Lady.
Be credulous,
To me tis Oracle.

Stargaze.
Now for the sovereigntie of my future Ladies, your daughters after they are married.

Plenty.
Wearing the breeches you mean.

Lady.
Touch that point home,
It is a principal one, and with London Ladies
Of main consideration.

Stargaze
This is infallible: Saturn out of all dignities in his detriment and fall, combust: and Venus in the South-angle elevated above him, Ladie of both their Nativities; in her essential, and accidental dignities; occidental from the Sun, oriental from the Angle of the East, in Cazini of the Sun, in her joy, and free from the malevolent beams of infortunes; in a sign commanding, and Mars in a constellation obeying, she fortunate, and he dejected, the disposers of marriage in the Radix of the native in feminine figures, argue foretel, and declare preheminence, rule, preheminen ce and absolute soveraignity in women.

Lacie.
Ist possible!

Stargaze.
Tis drawn, I assure you, from the Aphorismes of the old Chaldeans;
Zoroastes the first and greatest Magician,
Mercurius Trismegistius, the later Ptolomy, and the everlasting
Prognosticator, old Erra Pater.

Lady.
Are you yet satisfid!

Plentie.
In what?

Lady.
That you
Are bound to obey your Wives, it being so
Determind by the starrs, against whose influence
There is no opposition.

Plenty.
Since I must
Be married by the Almanack, as I may be,
Twere requisite the services and duties
Which, as you say, I must pay to my wife,
Were set down in the Calender.

Lacie.
With the date
Of my Apprenticeship.

Lady.
Make your demands;
Ile sit as Moderatrix, if they presse you
With over hard conditions.

Lacie.
Mine hath the Van,
I stand your charge, sweet.

Stargaze.
Silence.

Anne.
I require first
(And that since tis in fashion with kind husbands,
In civil manners you must grant) my will
In all things whatsoever, and that will
To be obeyd, not argud.

Lady.
And good reason.

Plenty.
A gentle Imprimis.

Lacie.
This in grosse contains all;
But your special Items, Lady.

Anne.
When I am one
(And you are honourd to be styld my husband)
To urge my having my Page, my Gentleman-Usher;
My Woman sworn to my secrets; my Caroch
Drawn by six Flanders Mares; my Coachman, Grooms,
Postilian, and Footmen.

Lacie.
Is there ought else
To be demanded?

Anne.
Yes Sir, mine own Doctor; French, and Italian Cooks;
Musicians, Songsters,
And a Chaplain that must preach to please my fancie;
A friend at Court to place me at a Mask;
The private Box took up at a new Play
For me, and my retinue; a fresh habit,
(Of a fashton never seen before) to draw
The Gallants eies that sit on the Stage upon me;
Some decayd Ladie for my Parasite,
To flatter me, and rail at other Madams;
And there ends my ambition.

Lacie.
Your desires
Are modest, I confess.

Anne.
These toies subscribd to,
And you continuing an obedient Husband
Upon all fit occasions, you shall find me
A most indulgent Wife.

Lady.
You have said, give place
And hear your younger Sister.

Plenty.
If shee speak
Her language, may the great Friend booted & spurrd,
With a Sithe at his girdle, as the Scotchman saies,
Ride headlong down her throat.

Lacie.
Curse not the Judg
Besore you hear the sentence.

Mary.
In some part
My Sister hath spoke well for the Citie pleasures,
But I am for the Countries, and must say
Under correction in her demands
She was too modest.

Lacie.
How like you this Exordium?

Plenty.
Too modest, with a mischief I

Mary.
Yes, too modest:
I know my value, and prize it to the worth;
My youth, my beauty.

Plenty.
How your glasse deceives you?

Mary.
The greatnesse of the portion I bring with me,
And the Sea of happinesse that from me flows to you.

Lacie.
She bears up close.

Mary.
And can you in your wisedom,
Or rusticall simplicity imagine,
You have met some innocent Country girle, that never
Lookd further then her fathers farm, nor knew more
Then the price of corn in the Market; or at what rate
Beef went a stone? that would surveigh your dayrie,
And bring in mutton out of Cheese, and butter?
That could give directions at what time of the Moon
To cut her Cocks, sor (apons against Christmas,
Or when to raise up Goslings?

Plenty.
These are arts
Would not mis-become you, though you should put in
Obedience and duty.

Mary.
Yes, and patience,
To sit like a fool at home, and eye your thrashers;
Then make provition for your slavering Round,
When you come drunk from an Ale-house after hunting,
With your Clowns and Comrades as if all were yours,
You the Lord Paramount, and I the drudge;
The case Sir, must be otherwise.

Plentie.
How, I beseech you?

Mary.

Marry thus. I will not like my Sister challenge
Whats usefull, or superfluous from my Husband,
Thats base all ore. mine shall receive from me,
What I think fit. Ile have the State conveyd
Into my hands; and be put to his pension,
Which the wise viragos of our climate practise,
I will receive your rents.

Plenty.
You shall be hangd first.

Mary.
Make sale, or purchase. Nay Ile have my neighbours
Instructed, when a passenger shall ask,
Whose house is this? though you stand by to answer,
The Lady Plenties. Or who owes this manner?
The Lady Plenty. Whose sheep are these? whose oxen?
The Lady Plenties.

Plentie.
A plentifull Pox upon you

Mary.
And when I have children, if it be enquird
By a stranger whose they are, they shall still Eccho
My Lady Plenties? the Husband never thought on.

Plenty.
In their begetting I think so.

Mary.
Since youl marry
In the City for our wealth, in justice, we
Must have the Countries Soveraignty.

Plenty.
And we nothing.

Mary.
A Nagg of forty shillings, a couple of Spaniels,
With a Spar-Hawk is sufficient, and these too,
As you shall behave your self, during my pleasure,
I will not greatly stand on. I have said Sir,
Now if you like me, so.

Lady.
At my intreaty,
The Articles shall be easier.

Plenty.
Shall they ifaith?
Like Bitch, like Whelps:

Lacie.
Use fair words.

Plenty.
I cannot;
I have read of a house of pride, and now I have found one:
A whirle winde overturn it.

Lacie.
On these terms,
Wil your minxship be a Lady?

Plenty.
A Lady in a morris,
Ile wedd a Pedlers punck first.

Lacie.
Tinkers trull,
A begger without a smock.

Plenty.
Let Mounsieur Almanack,
Since he is so cunning with his Jacobs Staffe,
Find you out a Husband in a bowling Ally

Lacie.
The general pimp to a Brothel.

Plenty.
Though that now,
All the loose desires of man were rakd up in me,
And no means but thy Maiden-head left to quenchem,
I would turn Cynders, or the next Sow-gelder,
On my life should libb me, rather then imbrace thee.

Ann.
Wooing do you call this?

Mary.
A Bear-baiting rather.

Plenty.
Were you worried, you deserve it, and I hope
I shall live to see it.

Lacie.
Ile not rail, nor curse you,
Only this; you are pretty peates, and your great portions
Adds much unto your handsomenesse, but as
You would command your Husbands you are beggers,
Deformd, and uglie.

Lady.

Hear me.

Plenty.
Not a word more.
Exeunt Lacie and Plenty.

Ann.
I ever thought twould come to this.

Mary.
Wee may
Lead Apes in Hell for Husbands, if you bind us
T articulate thus with our sutors.
Both speak weeping.

Stargaze.
Now the Clowd breaks,
And the Storm will fall on me.

Lady.
You rascal, jugler.
She breaks his head, and beats him.

Stargaze.
Dear Madam.

Lady.
Hold you intelligence with the Starrs,
And thus deceive me?

Stargaze.
My art cannot erre,
If it does sle burn my Astrolabe. In mine own Starr
I did fore see this broken head, and beating;
And now your Ladyship sees, as I do feel it,
It could not be avoided.

Lady.
Did you?

Stargaze.
Madam,
Have patience but a week, and if you finde not
All my predictions true touching your daughters,
And a change of fortune to your self, a rare one,
Turn me out of doors. These are not the men, the Planets
Appointed for their Husbands, there will come
Gallants of another metall.

Milliscent.
Once more trust him.

Ann. and Mary.
Do, Lady mother.

Ladie.
I am vexd, look to it;
Turn ore your books, if once again you fool me,
You shall graze elswhere: Come Girles.

Exeunt

Stargaze.
I am glad I scapd thus.


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCENA TERTIA.
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ENTER LORD, AND Sir John.

Lord.
THE plot shews very likely.

Sir John.
I repose
My principal trust in your Lordship; twill prepare
The physick I intend to minister
To my Wife, and Daughters.

Lord.
I will do my parts
To set it off to the life.
Enter Lacie and Plenty.

Sir John.
It may produce
A Scene of no vulgar mirth. Here come the Suitors;
When we understand how they relish my Wifes humors,
The rest is feasible.

Lord.
Their looks are cloudie.

Sir John.
How fits the wind? Are you ready to launch forth.
Into this sea of marriage.

Plenty.
Call it rather
A Whirle-pool of afflictions.

Lacie.
If you please
To injoin me to it, I will undertake
To find the North-passage to the Indies sooner,
Then plough with your proud Heifer.

Plenty.
I will make
A Voiage to Hell first.

Sir John.
How, Sir?

Plenty.
And court Proserpine
In the fight of Pluto, his three headed Porter
Cerberus standing by, and all the suries,
With their whips to scourge me fort, then say, I Jeffrey
Take your Mary for my Wife.

Lord.
Why whats the matter?

Lacie.
The matter is, the mother, with your pardon,
I cannot but speak so much, is a most insufferable,
Proud, insolent Ladie.

Plenty.
And the daughters worse.
The Damm in years had thadvantage to be wicked.
But they were so in her belly.

Lacie.
I must tell you,
With reverence to your wealth, I do begin
To think you of the same leaven.

Plenty.
Take my counsel;
Tis safer for your credit to prosesse
Your self a Cuckold, and upon record,
Then say they are your Daughters.

Sir John.
You go too far Sir.

Lacie.
They have so Articld with us.

Plenty.
And will not take us
For their Husbands, but their slaves, and so aforehand
They do profess theyl use us.

Sir John.
Leave this heat:
Though they are mine I must tell you, the perverseneess
Of their manners (which they did not take from me,
But from their mother) qualified, they deserve

Your equalls.

Lacie.
True, but whats bred in the bone
Admits no hope of cure:

Plenty.
Though Saints, and Angels
Were their Physitians.

Sir John.
You conclude too fast.

Plenty.
God bowy you, Ile travail three years, but Ile bury
This shame that lives upon me.

Lacie.
With your licence,
Ile keep him company.

Lord.
who shall furnish you,
For your expences?

Plenty.
He shall not need your help,
My purse is his, we were rivals, but now friends,
And will live and die so.

Lacie.
Ere we go Ile pay
My duty as a son.

Plenty.
And till then leave you.

Ext. Lscei and Plenty.

Lord.
They are strangely movd.

Sir John.
Whats wealth, accompanied
With disobedience in a wife and children?
My heart will break

Lord.
Be comforted, and hope better;
Weel ride abroad, the fresh air and discourse,
May yield us new inventions.

Sir John.
You are noble,
And shall in all things, as you please command me.
Exeunt


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER SHAVEEM AND Secret.

Secret.
DEAD doings, Daughter.
Shavem
Doings! sufferings mother:
Men have forgot what doing is;
And such as have to pay for what they do,
Are impotent, or Eunuchs.

Secret.
You have a friend yet,
And a striker too, I take it.
Musick come down.

Shaveem.
Goldwire is so,
And comes to me by stealth, and as he can steal, maintains me
In cloaths, I grant; but alas Dame, whats one friend?
I would have a hundred for every hour, and use
And change of humour I am in a fresh one.
Tis a flock of sheep that makes a lean Wolf fat,
And not a single Lambkin. I am starvd,
Starvd in my pleasures. I know not what a Coach is,
To hurrie me to the Burse, or old Exchange,
The Neathouse for Musk-mellons, and the Gardens
Where we traffick for Asparagus, are to me
In the other world.

Secret.
There are other places Ladie.
Where you might find customers.

Shaveem.
You would have me fout it
To the Dancing of the Ropes, sit a whole afternoon there
In expectation of Nuts and Pippins;
Gape round about me, and yet not find a Chapamn
That in courtesie will bid a chop of mutton,
Or a pint of Drum-wine for me.

Secret.
You are so impatient.
But I can tell you news will comfort you,
And the whole Sister hood.

Shavem.
Whats that?

Secret.
I am told
Two Embassadours are come over. A French Monsieur,
And a Venetian, one of the Clarissimi,
A hot reind Marmosue. Their followers,
For their Countries honor after a long Vacation,
Will make a full term with us.

Shavem.
They indeed are
Our certain and best customers: Who knocks there?

Knock within.

Within Ramble.
Open the door.

Secret.
What are you?

Ramble.
Within Ramble.

Scuffle.
Within Scuffle.
Within Ramble.
Your constant visitants.

Shaven.
Let em not in.
I know em swaggering, suburbian roarers,
Six-penny truckers

Within Ramble.
Down go all your windows,
And your neighbours too shall suffer.

Within Scuffle.
Force the doors.

Secret.
They are out-laws, mistrisse Shavem, and there is
No remedie against em, what should you fear?
They are but men, lying at your close ward,
You have foyld their betters.

Shavem.
Out you Baud. You care not
Upon what desperate service you imploy me,
Nor with whom, so you have your fee.

Secret.
Sweet ladie-bird
Sing a milder key.
Enter Ramble and Scuffle.

Scuffle.
Are you grown proud?

Ramble.
I knew you a wastcotier in the garden allies,
And would come to a saylors whistle.

Secret.
Good Sir Ramble,
Use her not roughly. Shee is very tender.

Ramble.
Rank and rotten, is she not?
She draws her knife, Ramble his sword.

Shavem.
Your spittle rogueships
Shall not make me so.

Secret.
As you are a man, Squire Scuffle,
Step in between em. A weapon of that length
Was nere drawn in my house.

Shavem.
Let him come on,
Ile scoure it in your gutt, you dog.

Ramble.
You brach,
Are you turnd mankind. You forgot I gave you,
When wee last joind issue, twenty pound.

Shavem.
Ore night,
And kicke it out of me in the morning. I was then
A novice, but I know to make my game now.
Fetch the Constable.
Enter Goldwire like a Justice of Peace, Dingem like a Constable, the Musicians like watch men.

Secret.

Ah me. Heres one unsent for,
And a Justice of Peace too.

Shavem.
Ile hang you both you rascalls,
I can but ride. You for the purse you cut
In Powls at a sermon. I have smoakd you. And you for the bacon
You took on the high way from the poor market woman
As she road from Rumford.

Ramble.

Mistris Shavem.

Scuffle.
Mistris Secret,
On our knees we beg your pardon.

Scuffle.
Set a ransom on us.

Secret.
We cannot stand trifling. If you mean to save them,
Shut them out at the back-door.

Shavem.
First for punishment
They shall leave their cloaks behind em, and in sign
I am their soveraign, and they my vassalls,
For homage kiss my Shoo-sole rogues, and vanish.
Exeunt Ramble and Scuffle.

Goldwire.
My brave virago. The coasts clear. Strike up.

Shavem.
My Goldwire made a Justice.
Goldwire, and the rest discovered.

Secret.
And your scout
Turnd Constable, and the Musiclans watch-men.

Goldwire.
We come not to fright you, but to make you merry.
A light Lavolto.

They dance.

Shavem.
I am tird. No more.
This was your device.

Dingem.
Wholly his own. He is
No pig sconce Mistris.

Secret.
He has an excellent head-peece

Goldwire.
Fie no, not I: your jeering gallants say
We Citizens have no wit.

Dingem.
He dyes that says so.
This was a master-piece.

Goldwire.
A trifling stratagem,
Not worth the talking of.

Shavem.
I must kiss thee for it
Again, and again.

Dingem.
Make much of her. Did you know
What suiters she had since she saw you.

Goldwire.
Ithe way of marriage.

Dingem.
Yes Sir, for marriage, and the other thing too.
The commoditie is the same. An Irish Lord offerd her.
Five pound a week.

Secret.
And a cashierd Captain, half
Of his entertainment.

Dingem.
And a new made Courtier.
The next suit he could beg.

Goldwire.
And did my sweet one
Refuse all this for me?

Shavem.
Weep not for joy,
Tis true. Let others talk of Lords, and Commanders,
And country heirs for their servants; but give mee
My gallant prentice. He parts with his mony
So civilly, and demurely; keeps no account
Of his expences, and comes ever furnishd.
I know thou hast brought money to make up
My gown and petticoat, with thappurtenances.

Goldwire.
I have it here Duck, thou shalt want for nothing.

Shavem.
Let the chamber be perfumd, and get you Sirrah
His cap, and pantables ready.

Goldwire.
Theres for thee,

And thee. That for a banquet.

Secret.
And a cawdle
Again you rise.

Goldwire.

There.

Shavem.
Usher us up in state.

Goldwire.
You will be constant.
Exeunt wanton, Musick plaid beforeem

Shavem.
Thou art the whole world to me.


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCENA SECUNDA.
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Enter Luke.

Within Anne.
WHERE is this Uncle?

Within Lady.
Call this Beadsman, brother: he hath forgot attendance.

Within Mary.
Seek him out: idlenesse spoils him.

Luke.
I deserve much more then their scorn can load me with, and tis but justice,
That I should live the families drudge, designd
To all the sordid offices their pride
Imposes on me; since if now I sate
A Judge in mine own cause, I should conclude
I am not worth their pitie: such as want
Discourse, and judgment, and through weaknesse fall,
May merit mans compassion; but I
That knew prosusenesse of expence the parent
Of wretched poverty, her fatal daughter,
To riot out mine own, to live upon
The alms of others! steering on a rock
I might have shund: O heaven! tis not fit
I should look upward, much lesse hope for mercy.
Enter Lady, Anne, Mary, Stargaze, and Milliscent.

Lady.
What are you devising, Sir?

Anne.
My Uncle is much given to his devotion.

Mary.
And takes time to mumble
A Pater noster to himself.

Lady.
Know you where
Your brother is? It better would become you
(Your means of life depending wholly on him)
To give your attendance.

Luke.
In my will I do:
But since he rode sorth yesterday with Lord Lacie,
I have not seen him.

Lady.
And why went not you
By his stirrup? how do you look? were his eies closd,
Youd be glad of such imploiment.

Luke.
Twas his pleasure
I should wait your command, those I am ever
Most ready to receive.

Lady.
I know you can speak well,
But say and do.
Enter Lord Lacie with a Will.

Luke.
Here comes my Lord.

Lady.
Further off:
You are no companion for him, and his businesse
Aims not at you, as I take it.
Luke
Can I live in this base condition?
aside

Lady.
I hopd, my Lord,
You had brought Mr. Frugall with you, for I must ask
An account of him from you.

Lord.
I can give it, Ladie;
But with the best discretion of a woman,
And a strong fortifid patience, I desire you
To give it hearing

Luke.
My heart beats.

Lady.
My Lord, you much amaze me.

Lord.
I shall astonish you. The noble Merchant,
Who living was for his integritie
And upright dealing (a rare miracle.
In a rich Citizen) Londons best honour;
Is — I am loth to speak it.

Luke.
Wondrous strange!

Lady.
I do suppose the worst, not dead I hope?

Lord.
Your suppositions true, your hopes are false:
Hees dead.

Lady.

Ay mee.
Anne

My Father.

Mary.
My kind Father.

Luke.
Now they insult not.

Lord.
Pray hear me out.
Hees dead. Dead to the world, and you. And now
Lives onely to himself.

Luke.
What Riddles this?

Lady.
Act not the torturer in my afflictions;
But make me understand the summe of all
That I must undergo.

Lord.
In few words take it;
He is retird into a Monastery,
Where he resolves to end his daies.

Luke.

More strange.

Lord.
I saw him take poste for Dover, and the wind
Sitting so fair, by this hees safe at Calice,
And ere long will be at Lovain.

Lady.
Could I guesse
What were the motives that inducd him to it,
Twere some allay to my sorrows.

Lord.
I le instruct you,
And chide you into that knowledg: twas your pride
Above your rank, and stubborn disobedience
Of these your daughters, in their milk suckd from you:
At home the harshnesse of his entertainment,
You wilfully forgetting that your all
Was borrowed from him; and to hear abroad
The imputations dispersd upon you,
And justly too, I fear, that drew him to
This strict retirement: And thus much said for him;
I am my self to accuse you.

Lady.
I confesse
A guilty cause to him, but in a thought,
My Lord, I nerc wrongd you.

Lord.
In fact you have;
The insolent disgrace you put upon
My onely Son, and Mr. Plenty; men, that lovd
Your daughters in a noble way, to wash off
The scandal, put a resolution in em
For three years travel.

Lady.
I am much grievd for it.

Lord.
One thing I had forgot; your rigor to
His decaied brother, in which your flatteries,
Or sorcevies, made him a coagent with you,
Wrought not the least impression.

Luke.
Humph! this sounds well.

Lady.
Tis now past help: after these storms, my Lord,
A little calme, if you please.

Lord.
If what I have told you
Shewd like a storm, what now I must deliver
Will prove a raging tempest. His whole estate
In lands and leases, debts and present moneys,
With all the movables he stood possesd of,
With the best advice which he could get for gold
From his learned counsel, by this formall Will
Is passd ore to his brother. With it take
The key of his counting house. Not a groat left you,
Which you can call your own.

Ladie.
Undone for ever.

Ann.

Marie. What will become of us?

Luke.
Humph!

Lord.
The Scenes changd,
And he that was your slave, by fate appointed
Your governour, you kneel to me in vain,
I cannot help you, I discharge the trust
Imposd upon me. This humilitie
From him may gain remission, and perhaps
Forgetfulnesse of your barbarous usage to him.

Lady.
Am I come to this.

Lord.
Enjoy your own, good Sir,
But use it with due reverence. I once heard you
Speak most divinely in the opposition
Of a revengefull humor, to these shew it;
And such who then depended on the mercy
Of your brother wholly now at your devotion,
And make good the opinion I held of you;
Of which I am most confident.

Luke.
Pray you rise,
And rise with this assurance, I am still,
As I was of late, your creature; and if raisd
In any thing, tis in my power to serve you,
My will is still the same. O my Lord!
This heap of wealth which you possesse me of.
Which to a worldly man had been a blessing,
And to the messenger might with justice challenge
A kind of adoration, is to me
A curse, I cannot thank you for; and much lesse
Rejoyce in that tranquility of mind,
My brothers vows must purchase. I have made
A dear exchange with him. He now enjoyes
My peace, and poverty, the trouble of
His wealth conferd on me, and that a burthen
Too heavy for my weak shouldiers.

Lord.
Honest soul,
With what feeling he receivs it.

Lady.
You shall have
My best assistance, if you please to use it
To help you to suport it.

Luke.
By no means,
The waight shall rather sinck me, then you part
With one short minute from those lawfull pleasures
Which you were born to in your care to aid me,
You shall have all abundance. In my nature
I was ever liberall, my Lord you know it.
Kind, affable. And now me thinks I see
Before my face the Jubile of joy,
When it is assurd, my brother lives in me,
His debtors in full cups crownd to my health,
With Paeans to my praise will celabrate.
For they well know tis far from me to take
The forfeiture of a Bond. Nay I shall blush,
The interest never paid after three years,
When I demand my principall. And his servants
Who from a slavish fear paid her obedience
By him exacted; now when they are mine
Will grow familiar friends, and as such use me,
Being certain of the mildnesse of my temper,
Which my change of fortune, frequent in most men
Hath not the power to alter.

Lord.
Yet take heed Sir
You ruine it not with too much lenity,
What his fit severity raisd.

Lady.
And we fall from
That height we have maintaind.

Luke.
Fle build it higher,
To admiration higher. With disdain
I look upon these habits, no way suiting
The wife, and daughters of a knighted Citizen
Blessd with abundance.

Lord.
There Sir, I joyn with you;
A fit decorum must be kept, the Court
Distinguished from the City.

Luke.
With your favour
I know what you would say, but give me leave
In this to be your advocate. You are wide,
Wide the whole region in what I purpose.
Since all the titles, honours, long descents
Borrow their gloss from wealth, the rich with reason
May challenge their perogatives. And it shall be
My glory, nay a triumph to revive
In the pomp that these shall shine, the memory
Of the Roman matrons, who kept captive Queens
To be their hand-maids. And when you appear
Like Juno in full majesty, and my Neeces
Like Iris, Hebe, or what deities else
Old Poets fancie; your cramd ward-robes richer
Then various natures, and draw down the envy
of our western world upon you, onely hold me
your vigilant Hermes with aeriall wings,
My Caduceus my strong zeal to serve you,
Pressd to fecth in all rarities may delight you,
And am made immortall.

Lord.
A strange frensie.

Luke.
Off with these rags, and then to bed. There dream
Of future greatnesse, which when you awake
Ile make a certain truth: but I must be
A doer, not a promiser. The performance
Requiring host, I kisse your hands, and leave you.

Exit Luke.

Lord.
Are we all turnd statues: have his strange words charmd us?
What muse you on Lady?

Lady.
Do not trouble me.

Lord.
Sleep you too, young ones?

Anne.
Swift wingd time till now
Was never tedious to me. Would twere night.

Mary.
Nay morning rather.

Lord.
Can you grouud your faith
On such impossibilities? have you so soon
Forgot your good Husband?

Lady.
Hee was a vanitie
I must no more remember.

Lord.
Excellent!
You your kind Father?

Anne.
Such an Uncle never
Was read of in Storie!

Lord.
Not one word in answer
Of my demands?

Mary.
You are but a Lord, and know
My thoughts soar higher.

Lord.
Admirable! I will leave you
To your Castles in the Air, when I relate this
It will exceed belief, but he must know it.

Exit Lord.

Stargaze.
Now I may boldly speak: May it please you Madam,
To look upon your Vassal; I foresaw this,
The Starrs assurd it.

Lady.
I begin to feel
My self another woman.

Stargaze.
Now you shall find
All my predictions true, and nobler matches
Prepard for my young Ladies.

Milliscent.

Princely Husbands.

Anne.
Ile go no lesse.

Mary.
Not a word more,
Provide my night-rayl.

Millisc.
What shall we be to morrow.
Exeunt


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCENA TERTIA.
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ENTER LUKE WITH a key.

Luke.
TWAS no phantastick object, but a truth
A reall truth. Nor dream I did not slumber,
And could wake ever with a brooding eye
To gaze upont! It did indure the touch,
I saw, and felt it. Yet what I beheld
And handld oft, did so transcend beleese
(My wonder, and astonishment passd ore)
I faintly could give credit to my senses.
Thou dumb magician that without a charm
Didst make my entrance easie, to possesse
What wise men wish, and toyl for. Hermes Moly;
Sybillas golden bough; the great Elixar,
Imagind onely by the Alchymist
Compard with thee are shadows, thou the substance.
And guardian of felicity. No marvail,
My brother made thy place of rest his bosome,
Thou being the keeper of his heart, a mistris
To be huggd ever. In by corners of
This sacred room, silver in bags heapd up
Like billets sawd, and ready for the fire,
Unworthy to hold fellowship with bright gold
That flowd about the room, conceald it self.
There needs no artificiall light, the splendor
Makes a perpetuall day there, night and darknesse
By that still burning lamp for ever banishd.
But when guided by that, my eyes had made
Discovery of the caskets, and they opend,
Each sparkling diamond from it self shot forth
A pyramd of flames, and in the roof
Fix it a glorious Star, and made the place
Heavens abstract, or Epitome. Rubies, Saphires, and ropes of Orient pearl; these seen I could not
But look on with contempt, And yet I found
What weak credulity could have no faith in
A treasure far exceeding these, Here lay
A mannor bound fast in a skin of parchment,
The wax continuing hard, the acres melting.
Here a sure deed of gift for a market town,
If not redeemd this day, which is not in
The unthrists power. There being scarce one shire
In Wales or Englands where my moneys are not
Lent out at usurie, the certain hook
To draw in more. I am sublimd! grosse earth
Supports me not. I walk on ayr! whos there
Theivs, raise the street, thievs!
Enter Lord, Sir John, Lacie, and Plenty, as Indians.

Lord.
What strange passions this?
Have you your eies? do you know me?

Luke.
You, my Lord!
I do: but this retinue, in these shapes too,
May well excuse my fears. When tis your pleasure
That I should wait upon you, give me leave
To do it at your own house, for I must tell you,
Things as they now are with me, well considerd,
I do not like such visitants.

Lord.
Yesterday
When you had nothing, praise your poverty fort,
You could have sung secure before a thief;
But now you are growu rich, doubts and suspitions,
And needless fears possess you. Thank a good brother,
But let not this exalt you.

Luke.
A good brother:
Good in his conscience, I confesse, and wise,
In giving ore the world. But his estate
Which your Lordship may conceive great, no way answers
The general opinion. Alas,
With a great charge, I am left a poor man by him.

Lord.
A poor man, say you?

Luke.
Poor, compard with what
Tis thought I do possesse. Some little land,
Fair houshold furniture; a few good debts,
But empty bags I find: yet I will be
A faithful Steward to his wife and daughters,
And to the utmost of my power obey
His will in all things

Lord.
Ile not argue with you
Of his estate, but bind you to performance
Of his last request, which is for testimony
Of his religious charitie, that you would
Receive these Indians, lately sent him from
Virginia, into your house; and labour
At any rate with the best of your endeavours,
Assisted by the aids of our Divines,
To make m Christians.

Luke.
Call you this, my Lord,
Religious charitie? to send Infidelle,
Like hungrie Locusts, to devour the bread
Should feed his family. I neither can,
Nor will consent tot.

Lord.
Do not slight it, tis
With him a businesse of such consequence,
That should he onely hear tis not embracd,
And chearfully, in this his conscience aiming
At the saving of three souls, twill draw him ore
To see it himself accomplishd.

Luke.
Heaven forbid
I should divert him from his holy purpose
To worldly cares again. I rather will
Sustain the burthen, and with the converted
Feast the converters, who I know will prove
The greater feeders.

Sir John.
Oh, ha, enewah Chrish bully leika.

Plenty.

Enaula.

Lacy.
Harrico botikia bonnery.

Luke.
Ha! In this heathen language,
How is it possible our Doctors should
Hold conference with em? or I use the means
For their conversion?

Lord.
That shall be no hinderance
To your good purposes. They have livd long
In the English Colonie, and speak our language
As their own Dialect; the businesse does concern you:
Mine own designs command me hence. Continue,
As in your poverty you were, a pious
And honest man

Exit.

Luke.
That is, interpreted,
A slave, and begger.

Sir John.
You conceive it right,
There being no religion, nor virtue
But in abundance, and no vice but want.
All deities serve Plutus.

Luke.

Oracle.

Sir John.
Temples raisd to our selvs in the increase
Of wealth, and reputation, speak a wiseman;
But sacrifice to an imagind power,
Of which we have no sense, but in belief,
A superstitious fool.

Luke.
True worldly wisdom.

Sir John.
All knowledge else is folly.

Laoie.
Now we are yours,
Be confident your better Angel is
Enterd your house.

Plenty.
There being nothing in
The compasse of your wishes, but shall end
In their fruition to the full.

Sir John.
As yet,
You do not know us, but when you understand
The wonders we can do, and what the ends were
That brought us hither, you will entertain us
With more respect.

Luke.
Theres somthing whispers to me,
These are no common men; my house is yours,
Enjoy it freely: onely grant me this,
Not to be seen abroad till I have heard
More of your sacred principles, pray enter.
You are learnd Europians, and wee worse
Then ignorant Americans.

Sir John.
You shall find it.
Exeunt


ACTUS QUARTUS, SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER DINGEM, GETTALL, and Holdfast.

Dingem.
NOT speak with him? with fear survey me better;
Thou figure of famine.

Gettal.
Comming, as we do,
From his quondam patrons, his dear Ingles now,
The brave spark Tradewell.

Dingem.
And the man of men
In the service of a woman, gallant Goldwire.

Enter Luke.

Holdfast.
I knowem for his prentices without

These flourishes. Here are rude fellows Sir.

Dingem.
Not yours, you rascall?

Holdfast.
No, Don pimp: you may seekem
In Bridewell, or the hole, here are none of your comrogues.

Luke.
One of em looks as he would cut my throat:
Your businesse, friends?

Holdfast.
Ile fetch a constable,
Let him answer him in the Stocks.

Dingem.
Stir and thou datst.
Fright me with Bridewell and the Stocks? they are flea-bitings
I am familiar with

Luke.
Pray you put up.
And sirrah hold your peace.

Dingem.
Thy words a law,
And I obey. Live scrape-shoo, and be thankfull.
Thou man of muck, and money, for as such
Know salute thee. The Suburbian gamsters
Have heard thy fortunes, and I am in person sent to congratulate.

Gettal.
The news hath reachd
The ordinaries, and all the gamsters are
Ambitious to shake the golden golls
Of worshipfull Mr. Luke. I come from Tradewell
Your fine facetious factor

Dingem.
I from Goldwire.
He and his Hellen have prepard a banquet
With the appurtenances to entertain thee,
For I must whisper in thine ear, thou art
To be her Paris, but bring mony with thee
To quit old scores.

Gettall.
Blind chance hath frownd upon

Brave Tradewell. Hees blown up, but not without
Hope of recovery, so you supply him
With a good round sum. In my house I can assure you
Theres half a million stirring.

Luke.
What hath he lost?

Gettal.

Three hundred.

Luke.
A trifle.

Gettall.
Make it up a thousand,
And I will fit him with such tools as shall
Bring in a miriad.

Luke.
They know me well,
Nor need you use such circumstances forem.
Whats mine is theirs. They are my friends, not servants;
But in their care to enrich me, and these courses
The spetding means. Your name, I pray you?

Gett.
Gettall;
I have been many years an Ordinary-keeper,
My Box my poor Revenue.

Luke.
Your name suits well
With your profession. Bid him bear up, he shall not
Sit ong on pennilesse-bench.

Gettall.
There spake an Angel.

Luke.
You know Mistris Shavem?

Gettall.
The Pontifical Punk.

Luke.

The same. Let him meet me there some two hours hence,
And tell Tom Goldwire I will then be with him,
Furnishd beyond his hopes, and let your Mistris
Appear in her best trim.
Dingem.
She will make thee young,

Old AESON. She is ever furnishd with
Medaeas Drugs, Restoratives. I flie
To keep em sober till thy worship come,
They will be drunk with joy else.

Gettall.
Ile run with you.
Exeunt Dingem and Gettall.

Holdfast.
You will not do as you say, I hope.

Luke.
Inquire not,
I shall do what becoms me — to the door.

Knocking.
New Visitants: What are they?

Holdfast.
A whole batch, Sir,
Almost of the same leaven: your needy Debtors,
Penury, Fortune, Hoyst.

Luke.
They come to gratulate
The fortune falln upon me.

Holdfast.
Rather, Sir,
Like the others, to prey on you.

Luke.
I am simple,
They know my good nature. But let em in however.

Holdf.
All will come to ruine, I see beggery
Already knocking at the door. You may enter — 
But use a conscience, and do not work upon
A tender-hearted Gentleman too much,
Twill shew like charitie in you.
Enter Fortune, Penury and Hoyst.

Luke.
Welcome Friends:
I know your hearts, and wishes; you are glad
You have changd your Creditor.

Penury.
I weep for joy
To look upon his Worships face.

Fortune.
His Worships?
I see Lord Major written on his forehead;
The Cap of Maintenance, and Citie Sword
Born up in state before him.

Hoyst.
Hospitals,
And a third Burse erected by his Honour.

Penury.
The Citie Poet on the Pageant-day
Preferring him before Gresham.

Hoyst.
All the Conduits
Spouting Canary Sack.

Fortune.
Not a prisoner left,
Under ten pounds.

Penury.
We his poor Beads-men feasting
Our neighbours on his bounty.

Luke.
May I make good
Your prophecies, gentle friends, as Ile indeavour
To the utmost of my power.

Holdf.
Yes, for one year,
And break the next.

Luke.
You are ever prating, Sirrha:
Your present businesse, friends?

Fortune.
Were your brother present,
Mine had been of some consequence; but now
The power lies in your Worships hand, tis little,
And will I know, as soon as askd, be granted.

Luke.
I is very probable.

Fortune.
The kind forbearance
Of my great debt, by your means, heavn praisd fort,
Hath raisd my sunk estate. I have two Ships,
Which I long since gave lost, above my hopes
Returnd from Barbary, and richly fraighted.

Luke.
Where are they?

Fortune.

Near Gravesend.

Luke.
I am truly glad oft.

Fortune.
I find your worships charity, and dare swear so.
Now may I have your licence, as I know
With willingnesse I shall, to make the best
Of the commodities, though you have execution,
And after judgment against all thats mine,
As my poor body, I shall be enabld
To make payment of my debts to all the world,
And leave my self a competence.

Luke.
You much wrong me,
If you onely doubt it. Yours Mr. Hoyst.
Hoyst
Tis the surrendring back the morgage of
My lands, and on good tearms, but three daies patience;
By an Uncles death I have means lest to redeem it,
And cancell all the forfeited Bonds I seald too
In my visits to the Merchant, for I am
Resolvd to leave off play, and turn good husband.

Luke.
A good intent, and to be cherishd in you.

Yours Penury.

Penury.
My state stands as it did, Sir:
What I owd I ow, but can pay nothing to you.
Yet if you please to trust me with ten pounds more,
I can buy a commoditie of a Sayler
Will make me a freeman. There Sir is his name;
And the parcels I am to deal for.
Gives him a paper.

Luke.
You are all so reasonable
In your demands, that I must freely grant em.
Some three hours hence meet me on the Exchange,
You shall be amply satisfid.

Penury.
Heaven preserve you.

Fortune.
Happie were London if within her walls
She had many such rich men.
Exeunt Fortune, Hoyst. and Penury.

Luke.
No more, now leave me;
I am full of various thoughts. Be carefull Holdfast
I have much to do.

Holdfast.
And I something to say
Would you give me hearing.

Luke.
At my better leasure
Till my return, look well unto the Indians.
In the mean time do you as this directs you.
Exeunt


ACTUS QUARTUS, SCENA SECUNDA.
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ENTER GOLDWIRE, TRADEWELL. Shavem, Secret, Gettal, and Dingem.

Goldwire.
ALL that is mine is theirs. Those were his words

Dingem.
I am authenticall.

Tradewell.
And that I should not
Sit long on pennilesse bench.

Gettall.
But suddainly start up
A gamster at the height, and cry at all.

Shavem.
And did he seem to have an inclination
To toy with me?

Dingem.
He wishd you would put on
Your best habiliments, for he resolvd
To make a joviall day ont.

Goldwire.
Hug him close wench,
And thou mayit eat gold, and amber. I wel know him
For a most insatiate drabber. He hath given,
Before he spent his own estate, which was
Nothing to the huge massehees now possessd of,
A hundred pound a leap.

Shavem.
Hell take my Doctor,
He should have brought me some fresh oyl of Talk,
These Ceruses are common.

Secret.
Troth sweet Lady,
The colours are well laid on.

Goldwire.
And thick enough,
find that on my lips.

Shavem.
Do you so, Jack sauce.
Ile keepem further of.

Goldwire.
But be assurd first
Of a new mainteiner ere you cashire the old one.
But bind him fast by thy forceries, and thou shalt
Be my revenue; the whole colledge study,
The reparation of thy ruind sace;
Thou shalt have thy proper and bald-headed Coach-man:
Thy Tailor, and Embroiderer shall kneel
To thee their Idoll. Cheap-side and the Exchange shall court thy custome, and thou shalt forget
There ever was a Saint Martins. Thy procurer
Shall be sheathd in Velvet, and a reverend Vail
Passe her for a grave Marton. Have an cie to the door,
And let lowd musick when this Monarch enters
Proclaim his entertainment.
Dingem.
Thats my office.
The Consorts ready.

Cornets flor.

Enter Luke.

Tradewell.
And the god of pleasure

Mr. Luke our Comus enters.

Goldwire.
Set your face in order,
I will prepare him. Live I to see this day,
And to acknowledge you my royal master?

Tradewell.
Let the iron Chests flie open, and the gold
Rusty for want of use appear again.

Gettall.
Make my ordinary flourish.
Shavem.
Welcom, Sir,
To your own Palace.

Musick.

Goldwire.
Kisse your Cleopatra,
And shew your self in your magnificent bounties
A second Anthony.
Dingem.
All the Nine Worthies.

Secret.
Variety of pleasures wait on you.
And a strong back.

Luke.
Give me leave to breath, I pray you.
I am astonishd! all this preparation
For me? and this choice modest beauty wrought
To feed my appetite.

All.
We are all your creatures.

Luke.
A house well furnishd.

Goldwire.
At your own cost, Sir.
Glad I the Instrument. I prophecied
You should possesse what now you do, and therefore
Prepard it for your pleasure. Theres no ragg
This Venus wears, but on my knowledge was
Derivd from your brothers Cash. The Lease of the house
And Furniture, cost near a thousand, Sir.
Shavem.
But now you are master both of it and me.
I hope youl build elswhere.

Luke.
And see you placd
Fair one to your desert. As I live, friend Tradewell,
I hardly knew you, your cloaths so wel become you.
What is your losse; speak truth?

Tradewell.
300, Sir.

Gettall.
But on a new supply he shall recover
The summe told twenty times ore.
Shavm.
There is a banket,
And after that a soft Couch that attends you.

Luke.
I couple not in the day-light. Expectation
Heightens the pleasure of the night, my sweet one
Your musicks harsh, discharge it: I have provided
A better Confort, and you shall frollick it
In another place.

Cease musick.

Goldw.
But have you brought gold, and store Sir?

Tradew.
I long to wear the Caster.

Goldw.
I to appear
In a fresh habit.
Shavem.
My Mercer and my Silkman
Waited me two hours since.

Luke.
I am no Porter
To carrie so much gold as will supply
Your vaste desires, but I have tane order for you,
Enter Sheriffe, Marshall, and Officers.
You shall have what is fitting, and they come here will see it performd. Do your offices: You have
My Lord Chief Justices Warrant forc.

Sheriff.
Seize em all.
Shavem.
The Citie-Marshal!

Goldwire.
And the Sheriff. I know him.

Secret.
We are betrayd.
Dingem.

Undone.

Gettall.

Dear M. Luke.

Goldwire.
You cannot be so cruel: your perswasion
Chid us into these courses, oft repeating,
Shew your selvs City-sparks, and hang up mony.

Luke.
True, when it was my brothers I contemnd it,
But now it is mine own, the case is alterd.

Tradewel.
Will you prove your self a divel? tempt us to mischief,
And then discover it.

Luke.
Argue that hereafter.
In the mean time, M. Goldwire, you that made
Your ten pound suppers; kept your puncks at livery
In Brainford, Stanes, and Barnet; and this in London.
Held correspondence with your fellow-cashers,
Ka me, ka thee; And knew in your accompis
To cheat my brother, if you can evade me,
If there be law in London your fathers Bonds
Shall answer for what you are out.

Goldwire.
You often told us
It was a bug-bear.

Luke.
Such a one as shall frightem
Out of their estates to make me satisfaction,
To the utmost scruple. And for you Madam,
My Cleopatra, by your own confession
Your house, and all your movables are mine;
Nor shall you, nor your Matron need to trouble
Your Mercer, or your Silkman; a blew gown,
And a whip to boot, as I will handle it
Will serve the turnu in Bridewell, and these soft hands,
When they are inutd to beating hemp, be scourd
In your penitent tears, and quite forget
Powders, and bitter almonds.
Shavem, Secret, Dingem.
Will you shew no mercy?

Luke.
I am inexorable.

Gettall.
Ile make bold
To take my leave, the gamsters stay my comming.

Luke.
We must not part so, gentle M. Gettal.
Your box, your certain in-com, must pay back
Three hundred as I take it, or you lie by it.
Theres half a million stirring in your house,
This a poor trifle, Mr. Shriefe, and M. Marshall
On your perills do your offices.

Goldwire.
Dost thou crie now
Like a maudlin gamster after loss? Ile suffer
Like a Boman, and now in my miserie,
In scorn of all thy wealth, to thy teeth tell thee
Thou wert my pander.

Luke.
Shall I hear this from
My prentice?

Marshall.
Stop his mouth.

Sheriffe.
Away withem.
Exeunt Sheriffe, Marshal, and the rest

Luke.
A prosperous omen in my entrance to
My alterd nature. These house-thievs removd,
And what was lost, beyond my hopes recoverd,
Will add unto my heap. Increase of wealth
Is the rich mans ambition, and mine
Shall know no bounds. The valiant Macedon
Having in his conceit subdud one world,
Lamented that there were no more to conquer: in my way he shall be my great example.
And when my private house in cramd abundance
Shall prove the chamber of the City poor,
And Genoways banquers shall look pale with envy
When I am mentiond, I shall grieve there is
No more to be exhausted in one Kingdome.
Religion, conscience, charity, farewell.
To me you are words onely, and no more,
All humane happinesse consists in store.

Exit.


ACTUS QUARTUS, SCENA TERTIA.
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ENTER SERJEANTS, FORTUNE, Hoyst, Penurie.

Fortune.
A T M. Lukes suite? the action twenty thousand?

1 Serjeant.
With two or three executions, which shall grind
You to powder when we have you in the Counter.

Fortune.
Thou dost belie him varlet. He, good gentleman,
Will weep when he hears how we are usd.

1 Serjeant.
Yes milstones.

Penurie.
He promisd to lend me ten pound for a bargain,
He will not do it this way.

2 Serjeant.
I have warrant
For what I have done. You are a poor fellow,
And there being little to be got by you,
In charity, as I am an officer,
I would not have seen you, but upon compulsion,
And for mine own security.

3 Serjeant.
You are a gallant,
And I do you a courtesie; provided
That you have mony. For a piece an hour
Ile keep you in the house, till you send for bail.

2 Serjeant.
In the mean time yeoman run to the other Counter,
And search if there be ought else out against him.

3 Serjant.
That Done, haste to his creditors. Hees a prize,
And as we are City pirates by our oaths,
We must make the best ont.

Hoyst.
Do your worst, I care not.
Ile be removd to the Fleet, and drink and drabbe there
In spite of your teeth. I now repent I ever
Intended to be honest

Enter Luke.

3 Serjeant.
Here he comes
You had best tell so.

Fortune.
Worshipfull Sir,
You come in time to free us from these ban-dogs.
I know you gave no way tot.

Penurie.
Or if you did,
T was but to try our patience.

Hoyst.
I must tell you
I do not like such trialls.

Luke.
Are you Serjeants
Acquainted with the danger of a rescue,
Yet stand here prating in the street. The Counter
Is a safer place to parly in.

Fortune.
Are you in earnest?

Luke.
Y s faith, I will be satsfid to a token,
Or build upont you rott there.

Fortune.
Can a gentleman,
Of your soft and silken temper, speak such language?

Penurie.
So honest, so religious.

Hoyst.
That preachd
So much of charity for us to your brother?

Luke.
Yes when I was in poverty it shewd well,
But I inherite with his state, his minde,
And rougher nature. I grant, then I talkd
For some ends to my self conceald, of pitie,
The poor mans orisons; and such like nothing.
But what I thought you all shall feel, and with rigor.

Kind M. Luke saies it. who paies for your attendance?
Do you wait gratis?

Fortune.
Hear us speak.

Luke.
While I,
Like the Adder stop mine ears. Or did I listen,
Though you spake with the tongues of Angels to me
I am not to be alterd.

Fortune.
Let me make the best
Of my shippes, and their fraight.

Penurie.
Lend me the ten pounds you promisd.

Hoyst.
A day or twos patience to redeem my morgage,
And you shall be satisfid.

Fortune.
To the utmost farthing.

Luke.
Ile shew some mercie; which is, that I will not
Torture you with false hopes, but make you know
What you shall trust to. Your Ships to my use
Are seized on. I have got into my hands
Your bargains from the Sailor, twas a good one
For such a petty summ. I will likewise take
The extremity of your Morgage, and the forfeit:
Of your several Bonds, the use, and principle
Shall not serve. Think of the basket, wretches,
And a Coal-sack for a winding-sheet.

Fortune.
Broker.

Hoyst.
Iew.

Fortune.
Imposer.

Hoyst.
Cut-throat.

Fortune.
Hypocrite.

Luke.
Do, rayle on.
Move mountaines with your breath, it shakes not me,

Penurie.
On my knees I beg compassion my wife and children
Shall hourly pray for your worship.

Fortune.
Mine betake thee
To the Devil thy tutor.

Penurie.
Look upon my tears.

Hoyst.
My rage.

Fortune.
My wrongs.

Luke.
They are all a like to me.
Intreats, curses, prayers, or imprecations.
Doe your duties Serjants, I am else where lookd for.

Exit Luke.

3. Serjant.
This your kind creditor?

2. Serjant.
A vast villan rather.

Penurie.
See, see, the Serjeants pitie us. Yet hees marble.

Hoist.
Buried alive!

Fortune.
Theres no meanes to avoid it.
Exeunt


ACTUS QUARTUS, SCENA QUARTA.
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ENTER HOLDFAST, STARGAZE, and Milliscent.

Stargaze.
NOT waite upon my Lady?

Holafast.
Nor come at her,
You finde it not in your Alminack.

Milliscent.
Nor I have licence
To bring her breakfast.

Holdfast.
My new master hath
Decreed this for a fasting day. She hath feasted long
And after a carnivale Lent ever follows.

Milliscent.
Give me the key of her ward-robe. Youl repent this:
I must know what Gown sheel wear;

Holdfast.
You are mistaken,
Dame president of the sweet meates. shee and her daughters
Are turnd Philosophers, and must carry all.
Their wealth about em. They have cloaths laid in their chamber,
If they please to put em on, and without help too,
Or they may walk naked. You look M. Stargaze
As you had seen a strange comet, and had now foretold,
The end of the world, and on what day. And you,
As the wasps had broke into the galley-pots,
And eaten up your Apricocks.

Within Lady.

Stargazer. Milliscent.

Milliscent.
My Ladyes voice.

Holdfast.
Stir not, you are confind here.
Your Ladiship may approach them if you please,
But they are bound in this circle.

Within Lady.
Mine own bees
Rebell against me. When my kind brother knows this
I will be so revengd.

Holdfast.
The worlds well alterd.
Hees your kind brother now. but yesterday
Your slave and jesting-stock.

Enter Lady, Anne, Mary, in course habit weeping.

Milliscent.
What witch hath transformd you?

Starg.
Is this the glorious shape your cheating brother
Premisd you should appear in?

Milliscent.
My young Ladies
In buffin gowns, and green aprons! tearem off,
Rather shew all then be seen thus.

Holdfast.
Tis more comly
I wis then their other whim-whams.

Millis.
A french hood too;
Now tis out of fashion, a fools cap would shew better

Lady.
We are foold indeed, by whose command are we usd thus?

Enter Luke.

Holdf.
Here he comes that can best resolve you.

Lady.
O good brother!
Do you thus preserve your protestation to me?
Can Queens envy this habit? or did Juno
Ere feast in such a shape?

Anne.
You talkd of Hebe,
Of Iris, and I know not what; but were they
Dresd as we are; They were sure some Chandlers daughters
Bleaching linnen in Moor-fields.

Mary.
Or Exchange-wenches,
Comming from eating pudding-pies on a Sunday
At Pemlico, or Islington.

Luke.
Save you Sister.
I now dare style you so: you were before
Too glorious to be lookd on; now you appear
Like a City Matron, and my pretty Neeces
Such things as were born, and bred there. Why should you ape
The fashions of Court-Ladies? whose high titles
And pedegrees of long descen, give warrant
For their superfluous braverie? twas monstrous:
Till now you nere lookd lovely.

Lady.
Is this spoken
In scorn?

Luke.
Fie, no, with judgment. I make good
My promise, and now shew you like your selvs,
In your own naturall shapes, and stand resolvd
You shall continue so.

Lady.
It is confessd Sir.

Luke.
Sir! Sirrah. Use your old phrase, I can bear it.

Lady.
That if you please forgotten. We acknowledge
We have deservd ill from you, yet despair not;
Though we are at your disposure, youl maintain us
Like your brothers wife, and daughters.

Luke.
Tis my purpose.

Lady.
And not make us ridiculous.

Luke.
Admird rather,
As fair examples for our proud City dames,
And their proud brood to imitate: do not frown
If you do, I laugh, and glory that I have
The power in you to scourge a generall vice,
And rise up a new Satyrist: but hear gently,
And in a gentle phrase Ile reprehend
Your late disguisd deformity, and cry up
This decency, and neatnesse, with thadvantage
You shall receive by t.

Lady.
We are bound to hear you.

Luke.
With a soul inclind to learn. Your father was
An honest Country farmer. Good-man Humble,
By his neighbours nere calld master. Did your pride
Descend from him? but let that passe: your fortune,
Or rather your husbands industry, advancd you
To the rank of a Merchants wife. He made a Knight,
And your sweet mistris-ship, Ladyfid; you wore
Sattin on solemn days, a chain of gold,
A Velvet hood, rich borders, and sometimes
A dainty Miniver cap, a silver pin
Headed with a pearl worth three-pence, and thus far
You were priviledgd, and no man envid it,
It being for the Cities honour, that
There should be a distinction between
The Wife of a Patritian, and Plebean.

Millis.
Pray you leave preaching, or chcose some other text;
Your Rhetorick is too moving, for it makes
Your auditory weep.

Luke.
Peace, chattering Mag-pie,
Ile treat of you anon: but when the height
And dignity of Londons blessings grew
Contemptible, and the name Lady Maioress
Became a by-word, and you scornd the means
By which you were raisd, my brothers fond indulgence
Giving the reigns toot; and no object pleasd you
But the glittering pomp, and bravery of the Court.
What a strange, nay monstrous Metamorphosis followd!
No English workman then could please your fancy;
The French, and Tuscan dresse your whole discourse;
This Baud to prodigality entertaind
To buz into your ears, what shape this Countesse
Appeard in the last mask; and how it drew
The young Lords eyes upon her; and this usher
Succeeded in the eldest prentices place
To walk before you.

Lady.
Pray you end.

Holdfast.
Proceed Sir,
I could fast almost a prentiship to hear you.
You touchem so to the quick.

Luke.
Then as I said,
The reverend hood cast off, your borrowd hair
Powderd, and curld, was by your dressers art
Formd like a Coronet, hangd with diamonds,
And the richest Orient pearl: Your Carkanets
That did adorn your neck of equall value:
Your Hungerland bands, and Spanish quellio russes:
Great Lords and Ladies feasted to survey
Embroiderd petticoats: and ficknesse faind
That your night rayls of forty pounds a piece
Might be seen with envy of the visitants;
Rich pantables in ostentation shown,
And roses worth a family; you were servd in plate;
Stird not a foot without your Coach. And going
To Church not for devotion, but to shew
Your pomp, you were tickld when the beggars cryd
Heaven save your honour, this idolatric
Paid to a painted room.

Holdfast.
Nay, you have reason
To blubber all of you

Luke.
And when you lay
In child bed, at the Christning of this minx,
I well remember it, as you had been
An absolute princess, since they have no more,
Three severall chambers hung. The first with Arras,
And that for waiters; the second Grimson Sattin
For the meaner sort of guests; the third of Skarlet,
Of the rich Tirian dy; a Canopie
To cover the brats cradle: you in state
Like Pompies Julia.

Lady.
No more I pray you.

Luke.
Of this be sure you shall not. Ile cut off
What ever is exorbitant in you,
Or in your Daughters, and reduce you to
Your naturall forms, and habits: not in revenge
Of your base usage of me, but to fright
Others by your example: Tis decreed
You shall serve one another, for I will
Allow no waiter to you. Out of doors
With these uselest drones,
Whilst the Act Plays, the Footstep, little Table, and Arras hung up for the Musicians.

Holdfast.
Will you pack?

Milliscent.
Not till I have
My truncks along with me.

Luke.
Not a rag, you came
Hither without a box.

Stargaze.
Youl shew to me
I hope Sir more compassion.

Holdfast.
Troth Ile be
Thus far a suitor for him. He hath printed
An Almanack for this year at his own charge,
Let him have thimpression with him to set up with.

Luke.
For once Ile be intreated: let it be
Thrown to him out of the window.

Stargaze.
O cursed Stars
That raignd at my nativity! how have you cheated
Your poor observer.

Anne.
Must we part in tears?

Mary.
Farewell, good Milliscent.

Lady.
I am sick, and meet with
A rough Physician. O my pride! and scorn!
How justly am I punishd!

Mary.
Now we suffer
For our stubbornnesse and disobedience
To our good father.

Anne.
And the base conditions,
We imposd upon our Suitors.

Luke.
Get you in,
And Catterwall in a corner.
Lady, Anne, Mary, go off at one door; Stargaze and Millisc. at the other.

Lady.
Theres no contending.

Luke.
How likst thou my carriage, Holdfast?

Holdfast.
Well in some part,
But it rellishes I know not how, a little
Of too much tyranny.

Luke.
Thou art a fool:
Hees cruel to himself, that dares not be
Severe to those that usd him cruelly.
Exeunt?


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER LUKE, SIR John, Lacie and Plenty.

Luke.
YOU care not then, as it seems, to be converted
To our religion.

Sir John.
We know no such word,
Nor power but the Divel, and him we serve for fear,

Not love.

Luke.
I am glad that charge is savd.

Sir John.
We put
That trick upon your brother, to have means
To come to the Citie. Now to you weel discover
The close design that brought us, with assurance
If you lend your aids to furnish us with that
Which in the Colonie was not to be purchasd,
No merchant ever made such a return
For his most pretious venture, as you shall
Receive from us; far, far, above your hopes,
Or fancie to imagine.
Musicians come down to make ready for the song at Aras.

Luke.
It must be
Some strange commoditie, and of a dear value,
(Such an opinion is planted in me,
You will deal fairly) that I would not hazard.
Give me the name oft.

Lacie.
I fear you will make
Some scruple in your conscience to grant it.

Luke.
Conscience! No, no; so it may be done with safety,
And without danger of the Law.

Plenty.
For that
You shall sleep securely. Nor shall it diminish,
But add unto your heap such an increase,
As what you now possess shall appear an Atome
To the mountain it brings with it.

Luke.
Do not rack me

With expectation.

Sir John.
Thus then in a word:

The Divel. Why start you at his name? if you
Desire to wallow in wealth and worldly honors,
You must make haste to be familiar with him.
This Divel, whose Priest I am, and by him made
A deep Magician (for I can do wonders)
Appeard to me in Virginia, and commanded
With many stripes (for thats his cruel custome)
I should provide on pain of his fierce wrath
Against the next great sacrifice, at which
We groveling on our faces, fall before him,
Two Christian Virgins, that with their pure blood
Might dy his horrid Altars, and a third
(In his hate to such embraces as are lawful)
Married, and with your cerimonious rites
As an oblation unto Hecate,
And wanton Lust her favorite.

Luke.
A divellish custom:
And yet why should it startle me? there are
Enough of the Sex fit fort his use: but Virgins,
And such a Matron as you speak of, hardly to be wrought to it.

Plenty.
A Mine of Gold for a fee
Waits him that undertakes it, and performs it.

Lacie.
Know you no distressed Widow, or poor
Maids, whose want of dower, though well born,
Makesem weary of their own Country?

Sir John.
Such as had rather be
Miserable in another world, then where
They have surfeited in felicity?

Luke.
Give me leave,
I would not loose this purchase. A grave Matron!
And two pure virgins. Umph! I think my Sister
Though proud was ever honest; and my Neeces

Untainted yet. Why should not they be shippd
For this employment? they are burden some to me,
And eat too much. And if they stay in London,
They will find friends that to my losse will force me

To composition. Twere a Master-piece
If this could be effected. They were ever
Ambitious of title. Should I urge
Matching with these they shall live Indian Queens,
It may do much. But what shall I feel here,
Knowing to what they are designd? They absent,
The thought of them will leave me. It shall be so.
Ile furnish you, and to indear the service
In mine own family, and my blood too.

Sir John.
Make this good, and your house shall not
Contain the gold weel send you.

Luke.
You have seen my Sister, and my two Neeces?

Sir John.

Yes Sir.

Luke.
These perswaded
How happily they shall live, and in what pomp
When they are in your kingdoms, for you must
Workem a beliefe that you are Kings.

Plenty.
We are so.

Luke.
Ile put it in practice instantly. Study you
For moving language. Sister, Neeces. How
Enter Lady, Ann, Mary.
Stil mourning? dry your eyes, and clear these clouds
That do obscure your beauties. Did you believe
My personated reprehension; though
It shewd like a rough anger, could be serious?
Forget the fright I put you in. My ends
In humbling you was, to set off the height
Of honour, principle honor, which my studies
When you least expect it shall confer upon you.
Still you seem doubtfull: be not wanting to
Your selvs, nor let the strangenesse of the means,
With the shadow of some danger, render you

Incredulous.

Lady.
Our usage hath been such,
As we can faintly hope that your intents,
And language are the same.

Luke.
Ile change those hopes

To certainties.

Sir John.
With what art he winds about them!

Luke.
What wil you say? or what thanks shall I look for?
If now I raise you to such eminence, as
The wife, and daughters of a Citizen
Never arrivd at. Many for their wealth (I grant)
Have written Ladies of honor, and some few
Have higher titles, and thats the farthest rise
You can in England hope for. What think you
If I should mark you out a way to live
Queens in another climate?
The Banques ready. One Chair, and Wine.

Ann.
Wee desire
A competence.

Mary.
And prefer our Countries smoke
Before outlandish fire.

Lady.
But should we listen
To such impossibilities, tis not in
The power of man to make it good.

Luke.
Ile doot.
Nor is this seat of majesty far removd.
It is but to Virginia.

Lady.
How, Virginia!
High Heaven forbid. Remember Sir, I beseech you,
What creatures are shippd thither.

Ann.
Condemnd wretches,
Forfeited to the law.

Mary.
Strumpets and Bauds,
For the abomination of their life,
Spewd out of their own Country.

Luke.
Your false fears
Abuse my noble purposes. Such indeed
Are sent as slaves to labour there, but you
To absolute soveraignty. Observe these men,
With reverence observe them. They are Kings,
Kings of such spacious territories, and dominions:
As our great Brtitain measurd, will appear
A garden toot.

Lacie.
You shall be adord there

As Goddesses.

Sir John.
Your litters made of gold
Supported by your vassalls, proud to bear
The burthen on their shoulders.

Plenty.
Pomp, and ease,
With delicates that Europe never knew,
Like Pages shall wait on you.

Luke.
If you have minds
To entertain the greatnesse offerd to you,
With outstretched arms, and willing hands embrace it.
But this refusd, imagine what can make you
Most miserable here, and rest assurd,
In storms it falls upon you: take em in,
And use your best perswasion. If that fail.
Ile send em aboard in a dry fat.

Sir John.
Be not movd Sir.
Weel workem to your will: yet ere we part,
Your worldly cares deferd, a little mirth
Would not misbecome us.

Exeunt Lacie. Plenty, Lady, Ann, Mary.

Luke.
You say well. And now
It coms into my memory, this is my birth-day,
Which with solemity I would observe,
But that it would ask cost.

Sir John.
That shall not grieve you.
By my art I will prepare you such a feast,
As Persia in her height of pomp, and riot
Did never equall: and ravishing Musick
As the Italian Princes seldome heard
At their greatest entertainments. Name your guests.

Luke.
I must have none.

Sir John.
Not the City Senate?

Luke.

No.
Nor yet poor neighbours. The first would argue me
Of foolish oftentation, The latter
Of too much hospitality, and a virtue
Grown obsolete, and uselesse. I will sit
Alone, and surfet in my store, while others
With envy pine at it. My Genius pamperd
With the thought of what I am, and what they suffer
I have markd out to miserie.

Sir John.
You shall;
And something I will add, you yet conceive not,
Nor will I be flow-pacd.

Luke.
I have one businesse,
And that dispatchd I am free.

Sir John.
About it Sir,
Leave the rest to me.

Luke.
Till now I nere lovd magick.

Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCENA SECUNDA.
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ENTER LORD, OLD Goldwire, and Old Tradewell.

Lord.
BELIEVE me, gentlemen! I never was
So cozend in a fellow. He disguisd
Hypocrisie in such a cunning shape
Of reall goodnesse, that I would have sworn
This divell a Saint. M. Goldwire, and M. Tradewell,
What do you mean to do? put on.

Old Goldwire.
With your Lordships favour.

Lord.
Ile have it so.

Old Tradew.
Your will, my Lord, excuses
The rudenesse of our manners.

Lord.
You have receivd
Penitent letters from your sons I doubt not?

Old Tradew.
They are our onely sons.

Old Goldw.
And as we are fathers,
Remembring the errous of our youth,
We would pardon slips in them.

Old Tradewell.
and pay forem
In a moderate way.

Old Goldw.
In which we hope your Lordship
Will be our mediator.

Lrrd.
All my power,

Enter Luke.
You freely shall command. Tis he! you are wel met.
And to my wish. And wondrous brave,
Your habit speaks you a Merchant royall.

Luke.
What I wear, I take not upon trust.

Lord.
Your betters may, and blush not fort.

Luke.
If you have nought else with me
But to argue that, I will make bold to leave you.

Lord.
You are very peremptory, pray you stay.
I once held you an upright honest man.

Luke.
I am honesten now
By a hundred thousand pound, I thank my stars fort,
Upon the Exchange, and if your late opinion
Be alterd, who can help it? good my Lord
To the point. I have other businesse then to talk
Of honesty, and opinions.

Lord.
Yet you may
Do well, if you please, to shew the one, and merit
The other from good men, in a case that now
Is offerd to you.

Luke.
What ist? I am troubld.

Lord.
Here are two gentlemen, the fathers of
Your brothers prentices.

Luke.
Mine, my Lord, I take it.

Lord.
Mr. Goldwire, and Mr. Tradewell.

Luke.
They are welcome, if
They come prepard to satisfie the damage
I have sustaind by their sons.

Old Goldw.
We are, so you please
To use a conscience.

Old Tradew.
Which we hope you will do,
For your own worships sake.

Luke.
Conscience, my friends,
And wealth are not always neighbours. Should I part
With what the law gives me, I should suffer mainly
In my reputation. For it would convince me

Of indiscretion. Nor will you I hope move me
To do my self such prejudice.

Lord.
No moderation.

Luke.
They cannot look fort, and preserve in
Me a thriving Citizens credit. Your bonds lie
For your sons truth, and they shall answer all
They have run out. The masters never prosperd
Since gentlemens sons grew prentices. When we look
To have our business done at home, they are
Abroad in the Tenis-court, or in partridge-alley,
In Lambeth Marsh, or a cheating Ordinary
Where I found your sons. I have your Bonds, look toot.
A thousand pounds a piece, and that will hardly
Repair my losses.
Lord
Thou darst not shew thy self
Such a divel.

Luke.
Good words.

Lord.
Such a cut-throat. I have heard of
The usage of your brothers wife, and daughters.
You shall find you are not lawlesse, and that your
Moneys cannot justifie your villanies.

Luke.
I indure this.
And good my Lord, now you talk in time of moneys,
Pay in what you owe me. And give me leav to wonder
Your wisedome should have leisure to consider
The businesse of these gentlemen, or my carriage
To my Sister, or my Neeces, being your self
So much in my danger.

Lord.
In thy danger?

Luke. Mine.
I find in my counting house a Mannor pawnd,
Pawnd, my good Lord, Lacie-Mannour, and that Mannour
From which you have the title of a Lord,
And it please your good Lordship. You are a noble man
Pray you pay in my moneys. The interest
Plenty ready to speak within
Will eat saster int, then Aqua fortis in iron.
Now though you bear me hard, I love your Lordship.
I grant your person to be priviledgd
From all arrests. Yet there lives a foolish creature
Calld an Under-sheriffe, who being well paid, will serve
Au extent on I ords, or Lowns land. Pay it in,
I would be loth your name should sink. Or that
Your hopefull son, when he returns from travel,
Should find you my lord without land. You are angry
For my good counsell. Look you to your Bonds: had I known
Of your comming, believe it I would have had Serjeants ready:
Lord how you fret! but that a Taverns near
You should taste a cup of Muscadine in my house,
To wash down sorrow, but there it will do better,
I know youl drink a health to me.

Exit Luke.

Lord.
To thy damnation.
Was there ever such a villain! Heaven forgive me
For speaking so unchristianly, though he deservs it.

Old Goldm.
We are undone.

Old Tradem.
Our families quite ruind.

Lord.
Take courage gentlemen. Comfort may appear.
And punishment overtake him, when he least expects it.
Exeunt


ACTUS QUINTUS, SCENA ULTIMA.
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ENTER SIR JOHN and Holdfast.

Sir John.
BE silent on your life.

Holdfast.
I am orejoyd.

Sir John.
Are the pictures placd as I directed?

Holdfast.

Yes Sir.

Sir John.
And the musicians ready?

Holdfast.
All is done
As you comanded.
at the door.

Sir John.
Make haste, and be carefull,
You know your cue, and postures.

Plenty within.
We are perfit.

Sir John.
Tis well: the rest are come too?

Holdfast.
And disposd of
To your own wish.

Sir John.
Set forth the table. So.
Enter Servants with a rich Banquet.
A persit Banquet. At the upper end,
A table, and rich Banquet.
His chair in state, he shall feast like a Prince.

Holdfast.
And rise like a Dutch hang-man.

Enter Luke.

Sir John.
Not a word more.
How like you the preparation? fill your room,
And taste the cates, then in your thought consider
A rich man, that lives wisely to himself,
In his full height of glory.

Luke.
I can brook
No rivall in this happinesse. How sweetly
These dainties, when unpayd for, please my palate!
Some wine. Joves Nectar. Brightnesse to the star
That governd at my birth Shoot down thy influence,
And with a perpetuity of being
Continue this selicity, not gaind
By vows to Saints above, and much lesse purchasd
By the thriving industry; nor faln upon me
As a reward to piety, and religion,
Or service for my Country. I owe all this
To dissimulation, and the shape
I wore of goodnesse. Let my brother number
His beads devoutly, and believe his alms
To beggars, his compassion to his debters,
Will wing his better part, disrobd of flesh,
To sore above the firmament. I am well,
And so I surfet here in all abundance;
Though stild a cormorant, a cut-throat, Jew,
And prosecuted with the fatal curses
Of widdows, undone Orphans, and what else
Such as maligne my state can load me with,
I will not envie it. You promisd musick?

Sir John.
And you shall hear the strength and power
Of it, the spirit of Orpheus raisd to make it good,
And in those ravishing strains with which he movd
Charon and Cerberus to give him way
To fetch from hell his lost Euridice,
Appear fwifter then thought.

Musick. At one door Cerberus, at the other, Charon, Orpheus, Chorus.

Luke.
Tis wondrous strange.

Sir John.
Does not the object and the accent take you?

Luke.
A pretty fable. But that musick should
Plenty and Lacie ready behind.
Alter in friends their nature, is to me

Impossible. Since in my self I find
What I have once decreed, shall know no change.

Sir John.
You are constant to your purposes, yet I think
That I could stagger you.

Luke.
How?

Sir John.
Should I present
Your servants, debters, and the rest that suffer
By your fit severity, I presume the sight
Would move you to compassion.

Luke.
Not a mote.
The musick that your Orpheus made, was harsh
To the delight I should receive in hearing
Their cries, and groans, If it be in your power
I would now seeem.

Sir John.
Spirits in their shapes
Shal shew them as they are. But if it should move you?

Luke.
If it do. May I nere find pity.

Sir John.
Be your own judge.
Appear as I commanded.

Sad musick. Enter Goldwire, and Tradewell as from prison. Fortune, Hoyst, Penurie following after them. Shavem in a blew gown, Secret, Dingem, Old Tradewel, and Old Goldwire with Serjeants. As erected they all kneel to Luke, heaving up their hands for mercy. Stargaze with a pack of Alminacks, Milliscent.

Luke.
Ha, ha, ha!
This move me to compassion? or raise
One sign of seeming pity in my face?
You are deceivd: it rather renders me more flinty, and obdurate. A South wind
Shall sooner soften marble, and the rain
That slides down gently from his flaggy wings
Oreflow the Alps: then knees, or tears, or groans
Shall wrest compunction from me. Tis my glory
That they are wretched, and by me made so,
It sets my happinesse off. I could not triumph
If these were not my captives. Ha! my tarriers
As it appears have seizd on these old foxes,
As I gave order. New addition to
My Scene of mirth. Ha, ha! They now grow tedioue
Letem be removd, some other object. If
Your art can shew it.

Sir John.
You shall perceive tis boundlesse.
Yet one thing reall if you please?

Luke.
What is it?
S. Jo.
Your Neeces ere they put to Sea, crave humbly
Though ausent in their bodys, they may take leave
Of their late suitors statues.
Enter Lady, Anne, and Mary.

Luke.
There they hang,
In things different I am tractable.

Sir John.
There pay your vows you have liberty.

Ann.
O sweet figure
Of my abused Lacie! when removd
Into another world; Ile daily pay
A sacrifice of sight, to thy remembrance;
And with a shower of tears strive to wash of
The stain of that contempt, my foolish pride,
And insolence threw upon thee.

Marie.
I had been
Too happie, if I had injoyd the substance,
But far unworthy of it, now I shall
Thus prostrate to thy statue.

Lady.
My kind husband,
Blessed in my misery, from the monastery
To which my disobedience confind thee,
With thy souls eye, which distance cannot hinder,
Look on my penitence. O that I could
Call back time past, thy holy vow dispensd,
With what humility would I observe
My long neglected duty.

Sir John.
Does not this move you?

Luke.
Yes as they do the statues, and her sorrow
My absent brother. If by your magick art
You can give life to these, or bring him hither
To witnesse her repentance, I may have
Perchance some feeling of it.

Sir John.
For your sport
You shall see a Master-piece. Heres nothing but
A superficies, colours, and no substance.
Sit still, and to your wonder, and amazement
Ile give these Organs. This the sacrifice
To make the great work perfect.
Enter Lacie and Plenty.

Luke.
Prodigious.

S. John.
Nay they have life, and motion. Descend.
And for your absent brother. This washd off
Against your will you shall know him.
Enter Lord and the rest.

Luke.
I am lost.
Guilt strikes me dumb.

Sir John.
You have seen my Lord the pageant.

Lord.
I have, and am ravishd with it.

S. John.
What think you now
Of this clear soul? this honest pious man?
Have I strippd him bare. Or will your Lordship have
A farther triall of him? tis not in a wolf to change his natute.

Lord.
I long since confessd my errours

S. John.
Look up, I forgive you,
And seal your pardons thus.

Lady.
I am too full
Of joy to speak it.

Ann.
I am another creature,
Not what I was.

Mary.
I vow to shew my self
When I am married, an humble wife,
Not a commanding mistris.

Plenty.
On those terms
I gladly thus embrace you.

Lacte.
Welcome to

My bosome. As the one half of my self,
Ile love you, and cherish you.

Goldwire.

Mercv.
Tradewell and the rest.
Good Sir mercy.

Sir John.
This day is sacred to it. All shall find me
As far as lawfull pity can give way toot,
Indulgent to your wishes, though with losse
Unto my self. My kind, and honest brother,
Looking into your self, have you seen the Gorgon?
What a golden dream you have had in the possession
Of my estate? but heres a revocation
That wakes you out of it. Monster in nature
Revengefull, avaritious Atheist,
Transcending all example. But I shall bee
A sharer in thy crimes, should I repeat em.
What wilt thou do? Turn hypocrite again,
With hope dissimulation can aid thee?
Or that one eye will shed a tear in sign
Of sorrow for thee? I have warrant to
Make bold with mine own, pray you uncase. This key too
I must make bold with. Hide thy self in some desart,
Where good men nere may find thee: or in justice
Pack to Virginia, and repent. Not for
Those horrid ends to which thou didst design these.

Luke.
I care not where I go, whats done with words
Cannot be undone.

Exit Luke.

Lady.
Yet Sir, shew some mercy;
Because his cruelty to me, and mine,
Did good upon us.

Sir John.
Of that at better leisure,
As his penitencie shall work me. Make you good
Your promisd reformation, and mistrust
Our City dames, whom wealth makes proud, to move
In their own spheres, and willingly to confesse
In their habits, manners, and their highest port,
A distance twixt the City, and the Court.

Exeunt omnes.

FINIS.


The Guardian (1633)
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The Guardian was licensed for performance by Henry Herbert on the 31 October 1633 and performed by the Kings Men at the Blackfriars Theatre. It was also staged at Court for Charles I on the 12 January 1634. The play was not published until 1655, fifteen years after Massingers death, when the prominent bookseller Humphrey Moseley included the play in an octavo alongside two other Massinger works, The Bashful Lover and one of his collaborations with John Fletcher, The Very Woman. This latter play likely included revisions by Massinger after Fletchers death in 1625 as it was not licensed for performance until 1634. It has been argued by scholars that The Very Woman was likely to have been written between 1621 and 1624, but no precise date of composition is known and it is also impossible to assess just how much Massinger revised the original play.

Massinger garnered inspiration for The Guardian from folktales and literary sources, as the subplot involving Iolante and Calipso has origins as far back as the ninth century Sanskrit text, Hitopadesha. Boccaccio also included a version of the tale in his famous work, The Decameron, so it was a widely known story, which Massinger could have read or heard from a plethora of texts or sources. 

The Guardian is a comedy set in Naples and the nearby countryside and centres on the romances and jealousies of four young lovers as their passions and desires cause confusion and mishaps. Besides the subplot involving Iolante, Calipso and Laval, there is also a story involving the King of Naples condemning the dangerous, but popular practice of duelling and ostracising from polite society anyone that killed a rival in a duel.
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Conjectural reconstruction of the second Blackfriars Theatre from contemporary documents
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PROLOGUE.
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AFTER twice putting forth to Sea, his Fame
Shipwrackd in either, and his once known Name
In two years silence buried, perhaps lost
Ithe general opinion; at our cost
(A zealous sacrifice to Neptune made
For good success in his uncertain trade)
Our Author weighs up anchors, and once more
Forsaking the security of the shore,
Resolves to prove his fortune: What twill be,
Is not in him, or us to prophesie;
You only can assure us. Yet he prayd
This little in his absence might be said,
Designing me his Orator. He submits
To the grave censure of those abler Wits
His weakness; nor dares he profess that when
The Critiques laugh, hel laugh at them agen.
(Strange self-love in a writer!) He would know
His errors as you find em, and bestow
His future, studies to reform from this
What in another might be judgd amiss.
And yet despair not, Gentlemen; though he fear
His strengths to please, we hope that you shall hear
Some things so writ, as you may truly say
He hath not quite forgot to make a Play,
As tis with malice rumourd: His intents
Are fair; and though he want the complements
Of wide-mouthd Promisers, who still engage
(Before their Works are brought upon the Stage)
Their parasites to proclaim em: This last birth
Deliverd without noise, may yield such mirth,
As ballancd equally, will cry down the boast
Of arrogance, and regain his credit lost.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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ALPHONSO, King of Naples.
Generall of Milain.
Severino, a Nobleman banished.
Monteclaro, his Brother in law, disguised.
Durazzo, the Guardian.
Caldoro, his Ward, in love with Caliste.
Adorio, Beloved by Caliste.

Neapolitan Gentlemen:
Camillo
Lentulo
Donato

Cario, Servant to Adorio.
Claudio, Servant to Severino.
Captains.
Servants.
Bandetti.
Jolantre, Wife to Severino.
Caliste, her Daughter.
Mirtilla, Calistes Maid.
Calipso, the Confident of Jolantre.


ACT. 1. SCEEN. 1.
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ENTER DURAZZO, CAMILLO, Lentulo, and Donato; two Servants.

Dur.
TELL me of his expences? Which of you
Stands bound for a gazet? he spends his own;
And you impertinent Fools, or Knaves, make choice
Of either title, which your Signiorships please,
To meddle int.

Cam.
Your age gives priviledge to this harsh language.

Dur.
My age! do not use
That word agen; if you do, I shall grow young,
And swinge you soundly: I would have you know,
Though I write fifty odd, I do not carry
An Almanack in my bones to predeclare
What weather we shall have; nor do I kneel
In adoration at the Spring and Fall
Before my Doctor, for a dose or two
Of his Restoratives, which are things I take it
You are familiar with.

Cam.
This is from the purpose.

Dur.
I cannot cut a caper, or groan like vou
When I have done, nor run away so nimbly
Out of the field. But bring me to a Fence-school,
And crack a blade or two for exercise,
Ride a barbd horse, or take a leap after me
Following my hounds or hawks, (and by your leave
At a gamesom Mistress) and you shall confess
I am in the May of my abilities,
And you in your December.

Lent.
We are glad you bear your years so well.

Dur.
My years! No more of years; if you do, at your peril.

Cam.
We desire not
To prove your valour.

Dur.
Tis your safest course.

Cam.
But as friends to your fame and reputation,
Come to instruct you: Your too much indulgence
To the exorbitant waste of young Caldoro
Your Nephew and your Ward, hath rendred you
But a bad report among wise men in Naples.

Dur.
Wise men? in your opinion; but to me
That understand my self and them, they are
Hide-bounded mony-mongers: they would have me
Train up my Ward a hopeful youth, to keep
A Merchants book, or at the plough, and clothe him
In Canvas or course Cotton; while I fell
His Woods, grant Leases, which he must make good
When he comes to age, or be compelld to marry
With a cast whore and three bastards: Let him know
No more then how to cypher well, or do
His tricks by the square root; grant him no pleasure
But Coyts and Nine-pins; suffer him to converse
With none but Clowns and Coblers, as the Turk says:
Poverty, old age, and aches of all seasons
Light on such heathenish Guardians:

Don.
You do worse
To the ruine of his state, under your favour,
In feeding his loose riots.

Dur.
Riots! what riots?
He wears rich clothes, I do so; keeps horses, games, and wenches;
Tis not amiss, so it be done with decorum:
In an Heir tis ten times more excusable
Then to be over-thrifty. Is there ought else
That you can charge him with?

Cam.
With what we grieve for,
And you will not approve.

Dur.
Out with it, man:

Cam.
His rash endeavour, without your consent,
To match himself into a Family
Not gracious with the times.

Dur.
Tis still the better;
By this means he shall scape Court-visitants,
And not be eaten out of house and home
In a Summer-progress. But does he mean to marry?

Cam.
Yes sir, to marry.

Dur.
In a beardless chin
Tis ten times worse then wenching. Family! whose family?

Cam.
Signior Severnios.

Dur.
How? not he that killd
The brother of his wife (as it is rumourd)
Then fled upon it; since proscribd, and chosen
Captain of the Banditi; the Kings pardon
On no suit to be granted?

Lent.
The same, sir.

Dur.
This touches near: How is his love returnd
By the Saint he worships?

Don.
She affects him not, but dotes upon another.

Dur.
Worse and worse.

Cam.
You know him, young Adorio.

Dur.
A brave Gentleman! what proof of this?

Lent.
I doggd him to the Church;
Where he, not for devotion, as I ghess,
But to make his approaches to his Mistress,
Is often seen.
Cam:
And would you stand conceald
Among these trees, for he must pass this green,
The Mattins ended, as she returns home,
You may observe the passages.

Dur.
I thank you; this torrent must be stopt.
Enter Adorio, Caliste, Mirtilla, Caldoro (muffeld.)

Don.
They come.

Cam.
Stand close.

Cal.
I know I wrong my modesty.

Ador.
And wrong me,
In being so importunate for that
I neither can nor must grant.

Cal.
A hard sentence! and to increase my misery, by you
Whom fond affection hath made my Judge,
Pronouncd without compassion. Alas sir,
Did I approach you with unchaste desires,
A sullid reputation; were deformd,
As it may be I am, though many affirm
I am something more then handsom.

Dur.
I dare swear it.

Calist.
Or if I were no Gentlewoman, but bred coursely,
You might with some pretence of reason slight
What you should sue for.

Dur.
Were he not an Eunuch,
He would, and sue agen; I am sure I should.
Pray look in my collar, a flea troubles me:
Hey-day! there are a legion of young Cupids
At barley-break in my breeches.

Calist.
Hear me sir; though you continue, nay increase your scorn,
Only vouchsafe to let me understand
What my defects are; of which once convincd,
I will hereafter silence my harsh plea;
And spare your further trouble.

Ador.
Ill tell you, and bluntly, as my usual manner is,
Though I were a Woman-hater, which I am not,
But love the sex, for my ends; take me with you:
If in my thought I found one taint or blemish
In the whole fabrick of your outward features,
I would give my self the lye. You are a Virgin
Possessd of all your mother could wish in you:
Your father Severinos dire disaster
In killing of your Uncle, which I grieve for,
In no part taking from you. I repeat it;
A noble Virgin, for whose grace and favours
Th Italian Princes might contend as Rivals;
Yet unto me a thing far, far beneath you.
A noted Libertine I profess my self:
In your mind there does appear one fault so gross,
Nay, I might say unpardonable at your years,
If justly you consider it, that I cannot
As you desire, affect you.

Calist.
Make me know it, Ile soon reform it.

Ador.
Would you would keep your word.

Cal.
Put me to the test.

Ador.
I will. You are too honest,
And like your mother, too strict and religious,
And talk too soon of marriage: I shall break,
If at that rate I purchase you. Can I part with
My uncurbd liberty, and on my neck
Wear such a heavy yoke? hazard my fortunes,
With all thexpected joys my life can yield me,
For one commodity before I prove it?
Venus forbid on both sides; let crookd hams,
Bald heads, declining shoulders, furrowd cheeks
Be awd by ceremonies: If you love me
Ithe way young people should, Ill flie to meet it,
And well meet merrily.

Cal.
Tis strange such a man can use such language.

Ador.
In my tongue my heart
Speaks freely, fair one! Think upont, a close friend
Or private Mistress, is Court-rhetorick;
A Wife, meer rustick Solecism. So good morrow.

Cam.
How like you this?
Adorio offers to go, is staid by Caldoro.

Dur.
A well-bred Gentleman!
I am now thinking if ere in the dark,
Or drunk I met his mother? He must have
Some drops of my blood in him; for at his years
I was much of his religion.

Cam.
Out upon you!

Don.
The Colts tooth still in your mouth?

Dur.
What means this whispering?

Ador.
You may perceive I seek not to displant you,
Where you desire to grow: For further thanks,
Tis needless complement.

Cal.
There are some natures
Which blush to owe a benefit, if not
Receivd in corners; holding it an impairing
To their own worth, should they acknowledge it.
I am made of other clay, and therefore must
Trench so far on your leisure, as to win you
To lend a patient ear, while I profess
Before my glory, though your scorn, Caliste,
How much I am your servant.

Ador.
My designs are not so urgent, but they can dispence
With so much time.

Cam.
Pray you now observe your Nephew.

Dur.
How he looks! like a School-boy that had plaid the Truant,
And went to be breechd.

Cald.
Madam!

Calist.
A new affliction:
Your suit offends as much as his repulse,
It being not to be granted.

Mirt.
Hear him Madam,
His sorrow is not personated; he deserves
Your pitty, not contempt.

Dur.
He has made the Maid his;
And as the Master of the Art of Love
Wisely affirms, it is a kind of passage
To the Mistress favour.

Cald.
I come not to urge
My merit to deserve you, since you are,
Weighd truly to your worth, above all value:
Much less to argue you of want of judgment
For following one that with wingd feet flies from you;
While I, at all parts (without boast) his equal,
In vain pursue you; bringing those flames with me,
Those lawful flames, (for Madam know, with other
I never shall approach you) which Adorio
In scorn of Hymen and religious rites
With atheistical impudence contemns,
And in his loose attempt to undermine
The fortress of your honor, seeks to ruine
All holy Altars by clear mindes erected
To Virgin-honor.

Dur.
My Nephew is an ass,
What a devil hath he to do with Virgin-honor,
Altars, or lawful flames? when he should tell her
They are superstitious nothings, and speak to the purpose,
Of the delight to meet in the old dance
Between a pair of sheets; my Grandame calld it
The peopling of the world.

Calist.
How, gentle sir? to vindicate my honor, that is needless;
I dare not fear the worst aspersion malice
Can throw upon it.

Cald.
Your sweet patience, Lady, and more then
Dove-like innocence renders you
Insensible of an injury, for which
I deeply suffer. Can you undergo
The scorn of being refusd? I must confess
It makes for my ends; for had he embracd
Your gracious offers tenderd him, I had been
In my own hopes forsaken; and if yet
There can breathe any air of comfort in me,
To his contempt I owe it: but his ill
No more shall make way for my good intents,
Then vertue powerful in her self, can need
The aids of vice.

Ador.
You take that licence, sir, which yet I never granted.

Cald.
Ill force more, nor will I for mine own ends undertake it,
As I will make apparent) but to do
A justice to your sex, with mine own wrong
And irrecoverable loss. To thee I turn,
Thou goatish Ribaud, in whom lust is grown
Defensible, the last descent to hell,
Which gapes wide for thee: Look upon this Lady,
And on her fame, (if it were possible
Fairer then she is) and if base desires
And beastly appetite will give thee leave,
Consider how she sought thee, how this Lady
In a noble way desird thee: Was she fashiond
In an inimitable mould, (which nature broke,
The great work perfected) to be made a slave
To thy libidinous twines, and when commanded
To be usd as physick after drunken surfets?
Mankind should rise against thee: What even now
I heard with horror, shewd like blasphemy,
And as such I will punish it.
He strikes Adorio, the rest make in, they all draw.

Calist.
Murder!

Mir.
Help!

Dur.
After a whining Prologue, who would have lookd for
Such a rough Catastophre? Nay, come on, fear nothing:
Never till now my Nephew. And do you hear sir,
(And yet I love thee too) if you take the wench now
Ill have it posted first, then chronicled,
Thou wert beaten tot.

Ador.
You think you have shewn
A memorable masterpiece of valor
In doing this in publick; and it may
Perhaps deserve her shoo-string for a favor:
Wear it without my envy; but expect
For this affront, when time serves, I shall call you
To a strict accompt.

Exeunt.

Dur.
Hook on, follow him Harpies,
You may feed upon this business for a moneth,
If you manage it handsomly: when two heirs quarrel,
The sword-men of the City shortly after
Appear in Plush, for their grave consultations
In taking up the difference;
Some I know make a set living ont. Nay, let him go,
Thou art master of the field; enjoy thy fortune
With moderation: For a flying foe,
Discreet and provident Conquerors build up
A bridge of gold. To thy mistress, boy! if I were
Ithy shirt, how I could nick it!

Cald.
You stand, Madam, as you were rooted, and I more then fear
My passion hath offended: I perceive
The roses frighted from your cheeks, and paleness
Tusurp their room; yet you may please to ascribe it
To my excess of love, and boundless ardor
To do you right; for my self I have done nothing.
I will not curse my stars, howere assurd
To me you are lost for ever: For suppose
Adorio slain, and by my hand, my life
Is forfeited to the law; which I contemn,
So with a tear or two you would remember
I was your martyr, and died in your service.

Calist.
Alas, you weep! and in my just compassion
Of what you suffer, I were more then marble,
Should I not keep you company: You have sought
My favours nobly, and I am justly punishd
In wild Adorios contempt and scorn
For my ingratitude, it is no better,
To your deservings: Yet such is my fate,
Though I would, I cannot help it. O Caldoro!
In our misplacd affection I prove
Too soon, and with dear bought experience, Cupid
Is blind indeed, and hath mistook his arrows.
If it be possible, learn to forget:
And yet that punishment is too light; to hate
A thankless Virgin, practise it; and may
Your due consideration that I am so,
In your imagination disperse
Lothsom deformity upon this face
That hath bewitchd you. More I cannot say,
But that I truly pitty you, and wish you
A better choice, which in my prayers (Caldoro)
I ever will remember.

Ex. Caliste, Mirtilla.

Dur.
Tis a sweet rogue: why how now? thunderstruck?

Cald.
I am not so happy: Oh that I were but master of my self,
You soon should see me nothing.

Dur.
What would you do?

Cald.
With one stab give a fatal period
To my woes and life together.

Dur.
For a Woman! better the kind were lost, and generation maintaind a new way.

Cald.
Pray you sir forbear this profane language.

Dur.
Pray you be you a man,
And whimper not like a girl: All shall be well,
As I live it shall; this is no Hectique feaver,
But a Love-sick ague easie to be curd,
And Ill be your Physitian, so you subscribe
To my directions. First you must change
This City whorish air, fortis infected,
And my potions will not work here, I must have you
To my Country-villa: Rise before the sun,
Then make a breakfast of the morning-dew
Servd up by nature on some grassie hill;
Youll find it Nectar, and far more cordial
Then Cullises, Cock-broth, or your distillations
Of a hundred crowns a quart.

Cald.
You talk of nothing.

Dur.
This tane as a preparative to strengthen
Your queasie stomack, vault into your saddle;
With all this flesh I can do it without a stirrup:
My hounds uncoupled, and my huntsmen ready,
You shal hear such musick from their tunable mouths
That you will say the Viol, Harp, Theorbo,
Nere made such ravishing harmony, from the groves
And neighboring Woods, with frequent iterations,
Enamord of the cry, a thousand ecchos

Repeating it.

Cald.
Whats this to me?

Dur.
It shall be, and you give thanks fort. In the afternoon
(For we will have variety of delights)
Well to the field agen, no game shall rise
But well be ready fort; if a Hare, my Greyhounds
Shall make a course; for the Pye or Jay, a Sparhawk
Flies from the Fist; the Crow so near pursud,
Shall be compelld to seek protection under
Our Horses bellies; a Hearn put from her siege,
And a Pistol shot off in her breech, shall mount
So high, that to your view shell seem to soar
Above the middle Region of the Air.
A cast of Haggard Falcons, by me mand,
Eying the prey at first, appear as if
They did turn tayl, but with their laboring wings
Getting above her, with a thought their pinions
Cleaving the purer Element, make in,
And by turns binde with her; the frighted Fowl,
Lying at her defence upon her back,
With her dreadful Beak, a while defers her death,
But by degrees forcd down, we part the fray
And feast upon her.

Cald.
This cannot be, I grant, but pretty pastime,

Dur.
Pretty pastime, Nephew!
Tis royal sport, then for an Evening flight
A Tercel gentle, which I call my Masters,
As he were sent a Messenger to the Moon,
In such a place flies, as he seems to say,
See me, or see me not, the Partridge sprung,
He makes his stoop; but wanting breath, is forcd
To cancellior, then with such speed, as if
He carried Lightning in his Wings, he strikes
The trembling Bird; who even in death appears
Proud to be made his quarry.

Cald.
Yet all this, is nothing to Caliste.

Dur.
Thou shalt finde twenty Calistes there, for every night
A fresh, and lusty one; Ill give thee a Ticket,
In which my name, Durazzos name subscribd,
My Tenants Nutbrown daughters, wholsom Girls,
At midnight shall contend to do thee service.
I have bred them up tot; should their Fathers murmure,
Their Leases are void; for that is a main point
In my Indentures: And when we make our progress
There is no entertainment perfect, if
This last dish be not offerd.

Cald.
You make me smile.

Dur.
Ill make thee laugh outright. My horses, knaves!
Tis but six short hours riding: yet ere night
Thou shalt be an alterd man.

Cald.
I wish I may, sir.
Exeunt:
Enter Jolante, Caliste, Calypso, Mirtilla.

Jol.
I had spies upon you Minion; the relation
Of your behavionr was at home before you:
My daughter to hold parley, from the Church too,
With noted Libertines? her fame and favours
The quarrel of their swords?

Calist.
Twas not in me to help it, Madam.

Jol.
No? how have I livd?
My neighbour knows my manners have been such,
That I presume I may affirm, and boldly,
In no particular action of my life
I can be justly censurd.

Calyp.
Censurd, Madam? what Lord or Lady lives, worthy to sit
A competent Judge on you?

Calist.
Yet black detraction will find faults where they are not.

Calyp.
Her foul mouth
Is stoppd, you being the object: Give me leave
To speak my thoughts, yet still under correction;
And if my young Lady and her woman here,
With reverence they may be edifid.
You are my gracious Patroness and supportress,
And I your poor observer, nay your creature
Fed by your bounties; and but that I know
Your Honor detests flattery, I might say
(And with an emphasis) You are the Lady
Admird and envied at, far, far above
All imitation of the best of women
That are or ever shall be. This is truth:
I dare not be obsequious; and twould ill
Become my gravity, and wisdom gleand
From your oraculous Ladiship, to act
The part of a she-parasite

Jol.
If you do, I never shall acknowledge you

Calist.
Admirable! this is no flattery.

Mirt.
Do not interrupt her:
Tis such a pleasing itch to your Lady-mother,
That she may peradventure forget us,
To feed on her own praises.

Jol.
I am not so far in debt to age, but if I would
Listen to mens bewitching sorceries,
I could be courted.

Calyp.
Rest secure of that; all the Braveries of the City run mad for you,
And yet your vertues such, not one attempts you.

Jol.
I keep no mankind servant in my house,
In fear my chastity may be suspected:
How is that voicd in Naples?

Calyp.
With loud applause, I assure your Honor.

Jol.
It confirms I can command my sensual appetites.

Calyp.
As vassals to your more then masculine reason that commands em:
Your palace stild a Nunnery of pureness,
In which not one lascivious thought dares enter,
Your clear soul standing Sentinel.

Mirt.
Well said, Eccho.

Jol.
Yet I have tasted those delights which women
So greedily long for, know their titillations;
And when with danger of his head thy father
Comes to give comfort to my widowed sheets,
As soon as his desires are satisfied,
I can with ease forget em.

Calyp.
Observe that,
It being indeed remarkable: tis nothing
For a simple Maid that never had her hand
In the hony-pot of pleasure, to forbear it;
But such as have lickd there, and lickd there often,
And felt the sweetness oft. — 

Mirt.
How her mouth runs over with rank imagination!

Calyp.
If such can,
As I urgd before, the kickshaw being offerd
Refuse to take it, like my matchless Madam,
They may be Sainted.

Jol.
Ill lose no more breath
In fruitless reprehension; look tot,
Ill have thee wear this habit of my mind,
As of my body.

Calyp.
Seek no other president:
In all the books of Amadis de Gaul,
The Palmerins, and that true Spanish story
The Mirror of Knighthood, which I have read often,
Read feelingly, nay more, I do believe int
My Lady has no parallel.

Jol.
Do not provoke me.
If from this minute, thou ere stir abroad,
Write Letter or receive one, or presume
To look upon a man, though from a Window,
Ill chain thee like a slave in some dark corner;
Proscribe thy daily labor: Which omitted,
Expect the usage of a Fury from me,
Not an indulgent Mothers, Come Calypso.

Calyp.
Your Ladiships injunctions are so easie,
That I dare pawn my credit, my yong Lady
And her woman shall obeyem.

Exeunt Jol. Calyp.

Mirtil.
You shall fry first
For a rotten peece of dry Touchwood, and give fire
To the great Fiends Nostrils, when he smokes Tobacco.
Note the injustice Madam; they would have us
Being yong and hungry, keep a perpetual Lent,
And the whole yeer to them a Carnivale.
Easie injunctions, with a mischief to you:
Suffer this, and suffer all.

Caliste.
Not stir abroad!
The use and pleasure of our eyes denyd us?

Mirt.
Insufferable.

Cal.
Nor write, nor yet receive an amorous Letter!

Mirt.
Not to be endured.

Cal.
Nor look upon a man out of a Windore.

Mirt.
Flat tyranny, insupportable tyranny
To a Lady of your Blood.

Cal.
She is my Mother, & how I should decline it?

Mirt.
Run away fromt, take any course,

Cal.
But without means Mirtilla, how shall we live?

Mirt.
What a questions that; as if
A bucksom Lady could want maintenance
In any place in the World, where there are Men,
Wine, Meat, or Money stirring.

Cal.
Be you more modest,
Or seek some other Mistress: Rather then
In a thought or dream, I will consent to ought
That may take from my honor, Ill endure
More then my Mother can impose upon me.

Mirt.
I grant your honor is a specious dressing,
But without conversation of men,
A kinde of nothing; I will not perswade you
To disobedience: Yet my Confessor told me
(And he you know is held a learned Clerk)
When Parents do enjoyn unnatural things,
Wise Children may evade em. She may as well
Command when you are hungry, not to eat,
Or drink, or sleep; and yet all these are easie
Compard with the not seeing of a man,
As I perswade no farther, but to you
There is no such necessity; you have means
To shun your Mothers rigor.

Cal.
Lawful means?

Mirt.
Lawful, and pleasing too, I will not urge
Caldoros loyal love, you being averse tot,
Make tryal of Adorio.

Cal.
And give up my honor to his lust.

Mirt.
Theres no such thing
Intended, Madam; in few words write to him
What slavish hours you spend under your Mother,
That you desire not present marriage from him,
But as a noble Gentleman to redeem you
From the tyranny you suffer. With your Letter
Present him some rich Jewel; you have one,
In which the Rape of Proserpine, in little
Is to the life expressd. Ill be the Messenger
With any hazard, and at my return,
Yeeld you a good accompt oft.

Galist.
Tis a business to be considerd of.

Mirt.
Consideration, when the converse of your
Lover is in question,
Is of no moment: If she would allow you
A Dancer in the morning to well breathe you,
A Songster in the afternoon, a Servant
To air you in the evening; give you leave
To see the Theater twice a week, to mark
How the old Actors decay, the young sprout up,
A fitting observation, you might bear it;
But not to see, or talk, or touch a man,
Abominable!

Galist.
Do not my blushes speak
How willingly I would assent?
Mirt:
Sweet Lady,
Do somthing to deserve em, and blush after.

Exeunt.


ACT. 2. SCAEN. 1.
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Enter Jolante, Calypso.

Jol.
AND are these French-men, as you say, such Gallants?

Calyp.
Gallant and active; their free breeding knows not
The Spanish and Italian preciseness
Practisd among us. What we call immodest,
With them is stild bold Courtship: they dare fight
Under a Veivet-Ensign at fourteen.

Jol.
A Petticoat you mean.

Calyp.
You are ithe right;
Let a Mistress wear it under an armor of proof,
They are not to be beaten off.

Jol.
You are merry Neighbor.

Calyp.
I fool to make you so, pray you observe em.
They are the forwardest Monsieurs; born Physitians
For the malady of yong Wenches, and neer miss,
I ow my life to one of em, when I was
A raw yong thing, not worth the ground I trod on;
And longd to dip my Bread in Tar, my Lips
As blue as Salt-water, he came up roundly to me,
And curd me in an instant, Venus be praisd fort.
Enter Alphonso, General, Monteclaro, Attendants, and Captain.

Jol.
They come, leave prating.

Col.
I am dumb, anc like your honor.

Alph.
We will not break the league confirmd between us,
And your great Master; the passage of his Army
Through all our Territories, lies open to him;
Onely we grieve that your design for Rome
Commands such haste, as it denies us means
To entertain you, as your worth deserves,
And we would gladly tender.

Gen.
Royal Alphonso, the King my Master, your confederate,
Will pay the debt he ows, in Fact, which I
Want words texpress; I must remove to night,
And yet, that your intended favors may not
Be lost, I leave this Gentleman behinde me,
To whom you may vouchsafe em; I dare say

Without Repentance. I for bear to give
Your Majesty his character; in France
He was a President for Arts and Arms
Alphonso receives Monteclaro
Without a rival, & may prove in Naples
Worthy thy imitation,

Calyp.
Is he not Madam
A Monsieur in print? What a garb was there? O rare!
Then how he wears his clothes, and the fashion of em.
A main assurance that he is within
All excellent: By this, wise Ladies ever
Make their conjectures.

Jol.
Peace, I have observd him
From head to foot.

Calyp.
Eye him agen, all over.

Monte.
It cannot royal Sir, but argue me
Of much presumption, if not impudence,
To be a suitor to your Majesty,
Before I have deservd a gratious grant,
By some employment prosperously archievd.
But pardon gracious Sir: when I left France
I made a vow to a bosom Friend of mine
(Which my Lord General, if he please, can witness)
With such humility, as well becomes
A poor Petitioner to desire a Boon
He delivers a Petition.
From your magnificence.

Calyp.
With what punctual form he does deliver it.

Jol.
I have eyes; no more.

Alph.
For Severinos pardon, you must excuse me,
I dare not pardon murther:

Monte.
His fact Sir, ever submitting to your abler judgment,
Merits a fairer name: He was provokd,
As by unanswerable proofs it is confirmd,
By Monteclaros rashness; who repining
That Severino, without his consent,
Had married Jolante his sole sister
(It being concleald almost for thirteen years)
Though the Gentleman, at all parts, was his equal,
First challengd him, and that declind, he gave him
A blow in publick.

Gen.
Not to be endurd, but by a slave.

Monte.
This, great Sir, justly weighd,
You may a little, if you please, take from
The rigor of your Justice, and express
An act of mercy.

Jol.
I can hear no more,
This opens an old wound, and makes a new one.
Would it were cicatrizd, waite me.

Calyp.
As your shadow.

Exeunt Jol. Calyp.

Alph.
We grant you these are glorious pretences,
Revenge appearing in the shape of valor,
Which wise Kings must distinguish. The defence
Of Reputation, now made a Bawd
To murther; every trifle falsly stild
An injury, and not to be determind
But by a bloody Duel; though this vice
Hath taken root and growth beyond the Mountains
(As France, and in strange fashions her Ape
England can deerly witness, with the loss
Of more brave spirits, then would have stood the shock
Of the Turks army) while Alphonso lives
It shall not here be planted: Move me no further

In this. In what else suiting you to ask,
And me to give, expect a gratious answer,
How ever welcome to our Court, Lord General,
Ill bring you out of the Ports, and then betake you
To your good fortune.
Gen
Your Grace overwhelms me.

Exeunt.

Enter Calypso, and Jolante (with a Purse and a Jewel)

Calyp.
You are bound to favor him: Mark you how he pleaded
For my Lords pardon.

Jol.
Thats indeed a tye; but I have a stronger on me.

Calyp.
Say you love
His person, be not ashamd oft, hes a man;
For whose embraces though Endimion
Lay sleeping by, Cinthia would leave her orb,
And exchange kisses with him.

Jol.
Do not Fan
A fire that burns already to hot in me,
I am in my honor sick, sick to the death,
Never to be recovered.

Calyp.
What a coyls here
For loving a man? It is no Africk wonder,
If like Pasiphae you doted on a Bull,
Indeedt were monstrous: but in this you have
A thousand thousand presidents to excuse you.
A Sea-mans wife may ask relief of her Neighbor
When her husbands bound to the Indies, and not blamd fort;
And many more besides of higher calling,
Though I forbear to nameem: You have a husband,
But as the case stands with my Lord, he is
A kinde of no husband; and your Ladiship
As free as a widow can be. I confess
If Ladies should seek change, that have their husbands
At Boord and Bed, to pay their marriage duties,
The surest bond of concord, twere a fault,
Indeed it were: But for your honor that
Do lie alone so often, Body of me,
I am zealous in your cause; let me take breath

Jol.
I apprehend what thou wouldst say: I want all
As means to quench the spurious fire that burns here.

Calyp.
Want means while I your Creature live?
I dare not
Be so unthankful.

Jol.
Wilt thou undertake it,
And as an earnest of much more to come
Receive this Jewel, and Purse cramnd full of Crowns,
How dearly I am forcd to buy dishonor.

Calyp.
I would do it gratis, but twould ill become
My breeding to refuse your honors bounty,
Nay, say no more, all Rhetorick in this
Is comprehended; let me alone to work him,
He shall be yours; thats poor, he is already
At your devotion I will not boast
My faculties this way, but suppose he were
Coy as Adonis, or Hippolitus,
And your desires more hot then Cithereas,
Or wanton Phedras, I will bring him chaind
To your embraces, glorying in his Fetters. I have said it.

Jol.
Go and prosper, and imagine a salary beyond thy hopes.

Calyp.
Sleep you
Secure on either ear, the burthens yours
To entertain him, mine to bring him hither.

Exeunt.
Enter Adorio, Camillo, Lentulo, Donato.

Don.
Your wrongs beyond a challenge, and you deal
To fairly with him, if you take that way
To right your self.

Lent.
The least that you can do
Ith terms of honor is, when next you neet him
To give him the bastinado.

Cam.
And that done,
Draw out his Sword to cut your own throat. No,
Be ruld by me, shew your self an Italian,
And having received one injury, do not put off
Your Hat for a second; there are fellows that
For a few crowns will make him sure, and so
With your revenge, you prevent future misthief.

Ador.
I thank you Gentlemen for your studied care
In what concerns my honor; but in that
Ill steer mine own course, yet that you may know
You are still my Cabinet Counsellers, my bosom
Lies open to you. I begin to feel
A weariness, nay, satiety of looseness,
And something tells me here, I should repent
My harshneis to Caliste.
Enter Cario (in haste.)

Cam.
When you please, you may remove that scruple.

Ador.
I shall think ont.

Car.
Sir, Sir, are you ready?

Ador.
To do what? I am sure tis not yet dinner time.

Car.
True; but I usher
Such an unexpected dainty bit for breakfast,
As yet I never cookd? tis not Potargo,
Fride Frogs, Potatos Marrowd, Cavear,
Carps Tongues, the Pith of an English Chine of Beef,
Nor our Italian delicate Oyld Mushrooms,
And yet a drawer on too; and if you shew not
An appetite, and a strong one; Ill not say
To eat it, but devour it, without grace too,
For it will not stay a Preface. I am shamd,
And all my past provocatives will be jeerd at.

Ador.
Art thou in thy wits? what new found rarity
Hast thou discoverd?

Car.
No such matter Sir; it grows in our own
Country.

Don.
Serve it up,
I feel a kinde of stomach.

Cam.
I could feed too.

Car.
Not a bit upon a march; theres other Lettice
For your course Lips; this is peculiar onely
For my Masters palate, I would give my whole years wages
With all my vails, and fees due to the Kitchin,
But to be his Carver.

Ador.
Leave your fooling Sirrah, and bring in your dainty.

Car.
I will bring in it self,
It has life and spirit in it, and for proof,
Behold: Now fall to boldly, my life ont
It comes to be tasted.
Enter Mirtilla (with Letter and Jewel.)

Cam.
Ha! Calistes Woman.

Lent.
A handsom one by Venus.

Ador.
Pray you for bear,
You are welcome fair one.

Don.
How that blush becomes her.

Ador.
Aim your designs at me?
Mirt:
Iem trusted Sir
With a business of near consequence, which I would
To your private ear deliver:

Car.
I told you so.

Give her audience on your Couch, it is fit state
To a she Ambassador.

Ador.
Pray you Gentlemen
For a while dispose of your selves, Ill strait attend you.

Exit.

Car.
Dispatch her first for your honor, the quickly doing,
You know what follows.

Ador.
Will you please to vanish

Exit Cario.
Now pretty one, your pleasure; you shall finde me
Ready to serve you, if youll put me to
My Oath, Ill take it on this Book.

Mirt.
O Sir, the favor is too great, and far above
My poor ambition, I must kiss your hand
In sign of humble thankfulness.

Ador.
So mo dest.

Mirt.
It well becomes a Maid, Sir, spare those blessings
For my noble Mistress, upon whom with Justice,
And with your good allowance, I might adde
With a due gratitude: you may confer em,
But this will better speak her chast desires
Delivers the Letter.
Then I can fancy what they are, much less
With moving language to their fair deserts
Aptly express em. Pray you read, but with
Compassion, I beseech you: if you finde
The Paper blurd with tears faln from her eyes,
While she endeavord to set down that truth
Her Soul did dictate to her, it must challenge
A gratious answer.

Ador.
O the powerful charms!
By that fair hand writ down here; not like those
Which dreadfully pronouncd by Circe, changd
Ulysses followers into Beasts; these have
An opposite working, I already feel
But reading em, their saving operations,
And all those sensual, loose, and base desires
Which have too long usurped, and tyrannizd
Over my Reason, of themselves fall of
Most happy Metamorphosis! in which
The film of Error that did blinde my Judgment
And seducd Understanding, is removd:
What Sacrifice of Thanks can I return
Her pious Charity, that not alone
Redeems me from the worst of slavery,
The tyranny of my beastly appetites;
To which, I long obsequiously have bowd,
But addes a marchless favor to receive
A benefit from me, nay, puts her Goodness
In my protection.

Mirt.
Transformd? it is

Aside.
A blessed Metamorphosis, and works
I know not how on me:

Ador.
My joys are boundless,
Curbd with no limits; for her sake, Mirtilla,
Instruct me how I presently may seal
To those strong bonds of loyal love, and service
Which never shall be cancelld.

Mirt.
Shell become your debter Sir, if you vouchsafe to answer
Her pure affection.

Ador.
Answer it Mirtilla; with more then adoration I kneel to it.
Tell her Ill rather die a thousand deaths,
Then fail with punctuality to perform
All her commands.

Mirt.
I am lost on this assurance,
(Which if twere made to me, I should have faith int,

Aside.
As in an Oracle. Ah me) she presents you
This Jewel, her dead Grandsirs gift, in which,
As by a true Egyptian Herogliphick,
(For so I think she calld it) you may be
Instructed what her suit is, you should do,
And she with joy will suffer.

Ador.
Heaven be pleasd to qualifie this excess of happiness
With some disafter, or I shall expire
With a surfeit of Felicity, with what art
The cunning Lapidary hath here expressd
The rape of Proserpine, I apprehend
Her purpose, and obey it, yet not as
A helping Friend, but a Husband, I will meet
Her chast desires with lawful heat, and warm
Our Hymenaeal sheets with such delights
As leave no sting behinde em.

Mirt.
I despair then.

Aside.

Ador.
At the time appointed, say wench, Ill attend her,
And guard her from the fury of her Mother,
And all that dare disturb her.

Mirt.
You speak well, and I believe you.

Ador.
Would you ought else.

Mirt.
I would carry some love sign to her; and now I think ont,
The kinde salute you offerd at my entrance,
Hold it not impudence that I desire it,
Ill faithfully deliver it.

Ador.
O a kiss, you must excuse me, I was then mine own,
Now wholly hers: The touch of other Lips
I do abjure for ever; but theres Gold
To binde thee still my advocate.

Exit.
Mirt
Not a kiss? I was coy when it was offered, and now justly
When I beg one am denid, what scortching fires
My loose hopes kindle in me? Shall I be
False to my Ladies trust? and from a servant
Rise up her rival? His words have bewitchd me,
And something I must do, but what? tis yet
An embrion, and how to give it form
Alas I know not, pardon me, Caliste,
I am nearest to my self, and time will teach me
To perfect that which yet is undetermined.

Exit.
Enter Claudio and Severino.

Claud.
You are Master of your self, yet if I may
As a trid Friend in my love and affection,
And a servant in my duty speak my thoughts,
Without offence? ith way of counsel to you,
I could alleage, and truly that your purpose
For Naples coverd with a thin disguise
Is full of danger.

Sever.
Danger Claudio?
Tis here, and every where our forcd companion,
The rising and the setting Sun, beholds us
Invirond with it; our whole life a journey
Ending in certain ruine.

Claud.
Yet we should not, howevr besiegd, deliver up our Fort
Of life, till it be forcd.

Sever.
Tis so indeed by wisest men concluded, which we should
Obey as Christians; but when I consider
How different the progress of our actions
Are from Religion, nay, Morality,
I cannot finde in Reason, why we should
Be scrupulous that way onely, or like Meteors
Blaze forth prodigious terrors, till our stuff
Be utterly consumd, which once put out,
Would bring security unto our selves,
And safety unto those we prey upon.
O Claudio: since by this fatal hand
The brother of my wife, bold Monteclaro,
Was left dead in the field, and I proscribd
After my flight, by the justice of the King,
My being hath been but a living death
With a continued torture.

Claud.
Yet in that you do delude their bloody violence
That do pursue your life.

Sever.
While I by rapines live terrible to others as my self,
What one hour can we challenge as our own
(Unhappy as we are) yielding a beam
Of comfort to us? Quiet night that brings
Rest to the labourer, is the Outlaws day,
In which he rises early to do wrong,
And when his work is ended, dares not sleep:
Our time is spent in watches to intrap
Such as would shun us, and to hide our selves
From the Ministers of Justice, that would brihg us
To the correction of the Law. O Claudio,
Is this a life to be preservd? and at
So dear a rate? But why hold I discourse
On this sad subject? since it is a burthen
We are markd to bear, and not to be shook off
But with our humane frailty. In the change
Of dangers there is some delight, and therefore
I am resolvd for Naples.

Claud.
May you meet there
All comforts that so fair and chaste a wife
(As fame proclaims her without parallel)
Can yield to ease your sorrows.

Sever.
I much thank you;
Yet you may spare those wishes, which with joy
I have provd certainties, and from their want
Her excellencies take lustre.

Claud.
Ere you go yet,
Some charge unto your Squires not to flie out
Beyond their bounds, were not impertinent:
For though that with a look you can command em,
In your absence theyll be headstrong

Sever.
Tis well thought on,
Ill touch my horn, they know my call,
Blows his horn.

Claud.
And will, as soon as heard, make in tot from all quarters,
As the flock to the shepherds whistle.
Enter six Banditi.
1: Whats your will?
2. Hail Soveraign of these Woods.
3. We lay our lives at your Highness feet.
4. And will confess no King,
Nor Laws, but what come from your mouth; and those
We gladly will subscribe to:

Sever.
Make this good
In my absence to my substitute, to whom
Pay all obedience as to my self:
The breach of this in one particular
I will severely punish; on your lives
Remember upon whom with our allowance
You may securely prey, with such as are
Exempted from your fury.

Claud.
Twere not amiss,
If you please, to help their memory; besides,
Here are some newly initiated.

Sever.
To these read you the Articles: I must be gone;
Claudio, farewell,

Claud.
May your return be speedy.

Ex. Sever
1. Silence; out with your Table-books.
2. And observe.

Claud.
The Cormorant that lives in expectation
Of a long wishd for dearth, and smiling grindes
The faces of the poor, you may make spoil of;
Even theft to such is Justice.
3. Hes in my Tables.

Claud.
The grand Incloser of the Commons, for
His private profit, or delight, withal
His Herds that graze upont are lawful prize,
4. And we will bringem in, although the devil
Stood roaring by, to guardem.

Claud.
If a Usurer,
Greedy at his own price, to make a purchase,
Taking advantage upon Bond, or Morgage,
From a Prodigal, pass through our Territories,
Ithe way of custom, or of tribute to us,
You may ease him of his burthen.
2. Wholsome doctrine.
Claud Builders of Iron Mills, that grub up Forests,
With Timber Trees for shipping.
1. May we not have a touch at Lawyers:

Claud.
By no means; they may
To soon have a gripe at us; they are angry Hornets,
Not to be jested with.
3. This is not so well:

Claud.
The owners of dark shops that vent their wares
With Perjuries; cheating Vintners not contented
With half in half in their reckonings, yet cry out
When they finde their ghests want coyn, tis late, and Bed-time;
These ransack at your pleasures.
3. How shall we knowem.

Claud.
If they walk on foot by their Rat-colourd stockings,
And shining shooes. If Horsmen by short Boots,
And riding furniture of several Counties.
2. Not one of the List escapes us.

Claud.
But for Schollars,
Whose wealth lies in their heads, & not their pockets,
Soldiers that have bled in their Countries service,
The Rent-rackd Farmer, needy Market folks,
The sweaty Laborer; Carriers that transport
The goods of other men, are priviledgd;
But above all, let none presume to offer
Violence to women, for our King hath sworn,
Who that ways a Delinquent; without mercy
Hangs fort by Marshal law.

Omnes.
Long live Severino.
And perish all such cullions as repine at his new Monarchy.

Claud.
About your business,
That he may finde at his return good cause
To praise your care and discipline.

Omnes.
Well not fail Sir.

Exeunt.
Enter Monteclaro and Calypso.

Mont.
Thou art sure mistaken, tis not possible
That I can be the man thou art employd too.

Calyp.
Not you the man? you are the man of men,
And such another in my Ladies eye,
Never to be discoverd.

Mont.
A meer stranger newly arrivd?

Calyp.
Still the more probable,
Since Ladies, as you know, affect strange dainties,
And brought far to em. This is not an age
In which Saints live; but women, knowing women,
That understand their Summum bonum, is
Variety of pleasures in the touch,
Derivd from several Nations; and if men
Would be wise by their example.

Mont.
As most are. Tis a coupling age!

Calyp.
Why sir, do Gallants travel?
Answer that question; but at their return
With wonder to the hearers, to discourse of
The garb and difference in foreign Females.
As the lusty Girle of France, the sober German,
The plump Dutch Fro, the stately Dame of Spain,
The Roman Libertine, and spriteful Tuscan,
The merry Greek, Venetian Courtesan,
The English fair Companion, that learns something
From every Nation, and will flie at all.
I say again the difference betwixt these
And their own Country Gamesters.

Mont.
Aptly urgd.
Some make that their main end; but may I ask
Without offence to your gravity, By what title
Your Lady that invites me to her favors,
Is known in the City.

Galyp.
If you were a true born Monsieur,
You would do the business first, and ask that after.
If you onely truck with her title, I shall hardly
Deserve thanks for my travel; she is Sir
No single Duccat trader, nor a Beldam
So frozen up, that a Fever cannot thaw her.
No Lioness by her breath.

Mont.
Leave these impertinencies, and come to the matter.

Calyp.
Would you wood be as forward
When you draw for the upshot, she is Sir a Lady,
A rich, fair, well-complexioned, and what is
Not frequent among Venus Votaries,
Upon my credit, which good men have trusted;
A sound and wholedom Lady, and her name is
Madona Jolante.

Mont.
Jolante. I have heard of her, for chastity, and beauty;
The wonder of the age.

Calyp.
Pray you not too much,
Of chastity, fair, and free I do subscribe too,
And so youll finde her.

Mont.
Come yare a base Creature,
And covering your foul ends with her fair name,
Give me just reason, to suspect you have
A plot upon my life.

Calyp.
A plot! Very fine!
Nay, tis a dangerous one, pray you beware oft,
Tis cunningly contrivd, I plot to bring you
A foot with the travel of some forty paces,
To those delights, which a man not made of Snow,
Would ride a thousand miles for. You shall be
Receivd at a Postern door, if you be not cautious,
By one whose touch would make old Nestor yong,
And cure his Hernia? A terrible plot!
A kiss then ravished from you by such Lips
As flow with Nectar, a Juicy-palm more pretious
Then the famd Sibillas Bough to guide you safe
Through Mists of perfumes to a glorious room,
Where Jove might feast his Juno, a dire plot,
A Banquet Ill not mention, that is common;
But I must not forget to make the plot
More horrid to you. The retiring bower
So furnishd, as might force the Persians envy,
The Silver bathing Tub, the Cambrick rubbers,
Thembroiderd Quilt, a Bed of Gossamire,
And Damask Roses, a meer Powder plot
To blow you up; and last, a Bed-fellow,
To whose rare entertainment all these are
But foils, and settings off.

Mont.
No more, her breath would warm an Euenuch.

Calyp.
I knew I should heat you; now he begins to glow.

Mont.
I am flesh and blood,
And I were not man, if I should not run the hazard,
Had I no other ends int, I have considerd
Your motion, Matron.

Calyp.
My Plot Sir on your life,
For which, I am deservedly suspected
For a base and dangerous woman. Fare you well Sir,
Ill be bold to take my leave.
Mont:
I will along too.
Come pardon my suspition, I confess
My Error; and eying you better, I perceive
Theres nothing that is ill that can flow from you.
I am serious, and for proof of it Ill purchase
Your good opinion.

Calyp.
I am gently naturd,
And can forget a greater wrong upon
Such terms of satisfaction.

Mont.
Whats the hour.

Calyp.
Twelve.

Mont.
Ill not miss a minute.

Calyp.
I shall finde you at your lodging?

Mont.
Certainly, return my service,
And for me kiss your Ladies hands.

Calyp.
At twelve, Ill be your convoy.

Mont.
I desire no better.

Exeunt.
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ENTER DURAZZO, CALDORO, Servant.

Dur.
WALK the Horses down the Hill, I have a little
To speak in private.

Cald.
Good Sir, no more anger.

Duraz.
Love do you call it? Madness, wilful Madness;
And since I cannot cure it, I would have you

Exactly mad. You are a lover already,
Be a drunkard too, and after turn small Poet,
And then you are mad Katexikene, the Madman.

Cald.
Such as are safe on shore, may smile at tempests,
But I that am embarqud, and every minute
Expect a shipwrack, rellish not your mirthe;
To me it is unseasonable.
Duraz
Pleasing Viands, are made sharp by sick palats. I affect
A handsom Mistress in my grey Beard, as well
As any Boy of you all; and on good terms
Will venture as far ith fire, so she be willing
To entertain me; but ere I would dote
As you do, where there is no flattering hope
Ever tenjoy her, I would forswear Wine,
And kill this letcherous Itch with drinking Water,
Or live like a Carthusian on Poor-John,
Then bathe my self, night by night, in marble dew,
And use no Soap but Camphir-Balls.

Cald.
You may (and I must suffer it) like a rough Surgeon,
Apply these burning costicks to my wounds
Already gangreend, when soft unguents would
Better express an Uncle, with some feeling
Of his Nephews torments.

Duraz.
I shall melt, and cannot
Hold out if he whimper. O that this yong fellow,
Who on my knowledge is able to beat a man,
Should be baffeld by this blinde imagind-Boy,
Or fear his Bird-bolts.

Cald.
Yhave put your self already
To too much trouble in bringing me thus far:
Now if you please, with your good wishes leave me
To my hard fortunes.

Dur.
Ill forsake my self first.
Leave thee? I cannot, will not; thou shalt have
No cause to be weary of my company,
For Ill be useful, and ere I see thee perish,
Dispensing with my dignity and candor,
I will do something for thee, though it savour
Of the old Squire of Troy. As we ride, we will
Consult of the means: Bear up.

Cal.
I cannot sink,
Having your noble aids to buoy me up;
There was never such such a Guardian.

Dur.
Hows this? stale complements to me? when my works done,
Commend thartificer, and then be thankful.

Exeunt.
Enter Caliste (richly habited) and Mirtilla (in her first gown.)

Cal.
How doest thou like my gown?

Mirt.
Tis rich and Courtlike.

Cal.
The dressings too are suitable?

Mir.
I must say so, or you might blame my want of care.

Cal.
My mother
Little dreams of my intended flight, or that
These are my nuptial ornaments.

Mir.
I hope so.

Cal.
How dully thou repliest! thou dost not envy
Adorios noble change, or the good fortune
That it brings to me?

Mir.
My endeavours that way can answer for me.
Cal
True, you have discharged
A faithful Servants duty, and it is
By me rewarded like a liberal Mistress:
I speak it not to upbraid you with my bounties,
Though they deserve more thanks and ceremony
Then you have yet expressd.

Mir.
The miseries which from your happiness I am sure to suffer,
Restrain my forward tongue; and gentle Madam,
Excuse my weakness, though I do appear
A little daunted with the heavy burthen
I am to undergo: when you are safe,
My dangers like to roaring torrents will
Gush in upon me; yet I would endure
Your mothers cruelty; but how to bear
Your absence, in the very thought confounds me:
Since we were children, I have lovd and servd you;
I willingly learnd to obey, as you
Grew up to knowledg, that you might command me;
And now to be divorcd from all my comforts,
Can this be borne with patience?

Cal.
The necessity of my strange fate commands it; but I vow
By my Adorios love, I pitty thee.

Cal.
Pitty me, Madam! a cold charity;
You must do more, and help me.

Cal.
Ha! what said you?
I must? is this fit language for a servant?

Mir.
For one that would continue your poor servant,
And cannot live that day in which she is
Denid to be so: Can Mirtilla sit
Mourning alone, imagining those pleasures
Which you this blessed Hymeneal night
Enjoy in the embraces of your Lord,
And my Lord too in being yours, (already
As such I love and honor him) shall a stranger
Sew you in a sheet to guard that maidenhead
You must pretend to keep, (and twill become you.)
Shall another do those bridal offices
Which time will not permit me to remember,
And I pine here with envy? Pardon me,
I must and will be pardond, for my passions
Are in extreams, and use some speedy means
That I may go along with you, and share
In those delights, but with becoming distance;
Or by his life, which as a Saint you swear by,
I will discover all.

Calist.
Thou canst not be
So treacherous and cruel, in destroying
The building thou hast raisd,

Mirt.
Pray you do not tempt me, for tis resolvd.

Calist.
I know not what to think oft.
In the discovery of my secrets to her,
I have made my slave my Mistress, I must sooth her,
Theres no evasion else. Prethee Mirtilla,
Be not so violent, I am strangely taken
With thy affection to me, twas my purpose
To have thee sent for.

Mirt.
When?

Calist.
This very night, and I vow deeply I shall be no sooner
In the desird possession of my Lord;
But by some of his servants I will have thee
Conveyd unto us.

Mirt.
Should you break?

Calist.
I dare not:
Come, clear thy looks, for instantly well prepare
For our departure.

Mirt.
Pray you forgive my boldness,
Growing from my excess of zeal to serve you.

Calist.
I thank thee fort.

Mirt.
Youll keep your word.

Calist.
Still doubtful?

Mirt.
Twas this I aimd at, and leave the rest to Fortune.

Exeunt.
Enter Adorio, Camillo, Lentulo, Donato, Cario, Servants.

Ador.
Haste you unto my Villa, and take all
Provision along with you; and for use,
And ornament, the shortness of the time
Can furnish you; let my best Plate be set out,
And costliest Hangings, and ift be possible
With a merry dance to entertain the Bride,
Provide an Epithaiamium.

Car.
Trust me for belly timber, and for a song I have
A Paper blurrer; who on all occasions,
For all times, and all seasons, hath such trinckets
Ready ith deck. It is but altering
The names, and they will serve for any Bride,
Or Bridegroom in the Kingdom.

Ador.
But for the dance?

Car.
I will make one my self, and foot it finely,
And summoning your Tenants at my Dresser,
Which is indeed my Drum. Make a rare choice
Of thable youth, such as shall sweat sufficiently,
And smell too, but not of Amber, which you know is
The grace of the Country-hall.

Ador.
About it Cario, and look you be careful.

Car.
For mine own credit Sir.

Exit.

Ador.
Now noble friends confirm your loves, and think not
Of the penalty of the Law, that does forbid
The stealing away an Heir. I will secure you,
And pay the breach oft.

Cam.
Tell us what we shall do, well talk of that hereafter.

Ador.
Pray you be carefull
To keep the West-gate of the City open,
That our passage may be free, and bribe the Watch
With any sum; this is all.

Don.
A dangerous business.

Cam.
Ill make the Constable, Watch, and Porter drunk, Under a Crown.

Lent.
And then you may pass while they snore.
Though you had done a murther.

Cam.
Get but your Mistress,
And leave the rest to us.

Ador.
You much engage me,
But I forget my self:

Cam.
Pray you in what, Sir?

Ador.
Yielding too much to my affection,
Though lawful now; my wounded reputation
And honor suffer: The disgrace in taking
A blow in publike from Caldoro, branded
With the infamous mark of Coward, in delaying
To right my self, upon my cheek grows fresher,
Thats first to be considerd

Cam.
If you dare
Trust my opinion, (yet I have had
Some practice and experience in duels)
You are too tender that way: Can you answer
The debt you owe your honor, till you meet
Your Enemy from whom you may exact it?
Hath he not left the City, and in fear
Conceald himself, for ought I can imagine?
What would you more?

Ador.
I should do.

Cam.
Never think on
Till fitter time and place invite you to it.
I have read Caranza, and find not in his Grammar
Of Quarrels, that the injurd man is bound
To seek for reparation at an hour;
But may, and without loss, till he hath setled
More serious occasions that import him,
For a day or two defer it.

Ador.
Youll subscribe
Your hand to this?

Cam.
And justifiet with my life,
Presume upont.

Ador.
On then, you shall overrule me.

Exeunt.
Enter Jolante and Calypso.
Jol
Ill give thee a golden tongue, and have it hung up
Ore thy tomb for a monument.

Cal.
I am not prepard yet
To leave the world; there are many good pranks
I must dispatch in this kind before I die:
And I had rather, if your Honor please,
Have the crowns in my purse.

Jol.
Take that.

Cal.
Magnificent Lady!
May you live long, and every Moon love change,
That I may have fresh imployment, You know what
Remains to be done.

Jol.
Yes, yes, I will command
My daughter and Mirtilla to their chamber:

Cal.
And lockem up: Such liquorish Kitlings are not
To be trusted with our cream. Ere I go, Ill help you
To set forth the banquet, and place the candid Eringos
Where he may be sure to taste em. Then undress you,
For these things are cumbersom, when you should be active:
A thine night mantle to hide part of your Smock,
With your Pearl embroiderd Pantophles on your Feet,
And then you are armd for service; nay, no trifling,
We are alone, and you know tis a point of folly
To be coy to eat, when meat is set before you.
Exeunt:
Enter Adorio, and Servant.

Ador.
Tis eleveu by my Watch, the hour appointed.
Listen at the door; hearst thou any stirring?

Serv.
No Sir, alls silent here.

Ador.
Some cursed business keeps
Her mother up. Ill walk a little circle,
And shew where you shall wait us with the horses,
And then return. This short delay afflicts me,
And I presume, to her it is not pleasing.

Exeunt.
Enter Durazzo, Caldoro.

Dur.
Whats now to be done? prethee lets to Bed, I am sleep.
And heres my hand ont without more ado,
By fair or foul play, well have her to morrow
In thy possession.

Cald.
Good Sir give me leave
To taste a little comfort in beholding
The place by her sweet presence sanctifid.
She may perhaps to take air, ope the Casement,
And looking out, a new Star to be gazd on
By me with adoration, bless these eyes.
Neer happy but when she is made the Object.

Dur.
Is not here fine fooling.

Caldo.
Thou great Queen of Love,
Or real or imagind, be propitious
To me thy faithful Votary; and I vow
Terect a statue to thee, equal to
Thy picture by Apelles skilful hand
Left as the great example of his art;
And on thy thigh Ill hang a golden Cupid,
His torches flaming, and his quiver full,
For further honour.

Dur.
End this waking dream, and lets away
Mirtilla!
Enter Caliste and Mirtilla.

Cald.
Tis her voice.

Cal.
You heard the horses footing.

Mirt.
Certainly.

Cal.
Speak low, my Lord Adorio:

Cald.
I am dumb.

Dur.
The darkness friend us too, most honourd
Madam,
Adorio your servant.

Cal.
As you are so, I do command your silence till we are
Further removd; and let this kiss assure you,
(I thank the sable night that hides my blushes)
I am wholly yours.

Dur.
Forward you micher.

Mirt.
Madam, think on Mirtilla.
[Goes in]

Dur.
Ill not now enquire
The mysterie of this, but bless kind Fortune
Favoring us beyond our hopes: yet now I think ont,
I had ever a lucky hand in such smock night-work.

Exeunt.

Enter Adorio and Servant.

Ador.
This slowness does amaze me; shes not alterd
In her late resolution.
[Within jolant.]
Get you to bed,
And stir not on your life, till I command you.

Ador.
Her mothers voice! listen.

Serv.
Here comes the daughter.

Enter Mirtilla.

Mirt.
Whither shall I flie for succor?

Ador.
To these arms, your castle of defence, impregnable,
And not to be blown up. How your heart beats!
Take comfort, dear Caliste, you are now
In his protection that will nere forsake you,
Adorio:
Your changd Adorio swears
By your best self, an oath he dares not break,
He loves you, loves you in a noble way,
His constancie firm as the poles of heaven.
I will urge no reply, silence becomes you,
And Ill defer the musick of your voice
Till we are in a place of safety.

Mirt.
O blest error!

Exeunt.

Enter Severino.
Tis midnight: how my fears of certain death
Being surprisd, combat with my strong hopes
Raisd on my chaste wifes goodness! I am grown
A stranger in this City, and no wonder,
I have too long been so unto my self:
Grant me a little truce, my troubled soul,
I hear some footing, ha?
Enter Monteclaro and Calypso.

Calyp.
That is the house,
And theres the key; youll find my Lady ready
To entertain you: tis not fit I should
Stand gaping by while you bill: I have brought you on,
Charge home, and come off with honor.

Exit.

Sever.
It makes this way.

Mont.
I am much troubled, and know not what to think
Of this design.

Sever.
It still comes on.

Mont.
The Watch! I am betraid.

Sever.
Should I now appear fearful,
It would discover me; there is no retiring,
My confidence must protect me, Ill appear
As if I walkd the round. Stand.

Mont.
I: am lost.

Sever.
The word?

Mont.
Pray you forbear; I am a stranger,
And missing this dark stormy night my way
To my lodging, you shall do a courteous office
To guide me tot.
Sever
Do you think I stand here for a page or a porter?

Mont.
Good sir grow not so high,
I can justifie my being abroad; I am
No pilfering vagabond, and what you are
Stands yet in supposition; and I charge you
If you are an Officer, bring me before your Captain;
For if you do assault me, though not in fear
Of what you can do alone, I will cry murther
And raise the streets.

Sever.
Before my Captain, ha?
And bring my head to the block. Would we were parted,
I have greater cause to fear the Watch then he.

Mont.
Will you do your duty?

Sever.
I must close with him:
Truth sir, whatere you are, (yet by your language
I ghess you a Gentleman) Ill not use the rigor
Of my place upon you; only quit this street,
For your stay here will be dangerous, and good night.

Mont.
The like to you sir; Ill grope out my way
As well as I can. O damnd Bawd! fare you well sir.

Exit Monteclaro.

Sever.
I am glad hes gone; there is a secret passage
Unknown to my wife, through which this key will guide me
To her desired imbraces, which must be,
My presence being beyond her hopes, most welcom.

Exit.
Enter Jolante (with a rich banquet, and tapers) (in a chair, behind a curtain.)

Jol.
I am full of perplexed thoughts: Imperious Blood,
Thou only art a tyrant; Judgment, Reason,
To whatsoever thy Edicts proclaim,
With vassal fear subscribe against themselves,
I am yet safe in the port, and see before me,
If I put off, a rough tempestuous sea,
The raging winds of infamy from all quarters
Assuring my destruction; yet my lust
Swelling the wanton sails, (my understanding
(Stowd under hatches) like a desperate Pilot
Commands me to urge on: My pride, my pride,
Self-love, and over-value of my self
Are justly punishd: I that did deny
My daughters youth allowd and lawful pleasures,
And would not suffer in her those desires
She suckd in with my milk, now in my waning
Am scorcht and burnt up with libidinous fire
That must consume my fame; yet still I throw
More fuel on it.

Enter Severino.

Sever.
Tis her voice, poor Turtle;
Shes now at her devotions praying for
Her banished Mate: alas, that for my guilt
Her innocence should suffer! But I do
Commit a second sin in my deferring
The extasie of joy that will transport her
Beyond herself, when she flies to my lips,
And seals my welcom. Jolante!

Jol.
Ha? good Angels guard me.

Sever.
What do I behold?
Some sudden flash of lightning strike me blind,
Or cleave the center of the earth, that I
May living find a sepulchre to swallow
Me and my shame together.

Jol.
Guilt and horror
Confound me in one instant; thus surprisd,
The subtlety of all Wantons, though abstracted,
Can shew no seeming colour of excuse
To plead in my defence.

Sever.
Is this her mourning?
O killing object! the imprisond vapours
Of rage and sorrow make an earthquake in me;
This little world, like to a tottering tower,
Not to be underproppd; yet in my fall
Ill crush thee with my ruines.
Draws a poniard, she kneels.

Jol.
Good sir, hold:
For, my defence unheard, you wrong your justice,
If you proceed to execution,
And will too late repent it.

Sever.
Thy defence? To move it, adds (could it receive addition)
Ugliness to the loathsom leprosie
That in thy being a Strumpet hath already
Infected every vein, and spreads it self
Over this carrion, which would poison
Vulturs and dogs, should they devour it. Yet to stamp
The seal of Reprobation on thy soul,
Ill hear thy impudent lyes borrowd from hell
And prompted by the Devil thy tutor, Whore,
Then send thee to him. Speak.

Jol.
Your Gorgon looks
Turn me to stone, and a dead palsie seises
My silencd tongue.

Sever.
O fate, that the disease
Were general in women; what a calm
Should wretched men enjoy! Speak, and be brief,
Or thou shalt suddenly feel me.

Jol.
Be appeasd sir,
Until I have deliverd reasons for
This solemn preparation.

Sever.
On, I hear thee.

Jol.
With patience ask your memory; twill instruct you,
This very day of the moneth 17 years since
You married me.

Sever.
Grant it, what canst thou urge from this?

Jol.
That day since your proscription sir,
In the rembrance of it annually,
The garments of my sorrow laid aside,
I have with pomp observd.

Sever.
Alone!

Jol.
The thoughts of my felicity then, my misery now,
Were the invited guests; Imagination
Teaching me to believe that you were present
And a partner in it.

Sever.
Rare! this real banquet
To feast your fancie: Fiend, could Fancie drink off
These flagons to my health? or thidol Thought
Like Baal devour-these delicates? the room
Perfumd to take his nostrils? this loose habit
Which Messalina would not wear, put on
To fire his lustful eyes? Wretch, am I grown
So weak in thy opinion, that it can
Flatter credulity that these gross tricks
May be foisted on me? Wheres my daughter? where
The Bawd your woman? answer me, Caliste,
Mirtilla! they are disposd of, if not murtherd,
To make all sure; and yet methinks your neighbour,
Your whistle, agent, parasite Calypso,
Should be within: Call when you hem to usher in
The close Adulterer.

Jol.
What will you do?

Sever.
Not kill thee, do not hope it, I am not
So near to reconcilement. Ha! this scarf
Thintended favor to your Stallion, now
Is useful: do not strive; thus bound expect
All studied tortures, my assurance, not
My jealousie thou art false, can pour upon thee.
In darkness howl thy mischiefs; and if rankness
Of thy imagination can conjure
The Ribaud, glut thy self with him:
I will cry aim, and in another room
Determine of my vengeance. Oh my heart-strings!

Exit (with tapers.)

Jol.
Most miserable woman! and yet sitting
A Judge in mine own cause upon my self,
I could not mitigate the heavy doom
My incensd husband must pronounce upon me.
In my intents I am guilty, and for them
Must suffer the same punishment, as if
I had in fact offended.
[Calypso speaks at the door.]
Bore my eyes out
If you prove me faulty: Ill but tell my Lady
What causd your stay, and instantly present you.
Hows this? no lights? what new device? will she play
At Blindman buff Madam?

Jol.
Upon thy life speak in a lower key:

Calyp.
The mysterie
Of this sweet Lady; where are you?

Jol.
Here fast bound.

Calyp.
By whom?

Jol.
Ill whisper that into thine ear, and then farewell for ever.

Calyp.
How? my Lord,
I am in a fever: Horns upon horns grow on him.
Could he pick no hour but this to break a bargain
Almost made up?

Jol.
What shall we do?

Calyp.
Betray him: Ill instantly raise the Watch.

Jol.
And so make me for ever infamous.

Calyp.
The Gentleman, the rarest Gentleman is at the door,
Shall he lose his labour? since that you must perish,
T will shew a womans spleen in you to fall
Deservedly: give him his answer, Madam.
I have on the sudden in my head a strange whimsie,
But I will first unbind you.

Jol.
Now what follows?

Cal.
I will supply your place; and bound, give me
Your mantle, take my night-gown, send away
The Gentleman satisfied. I know my Lord
Wants power to hurt you: I perhaps may get
A kiss by the bargain, and all this may prove
But some neat love-trick: If he should grow furious
And question me, I am resolvd to put on
An obstinate silence. Pray you dispatch the Gent.
His courage may cool.

Jol.
Ill speak with him; but if
To any base or lustful end, may mercy
At my last gasp forsake me.

Exit.

Calyp.
I was too rash,
And have done what I wish undone: say he should kill me.
I have run my head in a fine nooze, and I smell
The pickle I am in: las how I shudder
Still more and more! would I were a she Priapus.
Stuck up in a garden to fright away the Crows,
So I were out of the house; shes at her pleasure
Whatere she said, and I must endure the torture.
He comes; I cannot pray, my fear will kill me.
Enter Severino (throwing open the doors violently) having a knife.

Sev.
It is a deed of darkness, and I need
No light to guide me: there is something tels me
I am too slow pacd in my wreak, and trifle
In my revenge. All hushd? no sigh nor groan
To witness her compunction? can guilt sleep,
And innocence be open-eyd? Even now
Perhaps she dreams of the Adulterer,
And in her fancie hugs him: Wake thou strumpet,
And instantly give up unto my vengeance
The villain that defiles my bed; discover
Both what and where he is, and suddenly
That I may bind you face to face, then sew you
Into one sack, and from some steep rock hurl you
Into the sea together: Do not play with
The lightning of my rage; break stubborn silence.
And answer my demands, will it not be?
Ill talk no longer; thus I mark thee for
A common strumpet.

Calyp.
Oh!

Sever.
Thus stab these arms
That have stretchd out themselves to grasp a stranger.

Calyp.
Oh!

Sever.
This is but an induction; Ill draw
The curtains of the Tragedy hereafter:
Howl on, tis musick to me.

Exit Severino.

Calyp.
He is gone,
A kiss and love-tricks; he hath villainous teeth,
May sublimd Mercury draw em. If all dealers
In my profession were paid thus, there would be
A dearth of Cuckolds. Oh my nose! I had one,
My arms, my arms! I dare not cry for fear:
Cursed desire of gold, how art thou punishd?

Enter Jolante.

Jol.
Till now I never truly knew my self,
Nor by all principles and lectures read
In Chastities cold school was so instructed
As by her contrary. How base and deformd
Loose appetite is! as in a few short minutes
This stranger hath, and feelingly, deliverd.
Oh that I could recall my bad intentions,
And be as I was yesterday untainted
In my desires, as I am still in fact
(I thank his temperance) I could look undanted
Upon my husbands rage, and smile at it;
So strong the guards, and sure defences are
Of armed Innocence; but I will endure
The penance of my sin, the onely means,
Is left to purge it. The day breaks, Calypso.

Calyp.
Here Madam, here:

Jol.
Hath my Lord visited thee?

Calyp.
Hell take such visits; these stabd arms, and loss
Of my nose, you left fast on, may give you a rellish
What a night I have had oft, and what you had suffered,
Had I not supplied your place.

Jol.
I truly grieve fort; did not my husband speak to thee?

Calyp.
Yes, I heard him
And felt him ecce signum, with a mischief.
But he knew not me; like a true bred Spartan Fox
With silence I endured it, he could not get
One syllable from me.

Jol.
Something may be fashiond
From this invention: Help me, I must be sudden,
Thou art free, exchange, quick, quick, now binde me sure,
And leave me to my fortune.

Calyp.
Pray you consider,
The loss of my nose; had I been but carted for you,
Though washd with Mire and Chamber-ly, I had
Examples to excuse me; but my nose, my nose dear Lady.

Exit.

Jol.
Get off, Ill send to thee.
If so, it may take; if it fail, I must
Suffer what ever follows.
Enter Severino (with a Taper.)

Sever.
I have searched
In every corner of the house, yet finde not
My daughter, nor her Maid, nor any print
Of a mans footing, which this wet night would
Be easily discernd, the ground being soft,
At his coming in or going out.

Jol.
Tis he, and I am within hearing; Heaven forgive this feigning,
I being forcd tot to preserve my life,
To be better spent hereafter.

Sever.
I begin to stagger, and my love if it knew how,
Her piety heretofore, and same remembred,
Would plead in her excuse.

Jol.
You blessed Guardians
Of matrimonial faith, and just revengers
Of such as do in fact offend against
Your sacred rites and ceremonies; by all titles
And holy attributes you do vouchsafe
To be invokd, look down with saving pitty
Upon my matchless sufferings.

Sever.
At her devotions, affliction makes her repent.

Jol.
Look down upon a wretched woman; and as I
Have kept the knot of wedlock, in the Temple
By the Priest fastend firm, (though in loose wishes
I yield I have offended) to strike blind
The eyes of Jealousie that see a crime
I never yet committed, and to free me
From the unjust suspition of my Lord,
Restore my martyrd face and wounded arms
To their late strength and beauty.

Sever.
Does she hope to be curd by miracle?

Jol.
This minute I
Perceive with joy my orisons heard and granted:
You ministers of mercy, who unseen,
And by a supernatural means have done
This work of heavenly charity, be ever canonizd fort.

Sever.
I did not dream, I heard her,
And I have eyes too, they cannot deceive me.
If I have no belief in their assurance,
I must turn sceptick. Ha? this is the hand?
And this the fatal instrument? these drops
Of blood, that gushd forth from her face and arms,
Still fresh upon the floor: This is something more
Then wonder or amazement, I profess I am astonishd:

Jol.
Be incredulous still,
And go on in your barbarous rage, led to it
By your false guide Suspition, have no faith
In my so long tryd loyalty, nor believe
That which you see; and for your satisfaction,
My doubted innocence cleared by miracle,
Proceed, these Veins have now new blood, if you
Resolve to let it out.

Sever.
I would not be foold
With easiness of belief, and faintly give

Aside.
Credit to this strange wonder? tis now thought on
In a fitter place and time, Ill sound this further.

Unties her.
How can I expect my sin? or hope,
Though now I write my self thy slave, the service
Of my whole life can win thee to pronounce
Despaird of pardon? shall I kneel? thats poor,
Thy mercy must urge more in my defence,
Then I can fancy; wilt thou have revenge?
My heart lies open to thee.

Jol.
This is needless to me, who in the duty of a wife,
Know I must suffer.

Sever.
Thou art made up of goodness,
And from my confidence that I am alone,
The object of thy pleasures, until death
Divorce us, we will know no separation
Without inquiring why (as sure thou wilt not,
Such is thy meek obedience) thy Jewels
And choicest ornaments packd up, thou shalt
Along with me; and as a Queen be honord.
By such a stile me Soveraign, already
My banishment is repeald, thou being present:
The Neapolitan Court a place of exile
When thou art absent; my stay here is mortal
Of which thou art to sensible, I perceive it.
Come dearest Jolante, with this breath
All jealousie is blown away:

Jol.
Be constant.

Exeunt.


ACT. 4. SCAEN. 1.
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A NOYSE WITHIN, as the fall of a Horse, — then Enter Durazzo, Caldoro, Caliste, Servant.

Duraz.
HELL take the stumbling Jade.

Cald.
Heaven help the Lady.

Serv.
The Horse hath broke his neck.

Duraz.
Would thine were crackd too
So the Lady had no harm. Give her fresh air,
Tis but a swoun.

Cald.
Tis more, shes dead:

Duraz.
Examine
Her limbs if they be whole: not too high, not too high
You Ferrit, this is no Cunniborough for you.
How do you finde her?
Cald
No breath of comfort sir, too cruel fate!
Had I still pind away, and lingred under
The modesty of just and honest hopes
After a long consumption, sleep and death,
To me had been the same, but now as twere
Possessd of all my wishes, in a moment
To have em ravished from me? suffer shipwrack
In view of the Port? and like a half starvd begger,
No sooner in compassion cloathd, but coffind?
Malevolent destinies, too cunning in
Wretched Caldoros tortures. O Caliste,
If thy immortal part hath not already
Left this fair pallace, let a beam of light
Dawn from thine eye, in this Cimmerian darkness,
To guide my shaking hand to touch the anchor
Of hope in thy recovery.

Caliste.
Oh.

Duraz.
She lives, disturb her not, she is no right bred woman
If she die with one fall; some of my acquaintance
Have took a thousand merrily, and are still
Excellent wrestlers at the close hug.

Cald.
Good Sir.

Duraz.
Prethee be not angry, I should speak thus if
My Mother were in her place.

Cald.
But had you heard
The musick of the language which she usd
To me, believd Adorio, as she rode
Behinde me; little thinking that she did

Embrace Caldoro.

Caliste.
Ah Adorio!

Duraz.
Leave talking, I conceive it.

Caliste.
Are you safe?

Cald.
And raisd like you from death to life to hear you.

Calist.
Hear my defence then, ere I take my vail off.
A simple maids defence, which looking on you,
I faintly could deliver; willingly
I am become your prize, and therefore use
Your victory nobly; Heavens bright eye, the Sun,
Draws up the grossest vapors, and I hope
I neer shall prove an envious cloud to darken
The splendor of your merits. I could urge
With what disdain, nay scorn, I have declind
The shadows of insinuating pleasures
Tenderd by all men else, you onely being
The object of my hopes: That cruel Prince
To whom the Olive branch of Peace is offerd,
Is not a conqueror, but a bloody tyrant,
If he refuse it; nor should you wish a triumph,
Because Calistes humble; I have said
And now expect your sentence.

Duraz.
What a throng
Of Clients would be in the Court of Love,
Were there many such she Advocates: Art thou dumb?
Canst thou say nothing for thy self.

Cald.
Dear Lady open your eyes, and look upon the man,
The man you have elected for your Judge,
Kneeling to you for mercy.

Cal.
I should know this voice, and something more then fear I am
Deceivd, but now I look upon his face,
I am assurd I am wretched.

Duraz.
Why good Lady?
Hold her up, shell fall agen, before her time else,
The youths a well timbred youth, look on his making;
His Hair curld naturally, hes whole chested too,
And will do his work as well, and go through stitch witht,
As any Adorio in the world; my slate ont,
A Chicken of the right kinde; and if he prove not
A Cock of the Game, cuckold him first, and after
Make a Capon of him.

Caliste.
Ill cry out a Rape,
If thou unhand me not; would I had died
In my late trance, and never livd to know
I am betrayd.

Duraz.
To a yong and active husband,

Call you that trechery; there are a shole of
Yong wenches ith City, would vow a pilgrimage
Beyond Jerusalem, to be so cheated.
To her agen you milk-sop, violent storms
Are soon blown over.

Caliste.
How couldst thou Caldoro
With such a frontless impudence, arm thy hopes
So far, as to believe I might consent
To this leud practise? have I not often told thee
How, ere I pitied thy misplaced affection,
I could not answer it? and that there was
A strong antipathy between our Passions,
Not to be reconcild.

Cald.
Vouchsafe to hear me
With an impartial ear, and it will take from
The rigor of your censure. Man was markd
A friend in his Creation to himself,
And may with fit ambition conceive
The greatest blessings, and the highest honors
Appointed for him, if he can atchieveem
The right and noble way: I grant you were
The end of my design, but still pursud
With a becoming modesty, Heaven at length
Being pleasd, and not my arts to further it.

Duraz.
Now he comes to her: On boy.

Cald.
I have servd you
With a religious zeal, and borne the burthen
Of your neglect (if I may call it so)
Beyond the patience of a man, to prove this.
I have seen those eyes with pleasant glances play
Upon Adorios, like Phoebes shine
Guilding a Chrystal River, and your Lip
Rise up in civil courtship to meet his,
While I bit mine with envy: Yet these favors
(How ere my passions ragd) could not provoke me
To one act of rebellion against
My loyalty to you; the soveraign
To whom I ow obedience.

Calist.
My blushes confefs this for a truth.

Duraz.
A flag of truce is
Hung out in this acknowledgment.

Cald.
I could adde,
But that you may interpret what I speak,
The malice of a rival, rather then
My due respect to your deserts. How faintly
Adorio hath returnd thanks to the bounty
Of your affection, ascribing it
As a tribute to his worth, and not in you
An act of mercy: Could he else invited
(As by your words I understood) to take you
To his protection, grosly neglect
So gratious an offer? or give power
To fate it self to cross him? O dear Madam,
We are all the Balls of time, tossd to and fro,
From the Plough unto the Throne, and back agen,
Under the swinge of destinie mankinde suffers;
And it appears by an unchangd decree
You were appointed mine; wise nature always
Aiming at due proportion, and if so,
I may believe with confidence, Heaven in pity
Of my sincere affection, and long patience,
Directed you by a most blessed error
To your vowd servants bosom.

Duraz.
By my holidame Tickling-Philosophy.

Calist.
I am Sir, too weak
To argue with you; but my Stars have better
(I hope) provided for me.

Cald.
If there be
Disparity between us, tis in your
Compassion to level it.

Duraz.
Give fire to the Mine, and blow her up.

Caliste.
I am sensible
Of what you have endured, but on the sudden,
With my unusual travel, and late bruise,
I am exceeding weary; in you grove,
While I repose my self, be you my guard:
My spirits with some little rest revivd,
We will consider further: For my part
You shall receive modest and gentle answers
To your demands, though short perhaps to make you

Full satisfaction.

Cald.
I am exalted in the employment, sleep secure, Ill be
Your vigilant Sentinel.

Calist.
But I command you,
And as you hope for future grace obey me,
Presume not with one stoln kiss to disturb
The quiet of my slumbers; let your temperance
And not your lust, watch over me.

Cald.
My desires
Are frozen, till your pitty shall dissolveem.

Duraz.
Frozen! think not of Frost fool in the Dog-days,
Remember the old adage, and make use oft,
Occasions bald behinde.

Calist.
Is this your Uncle?

Cald.
And Guardian, Madam; at your better leisure,
When I have deservd it, you may give him thanks
For his many favours to me.

Calist.
He appears a pleasant Gentleman.

Ex. Caldoro and Caliste.

Dur.
You should find me so,
But that I do hate incest. I grow heavy,
Sirra provide fresh horses; Ill seek out
Some hollow tree, and dream till you return,
Which I charge you to hasten.

Serv.
With all care sir.

Exeunt.

Enter Cario and Country-men, (for the Dance and Song.)

Car.
Let your eyes be rivetted to my heels, and miss not
A hairs breadth of my footing; our Dance has
A most melodious note, and I command you
To have ears like hares this night for my Lords honor,
And something for my Worship: your reward is
To be drunk blind like Moles in the Wine-cellar,
And though you ner see after, tis the better,
You were born for this nights service: And do you hear,
Wire-string and Cats-guts men, and strong-breathd Hoboys,
For the credit of your calling, have not your Instruments
To tune, when you should strike up; but twang sit perfectly,
As you would read your Neckverse; and you Warbler
Keep your Wind-pipe moist, that you may not spit and hem,
When you should make division. How I sweat!
Authority is troublesom. — They are come,
I know it by the Cornet that I placd
On the hill to give me notice: Marshal your selves
Ithe Rear, the Van is yours. Now chant it spritely.
Enter Adorio, Mirtilla, Camillo, Lentulo, Donato

Ador.
A well-pennd Ditty.
[Song]

Cam.
Not ill sung.

Ador.
What follows?

Car.
Use your eyes; if ever, now your masterpiece
[Dance]

Ador.
Tis well performd, take that, but not from me,
Tis your new Ladies bounty, thank her fort,
All that I have is hers.

Car.
I must have three shares
For my pains and properties, the rest shall be

Divided equally.

Ex. Cario & Rastici.

Mirt.
My real fears
Begin, and soon my painted comforts vanish
In my discovery.

Ador.
Welcome to your own:
You have (a wonder in a woman) kept
Three long hours silence; and the greater, holding
Your own choice in your arms, a blessing for which
I will be thankfull to you, nay unmask
And let mine eye and ears together feast,
Too long by you kept empty: Oh you want
Your womans help, Ill do her office for you.
Puls off her mask.
Mirtilla!

Cam.
It is she, and wears the habit
In which Caliste three days since appeared
As she came from the Temple.

Lent.
All this trouble for a poor Waiting-maid?

Don.
We are grossly gulld.

Ador.
Thou child of impudence, answer me, and truly,
Or though the tongues of Angels pleaded mercy,
Tortures shall force it from thee.

Mirt.
Innocence is free and open. breasted; of what crime
Stand I accusd, my Lord?

Ador.
What crime? no language
Can speak it to the height, I shall become
Discourse for fools, and drunkards. How was this
Contrivd? who helpd thee in the plot? discover.
Were not Calistes aydes int?

Mirt.
No on my life; nor am I faulty.

Ador.
No: what may games this.
Didst thou treat with me for thy Mistriss favors,
To make sale of thine own?

Mirt.
With her and you
I have dealt faithfully: you had her Letter
With the Jewel I presented; she receivd
Your courteous answer, and prepard herself
To be removd by you: And howsoever
You take delight to hear what you have done,
From my simplicity, and make my weakness
The subject of your mirth, as it suits well
With my condition, I know you have her
In your possession.

Ador.
How! has she left her mothers house?

Mirt.
You drive this nail too far;
Indeed she deeply vowd at her departure
To send some of your Lordships servants for me,
(Though you were pleasd to take the pains your self)
That I might still be near her, as a shadow
To follow her the substance.

Ador.
She is gone then?

Mirt.
This is too much; but good my Lord forgive me,
I come a Virgin hither to attend
My noble Mistress, though I must confess
I look with sore eyes upon her good fortune,
And wish it were mine own:

Ador.
Then as it seems you do yourself affect me?

Mirt.
Should she hear me,
And in her sudden fury kill me fort,
I durst not, Sir, deny it; since you are
A man so formd, that not poor I alone,
But all our sex like me I think stand bound
To be enamourd of you.

Ador.
O my fate! how justly am I punishd? in thee punishd
For my defended wantonness? I that scornd
The Mistress when she sought me, now I would
Upon my knees receive her, am become
A prey unto her Bondwoman,
My honor too neglected for this purchase.
Art thou one of those
Ambitious Serving-women, who contemning
Thembraces of their Equals, aim to be
The wrong way Ladifid by a Lord? was there
No sorward Page or Footman in the City
To do the feat, that in thy lust I am chosen
To be the executioner? darst thou hope
I can descend so low?

Mirt.
Great Lords sometimes
For change leave calvert Sammon, and eat Sprats,
In modesty I dare speak no more.

Cam.
If twere a Fish-day, though you like it not,
I could say
I have a stomach, and would content my self
With this pretty Whiting-mop.

Ador.
Discover yet how thou camst to my hands.

Mirt.
My Lady gone,
Fear of her mothers rage, she being found absent,
Movd me to flie; and quitting of the house,
You were pleasd unaskd to comfort me, I usd
No sorceries to bewitch you; then vouchsafd
(Thanks ever to the darkness of the night)
To hug me in your arms, and I had wrongd
My breeding near the Court, had I refusd it.

Ador.
This is still more bitter; canst thou ghess to whom
Thy Lady did commit herself?

Mirt.
They were horsemen, as you are.

Ador.
In the name of wonder,
How could they pass the Port, where you expected
My coming?

Cam.
Now I think upont, there came
Three mounted by, and behind one a woman
Embracing fast the man that rode before her.

Lent.
I knew the men, but she was vaild.

Ador.
What were they?

Lent.
The first the Lord Durazzo, and the second
Your rival yong Caldoro; it was he
That carried the wench behinde him.

Donat.
The last a servant that spurd fast after em

Ador.
Worse and worse! twas she!
Too much assurance of her love undid me;
Why did you not stay em?

Donat.
We had no such commission.

Camil.
Or say we had? who durst lay fingers on
The angry old Russian.

Lent.
For my part I had rather
Take a baited Bull by the Horns.

Ador.
You are sure friends for a man to build on.

Camil.
They are not far off,
Their horses appeared spent too; lets take fresh ones
And coast the Countrey, ten to one we finde em.

Ador.
I will not eat nor sleep, until I have em.
Moppet you shall along too.

Mirt.
So you please, I may keep my place behinde you;
Ill sit fast, and ride with you all the world over.

Camil.
A good Girle.
Exeunt:
Enter Monteclaro and Calypso.

Mont.
Her husband Severino?

Calyp.
You may see
His handy-work by my flat face; no bridge
Left to support my Organ. If I had one,
The comfort is I am now secure from the Grincomes,
I can loose nothing that way.

Monte.
Doest thou not know what became of the
Lady?

Calyp.
A nose was enough to part with
I think, in the service; I durst stay no longer,
But I am full assurd the house is empty,
Neither poor Lady, daughter, servant left there:
I only ghess he hath fored em to go with him
To the dangerous Forrest where he lives like a King
Among the Banditi, and how there he hath usd them,
Is more then to be feard.

Mont.
I have plaid the fool,
And kept my self too long conceald, sans question
With the danger of her life. Leave me — 
The King!
Enter Alphonso and Captain.

Cal.
The Surgeon must be paid.

Mont.
Take that.

Cal.
I thank you,
I have got enough by my trade, and I will build
An Hospital only for noseless Bawds,
Twill speak my charity, and be my self
The Governess of the Sisterhood.

Exit.

Alph.
I may forget this in your vigilance hereafter;
But as I am a King, if you provoke me
The second time with negligence of this kind,
You shall deeply smart fort.

Mont.
The Kings movd.

Alph.
To suffer a murtherer by us proscribd, at his pleasure
To pass and repass through our guards?

Capt.
Your pardon
For this, my gracious Lord, binds me to be
More circumspect hereafter.

Alph.
Look you be so:
Monsieur Laval, you were a suiter to me
For Severinos pardon.

Mont.
I was so, my good Lord.

Alph.
You might have met him here to have thankd
You fort, as now I understand.

Mont.
So it is rumourd;
And hearing in the City of his boldness,
(I would not say contempt of your Decrees)
As then I pleaded mercy, (under pardon)
I now as much admire the slowness of
Your justice (though it force you to some trouble)
In fetching him in.

Alph.
I have considerd it.

Mont.
He hath of late, as tis suspected, done
An outrage on his wife forgetting nature
To his own daughter, in whom sir I have
Some nearer interest then I stand bound to
In my humanity, which I gladly would
Make known unto your Highness.

Alph.
Go along, you shall have opportunity as we walk:
See you what I committed to your charge,
In readiness, and without noise.

Capt.
I shall sir.

Exeunt.


ACT. 5. SCAEN. 1.
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ENTER CLAUDIO, AND all the Banditi (making a guard) Severino and Jolante (with Oaken leavd garlands) and Singers.

Sever.
HERE, as a Queen, share in my soveraignty:
The iron toils pitchd by the Law to take
The forfeiture of my life, I have broke through,
And secure in the guards of these few subjects
Smile at Alphonsus fury, though I grieve for
The fatal cause in your good brothers loss
That does compell me to his course.

Jol.
Revive not
A sorrow long since dead, and so diminish
The full fruition of those joys, which now
I stand possessd of: Womanish fear of danger
That may pursue us, I shake off, and with
A masculine spirit.

Sev.
Tis well said.

Jol.
In you sir I live; and when, or by the course of nature,
Or violence you must fall, the end of my
Devotions is, that one and the same hour
May make us fit for heaven.

Sev.
I join with you
In my votes that way: But how, Jolante,
You that have spent your past days slembring in
The doun of quiet, can endure the hardness
And rough condition of our present being,
Does much disturb me.

Jol.
These woods, Severino,
Shall more then seem to me a populous City;
You being present, here are no allurements
To tempt my frailty, nor the conversation
Of such, whose choice behaviour or discourse
May nourish iealous thoughts.

Sev.
True, Jolante,
Nor shall suspected chastity stand in need here
To be cleard by miracle.

Jol.
Still on that string? it yields harsh discord.

Sev.
I had forgot my self,
And wish I might no more remember it.
The day wears, sirs, without one prize brought in
As tribute to your Queen. Claudio, divide
Our Squadron in small parties, let em watch
All passages, that none escape without
The payment of our Customs

Claud.
Shall we bring in the persons with the pillage?

Sev.
By all means,
Without reply about it, well retire

Ex. Claudio and the rest.
Into my Cave, and there at large discourse
Our fortunes past, and study some apt means
To find our daughter; since she well disposd of,
Our happiness were perfect.

Jol.
We must wait with patience Heavens pleasure.

Sev.
Tis my purpose.

Exeunt.
Enter Lentulo and Camillo.

Lent.
Let the horses graze, they are spent,

I am sure I am sleepy,
And nodded as I rode: here was a jaunt
Ith dark through thick and thin, and all to no purpose:
What a dulness grows upon me.
[They sit down]

Lent.
I can hardly
Hold ope mine eyes to say so. How did we lose Adorio?

Cam.
He, Donato, and the Wench
That cleaves to him like bird-lime, took the right hand,
But this place is our rendevouz.

Lent.
No matter, well talk of that anon, — heigh ho.
[Sleeps]
Cam
Hes fast already, Lentuio; Ill take a nap too.
[Sleeps]
Enter Adorio, Mirtilla, Donato.

Ador.
Was ever man so crost?

1 Wom.

So blest. This is the finest Wild-goose chase.

Ador.
Whats that you mutter?

Mirt.
A short prayer, that you may find
Your wishd for love, though I am lost for ever.

Don.
Pretty fool, who have we here?

Ador.
This is Camillo.

Mirt.
This Signior Lentulo

Ador.
Wake em.

Don.
Theyll not stir,
Their eye-lids are glud, and mine too; by your favour,
Ill follow their example.
[Lies down]

Ador.
Are you not weary?

Mirt.
I know not what the word means, while I travel
To do you service.

Ador.
Y ue ect to reap
The harvest of your flattery; but your hopes
Will be blasted, I assure you.

Mirt.
So you give leave
To sow it as in me a sign of duty,
Though you deny your beams of gratious favor
To ripen it with patience I shall suffer.

Ador.
No more; my resolution to finde
Caliste, by what accident lost, I know not,
Binds me not to deny my self what nature
Exacteth from me. To walk alone a foot
(For my Horse is tird) were madness, I must sleep;
You could lie down too.

Mirt.
Willingly; so you please to use me.

Ador.
Use thee?

Mirt.
As your pillow Sir,
I dare presume no fareuer, noble Sir.
Do not too much condemn me; generous feet,
Spurn not a fawning Spaniel.

Ador.
Well! sit down.

Mirt.
I am ready Sir.

Ador.
So nimble?

Mirt.
Love is active;
Nor would I be a slow thing: Rest secure Sir
On my maiden-head, Ill not ravish you.

Ador.
For once, so far Ill trust you.
Lies down on her Lap.

Mirt.
All the joys of rest
Dwell on your eye-lids; let no dream disturb
Your soft and gentle slumbers I cannot sing,
But Ill talk you asleep: And I beseech you
Be not offended, though I glory in

My being thus employd; a happiness
That stands for more then ample satisfaction
For all I have, or can endure. He snores,
And does not hear me; would his sense of feeling
Were bound up too: I should — I am all fire.
Such heaps of treasure offerd as a prey,
Would tempt a modest theef; I can no longer

Forbear. Ill gently touch his Lips, and leave

Kisses him.
No print of mine. Ah! I have heard of Nectar;
But till now never tasted it: These Rubies
Are not clouded by my breath. If once agen
I steal, from such a full Exchequer, trifles

Kisses agen.
Will not be missd, I am entrancd: our fancy
Some say in sleep works stronger, I will prove
How far my — 

Sleeps.

Enter Durazzo.

Dur.
My bones ake, I am exceeding cold too, I must seek out
A more convenient Truckle-bed. Ha! Do I dream?
No, no, I wake, Camillo, Lentulo,
Donato this; and as I live, Adorio
In a handsom wenches lap, a whoreson; you are
The best accommodated, I will call
My Nephew, and his Mistris to this Pageant.
The object may perhaps do more upon her,
Then all Caldoros rhetorick. With what
Security they sleep! sure Mercury
Hath traveld this way with his charming rod.
Nephew, Caliste. Madam.

Enter Caldoro and Caliste.

Cald.
Here Sir, is your man returnd with
Horses.

Dur.
No Boy, no; but here are some you thought not of.

Calist.
Adorio.

Dur.
The Idol that you worshipped.

Calist.
This Mirtilla? I am made a stale:

Dur.
I knew twould take.

Calist.
False man;
But much more treacherous woman, tis apparent,
They joyntly did conspire against my weakness,
And credulous simplicity, and have
Prevaild against it.

Cald.
Ill not kill em sleeping;
But if you please, Ill wake em first, and after
Offer them as a fatal sacrifice, to your just anger.

Dur.
You are a fool, reserve your blood for better uses.

Calist.
My fond love, is changd to an extremity of hate,
His very sight is odious.

Dur.
I have thought of
A pretty punishment for him, and his Comrades,
Then leave him to his harlotry: If she prove not
Torture enough, hold me an Ass Their horses
Are not far off, Ill cut the Girts and Bridles,
Then turn em into the Wood; if they can run
Let em follow us as footmen. Wilt thou fight
For whats thine own already?

Calist.
In his Hat
He wears a Jewel, which this faithless Strumpet
As a salary of her Lust, deceivd me of,
He shall not keept to my disgrace, nor will I
Stir till I have it.

Dur.
I am not good at niming;
And yet that shall not hinder us, by your leave Sir,
Tis restitution, pray you all bear witness
I do not steal it; here tis.

Calist.
Take it not
As a Mistris favor, but a strong assurance
I am your wife.
Cald
O Heaven.

Duraz.
Pray ith Church.
Let us away, Nephew a word: have you not
Been billing in the brakes? Ha, and so deservd
This unexpected favor.

Cald.
You are pleasant.
Exeunt Durazzo, Caldoro, Caliste.

Ador.
As thou art a Gentleman, kill me not basely,
Starts up; the rest wake.
Give me leave to draw my Sword.

Camil.
Ha? whats the matter?

Lent.
He talkd ofs Sword.

Donat.
I see no enemy near us,
That threatens danger.

Mirt.
Sure twas but a dream.

Ador.
A fearful one. Me thought Caldoros sword
Was at my throat, Caliste frowning by,
Commanding him, as he desird her favor,
To strike my head off.

Camil.
Meer imagination of a disturbed fancy:

Mirt.
Heres your Hat Sir.

Ador.
But where my Jewel?

Camil.
By all likelihood lost, this troublesome night.

Donat.
I saw it when we came unto this place.

Mirt.
I lookt upont my self, when you reposd.

Ador.
What is become of it?
Restore it, for thou hast it, do not put me
To the trouble to search you.

Mirt.
Search me?

Ador.
You have been
Before your Lady gave you entertainment,
A night-walker in the streets.

Mirt.
How, my good Lord?

Ador.
Traded in picking pockets, when tame gulls
Charmd with your prostituted flatteries,
Daind to embrace you.

Mirt.
Love give place to anger.
Charge me with theft, and prostituted baseness?
Were you a Judge, nay more, the King; thus urgd,
To your teeth I would say, Tis false.

Ador.
This will not do.

Camil.
Deliver it in private.

Mirt.
You shall be
In publick hangd first, and the whole gang of you.
I steal what I presented.

Lent.
Do not strive.

Ador.
Though thou hast swallowd it, Ill rip thy entrail,
But Ill recover it.

Mirt.
Help, help.

Ador.
A new plot.
Enter Claudio, and two Banditi, (presenting their Pistols.)

Claud.
Forbear, libidinous Monsters; if you offer
The least resistance, you are dead: if one
But lay his hand upon his sword, shoot all.

Ador.
Let us fight for what we have, and if you can
Win it, enjoy it.

Claud
We come not to try
Your valor, but for your money; throw down your sword,
Or Ill begin with you: So if you will
Walk quietly without bonds, you may, if not
Well force you; thou shalt have no wrong,
But justice against these.
1. Bandit.
Well teach your Sir
To meddle with wenches in our walks.
2. Bandit.
It being against our Canons.

Camil.
Whether will you lead us?

Claud.
You shall know that hereafter: Guard em sure.
Exeunt:
Enter Alphonso, Monteclaro, Captain.

Alpho.
Are all the passages stoppd?
Gap
And strongly mand,
They must use wings, and flie, if they escape us.

Monte.
But why, great Sir, you should expose your person
To such apparent danger, when you may
Haveem brought bound before you; is beyond

My apprehension.

Alpho.
I am better armd
Then you suppose: besides it is confirmd
By all that have been robbd, since Severino
Commanded these Banditi; though it be
Unusual in Italy, imitating
The courteous English Theeves, for so they call em,
They have not done one murther: I must adde too,
That from a strange relation I have heard
Of Severinos Justice, in disposing
The preys brought in, I would be an eye-witness
Of what I take up now but on report:
And therefore tis my pleasure that we should
As soon as they encounter us, without
A shew of opposition yield.

Mont.
Your will is not to be disputed.

Alph.
You have placd
Your ambush so, that if there be occasion
They suddenly may break in.

Capt.
My life upont.

Alph.
We cannot travail far, but we shall meet
With some of these good fellows; and be sure
You do as I command you.

Mont.
Without fear, sir.

Exeunt.
Enter Severino and Jolante.

Sev.
Tis true, I did command Caliste should not
Without my knowledg and consent, assisted
By your advice, be married: but your
Restraint, as you deliver it, denying
A grown up Maid the modest conversation
Of Men, and warrantable pleasures, relishd
Of too much rigor, which no doubt hath driven her
To take some desperate course:

Jol.
What then I did, was in my care thought best.

Sev.
I so conceive it;
But where was your discretion to forbid
Access and fit approaches, when you knew
Her Suiters noble, either of which I would
Have wishd my son in law? Adorio,
However wild, a young man of good parts,
But better fortunes: his Competitor
Caldoro, for his sweetness of behaviour,
Staidness and temperance, holding the first place
Among the Gallants most observd in Naples;
His own revenues of a large extent,
But in the expectation of his Uncles
And Guardians entratas, by the course
Of nature to descend on him, a Match
For the best Subjects blood, I except none
Of eminence in Italy.

Jol.
Your wishes,
Hower a while delaid, are not I hope
Impossibilities.

Sev.
Though it prove so,
Yet tis not good to give a check to Fortune
When she comes smiling to us. — 
[Cornet within]
Hark, this Cornet
Assures us of a prize; there sit in state,
Tis thy first tribute.

Jol.
Would we might enjoy our own as Subjects:

Sev.
Whats got by the sword,
Is better then inheritance: All those Kingdoms
Subdud by Alexander, were by force extorted,
Though gilded ore with glorious stiles of conquest;
His victories but royal robberies,
And his true definition a Thief;
When circled with huge Navies to the terror
Of such as ploughd the Ocean, as the Pirate
Who from a narrow Creek puts off for prey
In a small Pinace, from a second place
New spoil brought in, — from a third party, brave!
This shall be registred a day of triumph
Designd by fate to honor thee. — 
— Welcome Claudio;
Good booty, ha?

Enter Claudio, Banditi, Adorio, Lentulo, Donato, Camillo, Mirtilla, (at one door) Banditi, Durazo, Caldoro, Caliste, (at another;) Alphonso, Monteclaro, Captain, and Banditi.

Clau.
Their outsides promise so,
But yet they have not made discovery
Of what they stand possest of.

Sev.
Welcome all
Good boys; you have done bravely, if no blood
Be shed in the service.

1 Band.
On our lives no drop sir.

Sev.
Tis to my wish.
Jol
My Lord!

Sev.
No more, I know em:

Jol.
My daughter and her woman too!

Sev.
Conceal your joys.

Dur.
Faln in the Devils mouth.

Cal.
My father,
And mother! to what fate am I reservd?

Cald.
Continue masqud; or grant that you be known,
From whom can you expect a gentle sentence,
If you despair a Fathers?

Ador.
Now I perceive which way I lost my Jewel.

Mirt.
I rejoice
I am cleard from theft; you have done me wrong,
But I unaskd forgive you.

Dur.
Tis some comfort yet
The rivals, men and women, friends and foes, are
Together in one toil.

Sev.
You all look pale,
And by your private whisperings and soft murmurs
Express a general fear: pray you shake it off;
For understand you are not faln into
The hands of a Busiris or a Cacus,
Delighted more in blood then spoil; but given up
To the power of an unfortunate Gentleman,
Not born to these low courses, howsoere
My fate, and just displeasure of the King
Designd me to it: you need not to doubt
A sad captivity here, and much less fear
For profit to be sold for slaves, then shipd
Into another Country; in a word,
You know the proscribd Severino, he
Not unacquainted, but familiar with
The most of you: Want in my self I know not,
But for the pay of these my Squires, who eat
Their bread with danger purchasd, and must be
With others fleeces clothd, or live exposd
To the summers scorching heat and winters cold;
To these before you be compelld, (a word
I speak with much unwillingness) deliver
Such coin as you are furnishd with.

Duraz.
A fine method!
This is neither begging, borrowing, nor robbery,
Yet it hath a twang of all of them. But one word Sir.

Sever.
Your pleasure.

Duzar.
When we have thrown down our Muck, what follows?

Sever.
Liberty, with a safe convoy, to any place you chuse.

Duraz.
By this hand you are
A fair fraternity; for once Ill be
The first example to relieve your Covent.
Theres a thousand crowns, my Vintage, Harvest, Profits
Arising from my Herds, bound in one Bag,
Share it among you.

Sever.
You are still the jovial, and good Durazzo.

Duraz.
To the Offering, nay,
No hanging an arse, this is their wedding day.
What you must do spight of your hearts, do freely
For your own sakes.

Camil.
Theres mine.
They all throw down their purses.

Lent.
Mine.

Donat.
All that I have.

Cald.
This to preserve my Jewel.

Ador.
Which I challenge;
Let me have justice, for my coin I care not;

Mont.
I will not weep for mine.

Capt.
Would it were more.

Sev.
Nay you are priviledgd; but why old father
Art thou so slow? thou hast one foot in the grave;
And if desire of gold do not increase
With thy expiring lease of life, thou shouldst

Be forwardest.

Alph.
In what concerns my self,
I do acknowledge it, and I should lie,
(A vice I have detested from my youth)
If I denyd my present store, since what
I have about me now, weighs down in value
Almost a hundred sold, what ever these
Have laid before you, see I do groan under
Throws down three bags.
The burthen of my treasure; nay tis Gold,
And if your hunger of it be not sated
With what already I have shewn unto you,
Heres that shall glut it. In this Casket are
Inestimable Jewels, Diamonds
Of such a piercing lustre, as struck blinde
Thamazed Lapidary, while he labord
To honor his own art in setting em.
Opens the Casket.
Some orient Pearls too, which the Queen of Spain
Might wear as Earings, in remembrance of
The day that she was crownd.

Sever.
The spoils I think of both the Indies.

Duraz.
The great Sultans poor,
If paralleld with this Craessus.

Sever.
Why dost thou weep?

Alpho.
From a most fit consideration of
My poverty, this though restord, will not
Serve my occasions.

Sever.
Impossible.

Duraz.
May be he would buy his pasport up to Heaven,
And then this too little, though in the journey
It were a good Viaticum.

Alpho.
I would make it
A means to help me thither; not to wrong you
With tedious expectation, Ill discover
What my wants are, and yield my reasons for em:
I have two sons, twins, the true images
Of what I was at their years; never father
Had fairer, or more promising hopes in his
Posterity: But alas, these sons ambitious
Of glittering honor, and an after-name
Atchievd by glorious, and yet pious actions,
(For such were their intentions) put to sea:
They had a well riggd Bottom, fully mannd,
An old experiencd Master, lusty Sailers,
Stout Land-men, and whats something more then rare,
They did agree, had one design, and that was
In charity to redeem the Christian slaves
Chaind to the Turkish servitude.

Sev.
A brave aim.

Dur.
A most heroique enterprise; I languish
To hear how they succeeded.

Alph.
Prosperously
At first, and to their wishes: divers Gallies
They boarded, and some strong Forts near the shore
They suddenly surprizd, a thousand Captives
Redeemd from thoar, paid their glad vows & prayrs
For their deliverance, their ends acquird;
And making homeward in triumphant manner,
(For sure the cause deservd it.)

Dur.
Pray you end here,
The best I fear is told, and that which follows
Must conclude ill.

Alph.
Your fears are true, and yet
I must with grief relate it; prodigal fame
In every place with her loud trump proclaiming
The greatness of the action; the Pyrates
Of Tunis and Argiers laid wait for em
At their return: To tell you what resistance
They made, and how my poor sons fought, would but
Increase my sorrow, and perhaps grieve you
To hear it passionately describd unto you
In brief they were taken, and for the great loss
The enemy did sustain their victory,
Being with much blood bought, they do endure
The heaviest captivity, wretched men
Did ever suffer, O my sons? my sons?
To me for ever lost, lost, lost for ever.

Sever.
Will not these heaps of Gold added to thine,
Suffice for ransome?

Alpho.
For my sons it would,
But they refuse their liberty, if all
That were engaged with them, have not their Irons
With theirs struck off, and set at liberty with them,
Which these heaps cannot purchase.

Sever.
Ha? the toughness
Of my heart melts? be comforted old Father
I have some hidden treasure, and if all,
I and my Squires, these three years have laid up,
Can make the sum up, freely take it.

Duraz.
Ill sell my self to my shirt, lands, moveables, and thou
Shalt part with thine too Nephew, rather then
Such brave men shall live slaves.
2. Bandit.
We will not yeeld tot:
3. Bandit.
Nor loose our parts.

Sever.
Hows this?
2: Bandit.
You are fitter far
To be a Churchman, then to have command over good-fellows.
[Strikes em down.]

Sever.
Thus I ever use
Such saucy Rascals, second me Claudio.
Rebellious? do you grumble? Ill not leave
One rouge of em alive.
[He discovers himself.]

Alpho.
Hold, give the sign

All.
The King.

Sever.
Then I am lost.

Claud.
The Woods are full of armed men.

Alpho.
No hope of your escape
Can flatter you.

Sever.
Mercy dread Sir.

Alpho.
Thy carriage in this unlawful course appears so noble,
Especially in this last tryal, which
I put upon you, that I wish the mercy
You kneel in vain for, might fall gently on you.
But when the holy Oyl was pourd upon
My head, and I anointed King, I swore
Never to pardon murther, I could wink at
Your robberies, though our Laws call em death;
But to dispense with Monteclaros blood
Would ill become a King, in him I lost
A worthy subject, and must take from you
A strict accompt oft; tis in vain to move,
My dooms irrevocable.

Monte.
Not dread Sir, if Monteclaro live.

Alpho.
If? good Laval.

Monte.
He lives in him Sir, that you though

Laval.
Three years have not so altered me, but you may

Remember Monteclaro.

Dur.
How.

Jol.
My Brother.

Calist.
Uncle.

Monte.
Give me leave, I was
Left dead in the field, but by the Duke Montpensier,
Now General at Millain, taken up,
And with much care recovered.

Alpho.
Why livd you so long conceald?

Monte.
Confounded with the wrong
I did my Brother, in provoking him

To fight. I spent the time in France that I
Was absent from the Court, making my exise
The punishment imposd upon my self
For my offence.

Jol.
Now Sir, I dare confess all
This was the ghest invited to the Banquet,
That drew on your suspition.

Sever.
Your intent,
Though it was ill in you, I do forgive,
The rest Ill hear at leisure, Sir, your sentence.

Alpho.
It is a general pardon unto all
Upon my hopes, in your fair lives hereafter
You will deserve it.

Sever.
Claud. &c. Long live great Alphonso.

Dur.
Your mercy shewn in this, now if you please
Decide these lovers difference

Alpho.
That is easie.

Ill put it to the womens choice, the men
Consenting to it.

Calist.
Here I fix them, never to be removd.

Cald.
Tis my nil ultra Sir.

Mirt.
O that I had the happiness to say
So much to you, I dare maintain my love
Is equal to my Ladies.

Ador.
But my minde
A pitch above yours. Marry with a servant
Of no descent or fortune:

Sever.
You are deceivd,
How ere she has been traind up as a servant,
She is the daughter of a noble Captain,
Who in his voyage to the Persian Gulph,
Perishd by shipwrack, one I dearly lovd.
He to my care intrusted her, having taken
My word, if he returnd not like himself,
I never should discover what she was,
But it being for her good, I will dispense with it.
So much Sir for her blood, now for her portion.
So dear I hold the memory of my friend,
It shall rank with my daughters:

Ador.
This made good
I will not be perverse.

Duraz.
With a kiss confirm it.

Ador.
I sign all concord here, but must to you
Sir
For reparation of my wounded honor,
The justice of the King consenting to it,
Denounce a lawful war.

Alpho.
This in our presence:

Ador.
The cause dread Sir commands it, though your Edicts
Call private Combats, Murthers, rather then
Sit down with a disgrace, arising from
A blow; the Bonds of my obedience shook of,
Ill right my self.

Cald.
I do confess the wrong,
Forgetting the occasion, and desire
Remission from you, and upon such terms
As by his sacred Majesty shall be judged
Equal on both parts.

Ador.
I desire no more.

Alpho.
All then are pleasd, it is the glory of
A King to make, and keep his subjects happy;
For us we do approve the Roman Maxim,
To save one Citizen is a greater prize,
Then to have killd in War ten Enemies.

Exeunt.

I. SONG.

BETWEEN JUNO AND HYMEN.

JUNO TO THE BRIDE.

ENTER a Maid, but made a Bride:
Be bold, and freely taste.
The Marriage Banquet neer denyd
To such as sit down chaste.
Though he unloose thy Virgin Zone,
Presumd against thy will:
Those joys reservd to him alone,
Thou art a Virgin still.

HYMEN TO THE BRIDEGROOM.

Hail Bridegroom, hail, thy choice thus made.
As thou wouldst have her true
Thou must give or thy wanton trade,
And bid loose fires adieu:
That Husband who would have his Wife
To him continue chaste,
In her embraces spends his life,
And makes abroad no waste.

HYMEN AND JUNO.

Sport then like Turtels, and bring forth
Such pledges as may be
Assurance of the Fathers worth,
And Mothers purity.
Juno doth bless the Nuptial Bed,
Thus Hymens Torches burn.
Live long, and may, when both are dead,
Your Ashes fill one Vrn.

II. SONG.

ENTERATINMENT OF THE FORESTS QUEEN.

WELCOME, thrice welcome to this shady Green,
Our long wishd Cinthia, the Forests Queen,
The Trees begin to bud the glad Birds sing,
In Winter changd by her into the Spring.
We know no night,
Perpetual light
Dawns from your eye.
You being near,
We cannot fear,
Though death stood by.
From you our Swords take edge, our Hearts grow bold.
From you in Fee, their lives your Liegemen hold.
These Groves your Kingdom, and our Law your will;
Smile, and we spare; but if you frown, we kill.
Bless then the hour
That gives the power
In which you may,
At Bed and Board
Embrace your Lord
Both night and day.
Welcome, thrice welcome to this shady Green,
Our long wishd Cinthia, the Forests Queen.


EPILOGUE.
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IAM left to enquire, then to relate
To the still doubtful Author, at what rate
His marchandise are valued. If they prove
Staple Commodities in your Grace and love,
To this last birth of his Minerva, he
Vows, and we do believe him seriously,
Sloth cast of, and all pleasures else declind,
Hell search with his best care, until he finde
New ways, and make good in some labord Song,
Though he grow old, Apollo still is yong.
Cherish his good intentions, and declare
By any sign of favor, that you are
Well pleasd, and with a general consent,
And he desires no more encouragement.

FINIS


The Bashful Lover (1636)
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The Bashful Lover was licensed for performance by Henry Herbert on 9 May 1636 and performed shortly afterwards by the Kings Men at the Blackfriars Theatre. The tragicomedy was reportedly well-received by audiences and it was successively revived at Covent Garden at the end of May 1798 under the title Disinterested Love. The Bashful Lover is Massingers last known play and it was not published until 1655, when the bookseller Humphrey Moseley released it as part of a volume entitled Three New Plays, which also included The Guardian and The Very Woman. Moseley was one of the most prominent booksellers of the mid-seventeenth century and an important figure in publishing the work of Jacobean and Caroline era playwrights, including the first Beaumont and Fletcher folio (1647) as well as works by Thomas Middleton and James Shirley. He also published collections by some of Englands most renowned poets, including John Milton and John Donne.

There is not one prominent source known for inspiring the play, but it is probable that Massinger drew upon contemporary literature, including works by the famous Spanish writer Miguel de Cervantes. He also made use of the Gonzaga name to root his play in a historical and geographical context, but the plot is pure creation and bears no resemblance to anything that happened in reality. The Bashful Lover is set in northern Italy and concerns the eponymous Bashful Lover, Hortensio, who is in love with Matilda, the daughter of the Duke of Mantua. The Duke of Florence, Lorenzo, has entered into a military conflict with the Duke of Mantua over land and his attempts to marry Matilda by force. The play ultimately attempts to redeem not only Lorenzo, but also his nephew, Alonzo, the Florentine ambassador, who has behaved dishonourably and cruelly throughout most of the play.


CONTENTS

PROLOGUE.

DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

ACT. 1. SCAEN. 1.

ACT. 2. SCAEN. 1.

ACT. 3. SCAEN. 1.

ACT. 4. SCAEN. 1.

ACT. 5. SCAEN. 1.

EPILOGUE.




PROLOGUE.
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This from our Author, far from all offence,
To abler writers, or the Audience
Met here to judge his Poem. He by me
Presents his service, with such modesty
As well becomes his weakness. Tis no crime
He hopes as we do in this curious time,
To be a little diffident, when we are
To please so many with one Bill of Fare.
Let others, building on their merit, say
Yare in the wrong, if you move not that way
Which they prescribe you, as you were bound to learn
Their maximes, but uncapable to discern
Twixt truth and falshood Ours had rather be
Censurd by some, for too much obsequy,
Then taxd of self-opinion: If he hear
That his endeavors thrivd, and did appear
Worthy your view though made so by your grace,
With some desert) he in another place
Will thankfully report, one Leaf of Bays
Truly conferd upon this work, will raise
More pleasure in him, you the givers free,
Then Garland ravisht from the Virgin-Tree.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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Gonzaga, Duke of Mantua
Lorrenzo, Duke of Tuscany
uberti, Prince of Parma
Farneze, Cousin to Gonzaga
Alonso, Cousin to Lorrenzo
Manfroy, a Lord of Mantua
Octavio, General once to Gonzaga, now exild
Gothrio, his Servant
Galeazzo, a Nobleman disguised
Julio, his Man
Pisano, a Tuscan Lord
Martinio, a Captain
Two Captains more
Ambassadors
Soldiers
Matilda, Daughter to Gonzaga
Beatrice, her waiting Gentlewoman
Two Women


ACT. 1. SCAEN. 1.
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ENTER GATEAZZO AND Julio.

Jul.
I dare not cross you sir, but I would gladly
(Provided you allow it) render you
My personal attendance.

Gal.
You shall better
Discharge the duty of an honest servant,
In following my instructions which you have
Receivd already, then in questioning
What my intents are, or upon what motives
My stays resolvd in Mantua: Believe me,
That servant overdoes, thats too officious;
And in presuming to direct your master,
You argue him of weakness, and your self
Of arrogance and impertinence.

Jul.
I have done sir; but what my ends are

Gal.
Honest ones, I know it:
I have my bills of exchange, and all provisions
Entrusted to you; you have shewn your self
Just and discreet, what would you more? and yet
To satisfie in some part your curious care,
Hear this, and leave me: I desire to be
Obscurd; and as I have demeand my self
These six moneths past in Mantua, Ill continue
Unnoted and unknown, and at the best
Appear no more then a Gentleman, and a stranger,
That travails for his pleasure:

Jul.
With your pardon,
This hardly will hold weight, though I should swear it,
With your noble friends and brother.

Gal.
You may tellem,
Since you will be my Tutor, theres a rumor
(Almost cryd up into a certainty)
Of wars with Florence, and that I am determind
To see the service: Whatere I went forth,
(Heaven prospering my intents) I would come home
A Soldier, and a good one.

Jul.
Should you get
A Captains place, nay Colonels, twould add little
To what you are; few of your rank will follow
That dangerous profession

Gal.
Tis the noblest, and Monarchs honord in it:
But no more on my displeasure.

Jul.
Saints and Angels guard you.

Exit.

Gal.
A war indeed is threatned, nay expected
From Florence; but it is gainst me already
Proclaimd in Mantua: I find it here,
No forein, but intestine war: I have
Defied my self, in giving up my reason
A slave to passion, and am led captive
Before the battels fought; I fainted when
I only saw mine enemy, and yielded
Before that I was chargd: And though defeated,
I dare not sue for mercy; like Ixion
I look on Juno, feel my heart turn cinders
With an invisible fire: And yet should she
Daign to appear clothd in a various cloud,
The majesty of the substance is so facred,
I durst not clasp the shadow: I behold her
With adoration, feast my eye, while all
My other senses starve; and oft frequenting
The place which she makes happy with her presence,
I never yet had power with tongue or pen
To move her to compassion, or make known
What tis I languish for; yet I must gaze still,
Though it increase my flame: however I
Much more then fear I am observd and censurd
For bold intrusion.
Walks sadly
Enter Beatrix and Ascanio.

Bea.
Know you, boy, that Gentleman?

Asc.
Who, Monsieur Melancholy? hath not your
Honor Marked him before?

Bea.
I have seen him often wait
About the Princess lodgings, but ner ghessd
What his designs were.

Asc.
No? what a sigh he breathd now!
Many such will blow up the roof; on my small credit
Theres gunpowder in em.

Bea.
How Crack! gunpowder?
Hes flesh and blood, and devils only carry
Such roaring stuff about em: you cannot prove
He is or Spirit or Conjurer.

Asc.
That I grant; but hes a Lover, and thats as bad; their sighs
Are like petards, and blow all up:

Bea.
A Lover! I have been in love my self, but never found yet
That it could work such strange effects.

Asc.
True, Madam,
In women it cannot; for when they miss thenjoying
Of their full wishes, all their sighs and heigh-hoes
At the worst breed timpanies, and these are curd too
With a kiss or two of their Saint, when he appears
Between a pair of sheets: but with us men
The case is otherwise.

Bea.
You will be breechd, boy,
For your physical maxims: But how are you assurd
He is a Lover?

Asc.
Who, I? I know with whom too,
But that is to be whisperd.
Whispers

Bea.
How? the Princess! thunparalleld Matilda!
Some proof of it; Ill pay for my intelligence.
Gives him gold.

Asc.
Let me kiss
Your Honors hand; twas ever fair, but now

Beyond comparison.

Bea.
I ghess the reason;
A giving hand is still fair to the receiver.

Asc.
Your Ladiships in the right: but to the purpose,
He is my Client, and pays his fees as duly
As ever Usurer did in a bad cause
To his man of law; and yet I get, and take em
Both easily and honestly: All the service
I do him, is to give him notice when
And where the Princess will appear; and that
I hopes no treason: If you miss him when
She goes to the Vesper or the Mattins, hang me;
Or when she takes the air, be sure to find him
Near her coach; at her going forth, or coming back:
But if she walk, hes ravisht; I have seen him smel out
Her footing like a Lime-hound, and knows it
From all the rest of her train.

Bea.
Yet I ner saw him present her a petition,

Asc.
Norer shall: He only sees her, sighs, and sacrifices
A tear or two; then vanishes.

Bea.
Tis most strange:
What a sad aspect he wears! but Ill make use oft.
The Princess is much troubled with the threats
That come from Florence; I will bring her to him,
The novelty may afford her sport, and help
To purge deep melancholy. Boy, can you stay
Your Client here for the third part of an hour?
I have some ends int.

Asc.
Stay him, Madam; fear not:
The present receipt of a round sum of crowns,
And that will draw most Gallants from their prayers,
Cannot drag him from me.

Bea.
See you do.

Asc.
Ner doubt me,
Ill put him out of his dream. Good morrow Signior.

Gal.
My little friend, good morrow: Hath the Princess
Slept well to night?

Asc.
I hear not from her women
One murmur to the contrary.

Gal.
Heaven be praisd fort:
Does she go to Church this morning?

Asc.
Troth I know not; I keep no key of her devotion, Signior.

Gal.
Goes she abroad? pray tell me.

Asc.
Tis thought rather
She is resolvd to keep her chamber.

Gal.
Ay me!

Asca.
Why do you sigh? If that you have a business
To be dispatchd in Court, shew ready mony,
You shall find those that will prefer it for you.

Gal.
Business! can any man have business, but
To see her, then admire her, and pray for her,
She being composd of goodness? For my self,
I find it a degree of happiness
But to be near her; and I think I pay
A strict religious vow, when I behold her,
And thats all my ambition.

Asca.
I believe you:
Yet she being absent, you may spend some hours
With profit and delight too. After dinner
The Duke gives audience to a rough Ambassador,
Whom yet I never saw, nor heard his title,
Imployd from Florence: Ill help you to a place
Where you shall see and hear all.

Gal.
Tis not worth my observation.

Asca.
What think you of
An excellent Comedy to be presented
For his entertainment? He that pennd it, is
The Poet of the time; and all the Ladies
(I mean the amorous and learned ones)
Except the Princess, will be there to grace it.

Gal.
Whats that to me? without her all is nothing,
The light that shines in Court, Cimerian darkness:
I will to bed agen, and there contemplate
On her perfections.
Enter Matilda, Beatrix, and two Women.

Asca.
Stay sir! see the Princess,
Beyond our hopes.

Gal.
Take that, as Moors salute
The rising Sun with joyful superstition:
I could fall down and worship. O my heart!
aside
Like Phoebe breaking through an envious cloud,
Or something which no simile can express,
She shews to me; a reverend fear, but blended
With wonder and amazement, does possess me;
Now glut thy self, my famishd eye.

Bea.
Thats he, ant please your Excellence.

1 Wo.
Observe his posture,
But with a quarter-look.

2 Wo.
Your eye fixd on him, will breed astonishment.

Matil.
A comely Gentleman! I would not question your relation, Lady,
Yet faintly can believe it: How he eyes me!
Will he not speak?

Bea.
Your Excellence hath deprivd him
Of speech and motion.

Mat.
Tis most strange.

Asc.
These fits are usual with him.

Mat.
Is it not, Ascanio,
A personated folly? or he a statue?
If it be, it is a master-piece; for man
I cannot think him.

Bea.
For your sport vouchsafe him a little conference.

Mat.
In compassion rather:
For should he love me as you say (though hopeless)
It should not be returnd with scorn; that were
An inhumanity, which my birth nor honor
Could priviledge, were they greater. Now I perceive
He has life and motion in him; to whom, Lady,
Pays he that duty?

Galeaz. bowing, offers to go off.

Bea.
Sans doubt to your self.

Mat.
And whither goes he now?

Asc.
To his private lodging,
But to what end I know not; this is all
I ever noted in him.

Mat.
Call him back: In pitty I stand bound to counsel him,
Hower I am denied, though I were willing
To ease his sufferings.

Asc.
Signior, the Princess commands you to attend her.

Gal.
How? the Princess! am I betraid?

Asc.
What a lump of flesh is this?
You are betraid, sir, to a better fortune
Then you durst ever hope for: What a Tantalus
Do you make your self? the flying fruit stays for you,
And the water that you longd for, rising up
Above your lip, do you refuse to taste it?
Move faster, sluggish Camel, or I will thrust
This goad in your breech: Had I such a promising beard,
I should need the reins, not spurs.

Mat.
You may come nearer;
Why do you shake, sir? If I flatter not
My self, theres no deformity about me,
Nor any part so monstrous to beget
An ague in you.

Gal.
It proceeds not, Madam, from guilt, but reverence.

Mat.
I believe you sir; have you a suit to me?

Gal.
Your Excellence is wondrous fair.

Mat.
I thank your good opinion.

Gal.
And I beseech you that I may have licence To kneel to you.

Mat.
A suit I cannot cross.

Gal.
I humbly thank your Excellence.

Mat.
But what,
As you are prostrate on your knee before me,
Is your petition?

Gal.
I have none, great Princess,

Mat.
Do you kneel for nothing?

Gal.
Yes, I have a suit;
But such a one, as if denied, will kill me.

Mat.
Take comfort; it must be of some strange nature,
Unfitting you to ask, or me to grant,
If I refuse it.

Gal.
It is, Madam, — 

Mat.
Out witht.

Gal.
That I may not offend you, this is all,
When I presume to look on you.

Asc.
A flat Eunuch! to look on her? I should desire my self.
To move a little further.

Mat.
Only that?

Gal.
And I beseech you, Madam, to believe
I never did yet with a wanton eye
Or cherish one lascivious wish beyond it.

Bea.
Youll never make good Courtier, or be
In grace with Ladies.

1 Woman.
Or us Waiting-Women, if that be your

Nil ultra.

2 Woman.
Hes no Gentleman, on my virginity it is apparent:
My Tailor has more boldness, nay my shoo-maker
Will fumble a little further, he could not have
The length of my foot else.

Mat.
Only to look on me? ends your ambition there?

Gal.
It does, great Lady,
And that confind too, and at fitting distance:
The Fly that plays too neer the flame, burns in it.
As I behold the sun, the stars, the Temples,
I look upon you, and wishtwere no sin,
Should I adore you.

Mat.
Come, theres somthing more int;
And since that you will make a Goddess of me,
As such a one, Ill tell you, I desire not
The meanest Altar raisd up to mine honor
To be pulld down; I can accept from you
(Be your condition nere so far beneath me)
One grain of incense with devotion offerd,
Beyond all perfumes or Sabean spices
By one that proudly thinks he merits in it:
I know you love me.

Gal.
Next to heaven, Madam,
And with as pure a zeal. That we behold
With theyes of contemplation, but can
Arrive no nearer to it in this life;
But when that is divorcd, my soul shall serve yours,
And witness my affection.

Mat.
Pray you rise, but wait my further pleasure.
Enter Farneze and Uberti.

Far.
Ill present you,
And give you proof I am your friend, a true one;
And in my pleading for you, teach the age
That cals erroniously Friendship but a name,
It is a substance. Madam, I am bold
To trench so far upon your privacie,
As to desire my friend (Let not that wrong him,
For hes a worthy one) may have the honor
To kiss your hand.

Mat.
His own worth challengeth a greater favor.

Far.
Your acknowledgment
Confirms it, Madam: If you look on him
As hes built up a man, without addition
Of fortunes liberal favors, wealth or titles,
He doth deserve no usual entertainment.
But as he is a Prince, and for your service
Hath left fair Parma (that acknowledges
No other Lord) and uncompelld exposes
His person to the dangers of war,
Ready to break in storms upon our heads;
In noble thankfulness you may vouchsafe him
Neerer respect, and such grace as may nourish,
Not kill his amorous hopes.

Mat.
Cozen, you know I am not the disposer of my self,
The Duke my father challengeth that power:
Yet thus much I dare promise; Prince Uberti
Shall find the seed of service that he sows
Fals not on barren ground.

Uber.
For this high favor
I am your creature, and profess I owe you
Whatever I call mine.
They walk

Gal.
This great Lord is
A Suitor to the Princess.

Asca.
True, he is so:

Ga.
Fame gives him out too for a brave Comander

Asca.
And in it does him but deserved right;
The Duke hath made him General of his horse
On that assurance.

Gal.
And the Lord Farneze pleads for him, as it seems.

Asca.
Tis too apparent:
And this considerd, give me leave to ask
What hope have you sir?

Gal.
I may still look on her,
Hower he wear the garland.

Asca.
A thin diet, and will not feed you fat, sir.

Uber.
I rejoice, rare Princess, that you are not to be won
By Carpet-courtship, but the sword: with this
Steel-pen Ill write on Florence helm, how much
I can, and dare do for you.

Mat.
Tis not questiond,
Some private business of mine own disposd of,
Ill meet you in the presence.

Vber.
Ever your servant.

Ex. Vber. Farne.

Mat.
Now sir to you: You have observd, I doubt not,
(For Lovers are sharp. sighted) to what purpose
This Prince sollicites me; and yet I am not
So taken with his worth, but that I can
Vouchsafe you further parle. The first command
That Ill impose upon you, is to hear
And follow my good councel: I am not
Offended that you love me: persist in it,
But love me vertuously, such love may spur you
To noble undertakings, which atchievd,
Will raise you into name, preferment, honor:
For all which, though you ner enjoy my person,
(For thats impossible) you are indebted
To your high aims; visit me when you please,
I do allow it, nor will blush to own you,
(So you confine your self to what you promise)
As my vertuous servant.

Bea.
Farewel sir, you have
An unexpected Cordial.

Asc.
May it work well.

Exeunt. manet Gal.

Gal.
Your love, yes, so she said, may spur you to
Brave undertakings: Adding this, You may
Visit me when you please. Is this allowed me,
And any act within the power of man
Impossible to be effected? no,
I will break through all oppositions that
May stop me in my full carier to honor;
And borrowing strength to do, from her high favor,
Add somthing to Alcides greatest labor.

Exit.

Enter Gonzaga, Vberti, Farneze, Manfroy, Attendants.

Gon.
This is your place, and were it in our power,
You should have greater honor, Prince of Parma:
The rest know theirs; let some attend with care
On the Ambassador, and let my Daughter
Be present at his audience. Reach a chair,
Well do all fit respects; and pray you put on
Your milder looks; you are in a place where frowns
Are no prevailing agents.

Enter (at one door) Alonzo and Attendants: Matilda, Beatrix, Ascanio, Galeazo, and Waiting-women (at the other.)

Asc.
I have seen
More then a wolf, a Gorgon:
[Swouns]

Gon.
Whats the matter?

Mat.
A Page of mine is faln into a swoun,
Look to him carefully.

Gon.
Now when you please, the cause that brought you hither?

Alon.
The protraction
Of my dispatch forgotten, from Lorenzo
The Tuscan Duke, thus much to you Gonzaga
The Duke of Mantua: By me his nephew
He does salute you fairly, and intreats
(A word not suitable to his power and greatness)
You would consent to tender that, which he
Unwillingly must force, if contradicted.
Ambition, in a private man a vice,
Is in a Prince the vertue.

Gonza.
To the purpose; these ambages are impertinent.

Alon.
He demands
The fair Matilda (for I dare not take
From her perfections) in a noble way;
And in creating her the comfort of
His royal bed, to raise her to a height
Her flattering hopes could not aspire, where she
With wonder shall be gazd upon, and live
The envy of her sex.

Gonza.
Suppose this granted.

Uber.
Or if denied, what follows?

Alon.
Present war, with all extremities the Conqueror can
Inflict upon the vanquishd.

Uber.
Grant me licence
To answer this defiance: What intelligence
Holds your proud Master with the will of Heaven,
That ere thuncertain Dye of War be thrown,
He dares assure himself the victory?
Are his unjust invading Arms of fire?
Or those we put on in defence of right,
Like chaff to be consumd in the encounter?
I look on your dimensions, and find not
Mine own of lesser size; the blood that fills
My veins, as hot as yours; my sword as sharp,
My nerves of equal strength, my heart as good,
And confident we have the better cause,
Why should we fear the trial?

Far.
You presume you are superior in numbers; we
Lay hold upon the surest anchor, vertue;
Which when the tempest of the war roars loudest,
Must prove a strong protection.

Gonza.
Two main reasons (seconding those you have already heard)
Gives us encouragement: The duty that
I owe my mother Country, and the love
Descending to my daughter. For the first,
Should I betray her liberty, I deservd
To have my name with infamy razd from
The catalogue of good Princes: And I should
Unnaturally forget I am a father,
If like a Tartar, or for fear or profit,
I should consign her as a bondwoman
To be disposd of at anothers pleasure,
Her own consent or favor never sud for,
And mine by force exacted. No, Alonzo,
She is my only child, my heir; and if
A fathers eyes deceive me not, the hand
Of prodigal nature hath given so much to her,
As in the former ages Kings would rise up
In her defence, and makes her cause their quarrel:
Nor can she, if that any spark remain
To kindle a desire to be possest
Of such a beauty, in our time want swords
To guard it safe from violence.

Gal.
I must speak, or I shall burst; now to be silent, were
A kind of blasphemy. If such purity,
Such innocence, an abstract of perfection,
The soul of beauty, vertue, in a word,
A Temple of things sacred, should groan under
The burthen of opprestion, we might
Accuse the Saints, and tax the Powers above us
Of negligence or injustice. Pardon, sir,
A strangers boldness, and in your mercy call it
True zeal, not rudeness: In a cause like this,
The Husbandman would change his ploughing-irons
To weapons of defence, and leave the earth
Untilld, although a general dearth should follow:
The Student would forswear his book; the Lawyer
Put off his thriving gown, and without pay
Conclude this case is to be fought, not pleaded:
The women will turn Amazons, as their sex
In her were wrongd; and boys write down their names
Ith muster-book for soldiers.

Gonza.
Take my hand;
Whatevr you are, I thank you: how are you calld?

Gal.
Hortensio, a Millanoise.

Gonza.
I wish Mantua had many such. My Lord
Ambassador,
Some privacie if you please: Manfroy, you may
Partake it, and advise us.
They go aside.

Uber.
Do you know, friend,
What this man is, or of what country?

Far.
Neither.

Uber.
Ill question him my self; what are you sir?

Gal.
A Gentleman.

Uber.
But if there be gradation
In Gentry, as the Heralds say, you have
Been overbold in the presence of your betters.

Gal.
My betters, sir?

Uber.
Your betters! as I take it, you are no Prince.

Gal.
Tis fortunes gift you were born one:
I have not heard that glorious title crowns you
As a reward of vertue; it may be
The first of your house deservd it, yet his merits
You can but faintly call your own.

Mat.
Well answerd.

Uber.
You come up to me.

Gal.
I would not turn my back
If you were the Duke of Florence, though you chargd me
Ith head of our troops.

Uber.
Tell me in gentler language,
(Your passionate speech induces me to think so)
Do you love the Princess?

Gal.
Were you mine enemy,
Your foot upon my breast, sword at my throat,
Even then I would profess it. The ascent
To thheight of honor, is by arts or arms:
And if such an unequalld prize might fall
On him that did deserve best in defence
Of this rare Princess, in the day of battail
I should lead you a way would make your Greatness
Sweat drops of blood to follow.

Uber.
Can your Excellence
Hear this without rebuke from one unknown?
Is he a Rival for a Prince?

Mat.
My Lord, you take that liberty I never gave you:
In justice you should give encouragement
To him or any man that freely offers
His life to do me service, not deter him;
I give no suffrage to it: Grant he loves me,
As he professes, how are you wrongd in it?
Would you have all men hate me but your self?
No more of this I pray you: If this Gentleman
Fight for my freedom, in a fit proportion
To his desert and quality, I can
And will reward him, yet give you no cause
Of jealousie or envy.

Gal.
Heavenly Lady!

Gonz.
No peace, but on such poor and base conditions?
We will not buy it at that rate: Return
This answer to your Master: Though we wishd
To hold fair quarter with him, on such terms
As honor would give way to, we are not
So thunder-struck with the loud voice of war,
As to acknowledg him our Lord before
His sword hath made us Vassals: we long since
Have had intelligence of the unjust gripe
He purposd to lay on us; neither are we
So unprovided as you think, my Lord,
He shall not need to seek us, we will meet him
And prove the fortune of a day, perhaps
Sooner then he expects.

Alon.
And find repentance when tis too late.

Farewell.
[Exit with Farneze.]

Gonza.
No, my Matilda,
We must not part so: Beasts and birds of prey
To their last gasp defend their brood; and Florence
Over thy fathers breast shall march up to thee,
Before he force affection: The arms
That thou must put on for us and thy self,
Are prayers and pure devotion, which will
Be heard, Matilda. Mansroy, to your trust
We do give up the City, and my daughter;
On both keep a strong guard: No tears, they are ominous.
O my Octavio, my tryd Octavio
In all my dangers! now I want thy service,
In passion recompencd with banishment.
Error of Princes, who hate vertue when
Shes present with us, and in vain admire her
When she is absent! Tis too late to think ont:
The wishd for time is come, Princely Uberti,
To shew your valour; Friends being to do, not talk.
All rhetorick is fruitless, only this,
Fate cannot rob you of deservd applause,
Whether you win or lose in such a cause.

Exeunt.


ACT. 2. SCAEN. 1.
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Enter Matilda, Beatrix, and two Women.
NO matter for the Ring I askd you for:
The Boy not to be found?

Bea.
Nor heard of, Madam:

1 Wo.
He hath been sought and searcht for, house by house,
Nay, every nook of the City, but to no purpose.

2 Wo.
And how he should escape hence, the Lord Manfroy
Being so vigilant ore the guards, appears
A thing impossible.

Mat.
I never saw him
Since he swouned in the presence, when my Father
Gave audience to the Ambassador: but I feel
A sad miss of him; on any slight occasion
He would find out such pretty arguments
To make me sport, and with such witty sweetness
Deliver his opinion, that I must
Ingeniously confess his harmless mirth,
When I was most opprest with care, wrought more
In the removing of it, then musick on me.

Bea.
Ant please your Excellence, I have observd him
Waggishly witty; yet sometimes on the sudden
He would be very pensive, and then talk
So feelingly of love, as if he had
Tasted the bitter sweets oft.

1 Wo.
He would tell too a pretty tale of a sister that had been
Deceivd by her Sweetheart; and then weeping swear
He wonderd how men could be false

2 Wo.
And that when he was a Knight, he would be the Ladies Champion,
And travel ore the world to kill such Lovers
As durst play false with their Mistresses:

Mat.
I am sure I want his company
Enter Manfroy (with a Letter.)
There are Letters, Madam,
In post come from the Duke; but I am chargd
By the careful bringer, not to open them
But in your presence.

Mat.
Heaven preserve my Father!
Good news, ant be thy will!

Manf.
Patience must arm you against whats ill.

Mat.
Ill hear em in my Cabinet:

Exeunt.
Enter Galeazo and Ascanio (with a Ring.)
Gal
Why have you left the safety of the City
And service of the Princess, to partake
The dangers of the Camp? and at a time too
When the Armies are in view, and every minute
The dreadful charge expected.

Asc.
You appear so far beyond your self, as you are now
Armd like a soldier, (though I grant your presence
Was ever gracious) that I grow enamourd
Of the profession, in the horror of it
There is a kind of majesty.

Gal.
But too heavy to sit on thy soft shoulders, Youth; retire
To the Dukes tent thats guarded.

Asc.
Sir, I come
To serve you: Knights adventurers are allowd
Their Pages; and I bring a will that shall
Supply my want of power.

Gal.
To serve me, boy! I wish (believe it) that twere in my nerves
To do thee any service; and thou shalt
If I survive the fortune of this day,
Be satisfied I am serious.

Asc.
I am not
To be put off so, sir: since you do neglect
My offerd duty, I must use the power
I bring along with me, that may command you:
You have seen this Ring.

Gal.
Made rich by being worne upon the Princess finger.

Asc.
Tis a favour
To you, by me sent from her: view it better;
But why coy to receive it?

Gal.
I am unworthy
Of such a blessing, I have done nothing yet
That may deserve it; no Commanders blood
Of thadverse party hath yet dyd my sword
Drawn out in her defence. I must not take it.
This were a triumph for me when I had
Made Florence Duke my prisoner, and compelld him
To kneel for mercy at her feet.

Asc.
Twas sent, sir,
To put you in mind whose cause it is you fight for;
And as I am her creature, to revenge
A wrong to me done.

Gal.
By what man?

Asc.
Alonzo.

Gal.
ThAmbassador?

Asc.
The same:

Gal.
Let it suffice, I know him by his armor and his horse;
And if we meet — I am cut off, the Alarum
Commands me hence: sweet Youth, fall off.

Asc.
I must not; you are too noble to receive a wound
Upon your back; and following close behind you,
I am secure, though I could wish my bosom
Were your defence.

Gal.
Thy kindness will undo thee.
Exeunt
Enter Lorenzo, Alonzo, Pisano, Martino.

Lor.
Well charge the main Battalia, fall you
Upon the Van, preserve your Troops intire
To force the Rear: he dies that breaks his ranks,
Till all be ours and sure.

Pisa.
Tis so proclaimd.

Exeunt.
Enter Galeazzo, Ascanio, and Alonzo.

Gal.
Tis he, Ascanio: Stand!

Alon.
I never shunnd
A single opposition; but tell me
Why in the battel, of all men, thou hast
Made choice of me?

Gal.
Look on this Youth; his cause
Sits on my sword

Alon.
I know him not.

Gal.
Ill help your memory.
Fight

Asc.
What have I done? I am doubtful
To whom to wish the victory; for still
My resolution wavering, I so love
The enemy that wrongd me, that I cannot
Without repentance wish success to him
That seeks to do me right. — Alas hes faln.

Alonzo falls.
As you are gentle, hold sir! or if I want
Power to perswade so far, I conjure you
By her lovd name I am sent from.

Gal.
Tis a charm
Too strong to be resisted: He is yours.
Yet why should you make suit to save that life
Which you so late desird should be cut off
For injuries receivd, begets my wonder.

Asc.
Alas, we foolish spleenful boys would have
We know not what: I have some private reasons,
But now not to be told.

Gal.
Shall I take him prisoner?

Asc.
By no means, sir; I will not save his life
To rob him of his honor: when you give,
Give not by halves: One short word, and I follow.

Exit Galeazo.
My Lord Alonzo, if you have receivd
A benefit, and would know to whom you owe it,
Remember what your entertainment was
At old Octavios house, one you calld friend,
And how you did return it.

Exit.

Alon.
I remember I did not well; but it is now no time
To think upont; my wounded honor calls
For reparation, I must quench my fury
For this disgrace in blood, and some shall smart fort.

Exit.
Enter Vberti, Farneze(wounded.)

Far.
O Prince Vberti, valour cannot save us;
The body of our Armys piercd and broken,
The wings are routed, and our scattered Troops
Not to be rallied up.
Vber
Tis yet some comfort,
The enemy must say we were not wanting
In courage or direction; and we may
Accuse the powers above us partial, when
A good cause, well defended too, must suffer
For want of fortune.

Far.
All is lost; the Duke
Too far engagd, I fear, to be brought off:
Three times I did attempt his rescue, but
With odds was beaten back: Only the stranger
(I speak it to my shame) still followd him,
Cutting his way; but tis beyond my hopes
That either should return.

Uber.
That noble stranger,
Whom I in my proud vanity of greatness
As one unknown contemnd, when I was thrown
Out of my saddle by the great Dukes lance,
Horsd me again in spight of all that made
Resistance; and then whisperd in mine ear,
Fight bravely Prince Uberti, theres no way else
To the fair Matildas favour.

Far.
Twas done nobly.

Uber.
In you, my bosom friend; I had calld it noble:
But such a courtesie from a Rival, merits
The highest attribute.
Enter Galeazo and Gonzaga.

Far.
Stand on your guard, we are pursud.

Uber.
Preservd! wonder on wonder.

Far.
The Duke in safety?

Gon.
Pay your thanks, Farneze,
To this brave man, if I may call him so,
Whose acts were more then humane: if thou art
My better Angel, from my infancie
Designd to guard me, like thy self appear,
For sure thou art more then mortal.

Gal.
No, great sir,
A weak and sinful man, though I have done you
Some prosperous service, that hath found your favour,
I am lost to my self; but lose not you
The offerd opportunity to delude
The hot pursuing enemy: these woods
Nor the dark vail of night cannot conceal you,
If you dwell long here: You may rise again,
But I am faln for ever.

Far.
Rather borne up
To the supreme sphere of honor.

Uber.
I confess my life your gift.

Gon.
My liberty: You have snatchd
The wreath of conquest from the Victors head,
And do alone in scorn of Lorenzos fortune
Though we are slavd, by true heroick valour
Deserve a triumph.

Uber.
From whence then proceeds this poor dejection?
Gal:
In one suit Ill tell you,
Which I beseech you grant: — I lovd your daughter,
But how? as beggers in their wounded fancie
Hope to be Monarchs:
I long languishd for her,
But did receive no Cordial, but what
Despair my rough Physitian prescribd me.
At length her goodness and compassion found it.
And whereas I expected, and with reason,
The distance and disparity considerd
Between her birth and mine, she would contemn me,
The Princess gave me comfort.

Gon.
In what measure?

Gal.
She did admit me for her Knight and servant,
And spurrd me to do something in this battel
Fought for her liberty, that might not blemish
So fair a favour.

Gonza.
This you hrve performd to thheight of admiration.

Uber.
I subscribe tot, that am your Rival.

Gal.
You are charitable:
But how short of my hopes, nay the assurance
Of those atchievements which my love and youth
Already held accomplisnd, this days fortune
Must sadly answer. What I did, she gave me
The strength to do; her piety preservd
Her Father; and her gratitude for the dangers
You threw your self into for her defence,
Protected you by me her instrument:
But when I came to strike in mine own cause,
And to do somthing so remarkable,
That should at my return command her thanks
And gracious entertainment, then alas
I fainted like a coward; I made a vow too
(And it is registred) ner to presume
To come into her presence, if I brought not
Her fears and dangers bound in fetters to her,
Which nows impossible. — Hark, the enemy
Makes his approaches: save your selves, this only
Deliver to her Sweetness; I have done
My poor endeavours, and pray her not repent
Her goodness to me: May you live to serve her,
This loss recoverd, with a happier fate,
And make use of this sword: Arms I abjure,
And conversation of men; Ill seek out
Some unfrequented cave, and die Loves martyr.
Exit

Gonza.
Follow him.

Uber.
Tis in vain; his nimble feet
Have born him from my sight.

Gonza.
I suffer for him:

Far.
We share in it, but must not sir forget
Your means of safety.

Uber.
In the war I have servd you,
And to the death will follow you.

Gonz.
Tis not fit,
We must divide our selves.
My daughter, if I retain yet
A Soveraigns power ore thee, or friends with you,
Do, and dispute not; by my example change
Your habits: As I thus put off my purple,
Ambition dies; this garment of a shepherd
Left here by chance will serve; in lieu of it
I leave this to the owner. Raise new forces,
And meet me at S. Leos Fort; my daughter,
As I commanded Manfroy, there will meet us.
The City cannot hold out, we must part,
Farewell, thy hand — 

Far.
You still shall have my heart.

Exeunt.
Enter Lorenzo, Alonzo, Pisano, Martino, Captains, Soldiers.

Loren.
The day is ours, though it cost dear; yet tis not
Enough to get a victory, if we lose
The true use of it. We have hitherto
Held back your forward swords, and in our fear
Of ambushes, deferrd the wishd reward
Due to your bloody toil: But now give freedom,
Nay, licence to your fury and revenge;
Now glut your selves with prey, let not the night
Nor these thick woods give sanctuary to
The fear-struck Hares our Enemies: fire these trees,
And force the wretches to forsake their holes,
And offer their scorchd bodies to your swords,
Or burnem as a sacrifice to your angers.
Who brings Gonzagas head, or takes him prisoner,
(Which I incline to rather) that he may
Be sensible of those tortures, which I vow
Tinflict upon him, for denial of
His daughter to our bed) shall have a Blank
With our hand and signet made authentical,
In which he may write down himself, what wealth
Or honors he desires

Alon.
The great Dukes will shall be obeyed

Pisa.
Put it in execution.

Mar.
Begirt the wood, and fire it.

Sold.
Follow, follow.

Exeunt.
Enter Farneze (with a Florentine soldiers coat.)
Uberti, Prince Uberti! O my friend
Dearer then life! I have lost thee. Cruel fortune,
Unsatisfied with our sufferings! We no sooner
Were parted from the Duke, and even then ready
To make a mutual farewel, when a troop
Of the enemies horse fell on us: we were forcd
To take the woods again, but in our flight
Their hot pursuit divided us: we had been happy
If we had died together; to survive him
To me is worse then death, and therefore should not
Embrace the means of my escape, though offerd.
When nature gave us life, she gave a burthen,
But at our pleasure not to be cast off,
Though weary of it; and my reason prompts me,
This habit of a Florentine which I took
From a dying soldier, may keep me unknown
Till opportunity mark me out a way
For flight, and with security.

Enter Uberti.
Was there ever such a night of horror?

Far.
My friends voice! I now
In part forgive thee, fortune.

Uber.
The wood flames,
The bloody sword devours all that it meets,
And death in several shapes rides here in triumph.
I am like a Stag closd in a toil; my life
As soon as found, the cruel Huntsmans prey:
Why fliest thou then what is inevitable?
Better to fall with manly wounds before
Thy cruel Enemy, then survive thine honor:
And yet to charge him, and die unrevengd,

Meer desperation.

Far.
Heroick spirit!

Uber.
Mine own life I contemn, and would not save it
But for the future service of the Duke
And safety of his daughter; having means,
If I escape, to raise a second Army,
And what is nearest to me, to enjoy
My friend Farneze.

Far.
I am still his care:

Uber.
What shall I do? If I call loud, the foe
That hath begirt the wood, will hear the sound.
Shall I return by the same path? I cannot,
The darkness of the night conceals it from me:
Something I must resolve.

Far.
Let friendship rouze
Thy sleeping soul, Farneze: wilt thou suffer
Thy friend, a Prince, nay one that may set free
Thy captivd Country, perish, when tis in
Thy power with this disguise to save his life?
Thou hast livd too long, therefore resolve to die;
Thou hast seen thy Country ruind, and thy Master
Compelld to shameful flight, the fields and woods
Strawd ore with carkasses of thy fellow-soldiers:
The miseries thou art faln in, and before
Thy eyes the horror of this place, and thousand
Calamities to come; and after all these
Can any hope remain? shake off delays,
Dost thou doubt yet? To save a Citizen,
The conquering Roman in a General
Esteemd the highest honor; can it be then
Inglorious to preserve a Prince? thy friend?
Uberti, Prince Uberti, use this means
Of thy escape; conceald in this thou maist
Pass through the enemies guards: the time denies
Longer discourse; thou hast a noble end,
Live therefore mindful of thy dyng friend:

Exit.

Uber.
Farneze, stay thy hasty steps: Farneze!
Thy friend Uberti cals thee: tis in vain,
Hes gone to death an Innocent, and makes life
The benefit he confers on me, my guilt.
Thou art too covetous of anothers safety,
Too prodigal, and careless of thine own:
Tis a deceit in friendship to enjoin me
To put this garment on, and live, that he
May have alone the honor to die nobly.
O cruel piety, in our equal danger
To rob thy self of that thou givest thy friend!
It must not be, I will restore his gift
And die before him. How? where shall I find him?
Thou art orecome in friendship; yield Uberti
To the extremity of the time, and live:
A heavy ransom, but it must be paid.
I will put on this habit: pittying Heaven
As it loves goodness, may protect my friend,
And give me means to satisfie the debt
I stand engagd for; if not, pale despair
I dare thy worst, thou canst but bid me die,
And so much Ill force from an enemie.

Exit.
Enter Alonzo, Pisano, Farneze (bound) Soldiers (with torches) Farnezes sword in one of the Soldiers hands.

Alon.
I know him, hes a man of ransom.

Pisa.
True, but if he live tis to be paid to me:

Alon.
I forcd him to the woods.

Pisa.
But my art found him,
Nor will I brook a partner in the prey
My fortune gave me.

Alon.
Render him, or expect the point of this.

Pisa.
Wert lightning, I would meet it
Rather then be outbravd.

Alon.
I thus decide the difference.

Pisa.
My sword shall plead my title.
They fight
Enter Lorenzo, Martino, two Captains.

Lor.
Ha! where learnd you this discipline? my
Commanders
Opposd gainst one another? what blind fury
Brings forth this brawl? Alonzo and Pisano
At bloody difference! hold, or I tilt
At both as enemies. Now speak, how grew
This strange division?

Pisa.
Against all right;
By force Alonzo strives to reap the harvest
Sown by my labour.

Alon.
Sir, this is my prisoner,
The purchase of my sword, which proud Pisano
That hath no interest in him, would take from me.

Pisa.
Did not the presence of the Duke forbid me,
I would say — 

Alon.
What?

Pisa.
Tis false.

Lor.
Before my face!
Keep em asunder. And was this the cause
Of such a mortal quarrel? this the base
To raise your fury on? the tyes of blood,
Of fellowship in arms, respect, obedience
To me your Prince and General, no more
Prevailing on you? this a price for which
You would betray our victory, or wound
Your reputation with mutinies?
Forgetful of your selves, allegiance, honor?
This is a course to throw us headlong down
From that proud height of empire, upon which
We were securely seared: shall division
Oreturn what concord built? If you desire
To bath your swords in blood, the enemy
Still flies before you: Would you have spoil? the Country
Lies open to you. O unheard of madness!
What greater mischief could Gonzaga wish us,
Then you pluck on our heads? no, my brave Leaders,
Let unity dwell in our tents, and discord
Be banishd to our enemies

Alon.
Take the prisoner, I do give up my title.

Pisa.
I desire your friendship, and will buy it:
He is yours.
[They embrace.]

Alon.
No mans a faithful Judg in his own cause;
Let the Duke determine of him, we are friends sir.

Lor.
Shew it in emulation to oretake
The flying foe; this cursed wretch disposd of,
With our whole strength well follow.

Exe. Alonz. and Pisa, embracing.

Far.
Death at length
Will set a period to calamity.
I see it in this Tyrants frowns haste to me.
Enter Uberti like a soldier, and shuffles in among em.

Lor.
Thou machine of this mischief, look to feel
Whatere the wrath of an incensed Prince
Can pour upon thee: With thy blood Ill quench
(But drawn forth slowly) the invisible flames
Of discord, — by thy charms first fetchd from Hell,
Then forcd into the breasts of my Commanders.
— Bring forth the tortures.

Vber.
Hear, victorious Duke,
The story of my miserable fortune,
Of which this Villain (by your sacred tongue
Condemnd to die) was the immediate cause:
And if my humble suit have justice in it,
Vouchsafe to grant it.

Lor.
Soldier be brief; our anger can brook no long delay.

Vber.
I am the last
Of three sons, by one father got, and traind up
With his best care for service in your wars:
My father dyed under his fatal hand,
And two of my poor brothers. Now I hear
Or fancie wounded by my grief, deludes me,
Their pale and mangled ghosts, crying for vengeance
On perjury and murther.
Thus the case stood. — 
My father (on whose face he he durst not look
In equal mart) by his fraud circumvented,
Became his Captive: we his sons lamenting
Our old sires hard condition, freely offerd
Our utmost for his ransom. That refusd,
The subtile Tyrant for his cruel ends,
(Conceiving that our piety might insnare us)
Proposd my Fathers head to be redeemd,
If two of us would yield our selves his slaves.
We upon any terms resolvd to save him,
Though with the loss of life which he gave to us;
With an undaunted constancie drew lots
(For each of us contented to be one)
Who should preserve our Father: I was exempted,
But to my more affliction; my brothers
Delivered up; the perjurd Homicide
Laughing in scorn, and by his hoary locks
Pulling my wretched Father on his knees,
Said thus, Receive the Father you have ransomd;
And instantly struck off his head.

Lor.
Most barbarous!

Far.
I never saw this man.

Lor.
One murmur more,
Ill have thy tongue pulld out. Proceed.

Uber.
Conceive, sir,
How thunder-struck we stood, being made spectators
Of such an unexpected tragedy:
Yet this was a beginning, not an end
To his intended cruelty; for pursuing
Such a revenge, as no Hircanian tigress
Robd of her whelps durst aim at, in a moment
Treading upon my Fathers trunk, he cut off
My pious Brothers heads, and threwem at me.
Oh what a spectacle was this! what mountain
Of sorrow overwhelmd me! My poor heartstrings
As tenterd by his tyrannie, crackd; my knees
Beating gainst one another, groans and tears
Blended together followed; not one passion
Calamity ever yet expressd, forgotten.
Now mighty sir, (bathing your feet with tears)
Your suppliants suit is, that he may have leave
With any cruelty revenge can fancie,
To sacrifice this Monster, to appease
My Fathers ghost and Brothers.

Lor.
Thou hast obtaind it; choose any torture; let the memory
Of what thy Father and thy Brothers sufferd
Make thee ingenious in it, such a one
As Phalaris would wish to be calld his.
Martino, guarded with your soldiers, see
The execution done; but bring his head
On forfeiture of your own, to us: Our presence
Long since was elswhere lookd for.

Ex. cum suit.

Mar.
Soldier to work; take any way thou wils for thy revenge,
Provided that he die: his bodys thine,
But I must have his head.

Uber.
I have already
Concluded of the manner: O just heaven,
The instrument I wishd for offerd me!

Mar.
Why art thou rappd thus?
Uber:
In this soldiers hand
I see the murtherers own sword, I know it,
Yes, this is it by which my Father and
My brothers were beheaded: Noble Captain
Command it to my hand. Stand forth and tremble;
This weapon of late drunk with innocent blood
Shall now carouse thine own. Pray, if thou canst;
For though the world shall not redeem thy body,
I would not kill thy soul.

Far.
Canst thou believe
There is a heaven, or hell, or soul? thou hast none.
In death to rob me of my fame, my honor,
With such a forged lye? tell me thou hangman,
Where did I ever see thy face? or when
Murderd thy sire or brothers? look on me
And make it good: thou darst not.

Uber.
Yes I will
[Unbinds his arms]
In one short whisper, and that told thou art dead.
I am Uberti; take thy sword, fight bravely,
Well live or die together.

Mar.
We are betraid.

Far.
And have I leave once more, brave Prince, to ease

Mar. struck down, the soldiers run away.
My head on thy true bosom?

Uber.
I glory more
To be thy friend, then in the name of Prince
Or any higher title.

Far.
My preserver!

Uber.
The life you gave to me, I but return;
And pardon, dearest friend, the bitter language
Necessity made me use.

Far.
O sir, I am
Outdone in all; but comforted, that none
But you can wear the laurel,

Uber.
Heres no place
Or time to argue this; let us flie hence.

Far.
I follow.

Exeunt.

Mar.
A thousand Furies keep you company!
I was at the gate of — but now I feel
My wounds not mortal; I was but astonishd,
And coming to my self, I find I am
Reservd for the gallows: theres no looking on
Thenraged Duke, excuses will not serve,
I must do something that may get my pardon:
If not, I know the worst, a halter ends all.

Exit.


ACT. 3. SCAEN. 1.
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ENTER OCTAVIO, (A Book ins hand.)

Oct.
TIS true, by proof I find it, humane reason
Views with such dim eyes what is good or ill,
That if the great Disposer of our being
Should offer to our choice all worldly blessings,
We knew not what to take. — 
When I was young,
Ambition of Court-preferment fird me;
And as there were no happiness beyond it,
I labourd fort and got it; no man stood
In greater favour with his Prince, I had
Honors and offices, wealth flowd in to me,
And for my service both in peace and war
The general voice gave out I did deserve em.
But oh vain confidence in subordinate greatness!
When I was most secure, it was not in
The power of fortune to remove me from
The flat I firmly stood on: in a moment
My vertues were made crimes, and popular favor
(To new-raisd men still fatal) bred suspition
That I was dangerous: which no sooner entred
Gonzagos breast, but straight my ruine followd:
My offices were took from me, my state seisd on;
And had I not prevented it by flight,
The jealousie of the Duke had been removd
With the forfeiture of my head.
[Within Galeaz]
Or shew compassion, or I will force it.

Oct.
Ha! is not poverty safe?
I thought proud war that aimd at kingdoms ruines,
The sack of palaces and cities, scornd
To look on a poor cottage.
Enter Galeazo (with Ascanio ins arms) Gothrio following.

Goth.
What would you have?
The devil sleeps in my pocket, I have no cross
To drive him from it. Be you or thief, or soldier,
Or such a begger as will not be denied,
My scrip, my tar-box, hook and coat will prove
But a thin purchase; if you turn my inside
Outwards, youll find it true.
Searches his scrip.

Gal.
Not any food?

Goth.
Alas sir,
I am no glutton, but an under-shepherd,
The very picture of famine; judg by my cheeks else:
I have my pittance by ounces, and starve my self;
When I pay a pensioner, I have an antient mouse,
A crum a meal.
[Takes the bottle.]

Gal.
No drop left?
Drunkard, hast thou swilld up all?

Goth.
How? Drunkard, sir! I am a poor man, you mistake me sir:
Drunkards a title for the rich, my betters;
A calling in repute, some sell their lands fort,
And rore wines better then mony. Our poor beveridg
Of buttermilk or whey allaid with water,
Ner raise our thoughts so high. Drunk! I had never
The credit to be so yet.

Gal.
Ascanio, look up dear youth: Ascanio, did thy sweetness
Command the greedy enemy to forbear
To prey upon it? and I thank my fortune
For suffering me to live, that in some part
I might return thy courtesies: And now
To heighten my afflictions, must I be
Inforcd, no pittying Angel near to help us,
Heaven deaf to my complaints too, to behold thee
Die in my arms for hunger? no means left
To lengthen life a little? I will open
A vein, and pour my blood, not yet corrupted
With any sinful act, but pure as he is,
Into his famishd mouth.

Octa.
Young man forbear
Thy savage pitty; I have better means
To call back flying life.

Goth.
You may believe him,
They apply themselves to Ascanio.
It is his sucking-bottle, and confirms
An old mans twice a child; his nurses milk
Was ner so chargeable: should you put in too
For sope and candles, though he sell his flock fort,
The baby must have this dug: he swears tis ill
For my complexion, but wondrous comfortable
For an old man that would never die

Oct.
Hope well sir,
A temperate heat begins to thaw his numness,
The blood too by degrees takes fresh possession
On his pale cheeks, his pulse beats high; stand off,
Give him more air, he stirs:
[Goth. steals the bottle.]

Goth.
And have I got thee, thou bottle of immortality?

Asca.
Where am I?
What cruel hand hath forcd back wretched life?
Is rest in death denied me?

Goth.
O sweet liquor!
Were here enough to make me drunk, I might
Write my self Gentleman, and never buy
A coat of the Heralds.

Oct.
How now slave?

Goth.
I was fainting,
A clownlike qualm seisd on me, but I am
Recoverd, thanks to your bottle, and begin
To feel new stirrings, gallant thoughts; one draught more
Will make me a perfect Signior:

Oct.
A tough cudgel
Will take this gentle itch off: Home to my cottage,
See all things handsom.

Goth.
Good sir, let me have
The bottle along to smell to: O rare perfume!
Ex:

Gal.
Speak once more, dear Ascanio! How he eyes you,
Then turns away his face! Look up sweet youth,
The object cannot hurt you; this good man
Next heaven is your preserver.

Asc.
Would I had perishd
Without relief, rather then live to break
His good old heart with sorrow. O my shame!
My shame, my never dying shame!

Oct.
I have been
Acquainted with this voice, and know the face too:
Tis she, tis too apparent; O my daugbter!
I mournd long for thy loss; but thus to find thee,
Is more to be lamented.

Gal.
How? your daughter!

Oct.
My only child: I murmurd against heaven
Because I had no more; but now I find
This one too many. Is Alonzo glutted
[Asc weeps]
With thy embraces?

Gal.
At his name a shower
Of tears fals from her eyes: she faints agen.
Grave sir, overrule your passion, and defer
The story of your fortune: On my life
She is a worthy one, her innocence
Might be abusd, but mischiefs self wants power
To make her guilty. Shew your self a Father
In her recovery; then as a Judge,
When she hath strength to speak in her own cause,
You may determine of her.

Oct.
I much thank you
For your wise counsel: you direct me sir
As one indebted more to years, and I
As a pupil will obey you. Not far hence
I have a homely dwelling; if you please there
To make some short repose, your entertainment
Though course, shall relish of a gratitude,
And thats all I can pay you. Look up Girl,
Thou art in thy Fathers arms.

Gal.
Shes weak and faint still:
O spare your age! I am young and strong, and this way
To serve her is a pleasure, not a burthen:
Pray you lead the way.

Oct.
The Saints reward your goodness.

Exeunt.
Enter Manfroy, and Matilda (disguisd.)

Mat.
No hope of safety left?

Manf.
We are descryd.

Mat.
I thought, that coverd in this poor disguise
I might have passd unknown:

Manf.
A diamond, though set in horn, is still a diamond,
And sparkles as in purest gold. We are followd:
Out of the troops that scourd the plains, I saw
Two gallant horsmen break forth, (who by their
Brave furniture and habiliments for the war
Seemd to command the rest) spurring hard towards us;
See with what winged speed they climb the hill
Like Falcons on the stretch to seise the prey;
Now they dismount, and on their hands and knees
Orecome the deep ascent that guards us from him.
Your beauty hath betraid you; for it can
No more be night when bright Apollo shines
In our Meridian, then that be conceald.

Mat.
It is my curse, not blessing; fatal to
My Country, Father, and my self: why did you
Forsake the City?

Manf.
Twas the Dukes command,
No time to argue that; we must descend:
If undiscoverd your soft feet (unusd
To such rough travail) can but carry you
Half a league hence, I know a cave which will.
Yield us protection.

Mat.
I wish I could lend you
Part of my speed; for me, I can outstrip
Daphne or Atalanta.

Manf.
Some good Angel
Defend us, and strike blind our hot pursuers.

Exeunt.
Enter Alonzo and Pisano.

Alon.
She cannot be far off; how gloriously
She shewd to us in the valley!

Pisa.
In my thought
Like to a blazing Comet:

Alon.
Brighter far:
Her beams of beauty made the hill all fire;
From whence removd, tis coverd with thick clouds.
But we lose time; Ill take that way.

Pisa.
I this.

Exeunt.

Enter Galeazo.
Tis a degree of comfort in my sorrow.
I have done one good work in reconciling
Maria, long hid in Ascanios habit,
To grievd Octavio: what a sympathie
I found in their affections! she with tears
Making a free confession of her weakness
In yielding up her honor to Alonzo,
Upon his vows to marry her: Octavio
Prepard to credit her excuses, nay
Textenuate her guilt; she the Delinquent,
And Judge, as twere, agreeing. But to me
The most forlorn of men, no beam of comfort
Daigns to appear; nor can I in my fancie
Fashion a means to get it: To my Country
I am lost for ever, and twere impudence
To think of a return; yet this I could
Endure with patience: But to be divorcd
From all my joy on earth, the happiness
To look upon the excellence of nature,
That is perfection in heself, and needs not
Addition or epithite, Rare Matilda,
Would make a Saint blaspheme. Here Galeazo
In this obscure abode tis fit thou shouldst
Consume thy youth, and grow old in lamenting
Thy star crost fortune, in this shepherds habit;
This hook thy best defenc, since thou couldst use
(When thou didst fight in such a Princess cause)
Thy sword no better.
[Lies down]
Enter Alonzo, Pisano, Matilda.

Mat.
Are you men, or monsters?
Whither will you drag me? can the open ear
Of heaven be deaf, when an unspotted Maid
Cries out for succor!

Pisa.
Tis in vain; cast lots who shall enjoy her first.

Alon.
Flames rage within me,
And such a spring of Nectar neer to quench em!
My appetite shall be cloyd first: here I stand
Thy friend, or enemy; let me have precedence,
I write a friends name in my heart; deny it,
As an enemy I defie thee.

Pisa.
Friend or foe
In this alike I value, I disdain
To yield priority; draw thy sword.

Alon.
To sheath it in thy ambitious heart.

Mat.
O curb this fury,
And hear a wretched Maid first speak!

Gal.
I am marble:

Mat.
Where shall I seek out words, or how restrain
My Enemies rage, or Lovers? oh the latter
Is far more odious: did not your lust
Provoke you, for that is its proper name,
My chastity were safe;
And yet I tremble more
To think what dire effects lust may bring forth,
Then what as enemies you can inflict,
And less I fear it. Be friends to your selves,
And enemies to me: Better I fall
A sacrifice to your attonement, then
Or one, or both should perish. I am the cause
Of your division; remove it, Lords,
And concord will spring up: poison this face
That hath bewitchd you; this grove cannot want
Aspicks or Toads, creatures though justly calld
For their deformity the scorn of nature,
More happy then my self with this false beauty
(The seed and fruit of mischief) you admire so.
I thus embrace your knees, and yours a suppliant,
If Tigres did not nurse you, or you suck
The milk of a fierce Lioness, shew compassion
Unto your selves in being reconcild,
And pitty to poor me, my honor safe,
In taking loathd life from me.

Pisa.
What shall we do?
Or end our difference in killing her,
Or fight it out?

Alon.
To the last gasp. I feel
The moist tears on my cheeks, and blush to find
A Virgins plaints can move so.

Pisa.
To prevent
Her flight while we contend, lets bind her fast
To this Cipress-tree.

Alon.
Agreed.

Mat.
It does presage my funeral rites.

Gal.
I shall turn Atheist,
If heaven see and suffer this: why did I
Abandon my good sword? with unarmd hands
I cannot rescue her. Some Angel pluck me
From the apostasie I am falling to,
And by a miracle lend me a weapon
To underprop falling honor.

Pisa.
She is fast, resume your arms.

Alon.
Honor, revenge, the Maid too
Lie at the stake.

Pisa.
Which thus I draw — 
They fight, Pisano fals.

Alon.
Alls mine,
But bought with some blood of mine own: Pisano,
Thou wert a noble Enemy; wear that laurel
In death to comfort thee; for the reward,
Tis mine now without Rival.
Galeazo snatches up Pisanos sword.

Gal.
Thou art deceivd;
Men will grow up like to the Dragons teeth
From Cadmus helm sown in the field of Mars,
To guard pure Chastity from lust and rape.
Libidinous monster, Satyre, Fawn, or what
Does better speak thee slave to appetite
And sensual baseness; if thy profane hand
But touch this virgin-temple, thou art dead.

Mat.
I see the aid of Heaven, though slow, is sure.

Alon.
A rustick swain dare to retard my pleasure?

Gal.
No swain, Alonzo, but her knight and servant
To whom the world should owe and pay obedience;
One that thou hast encountred, and shrunk under
His arm, that spard thy life in the late battel
At thintercession of the Princess page; look on me better.

Mat.
Tis my vertuous Lover,
Under his guard twere sin to doubt my safety.

Alon.
I know thee, and with courage will redeem
What fortune then took from me.

Gal.
Rather keep
[Fight. Alon. fals.]
Thy Compeer company in death — lie by him
A prey for Crows and Vulturs; these fair arms
He unbinds Matilda.
Unfit for bonds, should have been chains to make
A Bridegroom happy, though a Prince, and proud
Of such captivity: whatsoer you are,
I glory in the service I have done you;
But I intreat you pay your vows and prayers
For preservation of your life and honor,
To the most vertuous Princess, chaste Matilda:
I am her creature, and what good I do
You truly may call hers; whats ill, mine own.

Mat.
You never did do ill, my vertuous servant,
Nor is it in the power of poor Matilda
To cancel such an obligation as
With humble willingness she must subscribe to.

Gal.
The Prencess? ha!

Mat.
Give me a fitter name,
Your manumissed Bondwoman, but even now
In the possession of lust, from which
Your more then brave heroick valor bought me;
And can I then for freedom unexpected
But kneel to you my Patron?

Gal.
Kneel to me!
For heavns sake rise; I kiss the ground you tread on,
My eyes fixd on the earth; for I confess
I am a thing not worthy to look on you,
Till you have signd my pardon.

Mat.
Do you interpret
The much good you have done me, an offence?

Gal.
The not performing your injunctions to me,
Is more then capital: Your allowance of
My love and service to you, with admission
To each place you made paradise with your presence,
Should have inabled me to bring home Conquest.
Then, as a sacrifice to offer it
At the altar of your favor, had my love
Answerd your bounty or my hopes, an Army
Had been as dust before me; whereas I
Like a coward turnd my back, and durst not stand
The sury of the Enemy.

Mat.
Had you done nothing
In the battel, this last act deserves more
Then I, the Duke my father joining with me,
Can ever recompence. But take your pleasure,
Suppose you have offended in not grasping
Your boundless hopes; I thus seal on your lips
A full remission.

Gal.
Let mine touch your foot, your hands too high a favour.

Mat.
Will you force me to ravish a kiss from you?

Gal.
I am intrancd.

Mat.
So much Desert, and Bashfulness, should not march
In the same file: Take comfort, when you have brought me
To some place of security, you shall find
You have a seat here, a heart that hath
Already studied, and vowd to be thankful.

Gal.
Heaven make me so! oh I am overwhelmd
With an excess of joy! Be not too prodigal,
Divinest Lady, of your grace and bounties
At once, if you are pleasd I shall enjoy em,
Not taste em and expire.

Mat.
Ill be more sparing:

Exeunt.
Enter Octavio, Gothrio, and Maria.

Oct.
What noise of clashing swords, like armor fashiond
Upon an anvile, piercd mine ears? the eccho
Redoubling the loud sound through all the vallies,
This way the wind assures me that it came.

Goth.
Then with your pardon Ill take this.

Oct.
Why sirra?

Goth.
Because, sir, I will trust my heels before
All winds that blow in the sky: We are wiser far
Then our Grandsires were, and in this Ill prove it;
They said, Haste to the beginning of a Feast,
(There I am with em) but to the end of a Fray,
That is apocryphal, tis more canonical
Not to come there at all; after a strom
There are still some drops behind.

Asc.
Pure fear hath made the Fool a Philosopher.

Oct.
See Maria, see!
I did not erre; here lie two brave men weltring
In their own gore.

Asc.
A pittiful object.

Goth.
I am in a swoun to look ont.

Oct.
They are stiff already.

Goth.
But are you sure they are dead?

Oct.
Too sure, I fear.

Goth
But are they stark dead?

Oct.
Leave prating.

Goth.
Then I am valiant, and dare come nearer to em,
This fellow without a sword shall be my Patient.

Oct.
Whater they are, humanity commands us
To do our best endeavour: Run Maria
To the neighbour Spring for water; you will find there
A wooden dish, the beggers plate, to bring it.

Exit Maria.
Why dost not, dull drone, bend his body, and feel
If any life remain?

Goth.
By your leave he shall die first, and then
Ill be his Surgeon.

Oct.
Tear ope his doublet,
And prove if his wounds be mortal,

Goth.
Fear not me sir;
Heres large wound, how it is swoln and impostumd!
His pocket
This must be cunningly drawn out; should it break,
Puls out his purse.
Twould strangle him: what a deal of foul matters here!
His little pocket.
This hath been long a gathering: Heres a gash too
On the reme of his belly, it may have matter in it.
He was a cholerique man sure: what comes from him
Gold
Is yellow as gold: How troubled with the Stone too!
A Diamond-Ring
Ill cut you for this.

Pisa.
Oh, oh!
Starts up and quakes

Goth.
He roars before I touch him.

Pisa.
Robbd of my life?

Goth.
No sir, nor of your mony
Nor jewel, I keep em for you; if I had been
A perfect Mountebank, he had not livd
To call for his fees again.

Oct.
Give me leave, theres hope of his recovery.

Goth.
I had rather bury him quick
Then part with my purchase; let his ghost walk, I care not.

Enter Maria (with a dish of water.)

Oct.
Well done Maria, lend thy helping hand;
He hath a deep wound in his head, wash off
The clotted blood: He comes to himself.

Alon.
My lust!
The fruit that grows upon the tree of lust!
With horror now I taste it.

Oct.
Do you not know him?

Asc.
Too soon, Alonzo! oh me! though disloyal,
Still dear to thy Maria.

Goth.
So they know not
My Patient, alls cock-sure: I do not like
The Romanish restitution.

Oct.
Rise and leave him, applaud heavens justice.

Asc.
Twill become me better
Timplore its saving mercy.

Oct.
Hast thou no gall? no feeling of thy wrongs?

Asc.
Turtles have none; nor can there be such poison in her breast
That truly loves, and lawfully.

Oct.
True, if that love
Be placd on a worthy subject. What he is,
In thy disgrace is publishd; Heaven hath markd him
For punishment, and twere rebellious madness
In thee tattempt to alter it: Revenge,
A soveraign balm for injuries, is more proper
To thy robd honor. Join with me, and thou
Shalt be thy self the Goddess of revenge,
This wretch the vassal of thy wrath: Ill make him
While yet he lives, partake those torments which
For perjurd Lovers are prepard in hell,
Before his cursd ghost enter it. This oil
Extracted and sublimd from all the simples
The earth when swoln with venom er brought forth,
Pourd in his wounds, shall force such anguish as
The Furies whips but imitate; and when
Extremity of pain shall hasten death,
Here is another that shall keep in life,
And make him feel a perpetuity of lingring tortures.

Goth.
Knockem both on the head, I say,
And it be but for their skins; they are embroiderd,
And will sell well ith market:

Asc.
Ill-lookd Devil,
Tie up thy bloody tongue. O sir! I was slow
In beating down those propositions which
You urge for my revenge; my reasons being
So many, and so forcible, that make
Against yours, that until I had collected
My scatterd powers, I waverd in my choice
Which I should first deliver. Fate hath brought
My Enemy (I can faintly call him so)
Prostrate before my feet: shall I abuse
The bounty of my fate, by trampling on him?
He alone ruind me, nor can any hand
But his rebuild my late demolishd honor.
If you deny me means of reparation
To satisfie your spleen, you are more cruel
Then ever yet Alonzo was; you stamp
The name of Strumpet on my forehead, which
Heavens mercy would take off; you fan the fire
Evn ready to go out; forgetting that
Tis truly noble, having power to punish,
Nay King-like to forbear it. I would purchase
My husband by such benefits, as should make him
Confess himfelf my equal, and disclaim superiority.

Oct.
My blessing on thee!
What I urgd, was a trial; and my grant
To thy desires shall now appear, if art
Or long experience can do him service,
Nor shall my charity to this be wanting,
Hower unknown: Help me Maria; You sir,
Do your best to raise him. — So.

Goth.
Hes wondrous heavy;
But the Porters paid, theres the comfort.

Oct.
Tis but a trance, and twill forsake both.

Asc.
If he live, I fear not
He will redeem all, and in thankfulness
Confirm he ows you for a second life,
And pays the debt in making me his wife.

Excunt.


ACT. 4. SCAEN. 1.
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Enter Lorenzo, Captains.

Lor.
MANTUA is ours; place a strong garrison in it
To keep it so; and as a due reward
To your brave service, be our Governor in it.
1 Capt:
I humbly thank your Excellence.

Exit.

Lor.
Gonzaga is yet out of our gripe; but his strong Fort

St. Leo, which he holds impregnable
By the aids of art, as nature, shall not long
Retard our absolute conquest. The escape
Of fair Matilda, my supposed Mistress,
(For whole desird possession twas given out
I made this war) I value not; alas
Cupids too feeble-eyd to hit my heart,
Or could he see, his arrows are too blunt
To pierce it; his imagind torch is quenchd
With a more glorious fire of my ambition
Tenlarge my Empire: soft and silken amours,
With Carpet-Courtship, which weak Princes stile
The happy issue of a flourishing peace,
My toughness scorns: Were there an abstract made
Of all the eminent and canonizd Beauties
By truth recorded, or by Poets feignd,
I could unmovd behold it, as a Picture
Commend the workmanship, and think no more ont;
I have more noble ends. Have you not heard yet
Of Alonzo, or Pisano?
2 Cap
My Lord, of neither.

Lor.
Two turbulent spirits unfit for discipline,
Much less command in war; if they were lost,
I shall not pine with mourning.
Enter Martino, Matilda, Galeazo, and Guard.

Mart.
Bring em forward;
This will make my peace, though I had killd his father,
Besides the reward that follows.

Lor.
Ha! Martino?
Where is Farnezes head? dost thou stare? and where
The soldier that desird the torture of him?
Mart:
Ant please your Excellence — 

Lor.
It doth not please us; are our commands obeyd?

Mart.
Farnezes head, sir,
Is a thing not worth your thought, the soldiers less sir:
I have brought your Highness such a head, a head
So well set on too, a fine head.

Lor.
Take that
Strikes him
For thy impertinence: what head, ye Rascal?

Mart.
My Lord, if they that bring such presents to you
Are thus rewarded, there are few will strive
To be near your Graces pleasures: but I know
You will repent your choler. Heres the head,
And now I draw the curtain, it hath a face too,
And such a face.

Lor.
Ha!

Mart.
View her all ore, my Lord;
My company ont, shes sound of wind and limb,
And will do her labour tightly, a Bona Roba:
And for her face, as I said, there are five hundred
City-dubd Madams in the Dukedom, that would part with
Their Jointures to have such another: Hold up your head, Maid.

Lor.
Of what age is the day?

Mart.
Sir, since Sun-rising about two hours:

Lor.
Thou lyest: the Sun of Beauty
In modest blushes on her cheeks, but now
Appeard to me, and in her tears breaks forth
As through a shower in April, every drop
An orient pearl, which as it fals, congeald,
Were Ear-rings for the Catholick King,
Worn on his birth-day.

Mart.
Heres a sudden change.

Lor.
Incensed Cupid, whom even now I scornd,
Hath took his stand, and by reflexion shines
(As if he had two bodies, or indeed
A brother-twin, whom sight cannot distinguish)
In her fair eyes; see how they head their arrows
With her bright beams, now frown, as if my heart
Rebellious to their edicts, were unworthy,
Should I rip up my bosom, to receive
A wound from such divine artillery.

Mart.
I am made for ever:

Mat.
We are lost, dear servant.

Gal.
Vertues but a word; Fortune rules all.

Mat.
We are her Tennis-balls.

Lor.
Allow her fair, her symetrie and features
So well proportiond, as the heavenly object
With admiration would strike Ovid dumb,
Nay force him to forget his faculty
In verse, and celebrate her praise in prose:
Whats this to me? I that have passd my youth
Unscorchd with wanton fires, my sole delight
In glittering arms, my conquering sword my mistress;
Neighing of barbed horfe, the cries and groans
Of vanquishd foes suing for life, my musick:
And shall I in the Autumn of my age,
Now when I wear the livery of time
Upon my head and beard, suffer my self
To be transformd, and like a puling Lover
With arms thus folded up, eccho Ay mes!
And write my self a Bondman to my Vassal?
It must not, nay it shall not be: Remove
The object, and the effect dies. Nearer, Martino:

Mart.
I shall have a Regiment, Colonel Martino,
I cannot go less.

Lor.
What thing is this thou hast brought me?

Mart.
What thing? Heaven bless me, are you a Florentine?
Nay, the Great Duke of Florentines, and having had her
So long in your power, do you now ask what she is?
Take her aside and learn; I have brought you that
I look to be dearly paid for.

Lor.
I am a Soldier; and use of women will, Martino, rob
My nerves of strength.

Mart.
All armor, and no smock?
Abominable! A little of the one with the other
Is excellent: I ner knew General yet,
Nor Prince that did deserve to be a Worthy,
But he desird to have his sweat washd off
By a juicie Bedfellow.

Lor.
But say she be unwilling to do that office?

Mart.
Wrastle with her, I will wager
Ten to one on your Graces side.

Lor.
Slave, hast thou brought me
Temptation in a Beauty not to be
With prayers resisted; and in place of councel
To master my affections, and to guard
My honor now besiegd by lust, with the arms
Of sober temperance, mark me out a way
To be a ravisher? Would thou hadst shewn me
Some monster, though in a more ugly form
Then Nile or Africk ever bred. The Basilisk
(Whose envious eye yet never brookd a neighbour)
Kills but the body; Her more potent eye
Buries alive mine honor: shall I yield thus?
And all brave thoughts of victory and triumphs,
The spoils of Nations, the loud applauses
Of happy subjects made so by my conquests;
And whats the crown of all, a glorious name
Insculpd on Pyramids to posterity,
Be drenchd in Lethe, and no object take me
But a weak Woman, rich in colours only,
Too delicate a touch, and some rare features
Which age or sudden sickness will take from her,
And wheres then the reward of all my service?
Love-soothing passions, nay idolatry
I must pay to her. Hence, and with thee take
This second, but more dangerous Pandora,
Whose fatal box, if opend, will pour on me
All mischiefs that mankind is subject to.
To the desarts with this Circe, this Calipso,
This fair Inchantress; let her spels and charms
Work upon beasts and thee, then whom wise nature
Ner made a viler creature.

Mat.
Happy exile!

Gal.
Some spark of hope remains yet.

Mart.
Come, you are mine now;
I will remove her where your Highness shall not
Or see or hear more of her: what a sum
Will she yield for the Turks Serraglio?

Lor.
Stay, I feel
A sudden alteration.

Mart.
Here are fine whimsies.

Lor.
Why should I part with her? can any foulness
Inhabit such a clean and gorgeous palace?
The fish, the fowl, the beasts may safer leave
The elements they were nourishd in, and live,
Then I endure her absence; yet her presence
Is a torment to me: Why do I call it so?
My sire enjoyd a woman, I had not been else;
He was a compleat Prince, and shall I blush
To follow his example? Oh but my choice,
Though she gave suffrage to it, is beneath me:
But even now in my proud thoughts I scornd
A Princess, fair Matilda; and ist decreed
For punishment, I straight must dote on one
What, or from whence I know not? Grant she be
Obscure, without a Coat or family,
Those I can give; and yet if she were noble,
My fondness were more pardonable. Martino,
Dost thou know thy prisoner?

Mart.
Do I know my self?
I kept that for the Lenvoy; tis the daughter
Of your enemy, Duke Gonzaga.

Lor.
Fair Matilda! I now call to my memory her picture,
And find this is the substance; but her Painter
Did her much wrong, I see it:

Mart.
I am sure
I tuggd hard for her, here are wounds can witness,
Before I could call her mine.

Lor.
No matter how:
Make thine own ransom, I will pay it for her.

Mart.
I knew it would come at last.

Mat.
We are lost again.

Gal.
Variety of afflictions!

Lor.
That his knee that never yet bowd to mortality,
Kneels
Kisses the earth, happy to bear your weight,
I know begets your wonder. Hear the reason,
And cast it off, Your beauty does command it:
Till now I never saw you; same hath been
Too sparing in report of your perfections,
Which now with admiration I gaze on.
Be not afraid, fair Virgin; had you been
Imployd to mediate your Fathers cause,
My drum had been unbracd, my trumpet hung up,
Nor had the terror of the war ere frighted
His peaceful confines; your demands had been
As soon as spoke, agreed to. But youll answer,
And may with reason; Words make no satisfaction
For whats in fact committed. Yet take comfort,
Something my pious love commands me do,
Which may call down your pardon.

Mat.
This expression
Of reverence to your person, better suits
Takes him up, and kneels.
With my low fortune. That you daign to love me,
My weakness would perswade me to believe
(Though conscious of mine own unworthiness)
You being as the liberal eye of heaven
Which may shine where it pleases: Let your beams
Of favour warm and comfort me, not consume me;
For should your love grow to excess, I dare not
Deliver what I fear.

Lor.
Dry your fair eyes;
I apprehend your doubts, and could be angry
If humble love could warrant it, you should
Nourish such base thoughts of me: Heaven bear witness,
And if I break my vow, dart thunder at me,
You are and shall be in my tent as free
From fear of violence, as a cloysterd Nun
Kneeling before the Altar. What I purpose
Is yet an Embrion; but grown into form,
Ill give you power to be the sweet disposer
Of blessings unexpected; that your Father,
Your Country, people, children yet unborn too,
In holy hymns on Festivals shall sing
The triumph of your beauty. On your hand
Once more I swear it: O imperious Love!
Look down, and as I truly do repent,
Prosper the good ends of thy Penitent.

Exeunt.
Enter Octavio and Maria.

Oct.
You must not be too sudden, my Maria,
In being known: I am in this Friars habit
As yet conceald; though his recovery
Be almost certain, I must work him to
Repentance by degrees. When I would have you
Appear in your true shape of sorrow to
Move his compassion, I will stamp thus, then
You know to act your part.

Asc.
I shall be careful.

Oct.
If I can cure the ulcers of his mind,
As I despair not of his bodies wounds,
Felicity crowns my labour. Gothrio!

Goth.
Here sir.

[Ent Gothrio]

Oct.
Desire my Patients to leave their chamber,
And take fresh air here: how have they slept?

Goth.
Very well sir,
I would we were so rid of em.

Oct.
Why?

Goth.
I fear one hath the art of memory, and will
Remember his gold and jewels: could you not minister
A potion of forgetfulness? what would Gallants
That are in debt, give me for such a receipt
To pour in their Creditors drink?

Oct.
You shall restore all,
Believt you shall: will you please to walk?

Goth.
Will you please to put off
Your holy habit, and spicd conscience? One
I think infects the other.

Exit.

Oct.
I have observd
Compunction in Alonzo: he speaks little,
But full of retird thoughts: The other is
Jocund and merry, no doubt, because he hath
The less accompt to make here.
Enter Alonzo:

Alon.
Reverend sir,
I come to wait your pleasure; but my friend
(Your creature I should say, being so my self)
Willing to take farther repose, intreats
Your patience a few minutes.

Oct.
At his pleasure; pray you sit down, you are faint still.

Alon.
Growing to strength,
I thank your goodness: but my mind is troubled,
Very much troubled, sir; and I desire,
Your pious habit giving me assurance (please
Of your skill and power that way, that you would)
To be my my Minds physitian.

Oct.
Sir, to that
My order binds me, if you please to unload
The burthen of your conscience, I will minister
Such heavenly cordials as I can, and set you
In a path that leads to comfort.

Alon.
I will open
My bosoms secrets to you; that I am
A man of blood, being brought up in the wars,
And cruel executions, my profession
Admits not to be questiond: but in that
Being a subject, and bound to obey
Whater my Prince commanded, I have left
Some shadow of excuse: with other crimes
As pride, lust, gluttony, it must be told
I am besmeard all over.

Oct.
On repentance mercy will wash it off.

Alon.
O sir, I grant
These sins are deadly ones; yet their frequencie
With wicked men, make them less dreadful to us.
But I am conscious of one crime, with which
All ills I have committed from my youth
Put in the scale weigh nothing: such a crime,
So odious to heaven and man, and to
My seard up conscience so full of horror,
As penance cannot expiate.

Oct.
Despair not,
Tis impious in man to prescribe limits
To the divine compassion; out with it.

Alonz.
Hear then, good man; and when that I have given you
The character of it, and confessd my self
The wretch that acted it, you must repent
The charity you have extended towards me.
Not long before these wars began, I had

Acquaintance (tis not fit I stile it Friendship,
That being a vertue, and not to be blended
With vitious breach of faith) with the Lord Octavio,
The Minion of his Prince and Court, set off
With all the pomp and circumstance of greatness:
To this then happy man I offerd service,
And with infinuation wrought my self
Into his knowledg, grew familiar with him,
Ever a welcom guest. This noble Gentleman
Was blessd with one fair daughter, (so he thought
And boldly might believe so, for she was
In all things excellent without a Rival)
Till I (her Fathers mass of wealth before
My greedy eyes, but hoodwinkd to mine honor)
With far more subtle arts then perjurd Paris
Ere practisd on poor credulous Oenone,
Besiegd her Virgin-fort, in a word took it,
No vows or imprecation forgotten
With speed to marry her.

Oct.
Perhaps she gave you just cause to break those vows.

Alon.
She cause! alas
Her innocence knew no guilt, but too much favor
To me unworthy of it: twas my baseness,
My foul ingratitude, what shall I say more?
The good Octavio no sooner fell
In the displeasure of his Prince, his state
Confiscated, and he forcd to leave the Court,
And she exposd to want; but all my oaths
And protestation of service to her,
Like seeming flames raisd by inchantment, vanishd;
This, this sits heavy here.

Oct.
He speaks as if
He were acquainted with my plot: You have reason
To feel compunction, for twas most inhumane
So to betray a Maid.

Alon.
Most barbarous.

Oct.
But does your sorrow for the fact beget
An aptness in you to make satisfaction
For the wrong you did her?

Alon.
Gracious heaven! an aptness!
It is my only study; since I tasted
Of your compassion, these eyes ner were closd,
But fearful dreams cut off my little sleep,
And being awake in my imagination,
Her apparition haunted me.

Oct.
Twas meer fancie:
He stamps

Alon.
Twas more, grave sir, nay tis,
Now it appears.
[Ent. Maria]

Oct.
Where?

Alon.
Do you not see there the gliding shadow
Of a fair Virgin? that is she, and wears
The very garments that adornd her when
She yielded to my Crocodile tears: A cloud
Of fears and diffidence then so chacd away
Her purer white and red, as it foretold
That I should be disloyal. Blessed shadow!
For twere a sin, far, far exceeding all
I have committed, to hope only that
Thou art a substance: look on my true sorrow,
Nay, souls contrition; hear again those vows
My perjury cancelld, stampd in brass, and never
To be worn out.
[Ent. Gothrio]

Asc.
I can endure no more;
Action, not oaths must make me reparation:
I am Maria.

Alon.
Can this be?

Oct.
It is, and I Octavio.

Alon.
Wonder on wonder!
How shall I look on you? or with what forehead
Desire your pardon?

Asc.
You truly shall deserve it
In being constant:

Oct.
If you fall not off,
But look on her in poverty with those eyes
As when she was my heir in expectation
You thought her beautiful.

Alon.
Shes in herself both Indies to me.

Goth.
Stay, she shall not come
A begger to you, my sweet young Mistress! no,
She shall not want a dower: heres white and red
Will ask a jointure; but how you should make her
Being a Captain, would beget some doubt,
If you should deal with a Lawyer.

Alon.
I have seen this purse:

Goth.
How the worlds given, I dare not say to lying,
Because you are a Soldier; you may say as well
This gold is markd too: you being to receive it,
Should ner ask how I got it. Ill run for a Priest
To dispatch the matter; you shall not want a Ring,
I have one for the purpose. Now sir, I think I am honest.

Exit.

Alon.
This Ring was Pisanos.

Oct.
Ill dissolve this riddle at better leisure:
The wound given to my daughter, which in your honor
You are bound to cure, exacts our present care.

Alon.
I am all yours sir.

Exeunt.
Enter Gonzaga, Uberti, Manfroy.

Gonz.
Thou hast told too much to give assurance that
Her honor was too far engagd to be
By humane help redeemd: If thou hadst given
Thy sad narration this full period,
Shes dead; I had been happy.

Uber.
Sir, these tears
Do well become a father; and my eyes
Would keep you company as a forlorn Lover,
But that the burning fire of my revenge
Dries up those drops of sorrow. We once more,
Our broken forces rallied up, and with
Full numbers strengthend, stand prepard to endure
A second trial; nor let it dismay us
That we are once again to affront the fury
Of a victorious Army; their abuse
Of Conquest hath disarmd themselves, and calld down
The powers above to aid us. I have read
Some piece of story, yet ner found but that
The General that gave way to cruelty,
The profanation of things sacred, rapes
Of virgins, butchery of infants, and
The massacre in cold blood of reverend age,
Against the discipline and law of Arms,
Did feel the hand of heaven lie heavy on him,
When most secure: We have had a late example,
And let us not despair but that in Lorenzo
It will be seconded.

Gonz.
You argue well,
And twere a sin in me to contradict you:
Yet we must not neglect the means thats lent us
To be the Ministers of Justice.

Uber.
No, sir: One day given to refresh our wearied Troops
Tird with a tedious march, well be no longer
Coopd up, but charge the Enemy in his trenches,
And force him to a battel:
[Shouts within]

Gonz.
Ha! hows this?
In such a general time of mourning, shouts
And acclamations of joy?
Long live the Princess! long live Matilda! Within they cry

Uber.
Matilda! the Princess name,
Matilda, oft re-ecchod.

Enter Farneze.

Gonz.
What speaks thy haste?

Far.
More joy and happiness
Then weak words can deliver, or strong faith
Almost give credit to: The Princess lives,
I saw her, kist her hand.

Gonz.
By whom deliverd?

Far.
That is not to be stalld by my report,
This only must be told: As I rode forth
With some choise troops to make discovery
Where the Enemy lay, and how intrenchd; a Leader
Of thadverse party, but unarmd, and in
His hand an Olive-branch, encounterd me;
He shewd the great Dukes seal that gave him power
To parly with me: his desires were, that
Assurance for his safety might be granted
To his royal Master, who came as a friend
(And not as an enemy) to offer to you
Conditions of peace. I yielded to it.
This being returnd, the Dukes Pretorum opend;
When suddenly in a triumphant Chariot
Drawn by such soldiers of his own as were
For insolence after victory condemnd
Unto this slavish office, the fair Princess
Appeard, a wreath of Laurel on her head,
Her robes majestical, their richness far
Above all value, as the present age
Contended that a womans pomp should dim
The glittering triumphs of the Roman Caesars.
I am cut off; no Canons throat now thunders,
Nor Fife nor Drum beat up a charge; choise Musique
Ushers the parent of security, long absent Peace.

Manf.
I know not what to think ont.

Uber.
May it poise the expectation!
Enter Soldiers (unarmd, with olive-branches) Captains; Lorenzo, Galeazo, Martino, Matilda (a wreath of laurel on her head, in her chariot drawn through them.)

Gonz.
Thus to meet you
Great Duke of Tuscany, throws amazement on me:
But to behold my daughter, long since mournd for,
And lost even to my hopes, thus honourd by you,
With an excess of comfort overwhelms me:
And yet I cannot truly call my self
Happy in this solemnity, till your Highness
Vouchsafe to make me understand the motives
That in this peaceful way hath brought you to us.

Lor.
I must crave licence first; for know, Gonzaga,
I am subject to anothers will, and can
Nor speak nor do without permission from her:
My curled forehead, of late terrible
To those that did acknowledge me their Lord,

While Lor. speaks, Uberti and the rest present themselves to Matilda.
Is now as smooth as rivers when no wind stirs:
My frowns or smiles, that killd or savd, have lost
Their potent awe, and sweetness: I am transformd
(But do not scorn the Metamorphosis)
From that fierce thing men held me; I am captivd,
And by the unresistable force of beauty
Led hither as a prisoner. Ist your pleasure that
I shall deliver those injunctions which
Your absolute command imposd upon me,
Or daign your self to speak em?

Mat.
Sir, I am
Your property, you may use me as you please;
But what is in your power and breast to do,
No Orator can dilate so well.

Lor.
I obey you. That I came hither as an enemy
With hostile arms, to the utter ruine of
Your Country, what I have done, makes apparent:
That fortune seconded my will, the late
Defeature will make good: That I resolvd
To force the scepter from your hand, and make
Your Dukedom tributary, my surprizal
Of Mantua your Metropolis can well witness:
And that I cannot fear the change of fate,
My Army fleshd in blood, spoil, glory, conquest
Stand ready to maintain: Yet I must tell you
By whom I am subdud, and whats the ransom
I am commanded to lay down.

Gonz.
My Lord, you humble your self too much, tis fitter
You should propose, and we consent.

Lor.
Forbear,
The articles are here subscribd and signd
By my obedient hand: All prisoners
Without a ransom set at liberty,
Mantua to be deliverd up; the Rampires
Ruind in the assault, to be repaird;
The loss the husbandman receivd, his crop
Burnt up by wanton licence of the soldier
To be made good; with whatsoever else
You could impose on me, if you had been
The Conqueror, I your Captive.
Gonz,
Such a change wants an example: I must owe this favour
To the clemencie of the old Heroique valour,
That spard when it had power to kill; a vertue
Buried long since, but raisd out of the grave
By you to grace this latter age.

Lor.
Mistake not
The cause that did produce this good effect,
If as such you receive it: twas her beauty
Wrought first on my rough nature; but the vertnes
Of her fair soul, dilated in her converse,
That did confirm it.

Mat.
Mighty sir, no more:
You honor her too much, that is not worthy
To be vour servant.

Lor.
I have done, and now
Would gladly understand that you allow of
The art cles propounded.

Gonz.
Do not wrong
Your benefits with such a doubt; they are
So great and high, and with such reverence
To be receivd, that if I should profess
I hold my Dukedom from you as your vassal,
Or offerd up my daughter as you please
To be disposd of, in the point of honor
And a becoming gratitude, twould not cancel
The bond I stand engagd for: but accept
Of that which I can pay, my all is yours sir,
Nor is there any here (though I must grant
Some have deservd much from me) for so far
I dare presume, but will surrender up
Their interest to that your Highness shall
Daign to pretend a title.

Uber.
I subscribe not to this condition

Far.
The services
This Prince hath done your Grace in your most danger,
Are not to be so slighted.

Gal.
Tis far from me
To urge my merits, yet I must maintain
Hower my power is less, my love is more;
Nor will the gracious Princess scorn to acknowledge
I have been her humble servant.

Lor.
Smooth your brows,
Ill not incroach upon your right, for that were
Once more to force affection (a crime
With which should I the second time be tainted,
I did deserve no favour) neither will I
Make use of what is offerd by the Duke,
Hower I thank his goodness: Ill lay by
My power; and though I should not brook a Rival,
(What we are, well considerd) Ill descend
To be a third Competitor; he that can
With love and service best deserve the garland,
With your consent let him wear it; I despair not
The trial of my fortune.

Gonz.
Bravely offerd, and like your self, great Prince.

Uber.
I must profess
I am so taken with it, that I know not
Which way to express my service.

Gal.
Did I not build
Upon the Princess grace, I could sit down,
And hold it no dishonor.

Mat.
How I feel
My soul divided! all have deservd so well,
I know not where to fix my choice.

Gon.
You have
Time to consider: will you please to take
Possession of the Fort? then having tasted
The fruits of peace, you may at leisure prove
Whose plea will ptosper in the Court of Love.

Exeunt.


ACT. 5. SCAEN. 1.
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ENTER ALONZO, OCTAVIO, Pisano, Maria (with a purse) Gothrio.

Alon.
YOU need not doubt sir, were not peace proclaimd
And celebrated with a general joy,
The high displeasure of the Mantuan Duke,
Raisd on just grounds, not jealous suppositions.
The saving of our lives (which next to heaven
To you alone is proper) would force mercy
For an offence though capital.

Pisa.
When the Conqueror
Uses Intreaties, they are armd Commands
The vanquishd must not check at.

Asc.
My piety pay the forfeit,
If danger come but near you. I have heard
My gracious Mistress often mention you,
(When I servd her as a Page) and feelingly
Relate how much the Duke her sire repented
His hasty doom of banishment, in his rage
Pronouncd against you.

Oct.
In a private difference,
I grant that Innocence is a wall of brass,
And scorns the hottest battery: but when
The cause depends between the Prince and Subject,
Tis an unequal competition; Justice
Must lay her ballance by, and use her sword
For his ends that protects it. I was banishd,
And till revoked from exile, to tread on
My Soveraigns territories with forbidden feet,
The severe letter of the Law calls death,
Which I am subject to in coming so neer
His Court and person. But my onely Child
Being provided for, her honor salvd too,
I thank your noble change, I shall endure
Whater can fall with patience.

Alonz.
You have usd that medicine too long; prepare your self
For honor in your age, and rest secure oft.

Asc.
Of what is your wisdom musing?

Goth.
I am gazing on
This gorgeous House, our Cotes a dishclout to it;
It has no sign, what do you callt?

Asc.
The Court; I have livd int a Page.

Goth.
Page! very pretty:
May I not be a Page? I am old enough,
Well timberd too, and I have a beard to carry it:
Pray you let me be your Page, I can swear already
Upon your pantable.

Asc.
What?

Goth.
That Ill be true unto your smock.

Asc.
How, Rascal?

Oct.
Hence, and pimp
To your Rams and Ews; such foul pollution is
To be whipt from Court: I have now no more use of you,
Return to your trough.

Goth.
Must I feed on husks, before I have plaid the prodigal?

Oct.
No, Ill reward
Your service; live in your own element
Like an honest man; all that is mine in the cottage
I freely give you.

Goth.
Your Bottles too, that I carry for your own tooth?

Oct.
Full as they are.

Asc.
And gold, that will replenish em.

Goth.
I am made for ever, this was done in the nick.

Oct.
Why in the nick?

Goth.
O sir, twas well for me that you did reward my service
Before you enterd the Court; for tis reported
There is a drink of Forgetfulness, which once tasted,
Few masters think of their servants, who grown old,
Are turnd off like lame hounds and hunting-horses,
To starve on the Commons.

Alonz.
Bitter Knave! theres craft ithe clouted shoo. Captain!

Enter Martino.

Mart.
I am glad to kiss
Your valiant hand, and yours: but pray you take notice
My titles changd, I am a Colonel.

Pisa.
A Colonel! wheres your Regiment?

Mart.
Not raisd yet;
All the old ones are cashierd, and we are now
To have a new Militia. All is peace here,
Yet I hold my title still, as many do
That never saw an Enemy.

Alonz.
You are pleasant,
And it becomes you. Is the Duke stirring?

Mar.
Long since,
Four hours at least, but yet not ready.

Pisa.
How?

Mart.
Even so; you make a wonder oft, but leave it:
Alas, he is not now (sir) in the Camp,
To be up and armd upon the least alarum;
Theres something else to be thought on.
Here he comes, with his Officers, new riggd.

Enter Lorenzo, Doctor, Gent. Page (imployed about him as from his chamber.)

Alon.
A looking-glass!
Upon my head he saw not his own face
These seven years past, but by reflexion
From a bright armor.

Mart.
Be silent, and observe.

Lor.
So, have you done yet?
Is your building perfect?

Doct.
If your Highness please, here is a water.

Lor.
To what use? my Barber
Hath washd my face already.

Doct.
But this water
Hath a strange vertue int, beyond his art;
It is a sacred Relique, part of that
Most powerful Juice, which with Medea made
Old AESON young.

Lor.
A fable; but suppose
I should give credit to it, will it work
The same effect on me?

Doct.
Ill undertake
This will restore the honourd hair that grows
Upon your Highness head and chin, a little
Inclining unto gray.

Lor.
Inclining! Doctor:

Doct.
Pardon me, mighty sir, I went too far,
Not gray at all; I dare not flatter you,
Tis something changd, but this applyd will help it
To the first amber-colour, every hair
As fresh as when, your manhood in the prime,
Your Grace arrivd at thirty.

Lor.
Very well.

Doct.
Then heres a pretious oil (to which the maker
Hath not yet given a name) will soon fill up
These dimples in your face and front. I grant
They are terrible to your enemies, and set off
Your frowns with majesty: but you may please
To know (as sure you do) a smooth aspect,
Softness and sweetness, in the Court of Love,
Though dumb, are the prevailing Orators.

Lor.
Will he new create me?
Doct:
If you daign to taste too
Of this Confection.

Lor.
I am in health, and need no physick.

Doct.
Physick sir! an Empress
(If that an Empress lungs, sir, may be tainted
With putrifaction) would taste of it
That night on which she were to print a kiss
Upon the lips of her long absent Lord,
Returning home with conquest.

Lor.
It is predominant
Over a stinking breath, is it not Doctor?

Doct.
Clothe the infirmity with sweeter language,
Tis a preservative that way.

Lor.
You are then admitted to the Cabinets of great Ladies,
And have the government of the borrowed beauties,
Of such as write neer forty?

Doct.
True, my good Lord, and my attempts have prosperd.

Lor.
Did you never minister to the Princess?

Doct.
Sir, not yet;
Shes in the April of her youth, and needs not
The aids of art, my gracious Lord: but in
The Autumn of her age I may be useful,
And sworn her Highness Doctor, and your Grace partake
Of the delight.

Lor.
Slave! Witch! Impostor!
[Kicks him]
Mountebank! Cheater! Traitor to great Nature,
In thy presumption to repair what she
In her immutable decrees designd
For some few years to grow up, and then wither
Or ist not crime enough thus to betray
The secrets of the weaker sex, thy patients,
But thou must make the honor of this age
And envy of the time to come, Matilda,
(Whose sacred name I bow to) guilty of
A future sin in thy ill-boding thoughts,
Which for a perpetuity of youth
And pleasure she disdains to act, such is
Her purity and innocencce?
His foot on the Doctors breast.

Alonz.
Long since I lookd for this Lenvoy.

Mart.
Would I were well off!
Hes dangerous in these humours.

Oct.
Stand conceald.

Doct.
O sir, have mercy! in my thought I never

Offended you.

Lor.
Me? most of all, thou monster:
What a Mock-man property in thy intent
Wouldst thou have made me? a meer Pathick to
Thy devilish art, had I given suffrage to it.
Are my gray hairs, the ornament of age,
And held a blessing by the wiseft men,
And for such warranted by holy Writ,
To be conceald, as if they were my shame?
Or plaister up these furrows in my face,
As if I were a painted Bawd or Whore?
By such base means if that I could ascend
To the height of all my hopes, their full fruition
Would not wipe off the scandal. No, thou wretch,
Thy cozening Water and adulterate Oil
I thus pour in thine eyes, and tread to dust
Thy lothd Confection, with thy trumperies:
Vanish for ever.

Mart.
You have your fee, as I take it,
Dear Domine Doctor! Ill be no sharer with you.

Exit Doctor.

Lor.
Ill court her like my self; these rich adornments
And Jewels, worn by me an absolute Prince,
My Order too, of which I am the Soveraign,
Can meet no ill construction: yet tis far
From my imagination to believe
She can be taken with sublimed clay,
The Silk-worms spoils, or rich Embroderies;
Nor must I borrow helps from power or greatness,
But as a loyal Lover plead my cause,
If I can feelingly express my ardor,
And make her sensible of the much I suffer
In hopes and fears, and she vouchsafe to take
Compassion on me, — Ha! compassion?
The word sticks in my throat: whats here that tels me
I do descend too low? rebellious spirit,
I conjure thee to leave me: there is now
No contradiction or declining left,
I must and will go on.

Mart.
The tempests laid; you may present your selves:

Alon.
My gracious Lord!

Pisa.
Your humble Vassal.

Lor.
Ha! both living?

Alon.
Sir, we owe our lives to this good Lord, and make it
Our humble suit — 

Lor.
Plead for your selves: we stand
Yet unresolvd whether your knees or prayers
Can save the forfeiture of your own heads:
Though we have put our armor off, your pardon
For leaving the Camp without our licence
Is not yet signd. At some more fit time wait us.

Ex. Lor. and Attendants.

Alon.
Hows this?

Mart.
Tis well it is no worse; I met with
A rougher entertainment, yet I had
Good cards to shew: Hes parcel mad, youll find him
Every hour in a several mood, this foolish Love
Is such a shuttlecock; but all will be well
When a better fit comes on him, never doubt it:

Exeunt.
Enter Gonzaga, Uberti, Farneze, Manfroy.

Gonz.
How do you find her?

Uber.
Thankful for my service,
And yet she gives me little hope; my Rival
Is too great for me.

Gonz.
The great Duke you mean.

Uber.
Who else? the Millanois (although he be
A compleat Gentleman) I am sure despairs more then my self.

Far.
A high estate, with women,
Takes place of all desert.

Uber.
I must stand my fortune.
Enter Lorenzo and Attendants.

Manf.
The Duke of Florence! sir.

Gonz.
Your Highness presence
Answers my wish. Your private ear: — I have usd
My best perswasion with a Fathers power
To work my daughter to your ends; yet she
Like a small Bark on a tempestuous sea
Tossd here and there by opposite winds, resolves not
At which port to put in, this Princes merits,
Your grace and favor; nor is she unmindful
Of the brave acts (under your pardon sir
I needs must call them so) Hortensio
Hath done to gain her good opinion of him:
All these together tumbling in her fancie,
Do much distract her; I have spies upon her,
And am assurd this instant hour she gives
Hortensio private audience; I will bring you
Where we will see and hear all.

Lor.
You oblige me.

Uber.
I do not like this whispering.

Gonz.
Fear no foul play.

Exeunt.
Enter Galeazo, and two Waiting-women.

1 Wo.
The Princess, sir, long since expected you;
And would I beg a thanks, I could tell you that
I have often movd her for you.

Gal.
I am your servant.

Enter Matilda.

Beat.
Shes come; there are others I must place to hear

The conference.

Exit.

1 Wo.
Ist your Excellencies pleasure that we attend you?

Mat.
No, wait me in the gallery.

1 Wo.
Would each of us, Wench, had a Sweetheart too!
To pass away the time:

2 Wo.
There I join with you.

Ex. Waiting-women.

Mat.
I fear this is the last time we shall meet.

Gal.
Heaven forbid!

Enter (above) Beatrix, Lorenzo, Gonzaga, Uberti, Farneze.

Mat.
O my Hortensio!
In me behold the misery of Greatness,
And that which you call Beauty: had I been
Of a more low condition, I might
Have calld my will and faculties mine own,
Not seeing that which was to be belovd
With others eyes: But now, ay me, most wretched
And miserable Princess! in my fortune
To be too much engagd for service done me,
It being impossible to make satisfaction
To my so many Creditors, (all deserving)
I can keep touch with none.

Lor.
A sad Exordiam.

Mat.
You lovd me long, and without hope, (alas,
I die to think ont!) Parmas Prince invited
With a too partial report of what
I was, and might be to him, left his Country
To fight in my defence. Your brave atchievements
Ithe war, and what you did for me, unspoken,
(Because I would not force the sweetness of
Your modesty to a blush) are written here.
And that there might be nothing wanting to
Sum up my numerous engagements (never
In my hopes to be cancelld) the great Duke
Our mortal enemy, when my Fathers Country
Lay open to his fury, and the spoil
Of the victorious Army, and I brought
Into his power, hath shewn himself so
Noble, so full of honor, temperance,
And all vertues that can set off a Prince,
That though I cannot render him that respect
I would, I am bound in thankfulness to admire him.

Gal.
Tis acknowledgd, and on your part to be returnd.

Mat.
How can I,
Without the brand of foul ingratitude
To you, and Prince Uberti?

Gal.
Hear me, Madam,
And what your servant shall with zeal deliver,
As a Dedalean clew may guide you out of
This labyrinth of distraction. He that loves
His Mistress truly, should prefer her honor
And peace of mind, above the glutting of
His ravenous appetite: He should affect from her,
But with a fit restraint, and not take her
To give himself: He should make it the heigth
Of his ambition, if it lie in
His stretchd out nerves to effect it, though she flie in
An eminent place, to add strength to her wings,
And mount her higher, though he fall himself
Into the bottomless Abyss; or else
The services he offers are not real,

But counterfeit.

Mat.
What can Hortensio infer from this?

Gal.
That I stand bound in duty
(Though in the act I take my last farewell
Of comfort in this life) to sit down willingly,
And move my suit no further. I confess,
While you were in danger, and Heavens mercy made me
Its instrument to preserve you, (which your goodness
Prizd far above the merit) I was bold
To feed my starvd affection with false hopes
I might be worthy of you: For know, Madam,
How mean soever I appeard in Mantua,
I had in expectation a fortune,
Though not possessd oft, that encouragd me
With confidence to prefer my suit, and not
To fear the Prince Uberti as my Rival.
Gonz:
I ever thought him more then what he seemd.

Lor.
Pray you forbear.

Gal.
But when the Duke of Florence
Put in his plea, in my consideration
Weighing well what he is, as you must grant him,
A Mars of men in Arms; and those put off,
The great example for a Kingly Courtier
To imitate: Annex to these his wealth,
Of such a large extent, as other Monarchs
Call him the King of Coin; and whats above all.
His lawful love, with all the happiness
This life can fancie, from him flowing to you;
The true affection which I have ever borne you,
Does not alone command me to desist,
But as a faithful Councellor to advise you
To meet and welcom that felicity
Which hastes to crown your vertues.

Mat.
We must break off this parley.
Something I have to say.
[Exe: above]

Mat.
In tears I thank
Your care of my advancement; but I dare not
Follow your councel: Shall such piety
Pass unrewarded? such a pure affection,
For any ends of mine, be undervalud?
Avert it Heaven! I will be thy Matilda,
Or cease to be; No other heat but what
Glows from thy purest flames, shal warm this bosom;
Nor Florence, nor all Monarchs of the earth
Shall keep thee from me.
Enter Lorenzo, Gonzaga, Uberti, Farneze, Manfroy, two Waiting-women.

Gal.
I fear, gracious Lady,
Our conference hath been oreheard.

Mat.
The better:
Your part is acted; give me leave at distance
To zanie it, sir, on my knees thus prostrate
Before your feet.

Lor.
This must not be, I shall
Both wrong my self and you in suffering it.

Mat.
I will grow here, and weeping thus turn marble,
Unless you hear and grant the first petition
A virgin, and a Princess ever tendred:
Nor doth the suit concern poor me alone,
It hath a strong reference to you
And to your honor; and if you deny it,
Both ways you suffer. Remember, sir, you were not
Born only for your self; Heavens liberal hand
Designd you to command a potent Nation,
Gave you heroick valour, which you have
Abusd in making unjust war upon
A neighbour Prince, a Christian; while the Turk,
Whose scourge and terror you should be, securely
Wastes the Italian Confines: tis in you
To force him to pull in his horned Crescents,
And tis expected from you.

Lor.
I have been in a dream, and now begin to wake.

Mat.
And will you forbear to reap the harvest of such glories,
Now ripe and at full growth, for the embraces
Of a flight woman? or exchange your triumphs
For chamber-pleasures? melt your able nerves
(That should with your victorious sword make way
Through the Armies of your Enemies) in loose
And wanton dalliance? Be your self, great sir,
The thunderbolt of war, and scorn to sever
Two hearts long since united: your example
May teach the Prince Uberti to subscribe
To that which you allow of.

Lor.
The same tongue
That charmd my sword out of my hand, and threw
A frozen numness on my active spirit,
Hath dis-enchanted me. Rise, fairest Princess!
And that it may appear I do receive
Your councel as inspird from heaven, I will
Obey and follow it: I am your debtor,
And must confess you have lent my weakned reason
New strengths once more to hold a full command
Over my passions. Here to the world
I freely do profess that I disclaim
All interest in you, and give up my title
Such as it is, to you sir: and as far
As I have power, thus join your hands.

Gonz.
To yours I add my full consent.

Uber.
I am lost, Farneze.
Far:
Neerer to the port then you suppose:
In me our laws speak, and forbid this contract.

Mat.
Ay me! new stops!

Gat.
Shall we be ever crossd thus?

Far.
There is an Act upon record, confirmd
By your wise predecessors, that no Heir
Of Mantua (as questionless the Princess
Is the undoubted one) must be joind in marriage,
But where the match may strengthen the estate
And safety of the Dukedom. Now this Gentleman,
However I must stile him honorable,
And of a high desert, having no power
To make this good in his alliance, stands
Excluded by our laws: whereas this Prince
Of equal merit, brings to Mantua
The power and Principality of Parma:
And therefore since the great Duke hath let fall
His plea, there lives no Prince that justlier can
Challenge the Princess favor.

Lor.
Is this true, sir?

Gonz.
I cannot contradict it.

Enter Manfroy.

Manf.
Theres an Ambassador
From Milain, that desires a present audience;
His business is of highest consequence,
As he affirms: I know him for a man
Of the best rank and quality.

Gal.
From Milain?

Gonz.
Admit him. — How? so low!

Enter Ambassador, and Julio with a Letter, which he presents on his knee to Galeazo.

Amb.
I am sorry, sir, to be the bringer of this heavy news:
But since it must be known — 

Gal.
Peace rest with him,
I shall find fitter time to mourn his loss.
My faithful servant too, Julio!

Jul.
I am orejoyd to see your Highness safe.

Gal.
Pray you peruse this,
And there youll find that the objection
The Lord Farneze made, is fully answerd.

Gonz.
The great John Galeas dead?

Lor.
And this his brother, the absolute Lord of Milain.

Mat.
I am revivd.

Uber.
Theres no contending against destiny,
I wish both happiness.
Enter Alonzo, Maria, Octavio, Pisano, Martino.
Lor:
Married, Alonzo? I will salute your Lady, shes a fair one,
And seal your pardon on her lips.

Gonz.
Octavio, welcom even to my heart! Rise, I should kneel
To thee for mercy.
Oct:
The poor remainder of
My age shall truly serve you.

Mat.
You resemble a Page I had, Ascanio.

Asc.
I am your Highness servant still.

Lor.
All stand amazd
At this unlookd for meeting: But defer
Your several stories. Fortune here hath shewn
Her various power; but Vertue in the end
Is crownd with laurel: Love hath done his parts too;
And mutual friendship after bloody jars,
Will cure the wounds received in our wars.

Exeunt omnes.
FINIS.


EPILOGUE.

[image: img43.jpg]

PRAY you Gentlemen keep your seats; something I would
Deliver to gain favour, if I could,
To us, and the still doubtful Author. He,
When I desird an Epilogue, answerd me,
Twas to no purpose: He must stand his fate,
Since all intreaties now would come too late;
You being long since resolvd what you would say
Of him, or us, as ye rise, or of the Play.
A strange old Fellow! yet this sullen mood
Would quickly leave him, might it be understood
You part not hence displeasd. I am designd
To give him certain notice: If you find
Things worth your liking, shew it. Hope and Fear,
Though different passions, have the self-same ear.


Collaborations with John Fletcher
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John Fletcher was born in December 1579 in Rye, East Sussex. His birthplace still stands and now functions as a popular tea room.


Sir John van Olden Barnavelt (1619)
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John Fletcher by an unknown artist, c. 1620


Actus Primus.


SCAENA PRIMA.
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ENTER BARNAVELT, MODES-BARGEN, Leidenberck, and Grotius.

Bar. The Prince of Orange now, all names are lost els!
That hees alone the Father of his Cuntrie!
Said you not so?

Leid. I speake the peoples Language.

Bar. That to his arme and sword the Provinces owe
Their flourishing peace? that hees the armyes soule
By which it moves to victorie?

Mod. So tis said, Sir.

Leid. Nay, more; that without him dispaire and ruyn
Had ceazd on all and buried quick our safeties.

Gro. That had not he in act betterd our counsailes
And in his execution set them off,
All we designd had ben but as a tale
Forgot as soone as told.

Leid. And with such zeale
This is deliverd that the Prince beleeves it;
For Greatnes, in her owne worth confident,
Doth never waigh but with a covetous hand
His lightest meritts, and who add to the scale
Seldom offend.

Gro. Tis this that swells his pride
Beyond those lymitts his late modestie
Ever observd. This makes him count the Soldier
As his owne creature, and to arrogate
All prosperous proceedings to himself;
Detracts from you and all men, you scarce holding
The second place.

Bar. When I gave him the first:
I robd myself, for it was justly mine.
The labourinthes of pollicie I have trod
To find the clew of safetie, for my Cuntrie
Requird a head more knowing and a courage
As bold as his, — though I must say tis great.
His stile of Excellencie was my guift;
Money, the strength and fortune of the war,
The help of England and the aide of Fraance,
I only can call mine: and shall I then,
Now in the sun-set of my daie of honour,
When I should passe with glory to my rest
And raise my Monument from my Cuntries praises,
Sitt downe and with a boorish patience suffer
The harvest that I labourd for to be
Anothers spoile? the peoples thancks and praises,
Which should make faire way for me to my grave,
To have another object? the choice fruites
Of my deepe projects grace anothers Banquet?
No; this ungratefull Cuntry, this base people,
Most base to my deserts, shall first with horrour
Know he that could defeat the Spanish counsailes
And countermyne their dark works, he that made
The State what tis, will change it once againe
Ere fall with such dishonour.

Mod. Be advisd, Sir;
I love you as a friend, and as a wise man
Have ever honourd you: be as you were then,
And I am still the same. Had I not heard
Theis last distemperd words, I would have sworne
That in the making up of Barnavelt
Reason had only wrought, passion no hand int.
But now I find you are lesse then a man,
Lesse then a common man, and end that race
You have so long run strongly like a child,
For such a one old age or honours surfeyts
Againe have made you.

Bar. This to me?

Mod. To you, Sir:
For ist not boyish folly (youthfull heat
I cannot call it) to spume downe what all
His life hath labourd for? Shall Barnavelt
That now should studie how to die, propound
New waies to get a name? or keep a being
A month or two to ruyn whatsoever
The good succes of forty yeeres employment
In the most serious affaires of State
Have raisd up to his memory? And for what?
Glory, the popular applause, — fine purchase
For a gray beard to deale in!

Gro. You offend him.

Mod. Tis better then to flatter him as you doe.
Be but yourself againe and then consider
What alteration in the State can be
By which you shall not loose. Should you bring in
(As heaven avert the purpose and the thought
Of such a mischief) the old Tirrany
That Spaine hath practisd, do you thinck you should be
Or greater then you are or more secure
From danger? Would you change the goverment,
Make it a Monarchie? Suppose this don
And any man you favourd most set up,
Shall your authoritie by him encrease?
Be not so foolishly seducd; for what
Can hope propose to you in any change
Which evn now you posses not?

Bar. Doe not measure
My ends by yours.

Mod. I know not what you ayme at.
For thirtie yeeres (onely the name of king
You have not had, and yet your absolute powre
Hath ben as ample) who hath ben employd
In office, goverment, or embassie,
Who raisd to wealth or honour that was not
Brought in by your allowaunce? Who hath held
His place without your lycence? Your estate is
Beyond a privat mans: your Brothers, Sonnes,
Frendes, Famylies, made rich in trust and honours:
Nay, this grave Maurice, this now Prince of Orange,
Whose popularitie you weakely envy,
Was still by you commaunded: for when did he
Enter the feild but twas by your allowaunce?
What service undertake which you approvd not?
What victory was won in which you shard not?
What action of his renownd in which
Your counsaile was forgotten? Yf all this then
Suffice not your ambition but you must
Extend it further, I am sorry that
You give me cause to feare that when you move next
You move to your destruction.

Bar. Yf I fall
I shall not be alone, for in my ruyns
My Enemies shall find their Sepulchers.
Modes-bargen, though in place you are my equall,
The fire of honour, which is dead in you,
Burnes hotly in me, and I will preserve
Each glory I have got, with as much care
As I acheivd it. Read but ore the Stories
Of men most famd for courage or for counsaile.
And you shall find that the desire of glory
(That last infirmity of noble minds)
Was the last frailty wise men ere putt of:
Be they my presidents.

Gro. Tis like yourself,
Like Barnavelt, and in that all is spoken.

Leid. I can do something in the State of Utrecht,
And you shall find the place of Secretarie,
Which you conferd upon me there, shall be,
When you employ me, usefull.

Gro. All I am
You know you may commaund: Ile nere enquire
What tis you goe about, but trust your counsailes
As the Auncients did their Oracles.

Mod. Though I speak
Not as a flatterer, but a friend, propound
What may not prejudice the State, and I
Will goe as far as any.

Enter 2 Captaines.

Bar. To all my service:
Ere long you shall know more. — What are theis?

Leid. Captaines
That raild upon the Comissary.

Bar. I remember.

1 Cap. Why, you dare charge a foe ithe head of his troope,
And shake you to deliver a petition
To a statesman and a frend?

2 Cap. I need not seek him,
He has found me; and, as I am a soldier,
His walking towards me is more terrible
Then any enemies march I ever mett with.

1 Cap. We must stand to it.

Bar. You, Sir, you?

2 Cap. My Lord.

Bar. As I use this I waigh you: you are he
That when your Company was viewd and checkd
For your dead paies, stood on your termes of honour,
Cryde out I am a Gentleman, a Commaunder,
And shall I be curbd by my lords the States,
(For thus you said in scorne) that are but Merchants,
Lawyers, Apothecaries, and Physitians,
Perhaps of worser ranck? But you shall know, Sir,
They are not such, but Potentates and Princes
From whom you take pay.

1 Cap. This indeed is stately:
Statesmen, dyou call em?

2 Cap. I beseech your Lordship:
Twas wine and anger.

Bar. No, Sir; want of dutie:
But I will make that tongue give him the lye
That said soe, drunck or sober; take my word fort.
Your Compaine is cast: you had best complaine
To your Great Generall, and see if he
Can of himself maintaine you, — Come, Modes-bargen.

[Exeunt Barnavelt, Modes-bargen, and Grotius,

Leid. I am sorry for you, Captaine, but take comfort:
I love a Soldier, and all I can doe
To make you what you were, shall labour for you.
And so, good morrow, Gentlemen.
[Exit.

1 Cap. Yet theres hope;
For you have one friend left.

2 Cap. You are deceivd, Sir,
And doe not know his nature that gave promise
Of his assistance.

1 Cap. Who ist?

2 Cap. Leidenberck.
One of the Lords, the States, and of great powre too;
I would he were as honest. This is he
That never did man good, and yet no Suitor
Ever departed discontented from him.
Heell promise any thing: I have seene him talke
At the Church dore with his hat of to a Begger
Almost an houre togeather, yet when he left him
He gave him not a doyt. He dos profes
To all an outward pitty, but within
The devills more tender: the great plague upon him!
Why thinck I of him? hes no part of that
Must make my peace.

1 Cap. Why, what course will you take then?

2 Cap. A Bribe to Barnavelts wiffe, or a kind wench
For my yong lord his Son, when he has drunck hard.
Theres no way els to doot.

1 Cap. I have gold good store
You shall not want that; and if I had thought ont
When I left London, I had fitted you
For a convenient Pagan.

2 Cap. Why, is there
Such store they can be spard?

1 Cap. ... ... ...

2 Cap. I thanck you, Sir.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 2.

Enter Barnavelt, Modes-bargen, Leidenberck,
Grotius, and Hogebeets.

Bar. The States are sitting: all that I can doe
Ile say in little; and in me theis Lords
Promise as much. I am of your belief
In every point you hold touching religion,
And openly I will profes myself
Of the Arminian sect.

Gro. You honour it.

Hog. And all our praires and service.

Bar. Reverend man
Your loves I am ambitious of. Already
Tis knowne I favour you, and that hath drawne
Libells against me; but the stinglesse hate
Of those that wryte them I contempne.

Hog. They are worthie
Of nothing but contempt.

Bar. That I confes, too;
But yet we must expect much opposition
Ere your opinions be confirmd. I know
The Prince of Orange a sworne enemie
To your affections: he has vowd to crosse you,
But I will still stand for you. My advice is
That, having won the Burgers to your partie,
Perswade them to enroll new Companies
For their defence against the Insolence
Of the old Soldiers garisond at Utrecht.
Yet practise on them, too, and they may urge this:
That since they have their pay out of that Province,
Justice requires they should be of their partie:
All that is don in Utrecht shalbe practisd
In Roterdam and other Townes I name not.
Farther directions you shall have hereafter,
Till when I leave you.

Gro. With all zeale and care
We will performe this. [Exit.

Leid. This foundation
Is well begun.

Gro. And may the building prosper.

Mod. Yet let me tell you, where Religion
Is made a cloke to our bad purposes
They seldom have succes.

Bar. You are too holly:
We live now not with Saincts but wicked men,
And any thriving way we can make use of,
What shape so ere it weares, to crosse their arts,
We must embrace and cherish; and this course
(Carrying a zealous face) will countenaunce
Our other actions. Make the Burgers ours,
Raise Soldiers for our guard, strengthen our side
Against the now unequall opposition
Of this Prince that contemns us; at the worst,
When he shall know there are some Regiments
We may call ours, and that have no dependaunce
Upon his favour, twill take from his pride
And make us more respected.

Mod. May it prove so.

Enter Bredero, Vandort, Officers.

Bre. Good day, my Lord.

Vand. Good Mounseiur Advocate,
You are an early stirrer.

Bar. Tis my dutie
To wayte your Lordships pleasure: please you to walke.

Bre. The Prince is wanting, and this meeting being
Touching the oath he is to take, twere fitt
That we attend him.

Bar. That he may set downe
What he will sweare, prescribing lymitts to us!
We need not add this wind by our observaunce
To sailes too full alredy. Oh, my Lords,
What will you doe? Have we with so much blood
Maintaind our liberties, left the allegeaunce
(How justly now it is no time to argue)
To Spaine, to offer up our slavish necks
To one that only is what we have made him?
For, be but you yourselves, this Prince of Orange
Is but as Barnavelt, a Servant to
Your Lordships and the State; like me maintaind;
The pomp he keepes, at your charge: will you then
Wayt his prowd pleasure, and in that confes,
By daring to doe nothing, that he knowes not — 
You have no absolute powre?

Van. I never sawe
The Advocate so movd.

Bar. Now to be patient
Were to be treacherous: trust once his counsaile
That never yet hath faild you. Make him know
That any limb of this our reverend Senate
In powre is not beneath him. As we sitt
Ile yeild you further reasons; ithe meane time
Commaund him by the Officers of the Court
Not to presse in untill your Lordships pleasure
Be made knowne to him.

Vand. Tis most requisite.

Leid. And for the honour of the Court.

Vand. Goe on;
You have my voice.

Bre. And mine; — yet weell proceed
As judgement shall direct us.

Vand. Tis my purpose.

Bar. In this disgrace I have one foote on his neck;
Ere long Ile set the other on his head
And sinck him to the Center.

Leid. Looke to the dores there.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 3.

Enter Pr. of Orange, Gra: William,
Collonells & Captaines.

Or. I, now methincks I feele the happynes
Of being sproong from such a noble father,
That sacrifizd his honour, life and fortune
For his lovd Cuntry. Now the blood and kindred
Of Horne and Egmont (Memories great Martires),
That must outlive all Alvas Tirranies
And when their Stories told evn shake his ashes,
Methincks through theis vaines now, now at this instant,
I feele their Cuntries losse; I feele too — 

Will. All feele sencibly,
And every noble hart laments their miseries,
And every eie, that labours not with mallice,
Sees your great services and through what dangers
You have raisd those noble speritts monuments.

Or. What I have don I look not back to magnifie;
My Cuntry calld me to it. What I shall yet doe,
With all the industrie and strength I have lent me
And grace of heaven to guid, so it but satisfie
The expectation of the State commaunds me
And in my Cuntries eye appeere but lovely,
I shall sitt downe, though old and bruizd yet happie;
Nor can the bitter and bold tounge of mallice,
That never yet spoke well of faire deservings,
With all hir course aspersions floong upon me
Make me forsake my dutie, touch or shake me
Or gaine so much upon me as an anger,
Whilst here I hold me loyall. Yet believe, Gentlemen,
Theis wrongs are neither few nor slight, nor followed
By liberall tongues provokd by want or wine,
For such were to be smild at and so slighted,
But by those men, and shot so neer mine honour
I feare my person too; but, so the State suffer not,
I am as easie to forget.

Will. Too easie;
And that feeds up their mallice to a Monster.
You are the arme oth war, the Soldiers sperit;
The other but dead stories, you the dooer.

Col. It stands not with the honour you have won, Sir,
Still built upon and betterd.

Or. No more, good Collonell.

Col. The love the Soldier beares you to give way thus!
To have your actions consturd, scornd and scoffd at
By such malignant soules! you are yourself, Sir,
And master of more mindes that love and honour ye.

Will. Yf you would see it; but take through the mallice
The evill intended now, now bent upon ye.

Or. I pray ye, no more; as you love me, no more.
Stupid I never was nor so secure yet
To lead my patience to mine owne betraying:
I shall find time and riper cause. — [Guard at dore.
Now, frends,
Are my Lords the States set yet.

1 Gu. An houre agoe, Sir.

Or. Beshrew ye, Gentlemen, you have made me tardy:
Open the dore,

1 Gu. I beseech your Grace to pardon me.

Or. Dost thou know who I am?

1 Gu. Yes, Sir, and honour you.

Or. Why dost thou keep the dore fast then?

Will. Thou fellow,
Thou sawcy fellow, and you that stand by gaping!
Is the Prince of no more value, no more respect
Then like a Page?

2 Gu. We beseech your Excellencies
To pardon us; our duties are not wanting,
Nor dare we entertaine a thought to crosse ye:
We are placed here on Commaund.

Or. To keepe me out?
Have I lost my place in Councell? are my services
Growne to so poore regards, my worth so bankrupt?
Or am I tainted with dishonest actions,
That I am held unfitt my Cuntries busines?
Who placd ye here?

1 Gu. The body of the Councell;
And we beseech your Grace make it not our syn:
They gave us strict commaund to stop your passage.

Or. Twas frendly don and like my noble masters.

Will. Deny you place? make good the dore against ye?
This is unsufferable, most unsufferable.

Or. Now I begin to feele those doubts; I feare still — 

Col. So far to dare provoke ye! tis too monstrous;
And you forget your self, your birth, your honour,
The name of Soldier if you suffer this,
Suffer from these, these things, these — pox upont! — 
These molds of men made noble by your services,
Your daylie sweatts.

1 Cap. It must not be endured thus,
The wrong extends to us, we feele it severally.

2 Cap. Your sweet humillitie has made em scorne ye
And us, and all the world that serve their uses;
And stick themselves up teachers, masters, princes,
Allmost new gods too, founders of new faithes.
— Weell force your way.

Col. Lets see then who dare stop ye.

Gu. Not we, I am sure.

Col. Lets see who dare denie ye
Your place and right of councell.

Or. Stay, I commaund ye;
He that puts forward first to this wild action
Has lost my love and is becom mine Enemy,
My mortall enemie. Put up your weapons,
You draw em against order, duty, faith;
And let me die ere render such examples.
The men you make so meane, so slight account of,
And in your angers prise, not in your honours,
Are Princes, powerfull Princes, mightie Princes;
That daylie feed more men of your great fashion
And noble ranck, pay and maintaine their fortunes,
Then any monarch Europe has: and for this bountie,
If ye consider truly, Gentlemen,
And honestly, with thankfull harts remember,
You are to pay them back againe your service:
They are your masters, your best masters, noblest,
Those that protect your states, hold up your fortunes;
And for this good you are to sacrifize
Your thancks and duties, not your threats and angers.
I and all Soldiers els that strike with their armes,
And draw from them the meanes of life and honour,
Are doble tyde in faith to observe their pleasures.

Col. A Prince of rare humanitie and temper.
Sir, as you teach us armes, you man our minds, too,
With civill precepts, making us true Soldiers,
Then worthie to receive a trust from others
When we stand masters of our owne discretions.

Enter Barnavelt, Modesbargen, Leidenberch, Grotius
Bredero, Vandort & Hogerbeets.

Will. Your good and great example tyes us all, Sir.

Cap. The Councells broken up.

Or. My noble Lords,
Let it not seeme displeasing to your wisdomes,
I humbly ask in what I have offended,
Or how suspected stand, or with what cryme blotted,
That this day from your fellowship, your councell,
My Cuntries care and where I owe most service,
Like a man perishd in his worth I am exilde.

Bar. Your Grace must know we cannot wait attendaunce,
Which happely you looke for.

Or. Wayt, my lords!

Bar. Nor what we shall designe for the States comfort
Stay your deliberate crosses. We know you are able,
And every way a wise Prince fitt for counsell;
But I must tell ye, Sir, and tell ye truly,
The Soldier has so blowne ye up, so swelld ye
And those few services you call your owne,
That now our commendations are too light gales,
Too slacke and emptie windes, to move your worthes;
And trumpets of your owne tongue and the Soldiers
Now onely fill your sailes.

Bre. Be not so bitter.

Bar. We mix with quiet speritts, staid and temperate,
And those that levell at not great but good ends
Dare hold us their Companions, not their Servants,
And in that ranck be ready to supply us.
Your Grace is growne too haughtie.

Leid. Might it please you
But thinck, Sir, of our honest services
(I dare not terme them equall) and but waigh well,
In which I know your Grace a perfect master,
Your judgment excellent, and then but tell us
And truly (which I know your goodnes will doe)
Why should we seeme so poore, so undertrodden,
And though not trusted with the State and Councell,
Why so unable vallued. Pardon, great Sir,
If those complaine who feele the waight of envy,
If such poore trod on wormes make show to turne againe.
Nor is it we that feele, I hope, nor you, Sir,
That gives the cullour of this difference:
Rumour has many tongues but few speak truth:
We feele not onely, — if we did twere happie — 
Our Cuntry, Sir, our Cuntrie beares the blow too;
But you were ever noble.

Or. Good my Lords,
Let it be free your Servant, chargd in mallice,
If not fling of his crymes, at least excuse em
To you my great correcter. Would to heaven, Sir,
That syn of pride and insolence you speake of,
That pufft up greatnes blowne from others follyes
Were not too neere akin to your great Lordship
And lay not in your bosom, your most deere one.
You taint me, Sir, with syns concerne my manners, — 
If I have such Ile studdy to correct em;
But, should I taint you, I should charge ye deeper:
The cure of those would make ye shrinck and shake, too,
— Shake of your head.

Bar. You are too weak ith hams, Sir.

Or. Who raisd these new religious forces, Sir,
And by what warrant? what assignement had ye
From the States generall? who blew new fires?
Even fires of fowle rebellion, I must tell ye;
The bellowes to it, Religion. You were lovd yet
But for your ends, — through all the Townes, the Garrisons,
To fright the union of the State, to shake it.
What syns are theis? You may smile with much comfort,
And they that see ye and not looke closely to ye
May crye too ert be long.

Bar. Your Grace has leave, Sir,
And tis right good it be soe. — Follow me home,
And there Ile give ye new directions
How to proceed, and sodainely.

Leid. | We are yours, Sir.
Mod. |
[Exeunt Bar., Leid., Mod.

Or. My lords, to what a monster this mans grown
You may (if not abusd with dull securitie)
See plaine as day.

Bre. We doe not like his carriage.

Van. He dos all, speakes all, all disposes.

Or. Spoiles all.
He that dare live to see him work his ends out
Uncrossd and unprevented, that wretched man
Dare live to see his Cuntry shrinck before him.
Consider my best lords, my noblest masters,
How most, most fitt, how just and necessary
A sodaine and a strong prevention.

Bre. We all conceave your Grace and all look through him
And find him what we feare not yet but grieve at.
You shall have new Commission from us all
To take in all those Townes he has thrust his men in:
When you have that, proceed as likes your Excellence.

Or. Your lordships true friend and most obedient Servant.

Van. Come to the present busines then.

Or. We attend you.

[Exeunt.


Actus Secundus.


SCAENA PRIMA.
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Enter Barnavelt, Leidenberch, Modesbargen.

Bar. I have with danger venturd thus far to you
That you might know by me our plots discoverd.
But let not that discourage you: though Van Dort
And Bredero, with others, have assented
To force this Towne, stand you still on your Guard,
And on my reputation rest assured
With violence they never dare attempt you;
For that would give the world to understand
Thunited Provinces, that by their concord
So long have held out gainst thopposition
Of all Spaines Governours, their plotts and armyes,
Make way to their most certaine ruyn by
A Civill warre.

Leid. This cannot be denide.

Bar. And so at any time we may make our peace,
Returning to our first obedience
Upon what termes we please.

Mod. That is not certaine;
For, should we tempt them once to bring their forces
Against the Towne and find we give it up
For want of strength to keepe it, the Conditions
To which we must subscribe are in their will
And not our choice or pleasure.

Bar. You are governd
More by your feare then reason.

Mod. May it prove soe:
That way I would be guiltie.

Bar. How appeere
The new raisd Companies?

Leid. They stand full and faithfull;
And for the Burgers, they are well affected
To our designes. The Arminians play their parts too,
And thunder in their meetings hell and dampnation
To such as hold against us.

Bar. Tis well orderd:
But have you tride by any meanes (it skills not
How much you promise) to wyn the old Soldiers
(The English Companies, in chief, I ayme at)
To stand firme for us?

Leid. We have to that purpose
Imploid Rock-Giles, with some choice Burgers els
That are most popular to the Officers
That doe commaund here in the Collonells absence.
We expect them every mynitt. Yf your Lordship
(For tis not fitt, I think, you should be seene)
Will please to stand aside (yet you shalbe
Within the hearing of our Conference)
You shall perceive we will imploy all arts
To make them ours.

Mod. They are come.

Bar. Be earnest with them.

Enter Rock-Giles, 2 Burgers, Captaines, Leuitenant.

R: Giles. With much adoe I have brought em: the prowde Shellains
Are paid too well, and that makes them forget
We are their Masters.

1 Burg. But when we tooke them on,
Famishd allmost for want of entertainement,
Then they cryde out they would do any thing
We would commaund them.

1 Cap. And so we say still,
Provided it be honest.

Giles. Is it fitt
That mercenary Soldiers, that for pay
Give up their liberties and are sworne texpose
Their lyves and fortunes to all dangers, should
Capitulate with their Lords?

1 Burg. Prescribing when
They are pleasd to be commaunded and for what.

Giles. Answeare to this.

Leuit. You know our resolutions,
And therefore, Captaine, speak for all.

1 Cap. I will,
And doe it boldly: We were entertaind
To serve the generall States and not one Province;
To fight as often as the Prince of Orange
Shall lead us forth, and not to stand against him;
To guard this Cuntrie, not to ruyn it;
To beat of foreigne Enemies, not to cherish
Domestique factions. And where you upbraid us
With the poore means we have to feed, not cloath us,
Forgetting at how deere a rate we buy
The triffles we have from you, thus I answeare: — 
Noe Cuntrie ere made a defensive war
And gaind by it but you. What privat Gentleman
That onely trailes a pike, that comes from England
Or Fraunce, but brings gold with him which he leaves here
And so enriches you? Where such as serve
The Polander, Bohemian, Dane, or Turck,
Though they come almost naked to their Collours,
Besides their pay (which they contempne) the spoiles
Of armyes overthrowne, of Citties sackd,
Depopulations of wealthie Cuntries,
If he survive the uncertaine chaunce of war,
Returne him home to end his age in plenty
Of wealth and honours.

Bar. This is shrewdly urgd.

1 Cap. Where we, poore wretches, covetous of fame onely,
Come hether but as to a Schoole of war
To learne to struggle against cold and hunger,
And with unwearied steps to overcome
A tedious march when the hot Lyons breath
Burnes up the feilds; the glory that we ayme at
Being our obedience to such as doe
Commaund in cheif; to keepe our rancks, to fly
More then the death all mutenies and rebellions.
And would you then, whose wisdomes should correct
Such follies in us, rob us of that litle,
That litle honour that rewards our service,
To bring our necks to the Hangmans Sword or Halter,
Or (should we scape) to brand our foreheads with
The name of Rebells?

Giles. I am put to a non plus: — 
Speake mine Here Secretarie.

Leid. I have heard
So much deliverd by you and so well,
Your actions, too, at all parts answearing
What you have spoken, that I must acknowledge
We all stand far indebted to your service:
And therefore, as unto the worthiest,
The faithfullest and strongest that protect
Us and our Cuntries, we now seek to you,
And would not but such men should be remembred
As principall assistants in the Care
Of a disease which now the State lyes sick of.
I know you love the valiant Prince, and yet
You must graunt him a Servant to the States
As you are, Gentlemen, and therefore will not
Defend that in him which you would not cherish
In cold blood in your selves; for should he be
Disloyall — 

Leuit. He disloyall! tis a language
I will not heare.

2 Cap. Such a suspition of him
Is one that wore a Sword deservd the lye.

1 Cap. We know your oild tongue; and your rethorique
Will hardly work on us that are acquainted
With what faire language your ill purposes
Are ever cloathd, nor ever wilbe won
To undervalue him whose least famd service
Scornes to be put in ballance with the best
Of all your Counsailes; and for his faith, O heaven!
It dos as far transcend yours in your praires
As light dos darkness.

Leid. I perceive tis true
That such as flatter Servants make them prowd.
Weell use a rougher way, and here commaund you
To leave the Towne, and sodainely, if you wish not
To be forced hence.

1 Cap. Your new raisd Companies
Of such as never saw the Enemie
Can hardly make that good: we were placed here
By the allowaunce of the generall States
And of the Prince to keep it to their use.

Leuit. And we will doe it.

1 Cap. And while there is Lead
Upon a house, or any Soldier master
But of a doyt: when that is gon, expect
That we will make you sport, or leave our lives
To witness we were faithfull. — Come, Lieutenant,
Let us draw up the Companies; and then
Charge on us when you please.
[Exeunt.

Mod. This I foresaw.

Bar. Oh, I am lost with anger! are we falne
So lowe from what we were, that we dare heare
This from our Servants and not punish it?
Where is the terrour of our names, our powre
That Spaine with feare hath felt in both his Indies?
We are lost for ever, and from freemen growne
Slaves so contemptible as no worthie Prince,
That would have men, not sluggish Beasts, his Servants,
Would ere vouchsafe the owning. Now, my frends,
I call not on your furtherance to preserve
The lustre of my actions; let me with them
Be nere remembred, so this government
Your wives, your lives and liberties be safe:
And therefore, as you would be what you are,
Freemen and masters of what yet is yours,
Rise up against this Tirant, and defend
With rigour what too gentle lenitie
Hath almost lost.

Leid. Ile to the new raisd Soldiers
And make them firme.

Giles. Ile muster up the Burgers
And make them stand upon their guard.

Mod. For me
Ile not be wanting.

Bar. Ile back to the Hage
And something there Ile doe that shall divert
The torrent that swells towards us, or sinck in it;
And let this Prince of Orange seat him sure,
Or he shall fall when he is most secure.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 2.

Enter Holderus, Dutch-woemen and an English Gentlew.

1 D. W. Here come the Sisters: thats an English Gentlewoman,
Lets pray for hir Conversion.

2 D. W. You are wellcom, Lady,
And your comming over hether is most happy;
For here you may behold the generall freedom
We live and traffique in, the ioy of woemen.
No emperious Spanish eye governes our actions,
Nor Italian jealouzie locks up our meetings:
We are ourselves our owne disposers, masters;
And those that you call husbands are our Servants.

3 D. W. Your owne Cuntry breedes ye hansom, maintaines ye brave,
But with a stubborne hand the husbands awe ye:
You speake but what they please, looke where they point ye,
And though ye have some libertie tis lymitted.

4 D. W. Which cursse you must shake of. To live is nothing;
To live admird and lookd at, — poore deservings
But to live soe, so free you may commaund, Lady,
Compell, and there raigne Soveraigne.

1 D. W. Do you thinck theres any thing
Our husbands labour for, and not for our ends?
Are we shut out of Counsailes, privacies,
And onely lymitted our household busines?
No, certaine, Lady; we pertake with all,
Or our good men pertake no rest. Why this man
Works theis or theis waies, with or against the State,
We know and give allowaunces.

2 D. W. Why such a Gentleman,
Thus hansom and thus yong, commaunds such a quarter;
Where theis faire Ladies lye; why the Graves angry
And Mounseiur Barnavelt now discontent, — 
Do you thinck its fitt we should be ignorant?

2 D. W. Or why theres sprung up now a new devotion?
Good Gentlewoman, no. Do you see this fellow?
He is a Scholler and a parlous Scholler,
Or whether he be a Scholler or no tis not a doyt matter:
Hes a fine talker and a zealous talker;
We can make him thinck what we list, say what we list,
Print what we list and whom we list abuse int.

Eng.-gentw. And a Teacher do you say?

2 D. W. A singuler teacher,
For so we hold such here.

Eng.-gentw. Doe they use no modestie
Upon my life, some of theis new Arminians,
Theis hissing tosts!

Hold. An ignorant strange woman,
Whose faith is onely tride by a Coach and foure horses.

3 D. W. Come, you must be as we are and the rest of your Countrywomen;
You doe not know the sweet ont.

Eng.-gentw. Indeed, nor will not;
Our Cuntry brings us up to faire Obedience
To know our husbands for our Governours,
So to obey and serve em: two heads make monsters;
Nor Dare we thinck of what is don above us,
Nor talk of Graves.

Hold. The Grave shall smart for t shortly;
Goe you and tell him soe, gooddy English woman:
You have long tayles and long tongues, but we shall clip em.

Enter Vandermitten.

I D. W. How now? what haste?

Vand. The Prince is drawing up to us
And has disarmd all the strong Townes about us
Of our new Soldiers; the English now stand only
And the old Companies.

Eng.-gentw. Now your wisdomes, Ladies,
Your learning also, Sir, your learned prating — 
You that dare prick your eares up at great Princes
And doble charge your tongue with new opinions, — 
What can you doe? or can theis holly woemen
That you have armd against obedience
And made contempners of the fooles their husbands,
Examiners of State, — can they doe any thing?
Can they defy the Prince?

Hold. They shall defie him,
And to his face: why doe not ye raise the Burgers
And draw up the new Companies?

Enter Leidenberge?

Leid. Away, good women!
This is no sport for you: goe, cheere your husbands
And bid em stand now bravely for their liberties.
Arnam and Roterdam and all about us
Have yeilded him obedience; all the new Companies
Purgd and disarmd. Goe you; talke to the Arminians,
And raise their harts. Good Ladies, no more Councells:
This is no time to puppet in.

1 D. W. We are gon, Sir,

2 D. W. And will so coniure up our lazie husbands.

Eng.-gentw. And coniure wisely, too; the devill will faile else.
[Exeunt Women.

Leid. Whats she?

Vand. An English woman.

Leid. Would they were all shipt well
To th other part oth world. Theis stubborne English
We onely feare.

Vand. We are strong enough to curb em.

Leid. But we have turnop hearts.

Enter a Messenger.

Now whats the next newes?

Mess. The Prince is at the Barriers, and desires his entraunce

Leid. He must not enter: — what Company is with him?

Mess. But few, and those unarmd too: about some twentie.

Leid. And what behind?

Mess. We can discover none.

Leid. Lets goe and view: Brothers, be strong and valiant;
We have lost the Towne els and our freedoms with it.
[Exeunt.

SCAENA 3.

Enter 1 Captaine and Soldiers.

Sold. They charge us not to let him in.

1 Cap. We will doe it;
He has our faithes. — What strengthes upon the Guard?

Sold. Two hundred English.

1 Cap. Goe, and give this comaund then:
That if any Burgers or Arminian Soldiers
Offer to come upon the Guard, or let in or out
Any without our knowledge, presently
To bend their strength upon em.

Sold. It shalbe don. [Exit.

1 Cap. Do you disperse to the old Companies,
Bid em be ready; tell em now is the time,
And charge em keepe a strong eye ore the Burgers.
Ile up toth Guard.

Sold. Weele doe it seriously.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 4.

Enter Prince of Orange, William,
Captaine, Leiutenant, &c.

Or. None of our frends upon the Portt? Is this the welcom
Of such a Towne, so bound in preservation
To us and ours?

2 Cap. The Prince is sadly angry.

Leiut. Can ye blame him, Captaine, when such a den of dog whelps
Are fosterd here against him? You will rouse anon:
There are old Companies sure, honest and faithfull,
That are not poysond with this ranck infection.
Now they appeare, Sir.

Enter Captaine on the walls.

1 Cap. Will your Grace please to enter?

Or. And thanck ye too.

1 Cap. The Port is open for ye.

Or. You see my number.

1 Cap. But I hope tis more, Sir.

Or. Theis must in first; Twill breed a good securitie.

1 Cap. We stand all ready for your Grace.

Or. We thanck ye.

1 Cap. What Companies come on, Sir.

Or. Three Troope of horse,
That will be with ye presently: keepe strong the Port.

1 Cap. Enter when please your Grace; we shall stand sure, Sir.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 5.

Enter Leidenberge, Vandermitten, Rock Giles.

Leid. Is he come in, do you say?

Vand. He is, but followed
So slenderly and poore.

Leid. We are undon then;
He knowes too well what ground he ventures on.
Where are the Arminian Soldiers?

R. Giles. They stand ith market place.

Leid. Are they well armd?

R. Giles. Ready to entertaine him.

Leid. Who commaunds the Port?

Vand. The English.

Leid. Ten towsand devills!
Odds sacrament! a meere trick to betray us.

Vand. We can discover none behind.

Leid. A trick:
Those English are the men borne to undooe us.

Enter Messenger.

Mess. Arme, arme, and now stand to your ancient freedoms!
Three troope of horse, ten Companies of foote
Are enterd now the Port.

Leid. I told ye, Gentlemen.

Mess. The English make a stand upon the new Companies,
Ready to charge em if they stirr.

Leid. Oh mischief!
All our designes are crackt, layed open, ruynd:
Lets looke if any cure remaine. O devill!

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 6.

Enter Duch-woemen and Burgers.

Duch-W. The Prince, the Prince, the Prince! O our husbands.

Burg. Goe pray, goe pray, goe pray: We shalbe hangd all.

Duch-W. I would it were no worse:

Enter Eng.-gentw.

Eng.-gentw. Now wheres your valours,
You that would eat the Prince?

Duch-W. Sweet English Gentlewoman.

Eng.-gentw. Fy, doe not run! for shame! body a me,
How their feare outstincks their garlick! litle Sir Gregory,

Enter Holderus.

Art thou afraid, too? out with thy two edgd tongue
And lay about thee!

Hold. Out o my way, good woeman,
Out o my way: I shalbe whipt, and hangd too.

Eng.-gentw. Theis fellowes have strong faithes and notable valours:
Ile walk about and see this sport.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 7.

Enter Orange, Leidenberge, Burgers, Captaines,
Soldiers, and Arminians.

Or. Now, Mounseuir Leidenberge you may se openly
The issues of your desperate undertakings,
And your good helpes, myne Heeires; now you must feele too,
And to your greifes, what the deserts of those are
That boldly dare attempt their Cuntries ruyn
And who we serve, how faithfully and honestly
You must and shall confes too: not to blind ends
Hood-winckt with base ambition, such as yours are,
But to the generall good. — Let theis new Companies
March by us through the Market, so to the Guard house,
And there disarme; — weell teach ye true obedience; — 
Then let em quitt the Towne, hansom swag fellowes
And fitt for fowle play.

Leiut. Theis are but heavy marches.

Or. They wilbe lighter straight, when they are unfurnishd
You put your trust in theis; you have tall defences, — 
Treason maintaind with heresie, fitt weapons!
— So now disarme the Towne: weell plant new Governours!

Leid. Will your Grace be pleasd to heare?

Or. Yes, at the Hage, Sir,
Till when bethinck you of your acts and answeares,
For there before the generall State — Wheres Modesbargen?

Cap. He left the Towne two daies agoe.

Or. A guilty feare,
But we shall fright him worsse. Good order take
For the Towne, and what fitt Garrison to leave int.
We are homeward bound, where we shall make you wellcom,
You have instructed us in what free fashion.
Come, Gentlemen, lets now goe take our rest:
Prowd confidence is but a foole at best.

[Exeunt.


Actus Tercius.


SCAENA PRIMA.
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Enter Bredero, Vandort.

Bre. Myne Heire Vandort, what thinck ye of the Prince now?

Vandort. Like a true noble Gentlemen he has borne himself
And a faire fortunate Soldier: I hold the State, Sir,
Most happie in his care, and this torne Cuntry,
Whose wounds smart yet, most bound to his deliveraunce.

Bre. Tis certaine his proceedings in this busines,
As in all els, have byn most wise and constant
And waited on with full wingd Expedition:
How many Townes armd with theis new Pretenders,
Stird up and steeld by founders of new doctrines,
The collour to their Cause, hath he (and sodainely)
Disarmd againe and setled in obedience,
And without bloodshed, Lords, without the Sword
And those Calamities that shake a kingdom:
So gently and without noyse he has performd this
As if he had don it in a dreame.

Vand. Most certaine,
He has run through a busines will much add to him
And set his vertues of with greater Lustre:
But that a man so wise as Mounseiur Barnavelt,
So trusted, so rewarded for his Service,
And one that built the ladder to his honour
Of open, honest actions, strong and straight still,
Should now be doubted!

Bred. I know not nor I wish it not,
But if he have a fowle hartt has byn hid long,
And cunningly that poyson has byn carried.

Vand. But why a father to theis new professions?
Why should he strengthen those opinions
That all true learning much laments and greives at
And sincks the soules sweet union into ruyn?
Why theis, my lords? and why in every Garrison,
Unles he had an end that shot at evill,
Should he so strongly plant theis fire-brands
And through his powre add daylie to their nombers?

Bred. Most sure he is suspected, strongly suspected
But that a man of his great trust and busines
Should sinck or suffer under doubts or whispers
Or loose his honour by an others envy,
Is not faire play nor honest. The Prince of Orange,
Most thinck, affects him not, nor he the Prince.
That either of their angry wills should prove
A lawful act to ruyn one another,
And not a medium of more open Justice,
More equall and more honorable, step in,
Man had no powre to stand nor fall with honour.
If he be falce, honest and upright proofes
Will ripen the Imposture.

Enter Barnavelt and his Son.

[1 Lord. Here he comes, sir.]

Vand. Methincks he beares not in his Countenaunce
The fulnes of that grave and constant sperit,
Nor in his eye appeeres that heat and quicknes
He was wont to move withall. — Salute, and counsell:
Lets leave him to his thoughts.

Son. They mind ye not:
Now, as I have a soule, they looke not on ye.

Bar. My noble Lords, what ist appeeres upon me
So ougly strange you start and fly my Companie?
What plague sore have ye spide, what taynt in honour,
What ill howre in my life so cleere deserving
That rancks in this below your fellowships?
For which of all my cares, of all my watches,
My services (too many and too mightie
To find rewards) am I thus recompenced,
Not lookd on, not saluted, left forgotten
Like one that came to petition to your honours, — 
Over the shoulder sleighted?

Bred. Mounseiur Barnavelt,
I am sorry that a man of your great wisdom
And those rare parts that make ye lovd and honourd,
In every Princes Court highly esteemd of,
Should loose so much in point of good and vertue
Now in the time you ought to fix your faith fast,
The creadit of your age, carelessly loose it, — 
I dare not say, ambitiously — that your best frends,
And those that ever thought on your example,
Dare not with comon safetie now salute ye.

Bar. I loose in point of honour! My frends feare me!
My age suspected too! now as ye are iust men
Unknit this riddle.

1 Lord. You are doubted, strongly doubted.

Bar. O the devill.

2 Lord. Your loialtie suspected.

Bar. Who dare doe this?

Bred. We wish all well; and you that know how dangerous
In men of lesser mark theis foule attempts are
And often have bewaild em in the meanest,
I make no doubt will meet your owne fault sodainely
And chide yourself; grow faire againe and flourish
In the same full esteeme ye held and favour.

Bar. And must I heare this sett downe for all my service?
Is this the glorious mark of my deservings?
Taynted and torne in honour must I perish,
And must theis silver curles, ô you unthanckfull,
Theis emblemes of my frostie cares and travells
For you and for the State, fall with disgraces?
Goe, fall before your new Prince! worship him,
Fill all your throates with flattery, cry before him
Tis he, and onely he, has truly servd ye!
Forget me and the peace I have wrought your Cuntry;
Bury my memory, raze out my name,
My forty yeares endeavoures write in dust
That your great Prince may blow em into nothing;
And on my Monument (you most forgetfull)
Fling all your scornes, erect an yroon-toothed envy
That she may gnaw the pious stones that hides me.

Vand. Ye are too much movd, and now too late ye find, Sir,
How naked and unsafe it is for a long Gowne
To buckle with the violence of an Army.
The Emperour Traian challenging a yong man
And a swift runner to try his speed against him,
The Gentleman made answeare sodainely
It was not safe nor fitt to hold contention
With any man commaunded thirtie legions.
You know the Prince and know his noble nature,
I thinck you know his powre, too: of all your wisdomes
This will not show the least nor prove the meanest
In good mens eyes, I thinck, in all that know ye,
To seeke his love: gentle and faire demeanours
Wyn more then blowes and soften stubborne angers.
Let me perswade ye.

Bar. When I am a Sycophant
And a base gleaner from an others favour,
As all you are that halt upon his crutches.
Shame take that smoothnes and that sleeke subjection!
I am myself, as great in good as he is,
As much a master of my Cuntries fortunes,
And one to whom (since I am forcd to speak it,
Since mine owne tongue must be my Advocate)
This blinded State that plaies at boa-peep with us,
This wanton State thats weary of hir lovers
And cryes out Give me younger still and fresher!
Is bound and so far bound: I found hir naked,
Floung out a dores and starvd, no frends to pitty hir,
The marks of all her miseries upon hir,
An orphan State that no eye smild upon:
And then how carefully I undertooke hir,
How tenderly and lovingly I noursd hir!
But now she is fatt and faire againe and I foold,
A new love in hir armes, my doatings scornd at.
And I must sue to him! be witnes, heaven,
If this poore life were forfeyt to his mercy,
At such a rate I hold a scornd subiection
I would not give a penney to redeeme it.
I have livd ever free, onely depended
Upon the honestie of my faire Actions,
Nor am I now to studdy how to die soe.

Bred. Take better thoughts.

Bar. They are my first and last,
The legacie I leave my friends behind me.
I never knew to flatter, to kneele basely
And beg from him a smile owes me an honour.
Ye are wreatches, poore starvd wreatches fedd on crumbs
That he flings to ye: from your owne aboundaunce
Wreatched and slavish people ye are becom
That feele the griping yoak and yet bow to it.
What is this man, this Prince, this God ye make now,
But what our hands have molded, wrought to fashion,
And by our constant labours given a life to?
And must we fall before him now, adoare him,
Blow all we can to fill his sailes with greatnes?
Worship the Image we set up ourselves?
Put fate into his hand? into his will
Our lives and fortunes? howle and crye to our owne clay
Be mercifull, ô Prince? ô, pittied people!
Base, base, poore patch men! You dare not heare this;
You have sold your eares to slavery; begon and flatter.
When ere your politick Prince putts his hooke into my nose
Here must he put his Sword too.

Bred. We lament ye.

[Exeunt.

Enter the Son.

Son. We are undon, Sir.

Bar. Why?

Son. For certaine perishd.
Utrecht is taken in, Modesbargen fled,
And Leidenberge a Servant to their pleasures, — 
A prisoner, Sir.

Bar. Ha!

Son. Tis too true.

Bar. A prisoner?

Son. And, some say, has byn tortured, reveald much,
Even all he knowes. No letters are against ye,
For those he burnt; but they have so much foold him
That his owne tongue — 

Bar. He cannot be so boyish.

Son. My goverment of Barghen is disposd of;
Their anger now against us all profest,
And in your ruyn all must fall.

Bar. A prisoner!
Modesbargen fledd! I am glad he is scapt their fingers.
Now if the devill had but this Leidenberge
I were safe enough. What a dull foole was I,
A stupid foole, to wrap up such a secreat
In a sheepes hart! ô I could teare my flesh now
And beat my leaden braines!

Son. Faith, try the Prince, Sir;
You are at your last.

Bar. Art thou my Son? thou lyest;
I never got a Parasite, a Coward.
I seeke the Prince or bend in base submission!
Ile seeke my grave first. Yf I needes must fall
And that the fatall howre is cast of Barnavelt,
Just like a strong demolishd Tower ile totter
And fright the neighbour Cuntries with my murmour.
My ruyns shall reach all: the valiant Soldier,
Whose eies are unacquainted but with anger,
Shall weep for me because I fedd and noursd him;
Princes shall mourne my losse, and this unthanckfull,
Forgetful Cuntry, when I sleepe in ashes,
Shall feele and then confes I was a father.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 2.

Enter P. of Orange, William, Bredero, Vandort,
Lords, Collonells, Captaines.

Bred. Will your Excellence please to sitt?

[Table: Bell.

Or. I am prowd your Lordships
So willingly restore me to that place
From which the envy of the Advocate
Of late hath forcd me. And that you may know,
How ere his mallice live to me, all hatred
Is dead in me to him, I am a Suitour
He may be sent for; for, as Barnavelt is
A member of this body politique,
I honour him, and will not scorne to yeild
A strict accompt of all my Actions to him;
And, though my Enemie, while he continues
A frend to his owne fame and loyall to
The State, I love him and shall greive that he,
When he falls from it must deserve my pitty.

Vand. This disposition in your Excellence
Dos well becom you, but would wrong our iudgements
To call one as a partner to these counsailes
That is suspected, and evn then when all
His dark designes and deepest purposes
Are to be sifted.

Bred. It were most unfit,
And therefore we entreat your Highnes to
Presse it no further.

Or. My good lords, your pardon;
You are your owne disposers. — Gentlemen,
I shall a while entreat ye to forbeare
The troble that you put upon yourselves
In following me. I can need no defence here,
Being left among these whose grave counsailes ever
Have lookd out for my safetie. Tis your pleasure
And therefore I embrace it.

[Exeunt Collonells & Captaines.

Vand. Now, when you please,
Your Excellence may deliver what you have
Observd concerning the Arminian faction,
What hopes and heads it had, for without question
It found more favorers, and great ones too,
Then yet we have discoverd.

Or. My grave Lords,
That it hath byn my happines to take in,
And with so litle blood, so many Townes
That were falne of, is a large recompence
For all my travell; and I would advise
That (since all now sing the sweet tunes of Concord,
No Sword unsheathd, the meanes to hurt cut off,
And all their stings pluckd out that would have used them
Against the publique peace) we should end here
And not with labour search for that which will
Afflict us when tis found. Something I know
That I could wish I nere had understood,
Which yet if I should speake, as the respect
And duty that I owe my Cuntry binds me,
It wilbe thought tis rather privat spleene
Then pious zeale. But that is not the hazard
Which I would shun: I rather feare the men
We must offend in this, being great, rich, wise,
Sided with strong frends, trusted with the guard
Of places most important, will bring forth
Rather new births of tumult, should they be
Calld to their Triall, then appease disorder
In their iust punishment; and in doing Justice
On three or foure that are delinquents, loose
So many thousand inocents that stand firme
And faithfull patriots. Let us leave them therefore
To the scourge of their owne consciences: perhaps
Thassurance that they are yet undiscoverd,
Because not cyted to their answeare, will
So work with them hereafter to doe well
That we shall ioy we sought no farther in it.

Vand. Such mild proceedings in a Goverment
New setled, whose maine strength had its dependaunce
Upon the powre of some perticuler men,
Might be given way to, but in ours it were
Unsafe and scandalous: then the Provinces
Have lost their liberties, Justice hir Sword,
And we prepared a way for our owne ruyn
When for respect or favour unto any,
Of what condition soever, we
Palliat seditions and forbeare to call
Treason by hir owne name.

1 Lord. It must not be:
Such mercie to ourselves were tirranie.

2 Lord. Nor are we to consider who they are
That have offended, but whats the offence
And how it should be punishd, to deter
Others by the example.

Bred. Which we will doe;
And using that united powre which warrants
All we thinck fitt, we doe intreat your Highnes
(For willingly we would not say comaund you),
As you affect the safetie of the State
Or to preserve your owne deserved honours
And never-tainted loyaltie, to make knowne
All such as are suspected.

Or. I obey you;
And though I cannot give up certaine proofes
To point out the delinquents, I will name
The men the generall voice proclaimes for guiltie.
Modesbargens flight assures him one, nor is
The pentionary of Roterdam Grotius,
Free from suspition: from Utrecht I have brought
The Secretarie Leidenberge, who hath
Confest alredy something that will give us
Light to find out the rest. I would end here
And leave out Barnavelt.

Bred. If he be guiltie
Hes to be namd and punishd with the rest.

Vand. Upon good evidence, but not till then
To be committed.

Will. Twer expedient
That something should be practisd to bring in
Modesbargen. Out of him the truth of all
May be wroong out.

Bred. The advice is sound and good.

Vand. But with much difficultie to be performd;
For how to force him out of Germanie
(Whether they say hees fledd) without a war,
At least the breaking of that league we have
Concluded with them, I ingeniously
Confes my ignoraunce.

Or. Since you approve it,
Leave that to me.

Enter Officer

Off. My lord.

Or. Call in the Captaine
You saw me speake with at the dore.

Off. Tis don. [Exit.

Bred. What does your Excellence ayme at?

Or. Have but patience,
You shall know sodainely.

Enter Captaine.

Cap. My good Angell keepe me
And turne it to the best. — What am I sent for?

Or. You are wellcom, Captaine; nay tis for your good
That you are calld for. You are well acquainted
With all the parts of Germanie?

Cap. I have livd there.
Most of my time.

Or. But doe you know the Castle
Belonging to Modesbargens Aunt or Cosen, — 
Which tis I know not?

Cap. Very well, my Lord;
A pleasant Cuntry tis, and yeilds good hunting.

Bred. And thats a sport Modesbargen from his youth
Was much inclind to.

Or. Weell make use of it.
It is of waight that you must undertake,
And does require your secrecie and care.

Cap. In both I wilbe faithfull.

Or. I beleeve you;
And, to confirme it, with all possible speed
I would have you to post thether: from the Borders
Make choice of any horsemen you thinck fitt,
And, when you come there, devide them into parties
And lodge neere to the Castle. Yf Modesbargen
Come forth to hunt, or if at any time
You find the draw-bridge up, break in upon him
And willing or unwilling force him hether.
You shall have gold to furnish you, and this don
Propose your owne rewards, they shalbe graunted.

Cap. Yf I be wanting let my head pay for it;
Ile instantly about it. [Exit.

Or. Doe, and prosper.

Will. What will you do with Leidenberge?

Bred. Let him be
Kept safe a while: for Barnavelt, till we have
Some certaine proofes against him, I hold fitt
He have his libertie, but be suspended
From any place or voice in Court untill
His guilt or inocence appeere.

Vand. I like it.

Lords. We are all of your opinion.

Or. Bring in Leidenberch.

Enter Leidenberch, Boy, Guard.

Boy. Doe all theis, father, wayt on you?

Leid. Yes, Boy.

Boy. Indeed I doe not like their Countenaunces;
They looke as if they meant you litle good.
Pray you, put them away.

Leid. Alas, poore inocent,
It is for thee I suffer; for my self
I have set up my rest.

Or. Now, Mounseiur Leidenberch,
We send not for you, though your fault deserve it,
To load you with reproofe, but to advise you
To make use of the way we have found out
To save your life and honour. You already,
In free confession of your fault, have made
A part of satisfaction; goe on in it,
And you shall find a faire discovery
Of youre fowle purposes and thagents in em
Will wyn more favour from theyr lordships to you
Then any obstinate deniall can doe.

Leid. All that I know I will deliver to you,
And beyond that your Excellence nor their Lordships
Will not, I hope, perswade me.

Vand. In the meane time
You are a prisoner.

Boy. Who? my father?

Bred. Yes, Boy.

Boy. Then I will be a prisoner, too. For heaven sake
Let me goe with him, for theis naughtie men
Will nere wayt on him well. I am usd to undresse him
When hes to goe to bed, and then read to him
Untill he be a sleepe, and then pray by him:
I will not leave him.

Bred. Why, thou shalt not, Boy.
Goe with thy father.

Boy. You are a good Lord,
Indeed I love you fort and will pray for you.
Come, father; now I must goe too, I care not.
While I am with you, you shall have no hurt,
Ile be your warrant.

Leid. I have lost myself,
But something I shall doe.

[Exeunt Leid., Boy, Guard.

Or. Tis time to rise;
And, if your Lordshipps please, we will defer
Our other busines to an other sitting.

Vand. In the meane time weell use all honest meanes
To sound the depth of this Confederacie,
In which Heavens hand direct us and assist us.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 3.

Enter 2 Captaines.

1 Cap. This is a strange cutting time.

2 Cap. Let em cutt deep enough,
They will doe no great cure els. I wonder strangely
They carry such a gentle hand on Leidenberch
That any frends come to him.

1 Cap. Has confest much,
Beleeve it, and so far they feare him not,
They would be els more circumspect.

2 Cap. Pray ye, tell me,
Is there no further newes of those are fledd, — 
I meane those fellow Instruments?

1 Cap. None as yet, — 
At least divulgd abroad. But certenly
The wise States are not idle, neither at this time
Dos it concerne their safeties. We shall heare shortly
More of theis monsters.

2 Cap. Lets to dynner, Sir;
There we shall heare more newes.

1 Cap. Ile beare ye companie.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 4.

Enter Barnavelt & Provost.

Bar. And how doth he take his imprisonment, Mr. Provost?

Pro. A litle discontent, andt please your Lordship,
And sad as men confind.

Bar. He does not talke much?

Pro. Litle or nothing, Sir.

Bar. Nor wrighte?

Pro. Not any thing,
Yet I have charge to give him those free uses.

Bar. Doe you keep him close?

Pro. Not so close, andt like your Lordship,
But you may see and speake with him.

Bar. I thanck ye.

Pro. Pray ye give me leave; Ile send him to your Honour.
[Exit.

Bar. Now, Barnavelt, thou treadst the subtlest path,
The hardest and the thorniest, most concernes thee,
That ere thy carefull course of life run through:
The Master peece is now a foot, which if it speed
And take but that sure hold I ayme it at,
I make no doubt but once more, like a Comet,
To shine out faire and blaze prodigiously
Even to the ruyn of those men that hate me.

Enter Leidenberch.

— I am sorry for your fortune.

Leid. Tis a sad one
And full of burthen, but I must learne to beare it.
How stands your State?

Bar. Upon a ball of yce
That I can neither fix, nor fall with safetie.

Leid. The heavie hand of heaven is now upon us
And we exposd, like bruizd and totterd vessells,
To merciles and cruell Seas to sinck us.

Bar. Our Indiscreations are our evill fortunes,
And nothing sincks us but [our] want of providence.
O you delt coldly, Sir, and too too poorely,
Not like a man fitt to stem tides of dangers,
When you gave way to the Prince to enter Utrecht.
There was a blow, a full blow at our fortunes;
And that great indiscreation, that mayne blindnes,
In not providing such a constant Captaine,
One of our owne, to commaund the watch, but suffer
The haughtie English to be masters of it, — 
This was not well nor fitting such a wisdom,
Not provident.

Leid. I must confes my errour;
The beastly coldnes of the drowsy Burgers
Put me past all my aymes.

Bar. O, they are sweet Jewells!
He that would put his confidence in Turnops
And pickled Spratts — Come, yet resume your Courage,
Pluck up that leaden hart and looke upon mee;
Modesbargens fledd, and what we lockt in him
Too far of from their subtle keys to open,
Yf we stand constant now to one another
And in our soules be true.

Leid. That comes too late, Sir,
Too late to be redeemd: as I am unfortunate
In all thats gone before, in this — 

Bar. What?

Leid. O,
In this, this last and greatest — 

Bar. Speake.

Leid. Most miserable.
I have confessd. Now let your eies shoot through me
And if there be a killing anger sinck me.

Bar. Confessd!

Leid. Tis done: this traitor tongue has don it,
This coward tongue.

Bar. Confessd!

Leid. He lookes me blind now.

Bar. How I could cursee thee, foole, despise thee, spurne thee,
But thou art a thing not worthie of mine anger.
A frend! a dog: a whore had byn more secreat,
A common whore a closer Cabinet.
Confest! upon what safety, thou trembling aspyn,
Upon what hope? Is there ought left to buoy us
But our owne confidence? What frends now follow us,
That have the powre to strike of theis misfortunes,
But our owne constant harts? Where were my eies,
My understanding, when I tooke unto me
A fellow of thy falce hart for a frend?
Thy melting mind! foold with a few faire words
Suffer those secreats that concerne thy life,
In the Revealer not to be forgiven too,
To be pluckt from thy childes hart with a promise,
A nod, a smile! thyself and all thy fortunes
Through thy base feare made subject to example!
Nor will the shott stay there, but with full violence
Run through the rancke of frends, disperse and totter
The best and fairest hopes thy fame was built on.

Leid. What have I done, how am I foold and cozend!
What shall redeeme me from this Ignoraunce!

Bar. Not any thing thou aymst at, thou art lost:
A most unpittied way thou falst.

Leid. Not one hope
To bring me of? nothing reservd to cleere me
From this cold Ignoraunce?

Bar. But one way left,
But that thy base feare dares not let thee look on;
And that way will I take, though it seeme steepe
And every step stuck with affrights and horrours,
Yet on the end hangs smyling peace and honour,
And I will on.

Leid. Propound and take me with ye.

Bar. Dye uncompelld, and mock their preparations,
Their envyes and their Justice.

Leid. Dye?

Bar. Dye willingly,
Dye sodainely and bravely: So will I:
Then let em sift our Actions from our ashes.
I looke to-morrow to be drawne before em;
And doe you thinck, I, that have satt a Judge
And drawne the thred of life to what length I pleasd,
Will now appeare a Prisoner in the same place?
Tarry for such an ebb? No, Leidenberch:
The narrowest dore of death I would work through first
Ere I turne Slave to stick their gawdy triumphes.

Leid. Dye, did you say? dye wilfully?

Bar. Dye any way,
Dye in a dreame: he that first gave us honours
Allowes us also safe waies to preserve em,
To scape the hands of infamy and tirrany.
We may be our owne Justice: he that loses
His Creadit (deere as life) through doubt or faintness
Is guilty of a doble death, his name dies;
He is onely pious that preserves his heire
His honour when hes dead.

Leid. Tis no great paine.

Bar. Tis nothing:
Imagination onely makes it monstrous.
When we are sick we endure a hundred fitts,
This is but one; a hundred waies of torture,
And cry and howle, weary of all about us,
Our frends, allyes, our children teadious to us,
Even our best health is but still sufferaunce.
One blow, one short peece of an howre dos this,
And this cures all; maintaines no more phisitians,
Restores our memories, and theres the great cure,
Where, if we stay the fatall Sword of Justice,
It moawes the man downe first, and next his fashion,
His living name, his creadit.

Leid. Give me your hand, Sir;
You have put me in a path I will tread strongly;
Redeeme what I have lost, and that so nobely
The world shall yet confes at least I lovd ye.
How much I smile at now theis peoples mallice!
Dispise their subtle ends, laugh at their Justice!
And what a mightie Prince a constant man is!
How he can set his mind aloft, and looke at
The bussings and the busines of the spightfull,
And crosse when ere he please all their close weavings.
Farwell, my last farwell.

Bar. A long farwell, Sir.

Leid. Our bodies are the earthes, thats their dyvorsse:
But our immortall names shall twyn togeather.

Bar. Thus tread we backward to our graves; — but faint not.

Leid. Fooles onely fly their peace: thus I pursue it.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 5.

Enter Grotius & Hogerbeets.

Gro. They have arrested him, Hogerbeets?

Hog. Yes;
That you all know, Grotius, they did at Utrich,
But since they have with more severitie
And scorne of us proceeded. Monsieur Barnavelt
Walkes with a thousand eies and guards upon him,
And has at best a painted libertie;
ThAppollogie he wroat so poorely raild at,
(For answeard at no part a man can call it)
And all his life and Actions so detracted,
That he, as I am certenly informed,
Lookes every howre for worsse.

Gro. Come, come, they dare not,
Or if they should I will not suffer it;
I that have without dread ever maintaind
The freedom I was borne to, against all
That ever have provoakd me, will not feare
What this old Grave or the new Prince of Orange
Dare undertake beyond this, but will rise up
And if he lay his hands on Barnavelt,
His Court, our Guift, and where the generall States
Our equalls sit ile fry about their eares
And quench it in their blood. What now I speake
Againe ile speake alowd; let who will tell it,
I never will fly from it.

Hog. What you purpose
I will not fly from.

Gro. Back you then to Leyden,
Ile keep at Roterdam: there if he fetch me
Ile nere repent whatever can fall on me.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 6.

Enter Leidenberch & Boy.

Boy. Shall I help you to bed, Sir,
[Taper, pen & inke: Table.

Leid. No, my Boy, not yet.

Boy. Tis late and I grow sleepie.

Leid. Goe to bed then,
For I must wryte, my Childe.

Boy. I had rather watch, Sir,
If you sitt up, for I know you will wake me.

Leid. Indeed I will not; goe, I have much to doe;
Prethee to bed; I will not waken thee.

Boy. Pray, Sir, leave wryting till to morrow.

Leid. Why, Boy?

Boy. You slept but ill last night, and talkd in your sleep, too;
Tumbled and tooke no rest.

Leid. I ever doe soe.
Good Boy, to bed; my busines is of waight
And must not be deferrd: good night, sweet Boy.

Boy. My father was not wont to be so kind
To hug me and to kisse me soe.

Leid. Why dost thou weep?

Boy. I cannot tell, but sure a tendernes,
Whether it be with your kind words unto me
Or what it is, has crept about my hart, Sir,
And such a sodaine heavynes withall, too.

Leid. — Thou bringst fitt mourners for my funerall.

Boy. But why do you weep, father?

Leid. O, my Boy,
Thy teares are dew-drops, sweet as those on roses,
But mine the faint and yron sweatt of sorrow.
Prethee, sweet Child, to bed; good rest dwell with thee,
And heaven returne a blessing: thats my good Boy. [Exit boy.
— How nature rises now and turnes me woman
When most I should be man! Sweet hart, farewell,
Farewell for ever. When we get us children
We then doe give our freedoms up to fortune
And loose that native courage we are borne to.
To dye were nothing, — simply to leave the light;
No more then going to our beds and sleeping;
But to leave all these dearnesses behind us,
These figures of our selves that we call blessings,
Is that which trobles. Can man beget a thing
That shalbe deerer then himself unto him?
— Tush, Leidenberch: thinck what thou art to doe;
Not to play Niobe weeping ore her Children,
Unles that Barnavelt appeere againe
And chide thy dull-cold nature. — He is fast: [Son abed.
Sleepe on, sweet Child, the whilst thy wreatched father
Prepares him to the yron sleepe of death.
Or is death fabled out but terrable
To fright us from it? or rather is there not
Some hid Hesperides, some blessed fruites
Moated about with death. Thou soule of Cato,
And you brave Romaine speritts, famous more
For your true resolutions on yourselves
Then Conquest of the world, behold, and see me
An old man and a gowne man, with as much hast
And gladnes entertaine this steele that meetes me
As ever longing lover did his mistris.
— So, so; yet further; soe.

Boy within. Oh!

Leid. Sure the Boy wakes
And I shalbe prevented.

Boy. Now heaven blesse me.
O me, O me!

Leid. He dreames and starts with frightings.
I bleed apace but cannot fall: tis here;
This will make wider roome. Sleep, gentle Child,
And do not looke upon thy bloody father,
Nor more remember him then fitts thy fortune.
— Now shoot your spightes, now clap on all your councells;
Here is a constant frend will not betray me.
I, now I faint; mine eies begin to hunt
For that they have lost for ever, this worldes beutie — 
O oh, ô oh! my long sleepe now has ceizd me.

Enter Boy.

Boy. I heard him groane and cry; I heard him fall sure.
O, there he lyes in his owne blood! ô father,
O my deare father, dead and bequeathd no blessing!
Why did I goe to bed, why was I heavy?
O, I will never sleep againe. The house there!
You that are verteous rise! you that have fathers!
Ho, Master Provost! ô my deerest father.
Some Surgeons, Surgeons!

Enter Provost & Servts.

Prov. Twas the Boyes voice, certaine.

Ser. What bloody sight is this? has killd himself:
Dead, stone-cold dead; he needs no art of Surgeons.

Prov. Take of the Boy.

Boy. O let me dwell here ever.

Prov. This was a fatall stroak, to me a heavy,
For my remissnes wilbe loaden with it.
Bring in the Boy; ile to the State instantly;
Examine all the wounds and keep the knives;
The Boy fast too, — may be he knowes some circumstance.

Boy. O that I never knew againe.

Prov. In with it.

[Exeunt.


Actus Quartus.


SCAENA PRIMA.

[image: img47.jpg]

Enter Captaine and Soldiers.

Cap. Are the Horses left where I appointed em,
And all the Soldiers ready?

Sold. They are all, Captaine.

Cap. Tis well: Modesbargen is abroad, for certaine,
Hunting this morning.

Sold. Tis most likely, Sir;
For round about the Castle, since the dawning,
We have heard the merry noyse of hornes.

Cap. Dispeirce then,
Except some three or foure to watch the Castle
Least he break in againe. What Company
Have ye discoverd that attends him?

Sold. Few, Sir:
I do not thinck he has five within the fort now
Able to make resistaunce.

Cap. Let em be twenty
We are strong enough to fright em; and by all meanes
Let those that stay seek by some trick or other
To make the Bridge good, that they draw it not
If he returne upon us.

Sold. With all care, Sir.
[Exeunt. — Hornes.

Enter Modes-bargen & Huntsmen.

Mod. The doggs have hunted well this dewy morning,
And made a merry cry.

1 Hunt. The Hare was rotten;
You should have heard els such a rore, and seene em
Make all hir dobles out with such neat hunting
And run at such a merry rate togeather,
They should have dapled ore your bay with fome, Sir.

Mod. Tis very well, and so well I affect it
That I could wish I had nere hunted after
Any delight but this, nor sought more honour.
This is securely safe, drawes on no danger,
Nor is this Chace crost with malignant envy.
How sweatly do I live and laugh upon
The perrills I have past, the plotts and traynes!
And now (methincks) I dare securely looke on
The steepe and desprat follyes my indiscretion
Like a blind careles foole had allmost cast me on.
Here I stand saffe gainst all their strengths and Stratagems:
I was a boy, a foole to follow Barnavelt,
To step into his attempts, to wedd my freedom
To his most dangerous faction, a meere Coxcomb;
But I have scapd their clawes. — Have ye found more game?

Enter 2 Huntesmen.

2 Hunt. Beating about to find a new Hare, we discoverd — 

Mod. Discoverd what?

2 Hunt. Horsemen, andt please ye, Sir,
Scowt round about us, and which way still the doggs went
They made up within view.

Mod. Lookt they like Soldiers?

2 Hunt. For certaine they are Soldiers; for if theis are eyes
I saw their pistolls.

Mod. Many?

2 Hunt. Some half a score, Sir.

Mod. I am betraide: away and raise the Boores up,
Bid em deale manfully.

1 Hunt. Take a close way home
And clap your spurres on roundly.

Mod. No place safe for me!
This Prince has long armes, and his kindled anger
A thousand eyes — Make hast and raise the Cuntry.

[Exeunt.

Enter Captn & Soldiers.

Cap. This was a narrow scape; he was ith feild, sure.

Sold. Yes, that was certaine he that ridd of by us,
When we stood close ith brakes.

Cap. A devill take it!
How are we cozend! pox of our goodly providence!
If he get home or if the Cuntry know it!

Sold. Make haste, he is yet unmand: we may come time enough
To enter with him. Besides theres this advantage:
They that are left behind, instead of helping
A Boores Cart ore the Bridge, loden with hay,
Have crackt the ax-tree with a trick, and there it stands
And choakes the Bridge from drawing.

Cap. Theres some hope yet.
Away and clap on spurs: he shall scape hardly
If none of us salute him. Mounte, mounte.

[Exeunt.

Enter Modesbargen & Huntesmen.

Mod. Hell take this hay! tis set on purpose here:
Fire it and draw the Bridge: clap faggotts ont
And fire the Cart and all. No Boores come in yet?
Where be your Musketts, Slaves?

Hunt. We have no powder, Sir.

Mod. You have sold me, Rogues, betrayd me: fire the Cart, I say,
Or heave it into th Moat.

Hunt. We have not men enough.
Will ye goe in? the Cuntry will rise presently,
And then you shall see, Sir, how weell buckle with em.

Mod. I see I am undon: the hay choakes all,
I cannot get beside it.

Enter Captaine & Soldiers.

Cap. Stir not a foote,
For he that dos has mett his preist. — Goe, ceize his body,
But hurt him not. You must along with us, Sir:
We have an easie nag will swym away with ye, — 
You ghesse the cause, I am sure. When you are ith saddle once,
Let your Boores loose; well show em such a baste.
Do not deiect yourself nor rayle at fortune;
They are no helpes: thincke what you have to answeare.

Mod. Captaine, within this Castle in ready coyne
I have a thousand ducketts: doe me one curtesie,
It shalbe brought out presently.

Cap. What is it?
For I have use of money.

Mod. Doe but shoot me,
Clap both your Pistolls into me.

Cap. No, I thanck ye,
I know a trick worth ten othat: ile love ye
And bring ye to those men that love to see ye.
Away, away; and keepe your pistolls spand still:
We may be forced.

Mod. I am undon for ever.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 2.

Enter Orange, Bredero, Vandort.

Bred. Ist possible he should be so far tempted
To kill himself?

Vand. Has don it and most desperately,
Nor could strong nature stay his hand, — his owne Child
That slept beside him: which showes him guilty, lords,
More then we suspected.

Or. Tis to be feard soe
And therefore, howsoere I movd your lordships
To a mild and sweet proceeding in this busines,
That nothing might be construde int malitious
And make the world believe our owne ends wrought it,
Now it concernes ye to put on more strictnes
And with seveerer eyes to looke into it:
Ye robb yourselves of your owne rightes els, Justice,
And loose those pious names your Cuntries safeties.
And sodainely this must be don and constantly:
The powrs ye hold els wilbe scornd & laughd at,
And theis unchristian stroakes be laid to your charge.

Bred. Your Grace goes right; but with what generall safetie
(For thers the mayne point), if we proceed seveerely
May this be don? We all know how much followed
And with what swarmes of love this Mounsieur Barnavelt
Is courted all the Cuntry over. Besides, at Leyden
We heare how Hogerbeets behaves himself,
And how he stirrs the peoples harts against us.
And Grotius has byn heard to say, and openly,
(A man of no meane mark nor to be slighted)
That if we durst imprison Barnavelt
He would fire the Court and State-house, and that Sacrifize
He would make more glorious with your blood and ours, Sir.

Vand. All angers are not armd; the lowdest Channell
Runs shallowest, and there betrayes his weaknes:
The deep & silent man threatens the danger.

Or. If they had equall powre to man their wills
And hope, to fling their miseries upon us,
I that nere feard an Army in the feild,
A body of most choice and excellent Soldiers
And led by Captaines honourd for experience:
Can I feare them or shake at their poore whispers?
I that have broke the beds of Mutenies
And bowde againe to faire obedience
Those stubborne necks that burst the raynes of order,
Shall I shrinck now and fall, shot with a rumour?
No, my good Lords, those vollyes never fright me;
Yet, not to seeme remisse or sleep secure here,
I have taken order to prevent their angers;
I have sent Patents out for the choicest Companies
Hether to be removd: first, Collonell Veres
From Dort; next Sir Charles Morgans, a stowt Company;
And last my Cosens, the Count Ernests Company:
With theis I doubt not to make good our busines;
They shall not find us babes.

Bred. You are nobely provident.

Vand. And now proceed when it please you, and what you thinck fit
We shall subscribe to all.

Or. I thanck your Honours.
Call in the Captaine of my Guard.

Serv. Hees here, Sir.

Enter Captaine.

Or. Harck in your eare.

Cap. I shall, Sir.

Or. Doe it wisely
And without tumult.

Cap. I observe your Grace.

Or. Now take your rest, my lords: for what care followes
Leave it to me.

All. We wish it all succes, Sir.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 3.

Enter Barnavelt (in his studdy).

Bar. This from the King of Fraunce, of much importance,
And this from Englands Queene, both mightie Princes
And of immortall memories: here the Rewards sett, — 
They loud me both. The King of Swechland this,
About a Truyce; his bounty, too. Whats this?
From the Elector Palatine of Brandenburge,
To doe him faire and acceptable offices:
I did so; a rich iewell and a chaine he sent me.
The Count of Solems, and this from his faire Countess
About compounding of a busines:
I did it and I had their thancks. Count Bentham,
The Archbishop of Cullen, Duke of Brunswick,
Grave Embden: theis from Citties, theis from Provinces;
Petitions theis; theis from the States for places.
Have I held correspondence with theis Princes,
And had their loves, the molding of their busines,
Trusted with their most secreat purposes?
Of every State acquainted with the misteries?
And must I stick here now, stick unreleevd, too?
Must all theis glories vanish into darknes,
And Barnavelt passe with em and glide away
Like a spent exhalation? I cannot hold;
I am crackt too deepe alredy. What have I don
I cannot answeare? Foole! remember not
Fame has too many eares and eyes to find thee!
What help, ô miserable man? none left thee.
What constant frends? tis now a cryme to know thee
... ... ... be death.

Enter Servant.

Serv. My Lady would entreat, Sir — 

Bar. My head? What art thou? from whom sent?

Serv. Heaven blesse me!

Bar. Are they so greedy of my blood? — O, pardon me:
I know thee now; thou art my honest Servant.
What would thy Lady?

Serv. Your Company to supper, Sir.

Bar. I cannot eate; I am full alredy, tell hir:
Bid hir sitt downe: full, full, too full. [Exit Serv.
My thancks
Poyzd equally with those faire services
I have done the States, I should walk confidently
Upon this high-straind danger. O, this end swayes me,
A heavy bad opinion is fixt here
That pulls me of; and I must downe for ever.

Enter Daughter

Daught. Sir, will it please ye — 

Bar. Ha!

Daught. Will it please ye, Sir — 

Bar. Please me! what please me? — that I send thee, Girle,
To some of my great Masters to beg for me.
Didst thou meane so?

Daught. I meane, Sir — 

Bar. Thou art too charitable
To prostitute thy beutie to releeve me;
With thy soft kisses to redeeme from fetters
The stubborne fortune of thy wretched father.

Daught. I understand ye not.

Bar. I hope thou dost not.

Daught. My Lady Mother, Sir — 

Bar. Prethee, good Girle,
Be not so cruell to thy aged father
To somme up all his miseries before him.

Daught. I come, Sir, to entreat your Company.

Bar. I am not alone.

Daught. My Mother will not eate, Sir.
— What fitt is this!

Bar. There can be no attonement:
I know the Prince: Vandort is fleshd upon me,
And Bredero, though he be of noble nature,
Dare not step in. Whers my Son William?
His Goverment is gon, too; and the Soldier,
O, the falce Soldier! What! wouldst thou have a husband?
Goe, marry an English Captaine, and heell teach thee
How to defy thy father and his fortune. — 
I cannot eate; I have no stomach, Girle.

Daught. Good Sir, be patient.

Bar. No news from Grotius?
No flow of frends there? Hoger-beets lye still, too?
— Away: ile come anon.

Daught. Now heaven preserve ye! [Exit.

Bar. A gentle Girle: why should not I pray, too?
I had nere more need. When I am sett and gon,
What understanding can they stick up then
To fill the place I bore? None, not a man:
To traffick with Great Princes? none: to deale
With all the trobles of the war? None, certaine, no man:
To bring in daylie treasure? I know no man;
They cannot pick a man made up to serve em.
Why should I feare then? doubt, and fly before
Myne owne weake thoughts? — Art thou there, too?

Enter Wife and Daughter.

Wife. Fy, fy, Sir:
Why do you suffer theis sad dead retirements
To choake your speritts? You have studied long enough
To serve the uses of those men that scorne ye;
Tis time you take your ease now.

Bar. I shall shortly;
An everlasting ease, I hope.

Wife. Why weep ye,
My deere Sir? speak.

Bar. Never till now unhappie!
Thy fruit there and my fall ripen togeather
And fortune gives me heires of my disgraces.

Wife. Take nobler thoughts.

Bar. What will becom of thee, Wiffe,
When I am gon? When they have gorgd their envies
With what I have, what honest hand in pitty
Will powre out to thy wants? What noble eye
Will looke upon my Children strooke with miserie
And say you had a father that I honourd;
For his sake be my Brothers and my Sisters.

Wife. There cannot be such crueltie.

Bar. I hope not;
Yet what so confident Sailour that heares the Sea rore,
The winds sing lowd and dreadfull, the day darkend,
But he will cry a storme! downe with his Canvas
And hull, expecting of that horrid feavour?

Enter Son.

— How now? What newes?

Son. Plucke up your hart, Sir, fairely
And wither not away thus poorely from us;
Be now secure: the myst ye feard is vanishd, — 
Leidenberchs dead.

Bar. Dead?

Son. Killd himself; his owne hand
Most bravely was his Justice; nor left behind him
One peece of paper to dishonour ye.
They are all to seeke now for their Accusations.

Bar. And is he dead? so timely, too? so truly?
Speakt againe, Will?

Son. Hees dead, Sir, if I live here.

Bar. And his owne hand?

Son. His hand and will performd it.

Bar. Give me some wyne. I find now, notwithstanding
[Enter Servant with wine.
The opposition of those mindes that hate me,
A wise-man spyns his owne fate and secures it.
Nor can I, that have powre to perswade men dye,
Want living frends to iustifie my Creadit.
Goe in and get me meat now; invyte my frends,
I am determind to be high and merry.
Thou hast lost thy Charge; weell have another, Will;
It shall goe hard els. The Prince of Orange now
Will find what frends I have, and of what reckning;
And when he seekes this life, he must make passage
Through thousands more and those he little dreames of.

Son. I wonder how he got that speritt, Sir, to dye soe?

Bar. He was a weak man, indeed, but he has redeemd it:
There be some other I could wish of his mind.
Dost thinck they dare doe any thing now.

Son. Troth, I thinck not, Sir.

Bar. No, Boy, I warrant thee; they make great soundes,
But mark what followes. Prethee, lets be merry,
I want it much.

Son. I am glad to see you so, Sir.

Enter Servant.

Bar. I cannot be above two daies from Councell,
I know their wants. How now, what haste?

Serv. O, Sir, ye are undon;
We have lost ye.

Bar. Ha!

Serv. For ever lost ye.

Bar. Why?

[Serv.] The Captaine of the Guard, the Princes Captaine — 

Bar. Where? how?

Enter Wife & Daughter.

Serv. Is broken in now upon us.

Wife. He will not be denyde. O, my deare Husband!
The cruell Princes Captaine!

[Captaine within.

Cap. Ope the dore;
Weell force it els, and all that dare resist us
Weell put to thSword.

Bar. Open the dore: farewell, Wiffe;
Goe to the French Embassadour presently;
Theres all my hope. To him make knowne my misery,
Wooe him with teares, with praires: this kisse; be happie.

Wife. O, we shall never see ye more!

[Exeunt Wife and Daughter.

Enter Captaine & others.

Bar. Away! — 
You Instrument of blood, why doe ye seeke us?
I have knowne the day you have wayted like a suppliant
And those knees bended as I past. Is there no reverence
Belonging to me left now, that like a Ruffian
Rudely ye force my lodgings? No punishment
Due to a cryme of that fowle nature?

Cap. You must pardon me,
I have commission, Sir, for what I offer,
And from those men that are your Masters, too;
At least youll find em soe. You must shift your lodging,
And presently: I have a charge to see ye
Yeild yourself quietly.

Bar. Goe and tell their Lordships
I will attend to-morrow. I know my time
And how to meet their mallice without guards.
This is the Prince, the cruell Prince your Master,
The thirstie Prince of this poore Life.

Cap. Be not vext;
That will not help ye, Sir.

Bar. I wilbe vext,
And such an anger I will fling amongst em
Shall shake the servile soules of these poore wretches
That stick his slight deservings above mine.
I charge ye draw your Guard off and disperce em:
I have a powre as full as theirs.

Cap. Youll find not;
And I must have ye with me.

Bar. And am I subiect
That have stood the brunt of all their busines,
And when they slept watcht to secure their slombers, — 
Subiect to slights, to scornes, to taynts, to tortures?
To feed one privat mallice am I betrayd?
Myne age, myne honour and my honest dealing
Sold to the hangmans Sword?

Cap. I cannot stay.

Bar. Take me
And glory in my blood, you most ungratefull;
Feed your long bloody hopes and bath your angers
In Barnavelts deservings; share my Services;
Let it be death to pitty me; to speak well of me,
The ruyn of whole famylies. When I am gon
And angry war againe shall ceize your Cuntry,
Too late remember then and cursse your follyes.
— I am ready. Farwell, Son; remember me
But not my fortune; let them cry that shall want me.

Cap. No man come neere on paine of death: away with him.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 4.

Enter Orange & 1 Captaine.

Cap. And as I told your Highnes, so wee tooke him.

Or. Twas with discretion and valour followd.
You were not noted as you made entraunce
Into the Hague?

Cap. No, Sir; twas about midnight,
And few were stirring but the Guard.

Or. The better.
Let his being brought in be still conceald, and tell him
If uncompelld he will confes the truth
At Barnavelts Arraignement, that all favour
That I can wyn him shall prepare a way
To quallifie his fault.

Cap. Ile work him to it
And doubt not.

Enter Burgers & Women with bowghs & flowres.

Cap. Tis Kramis-time,
In which it is a custome with the people
To deck their dores with Garlonds, Bowghes, and flowres
That are most gratious.

Or. I remember.
— Stand close.

Burg. Strew, strew: more Garlonds and more Flowres.
Up with the Bowghes! Sacramant, I will have
My noble frends house, Mounseiur Barnavelts,
As well deckt as his Excellencies Court,
For though they have got him in prison he deserves
As well as any.

Cap. Mark you that.

2 Burg. Tis said
They will cutt of his head.

1 Burg. Much! with a Cusshin!
They know he has too many frends.

Burg. They dare not.
People will talke: I hope ere long to see him
As great as ever.

Burg. Greater too, I doubt not,
And of more powre; his feet upon the necks
Of all his Enemies.

Or. I am glad I heard this;
And Barnavelt shall feele I will make use oft.
Come; follow me.
[Exeunt.

2 Burg. So, now the merry Song
We made for his good Lady. Lustique, hoa!

[Song.

Enter Wife above.

Wife. All thancks, kind frends, that a sad house can give ye
Pray you receive; for I rest well assurd,
Though theis sports are unseasonable here,
They testifie your loves; and, if my Lord
Ere live to be himself againe, I know
He will remember it.

1 Burg. Now for the Daunce, Boyes.

Wife. Thers something for your paines: drinck it, I pray.

2 Burg. To a doyt, my vroa, to thy Lords health and thyne.
The Bree for his Excellencie and the Heeres
That love him not. Ten hundred thousand blessings
To him and thee, my vroa.
[Daunce.

Wife. I thanck you, frend.
[Exeunt.

SCAENA 5.

Enter Orange, Bredero, Vandort, William, Lords.
[Table.

Vand. Let him be sent for presently: he shall know,
[A Bar brought in.
Were he ten times more popular, his frends
And flatterers Centuple, the Sword of Justice
Shall fall on him as on the meanest man
Since he deserves it.

Enter Provost, Captaines & Guard with Barnavelt.

Pro. Make roome for the Prisoner.

Bar. My dutie to your Highnes and theis Princes
And an increase of wisdome to your Lordships,
For which the world admires you, I wish to you.
Alas, what troble dos a weake old man,
(That is, being out of all imployment, useles)
The bag of his deserts, too, cast behind you,
Impose upon this Senat? My poore life
(Which others envy makes your Instruments
To fight against) will hardly be a Conquest
Worthie such great performers.

Vand. Mounseiur Barnavelt,
Tis no mans envy that hath brought us hether
To sitt as Judges on you, but your owne.
Your owne late actions they have raisd a war
Against your former merritts, and defeated
What ever then was ranckt for good and great,
For which your Enemies, those that you thought frends,
Triumph, not wee.

Bre. We rather wish you could
Acquitt yourself of that for which we have
Too evident prooffes, then labour to intrap you.

Bar. I must beleeve and suffer whatsoever
Your Lordships charge me with: yet would gladly heare
What my faultes are.

Vand. Read the Confessions
Of Leidenberch and Taurinus.

Bar. Leidenberch!

Officer reads. First, that the Arminian faction (of which Sir John
Van Olden Barnavelt, late Advocate of Holland and West Frizeland
and Councellor of State, was without contradiction the head) had
resolved and agreed to renounce and break the generallity and unitie
of the State.

Secondly, Change and alter the Religion, and to that end, without the
Consent of the Generall States, had raysed up and dispeirsed 3000
Arminian Soldiers.

Thirdly, To degrade the Prince of Orange.

Fourthly, To massacre the people of the Townes which were their greatest
Enemies or offered resistaunce.

Fiftly, yf that fayled, to take in assistaunce of some forreigne
Potentates, as Spaine or Brabant, delivering unto them Utricht,
Nunweghen, Bergen op Zone, and the Brill — 

Bar. And that, with others, this was Barnavelts purpose?
For so your Lordships take it.

Bred. With good reason.

Vand. Too many and strong proofes invyting us
To creadit it.

Bar. Yf you will have them such,
All truth I can bring to dyvert your Lordships
From your determinate opinion that way
Will not remove them. Yet tis strange that man
Should labour to devide those Generall States
That had no weak hand in unyting them, — 
That Barnavelt (a name you have remembered
When you have thought by whom you were mad happie) — 
That Barnavelt (alowd I dare repeat it),
Who, when there was Combustion in the State,
Your Excellence, Grave William and Count Henrie,
Taking instructions for your Commaunds
From one that then ruld all; the Provinces
Refucing to bring in their Contributions
And arguing whether the West Frizelander
And Hollander had powre to raise such Tribut,
When many of the Governours stood ill
Affected to you, all our Garrisons
Not sworne then to the Generall States but others,
Which the promiscuous multitude gladly followed:
When Graves and Vendloe were held by the Spaniard
And Nunweghen with violence assaulted,
Confusion with one greedy gripe being ready
To seaze on all; then when the Sluice was lost
And all in muteny at Midleborough,
Who then rose up or durst step in before me
To doe these Cuntries service? Who then labourd
More then the now suspected Barnavelt
Tappease seditions and compound all Quarrells?
Who pacified the Malcontents? Who taught you
To stand upon your Guards and trust yourselves?
O, you forgettfull, all this I performd
And in the golden fagot of faire Concord
Bound safely up those strengthes which Mutenies,
Corruption and homebred Traitors scatterd.

Vand. This is a point you often choose to treat of,
And yet some part of theis good services
None will deny you.

Or. But to ingrosse all
Would argue me your ward, should I give way toot,
And these grave Lords your Schollers.

Bar. In the Art
Of Goverment they scornd not once to be soe,
Nor you to give me hearing: and if ever
Twer lawful th unthanckfull men tupbraid
Unequall benefitts, let it not in me
Be now held glorious if I speake my best.
I have five times in regall Embassies
Byn sent the principall Agent for theis Cuntries,
And for your good have spoken face to face
With mightie Kings: twyce with that virgin Queene,
Our Patronesse of happie memory,
Elizabeth of England; twyce in Fraunce
With that invincible King that worthely
(Though dead) is stilld the Great, Henry the fourth;
Once with the King of Britaine that now is:
Yet let my greatest Enemy name the least
Of theis so high Imployments in which I
Treated without advantage, and returnd not
With proffitt, as with honour, to my Cuntry,
And let me fall beneath the worst aspersion
His mallice can throw on me. Besides Soldiers
So often levied by my meanes for you,
Which to particularize were teadious,
Two millions and five hundred thousand pounds,
For which the Provinces stood bound, I wrought
Freely to be dischargd; the Townes they pawnd
To be deliverd up; and after all
Theis meritorious and prosperous travells
Tunyte theis States, can Barnavelt be suspected
To be the authour to undoe that knot
Which with such toyle he fastend.

Or. Pawse, I beseech you,
And while you gather breath to fill the Trumpet
Of your deserts give me leave to deliver
A litle for the States and mine owne honour.
We have heard a glorious Catalogue of your vertues
But not one vice or slip of yours rememberd;
But I will help your memory: — who was he
That gave intelligence of my sodaine comming
To surprize Antwerpe? They that brought the Letters
Were knowne and but from you could have no notice
Of any such design. Who hinderd me
From rescuing of Rheinberch in the last Seige?
Who warranted the yeilding of it up
Without necessitie to the Governour?
Who was the cause no greater powre was sent
Against the Enemie when he past the Rhine
And tooke the Townes of Oldensell, Lingen, Groll?
To thinck of this would give a litle vent
To the windy bladder of your vanitie
Which you have blowne to an unlymitted vastnes.
Your Insolence to me before the Battaile
Of Flaunders I forget. — 
Call in Modesbargen.

Bar. [aside] He a prisoner, too!
Then I am lost.

Enter Captaine with Modesbargen.

Or. Ha! dos that startle you?

Bar. [aside] I must collect myself.

Or. You shall heare more.

Modesb. O, Mounseiur Barnavelt, do we meet thus?
I am as sorry to behold you there
As know myself a Prisoner. Now you perceive
To what a desperate state your headlong Counsells
And rash designes have brought us: to stand out now
Were to no purpose, for, alas, they have
Too pregnant prooffes against us.

Bar. You that feele
The horrour of fowle guilt in your falce bosom
Confes yourself soe; my strong Inocence
To the death stands constant.

Or. Take Modesbargen in.

[Exit Cap. and Modesb.]

Vand. This is an impudence I never read of.
But now weell show thee, miserable man,
Such further prooffes as would call up a blush
Upon the devills cheeke. Looke upon this,
Signd by the Governor, Chauncellor and Counsell
Of Gilderland and Zutphen, who here name thee
The roote and head of the late Schisme.

Bred. And this
Sent from the Lords of Utrecht, where tis provd
That the new Companies were raisd by you,
And to what purpose.

William. To subvert Religion,
To deface Justice and to breake the union
And holly League betweene the Provinces.

[Henry. The Proclamations are allowd by you
Sent forth against the Protestants; and here
Your resolution to degrade my Brother
And then dispose of him as you thought fitt.]

Vand. Your plott here to withdraw all the old Soldiers
From the Commandement of the States, and wyn them
To serve for your ends in a Civill war.

Bred. To raise up Cittizen against Cittizen,
Stranger gainst stranger, Soldier against Soldier,
And Maiestrates against the Maiestrates.

Or. To waste the Land within that with lesse danger
The forraigne Enemy might make his entraunce.
Yf then this be not treacherie beyond
All presidents of Traitours — 

Bar. Give me Leave
Onely to smile, then say all theis are falce,
Your witnesses subornd, your testemonies
And wrytings forgd, and this elaborate forme
Of Justice to delude the world a cover
For future practises: this I affirme
Upon my soule. Now when you please condempne me:
I will not use one sillable for your mercy
To have mine age renewd and once againe
To see a second triumph of my glories.
You rise, and I grow tedious; let me take
My farwell of you yet, and at the place
Where I have oft byn heard; and, as my life
Was ever fertile of good councells for you,
It shall not be in the last moment barren.
Octavius, when he did affect the Empire
And strove to tread upon the neck of Rome
And all hir ancient freedoms, tooke that course
That now is practisd on you; for the Catos
And all free sperritts slaine or els proscribd
That durst have stird against him, he then sceasd
The absolute rule of all. You can apply this:
And here I prophecie I, that have lyvd
And dye a free man, shall when I am ashes
Be sensible of your groanes and wishes for me;
And when too late you see this Goverment
Changd to a Monarchie youll howle in vaine
And wish you had a Barnavelt againe.
Now lead me where you will: a speedy Sentence:
I am ready for it and tis all I ask you.

[Exeunt.


Actus Quintus.


SCAENA PRIMA.

[image: img47.jpg]

ENTER WIFE, DAUGHTER, Servant with Peares.

Wife. Denyde to see my Husband! ô you Tirants!
And (to increase my misery) in vaine
By heaven I kneeld fort, wept and kneeld in vaine
To such as would, while Barnavelt was himself — 
But why do I remember that word was,
That never happie word of was.

Serv. Good Madam,
Beare (with your usuall wisdom) what is not
In you to help. The strict guards kept upon him;
His State ceizd on; my Lord your Son disgracd, too,
And all your frends suspected, may assure you
No price beneath his head must answeare for him.

Daughter. But is he not alredy dead?

Wife. I, I,
There lyes my feare.

Serv. I sweare to you I saw him
Not many howres since, and hundreds more;
But yet, as one thats bound to honour him,
I had rather have had assuraunce of his death
Than so to have seen him.

Both. Why?

Serv. I have followd him
When every step he made met a Petition,
And these, that are his Judges now, like Clyents
Have wayted on him. The whole Court attended
When he was pleasd to speake, and, with such murmours
As glad Spectators in a Theater
Grace their best Actors with, they ever heard him;
When to have had a sight of him was held
A prosperous omen; when no eye gazd on him
That was not filld with admiration, not
As now with scorne or pitty. His rude Guard,
For proofe that they contempne all such as ayme
Or hope for his release (as if he were
Some prodigie or monster), each night show him
To such as greive his fortune, which must be
To him worse then ten thousand deaths made horrid
With all the actes of Crueltie.

Daught. I have hope yet
To see an alteration.

Wife. My good Servant,
He has some frends left yet and powerfull ones
That can doe more then weepe for him as we doe;
Those I will strayt sollicite. In the meane time,
That to his comfort he may know so much,
Endeavour thou to have this simple present
As from thy self sent to him.

Serv. I will hazard
All that can fall upon me to effect it.

[Exeunt Wife and Daughter.

Enter Provost & Guard.

Pro. What makes this fellow here? Whether would ye, Sir?

Serv. Sir, to desire accesse unto my Lord
Were to ask that I know must be denide,
And therefore I forbeare it; but intreating
What cannot wrong you in the graunt, I hope
To find you curteous.

Pro. Whats the Suit?

Serv. This onely:
My Lord, your prisoner, for my service gave me
A poore house with an Orchard in the Cuntry.
The fruites of which he did not scorne to taste of
In thheight of his prosperitie; but of all
That pleasd his pallat there was one faire tree,
On which theis Peares grew, which by his appointment
Were still reservd for him, and as a Rent
Due for my Living I stood bound to tender.
Theis, yf you please, the last I shall pay to him,
I would present him with, by what Attorney
Your goodnes shall prescribe me.

Prov. They are faire Peares,
Exceeding faire ones: ile make bold with one,
The rest beare to him.

Serv. [aside] All wilbe discoverd,
I am glad I am got off, yet. [Exit.

Enter Provosts Wife.

Prov. What make you here?
Do you come to traile a pike or use a Musket?

Wife. For neither, Sir; I came to see you.

Pro. Home!
This is no place for women. To your Gossips!
This burthen would become a Chamber better.

Wife. Tis a faire Peare.

Prov. You long fort: pray you take it,
You are priviledgd now to beg. — Ha! charmes int? stay,
Give meet. I would not for a thousand dollars
This had byn undiscoverd. Pray you goe home;
At night ile see you.

Wife. You know my obedience
And I must practise it.

Prov. Make out for the fellow
That came with this device. Twas queintly carried:
The stalke pluckt cleanly out, and in the quill
This scroll conveyd. What ere it be the Prince
Shall instantly peruse it.

Enter Orange, Wm., Vandort, Bredero.

Or. How came you by this?

Prov. I intercepted it in a dish of Peares
Brought by a man of Barnavelts, but sent to him
From some of better ranck.

Or. See what is written here, — 
You have frends left and therefore, Sir, dispaire not.

Vand. Tis this that feeds his Insolence, theis are they
That, when they should have paid their prairs for him
As for a guilty man, adoarnd his house
In the dispight of us and of our Justice.

Bred. But such shall find their flattering breath but makes
The fire, our Cuntries safetie byds us cherish,
To burne with greater heate.

Vand. And so consume him.

Or. The freedom of our goverment, and our honours,
And what we dare doe now lies at the stake.
The better part of all the christian world
Marks our proceedings, and it wilbe said,
Yf having the Conspirators in our powre
We sentence none of them, being convincd, too,
Of fowre and thirtie Articles and each treason,
Tis don for feare. Then, to affright the rest,
I hold it fitt that Barnavelt, one that has
Most frends and meanes to hurt, and will fall therefore
With greater terror, should receive his Sentence,
Then dye as he deserves. For Modesbargen
And Hogerbeets we shall find fitt time to
Thinck of them hereafter.

Bred. Let him be sent for.

Vand. In the meane time tis fit we should give hearing
To the French Embassadors, who, I know, come now
To mediat for him.

Bred. Wayt upon them in:
Their Propositions shalbe answeard freely,
And by such men as are their frends, not Servants.

Enter Boisise, Morier, Wife, Daughter, Attendants.

Boi. We will plead for him and prevaile, we doubt not.
Take comfort therefore, Madam, and a while,
Since you are not to be admitted here,
Leave us to our endeavors.

Wife. Heaven direct
And prosper theis your charitable traviles.

[Exeunt Wife & Daughter.

Or. Bring Chaires there for their Lordships.

[2 Chaires.

Vand. And prepare them
A sylent hearing.

Bois. My good Lords,
We are commaunded by the King our Master
(Who ever hath respected your affaires
As the tranquility of his owne kingdoms)
To let you thus far understand his pleasure:
He dos exhort you, as the best foundation
Of your estate, with all care to preserve
The union of your provinces, and wishes
The change that you have made of Maiestrates,
The Advocate and Counsellors of State
In many of your Townes, breed not dissentions
In steed of ceasing them. Touching your Prisoners
That stand accusd of detestable Crymes,
His Counsaile is, if they be culpable,
That you use speedy Justice and with rigour.

Mor. Ever remembring that the greatest Princes
Have sometimes to their glory byn most apt
To pardon what was enterprizd against
Their Goverments, nay their lives; and that the freest
And the best Common-Wealthes, have alwaies usd
To spare the blood of their owne Cittizens,
And that in great offenders — it still being
The principall signe of libertie and freedom
Not easily, but with mature advice,
To touch the lives of Cittizens.

Bois. And the rather
When question is made of such as are
Your officers placed in authoritie,
Of whom the ancientst Mounsieur Barnavelt,
So much commended for so many good
And notable services don for theis Cuntries,
Deserves most serious regard. My Master
And other Kings & Princes your allyes,
Lyving yet witnesses of his great meritts
And with such admiration that they can
Be hardly brought to thinck he should conspire
Against these States, for which yourselves best know
What travayles he hath undergon; and therefore
Once more he dos advice you to use mercy,
Which if you doe, he then shall thinck you merit
The many favours you have tasted from him:
Yf not, he having given you whollsom Counsaile,
Yf you refuce it he must thinck himself
Slighted in his requests; and then, perhaps,
Hereafter you may misse that promptnes in him
Which you have found when your wants most requird it.

Vand. May it please your Highnes in the names of all
To make their Lordships answeare.

Or. Willingly;
For I must still be glad to take occasion
To speak how much your Lordships and myself
Ever stand bound to that most Christian King
Whose favours, with all thancks, we must acknowledge
As with all care preserve. Onely we hope
His Maiestie will give us leave to say
We greive that he is misinformd of us
And our proceedings, of which we hereafter
Will give him certaine and unanswerable proofes
To iustefie our Actions, which we will
Make knowne to all the world; till when we wish
He will be pleasd to give way to the States
To finish what they have begon, with Justice
Temperd with mercy; and that your good Lordships
Will give his Grace to understand thus much,
If with the generall voice you doe approve it.

Bred. We will confirme it with our generall Seale,
And send our answeare to his Propositions
With our respect and duties.

Mor. This we shall
Make knowne unto him.

Or. Roome there for their Lordships.

[Ext. Embs.

Bred. What thinck you now, my Lords?

Vand. In my opinion
Tis time he had his Sentence!

Wm. Is it drawne?

Vand. Yes, here it is. The peoples loves grow daungerous;
In every place the whispers of his rescue;
The lowd and common voice of his deservings
Is floong abroad. Nor doe they handle theis things
By rules of truth and reason, but their owne wills — 
Their headstrong hott affections.

Bred. Is he sent for?

Or. Yes and will presently be here.

Bred. Sit downe then,
And now with speedy Justice lets prepare
To cutt off this Imposthume.

Enter Provost & Guard, with Barnavelt.

Vand. Tis high time, Sir.

Prov. Roome for the Prisoner!

Vand. Bring him in; Sit downe, Sir,
And take your last place with us.

Bar. Tis your forme
And I infringe no order.

Bred. Mounseiur Barnavelt,
Will ye confes yet freely your bad practises
And lay those Instruments open to the World,
Those bloody and bold Instruments you wrought by?
Mercy may sleepe awhile but never dyes, Sir.

Bar. I have spoake all I can, and seald that all
With all I have to care for now, my Conscience.
More I beseech your honours — 

Or. Take your pleasure.

Vand. You will give us no more lights: What this world gives you,
To morrow thus we take away. Receive it.

Bar. My Sentence?

Vand. Yes; consider for your soule now,
And so farewell.

Bar. I humbly thanck your honours:
I shall not play my last Act worst.

Bred. Heavens mercy
And a still conscience wayt upon your end, Sir.

Or. Now guard him back againe: by the break of day
You shall have order from us.

Prov. Roome for the Prisoner! — 

[Ext. Provost and Guard, with Barnavelt.

Or. The world shall know that whats iust we dare doe.

Vand. Nor shall the desperate act of Leidenberch
Delude what we determind. Let his Coffin
Be therefore hangd up on the publique Gallowes.
ThExecutioners like hungry vultures
Have smelld out their imployment.

Or. Let them have it:
And all that plot against the generall good
Learne from this mans example, great in age,
Greater in wealth and in authoritie,
But matchles in his worldly pollicie,
That there is one above that dos deride
The wisest counsailes that are misaplide.

[Exeunt.

SCAENA 2.

Enter Harlem, Leyden & Utrecht Executioners.

Har. Now hard and sharpe, for a wager, who shall doe it. Heres a
Sword would doe a mans head good to be cut of with it; cures all
rhumes, all Catharres, megroomes, verteegoes: presto, be gone!

Ley. You must not carry it, Harlem: you are a pretty fellow and lop
the lyne of life well, but weake to Baltazar. Give roome for Leyden:
heers an old Cutter, heers one has polld more pates and neater then a
dicker, of your Barbers; they nere need washing after. Dos not thy
neck itch now to be scratchd a little with this?

Har. No, in truth dos it not; but if youll try first, yf I doe not
whip your dodipoll as clenly of and set it on againe as handsomely as it
stands now, that you may blow your nose and pledge me too Cans after — 

Ley. I was afraid
The rogue had dont indeed.

Utr. You two imagine now
You are excellent workmen and that you can doe wonders,
And Utrecht but an Asse. Lets feele your Raizors:
Handsawes, meere handsawes! Do you put your knees toem too,
And take mens necks for timber? You cutt a feather?
Cut butter when your tooles are hot! Looke here, puppies;
Heers the sword that cutt of Pompeis head.

Har. The head of a Pumpion.

Utr. Looke ont but come not neere it: the very wind ont
Will borrow a leg or an arme. Heers touch & take, boyes!
And this shall moaw the head of Mounsieur Barnavelt.
Man is but grasse and hay: I have him here
And here I have him. I would undertake with this Sword
To cutt the devills head of, hornes and all,
And give it to a Burger for his breakfast.

Ley. We know you have byn the headman of the parish
A great while, Utricht, and ministerd much Justice,
Nickt many a worthie gamester; and that you, Harlem,
Have shortend many a hanging cause, to your Commendation:
Yet, for all this, who shall trym Monsieur Barnavelt
Must run by fortune. You are proper men both;
But why before me that have studdied the true trick ont
Theis twenty yeeres, and run through all the theorems?

Har. Lets fling fort then.

Ley. I am content.

Utr. And I.

Har. Sit round, then: here are dyce, and ile begin to ye.
Have at your head, Sir John! dewce ace; a doggs-head!
The devill turnd this ace up. Farwell, velvet gowne!
Thou hast mist the luckiest hand to scratch thy Coxcomb.

Ley. No, no, Sir.
Now for my part. Heigh! fight aloft for the head, boyes.
How? Cater-trey?

Utr. Will you take a sleeve for your share, Sir?

Ley. Tis but a desperat cast, and so heel find it,
If it fall to me. Cast for your game.

Utr. Have at it:
Stay, let me swing my Sword thrice round first: now,
Now the Graves head ... goose giblitts. — 
Two sixes, boyes! I knew I should performe it.

Har. Ye have it: thanck your fortune.

Utr. I could not misse it,
I never lost so faire a stake yet. How ile doe it
And in what posture: first, how ile take my leave of him,
With a few teares to draw more money from him;
Then fold up his braunchd gowne, his hat, his doblet,
And like the devill cry mine owne! lye there, boyes!
Then bind his eyes; last stir myself up bravely
And, in the midle of a whollsome praire,
Whip and — hic iacet Barnavelt. — 
Come, lets sing our old Song,
And then come view me how I doe my busines.
Boy, come, sing you for me.

[Song. Exeunt.

SCAENA 3.

Enter 2 Captaines & their Soldiers, severally.

1 Cap. Here stand we fast.

2 Cap. Cock all your Musketts, Soldiers, now,
And gentlemen be ready to bend your pikes;
The prisoners comming out.

1 Cap. But doe you thinck
They meane to take his head of, or to fright him?

2 Cap. Heaven keep me from such frights. Why are theis Guards
Commaunded to make good the Execution,
If they intend not death?

1 Cap. But dare they doe it?

2 Cap. What dare not Justice do thats right and honest?
Is he not proovd a guilty man? What bugs
Should publick safety be afraid to looke on?
Do you hold the United States so tame to feare him, — 
Feare him a Traitor, too?

1 Cap. You know hees much lovd,
And every where they stir in his Compassion.

2 Cap. Theyll stir so long till some of em will sinck fort,
Some of the best I feare that glewd his faction;
Their building lyes discoverd and their bases broken.

1 Cap. There is much money laid in every place, too,
Hundreds and thousands, that they dare not strike him.

2 Cap. Give loosers leave to play the fooles; tis lost all.
Secure yourself he dyes; nor is it wisdom
To go an ace lesse with him: he is monstrous.
— The people hurry now; stand fast, he is comming.

Enter Provost, Soldiers & Executioners, with a Coffin & a Gibbett.

Pro. Make roome before! cleere all theis gaping people
And stop their passage.

1 Cap. How now? What wonders this?

Prov. Stay! or ile make ye stay: I charge ye stir not.

2 Cap. What thinck you now? dare not theis men do Justice?
This is the body of Leidenberg, that killd himself
To free his Cause: his shame has found him yet.

Prov. Up with him, come: set all your hands & heave him!

Exec. A plaguy, heavy Lubber! Sure this fellow
Has a bushell of plot ins belly, he weighes so massy.
Heigh! now againe! he stincks like a hung poll cat.
This rotten treason has a vengeance savour;
This venison wants pepper and salt abhominably.

Prov. Pyn him aloft, and pin him sure.

Exec. I warrant ye;
If ere he run away againe ile swing for him.
This would make a rare signe for a Cookes shop,
The Christmas pie.
[Exeunt Executioners.

Prov. Come; now about the rest. — Keepe the Court cleere still.

[Exeunt Provost and Soldiers.

2 Cap. What thinck you now?

1 Cap. Now I am afraid of him.
This prologue should portend a fatall Tragedie:
Theis examples will make em shake.

2 Cap. Tis well they have em;
Their stubbornenes and pride requires em greater.
The Prince strikes iust ith nick and strikes home nobely:
This new pretending faction had fird all els;
They had floong a generall ruyn on the Cuntry.

Enter Boyes & Burgers.

1 Boy. He comes, he comes, he comes! ô for a place now!

2 Boy. Lets climb the Battlements.

Cap. Away with theis rogues.

1 Burg. I saw the Guard goe for him: Where shall we be now?

2 Burg. He will make a notable Speech, I warrant him.

3 Burg. Lets get us neere the Skaffold.

1 Cap. Keep of, Turnops:
Ye come upon our Pikes els.

1 Burg. Pox o theis Soldiers?
We cannot see our frends hangd in quiet for em.
Come, come, to th top oth hall.

[Exeunt Boys & Burgers.]

2 Cap. Away, good pilchers!
Now blow your matches and stand fast: he comes here.

1 Cap. And now bend all your pikes.

Enter Provost, Barnavelt, Lords, Guard.
(A Scaffold put out) Executioner.

Prov. Cleere all the Skaffold;
Let no more into thCourt; we are choakd with people.

Bar. You are curteous in your preparations, gentlemen,

1 Lord. You must ascend, Sir.

Bar. Feareles I will, my lords,
And, what you can inflict, as feareles suffer.
Thus high you raise me, a most glorious kindnes
For all my Cares! For my most faithfull service
For you and for the State thus ye promote me!
I thanck ye, Cuntrymen, most nobely thanck ye.
— Pull of my Gowne. Of what place are ye, frend?

Exec. Of Utrich, Sir.

Bar. Of Utrich! Wherefore, prethee,
Art thou appointed here?

Exec. To tell you true, Sir,
I won this place at dyce: we were three appointed.

Bar. Am I becom a generall game? a Rest
For every Slave to pull at? Thanck ye still:
You are growne the noblest in your favours, gentlemen.
— Whats that hangs there? what Coffin?

Lord. How it stirrs him.

2 Lord. The body, Sir, of Leidenberch the Traitour.

Bar. The traitour?

2 Lord. I, the Traitour, the fowle Traitour,
Who, though he killd himself to cleere his cause,
Justice has found him out and so proclaimd him.

Bar. Have mercy on his soule! I dare behold him.

1 Lord. Beleeve me, hes much moved.

2 Lord. He has much reason.

Bar. Are theis the holly praires ye prepare for me — 
The comforts to a parting soule? Still I thanck ye,
Most hartely and lovingly I thanck ye.
Will not a single death give satisfaction,
O you most greedy men and most ungratefull, — 
The quiet sleep of him you gape to swallow,
But you must trym up death in all his terrors
And add to soules departing frights and feavors?
Hang up a hundred Coffins; I dare view em,
And on their heads subscribe a hundred treasons
It shakes not me, thus dare I smile upon em
And strongly thus outlooke your fellest Justice.

2 Lord. Will ye bethinck ye, Sir, of what ye come for.

Bar. I come to dye: bethinck you of your Justice
And with what Sword ye strike, the edge of mallice.
Bethinck ye of the travells I had for ye,
The throaes and grones to bring faire peace amongst ye;
Bethinck ye of the dangers I have plundgd through
And almost gripes of death, to make you glorious.
Thinck when the Cuntry, like a Wildernes,
Brought nothing forth but desolation,
Fire, Sword and Famine; when the earth sweatt under ye
Cold dewes of blood, and Spanish flames hoong ore ye,
And every man stood markt the child of murder
And women wanted wombes to feed theis cruelties; — 
Thinck then who stept in to you, gently tooke ye
And bound your bleeding wounds up; from your faces
Wipd of the sweatts of sorrow, fed and nurssd ye;
Who brought the plowgh againe to crowne your plenty;
Your goodly meadowes who protected (Cuntrymen)
From the armd Soldiers furious marches; who
Unbard the Havens that the floating Merchant
Might clap his lynnen wings up to the windes
And back the raging waves to bring you proffit.
Thinck through whose care you are a Nation
And have a name yet left, — a fruitfull Nation
(Would I could say as thanckfull) — bethinck ye of theis things
And then turne back and blush, blush [for] my ruyne.

1 Lord. Tis strange how this [man b]rags; tis a strange impudence
Not to be pittied in his [case], not sufferd.
You breed the peace, you bring the plowgh againe?
You wipe the fire and blood of from this Cuntry,
And you restore hir to hir former Beuty?
Blush in thine age, bad man; thy grave blush for thee
And scorne to hide that man that holds no Creadit.
Beare witnes all the world that knowes our Trobles
Or ever greivd our plagues, what we have sufferd
And, under Heaven, by what armes we have curd theis, — 
Councells and frends; in which I tell thee (Barnavelt),
And through thy Impudence I here proclaime it,
Thou hadst the least and last share. Tis not your face, Sir,
The greatnes of your friends, corruptly purchast,
The Crying up of your manie Services,
Which lookd into wither away like Mushrumps,
Shall scandall us.

2 Lord. Your Romaine end, to make men
Imagine your strong conscience fortifide,
No, nor your ground Religion. Examine all men
Branded with such fowle syns as you now dye for,
And you shall find their first stepp still Religion.
Gowrie in Scotland, twas his maine pretention:
Was not he honest, too? his Cuntries father?
Those fyery Speritts next that hatchd in England
That bloody Powder-Plot, and thought like meteors
To have flashd their Cuntryes peace out in a Moment:
Were not their Barrells loden with Religion?
Were not they pious, iust and zealous Subiects?
Humble your soule for shame, and seeke not now, Sir,
To tumble from that happines even Angells
Were throwne from for their pride. Confes, and dye well.

1 Lord. Will ye confes your faultes?

Bar. I come not heather
To make myself guilty; yet one fault I must utter,
And tis a great one.

2 Lord. The greater mercy.

Bar. I dye for saving this unthanckfull Cuntry.

1 Lord. Play not with heaven.

Bar. My Games as sure as yours is,
And with more care and inocence I play it.
Take of my doblet; and I prethee, fellow,
Strike without feare.

Exec. I warrant ile fitt ye.
I pray forgive me, Sir.

Bar. Most hartely,
And heers my hand. I love thee, too: thy physick
Will quickly purge me from the worldes abuses.
When I speak lowdest, strike.

Exec. I shall observe ye.

Bar. Farwell, my lords: to all your Counsailes fortune,
Happie succes and proffit; peace to this Cuntry;
And to you all, that I have bredd like children,
Not a more faithfull father but more fortunate.
Doe not I stay too long?

2 Lord. Take your owne time, Sir.

Bar. I have a wiffe, my lords, and wretched children,
Unles it please his Grace to looke upon em
And your good honours with your eies of favour.
Twill be a litle happines in my death
That they partake not with their fathers ruyns.

1 Lord. Let not that troble ye: they shall not find it.

Bar. Commend my last breath to his Excellence;
Tell him the Sun he shot at is now setting,
Setting this night, that he may rise to morrow,
For ever setting. Now let him raigne alone
And with his rayes give life and light to all men.
May he protect with honour, fight with fortune,
And dye with generall love, an old and good Prince.
My last petition, good Cuntrymen, forget me:
Your memories wound deeper then your mallice,
And I forgive ye all. — A litle stay me. — 
Honour and world I fling ye thus behind me,
And thus a naked poore man kneele to heaven:
Be gracious to me, heare me, strengthen me.
I come, I come, ô gracious heaven! now, now,
Now, I present — 

Exec. Is it well don mine Heeres?

1 Lord. Somewhat too much; you have strooke his fingers, too,
But we forgive your haste. Draw in the body;
And Captaines, we discharge your Companies.

Vand. Make cleere the Court. — Vaine glory, thou art gon!
And thus must all build on Ambition.

2 Lord. Farwell, great hart; full low thy strength now lyes:
He that would purge ambition this way dies.

Exeunt.
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER DINANT, A[N]D Cleremont.

Din. Disswade me not.

Clere. It will breed a brawl.

Din. I care not, I wear a Sword.

Cler. And wear discretion with it,
Or cast it off, let that direct your arm,
Tis madness else, not valour, and more base
Than to receive a wrong.

Din. Why would you have me
Sit down with a disgrace, and thank the doer?
We are not Stoicks, and that passive courage
Is only now commendable in Lackies,
Peasants, and Tradesmen, not in men of rank
And qualitie, as I am.

Cler. Do not cherish
That daring vice, for which the whole age suffers.
The blood of our bold youth, that heretofore
Was spent in honourable action,
Or to defend, or to enlarge the Kingdom,
For the honour of our Country, and our Prince,
Pours it self out with prodigal expence
Upon our Mothers lap, the Earth that bred us
For every trifle; and these private Duells,
Which had their first original from the Fr[enc]h
(And for which, to this day, we are justly censured)
Are banisht from all civil Governments:
Scarce three in Venice, in as many years;
In Florence, they are rarer, and in all
The fair Dominions of the Spanish King,
They are never heard of: Nay, those neighbour Countries,
Which gladly imitate our other follies,
And come at a dear rate to buy them of us,
Begin now to detest them.

Din. Will you end yet — 

Cler. And I have heard that some of our late Kings,
For the lie, wearing of a Mistris favour,
A cheat at Cards or Dice, and such like causes,
Have lost as many gallant Gentlemen,
As might have met the great Turk in the field
With confidence of a glorious Victorie,
And shall we then — 

Din. No more, for shame no more,
Are you become a Patron too? tis a new one,
No more ont, burnt, give it to some Orator,
To help him to enlarge his exercise,
With such a one it might do well, and profit
The Curat of the Parish, but for Cleremont,
The bold, and undertaking Cleremont,
To talk thus to his friend, his friend that knows him,
Dinant that knows his Cleremont, is absurd,
And meer Apocrypha.

Cler. Why, what know you of me?

Din. Why if thou hast forgot thy self, Ile tell thee,
And not look back, to speak of what thou wert
At fifteen, for at those years I have heard
Thou wast fleshd, and enterd bravely.

Cler. Well Sir, well.

Din. But yesterday, thou wast the common second,
Of all that only knew thee, thou hadst bills
Set up on every post, to give thee notice
Where any difference was, and who were parties;
And as to save the charges of the Law
Poor men seek arbitrators, thou wert chosen
By such as knew thee not, to compound quarrels:
But thou wert so delighted with the sport,
That if there were no just cause, thou wouldst make one,
Or be engagd thy self: This goodly calling
Thou hast followed five and twenty years, and studied
The Criticismes of contentions, and art thou
In so few hours transformd? certain this night
Thou hast had strange dreams, or rather visions.

Clere. Yes, Sir,
I have seen fools, and fighters, chaind together,
And the Fighters had the upper hand, and whipt first,
The poor Sots laughing at em. What I have been
It skils not, what I will be is resolvd on.

Din. Why then youl fight no more?

Cler. Such is my purpose.

Din. On no occasion?

Cler. There you stagger me.
Some kind of wrongs there are which flesh and blood
Cannot endure.

Din. Thou wouldst not willingly
Live a protested coward, or be calld one?

Cler. Words are but words.

Din. Nor wouldst thou take a blow?

Cler. Not from my friend, though drunk, and from an enemy
I think much less.

Din. Theres some hope of thee left then,
Wouldst thou hear me behind my back disgracd?

Cler. Do you think I am a rogue? they that should do it
Had better been born dumb.

Din. Or in thy presence
See me orechargd with odds?

Cler. Id fall my self first.

Din. Wouldst thou endure thy Mistris be taken from thee,
And thou sit quiet?

Cler. There you touch my honour,
No French-man can endure that.

Di[n]. Pl —— upon thee,
Why dost thou talk of Peace then? that darst suffer
Nothing, or in thy self, or in thy friend
That is unmanly?

Cler. That I grant, I cannot:
But Ile not quarrel with this Gentleman
For wearing stammel Breeches, or this Gamester
For playing a thousand pounds, that owes me nothing;
For this mans taking up a common Wench
In raggs, and lowsie, then maintaining her
Caroachd in cloth of Tissue, nor five hundred
Of such like toyes, that at no part concern me;
Marry, where my honour, or my friend is questioned,
I have a Sword, and I think I may use it
To the cutting of a Rascals throat, or so,
Like a good Christian.

Din. Thou art of a fine Religion,
And rather than wel make a Schism in friendship
I will be of it: But to be serious,
Thou art acquainted with my tedious love-suit
To fair Lamira?

Cler. Too well Sir, and remember
Your presents, courtship, thats too good a name,
Your slave-like services, your morning musique;
Your walking three hours in the rain at midnight,
To see her at her window, sometimes laughd at,
Sometimes admitted, and vouchsafd to kiss
Her glove, her skirt, nay, I have heard, her slippers,
How then you triumphd?
Here was love forsooth.

Din. These follies I deny not,
Such a contemptible thing my dotage made me,
But my reward for this — 

Cler. As you deservd,
For he that makes a goddess of a Puppet,
Merits no other recompence.

Din. This day friend,
For thou art so — 

Cler. I am no flatterer.

Din. This proud, ingratefull she, is married to
Lame Champernel.

Cler. I know him, he has been
As tall a Sea-man, and has thrivd as well byt,
The loss of a legg and an arm deducted, as any
That ever put from Marseilles: you are tame,
Pl —— ont, it mads me; if it were my case,
I should kill all the family.

Din. Yet but now
You did preach patience.

Cler. I then came from confession,
And twas enjoynd me three hours for a penance,
To be a peaceable man, and to talk like one,
But now, all else being pardond, I begin
On a new Tally, Foot do any thing,
Ile second you.

Din. I would not willingly
Make red, my yet white conscience, yet I purpose
In the open street, as they come from the Temple,
(For this way they must pass,) to speak my wrongs,
And do it boldly. [Musick playes.

Cler. Were thy tongue a Cannon,
I would stand by thee, boy, they come, upon em.

Din. Observe a little first.

Cler. This is fine fidling.

Enter Vertaign, Champernel, Lamira, Nurse, Beaupre,
Verdone. An Epithalamium.

SONG at the Wedding.

Come away, bring on the Bride
And place her by her Lovers side:
You fair troop of Maids attend her,
Pure and holy thoughts befriend her.
Blush, and wish, you Virgins all,
Many such fair nights may fall.

Chorus.
Hymen, fill the house with joy,
All thy sacred fires employ:
Bless the Bed with holy love,
Now fair orb of Beauty move.

Din. Stand by, for Ile be heard.

Verta. This is strange rudeness.

Din. Tis courtship, ballanced with injuries,
You all look pale with guilt, but I will dy
Your cheeks with blushes, if in your seard veins
There yet remain so much of honest blood
To make the colour; first to ye my Lord,
The Father of this Bride, whom you have sent
Alive into her grave.

Champ. How? to her grave?

Dina. Be patient Sir, Ile speak of you anon
You that allowd me liberal access,
To make my way with service, and approvd of
My birth, my person, years, and no base fortune:
You that are rich, and but in this held wise too,
That as a Father should have lookd upon
Your Daughter in a husband, and aimd more
At what her youth, and heat of blood requird
In lawfull pleasures, than the parting from
Your Crowns to pay her dowr: you that already
Have one foot in the grave, yet study profit,
As if you were assurd to live here ever;
What poor end had you, in this choice? in what
Deserve I your contempt? my house, and honours
At all parts equal yours, my fame as fair,
And not to praise my self, the City ranks me
In the first file of her most hopefull Gentry:
But Champernel is rich, and needs a nurse,
And not your gold: and add to that, hes old too,
His whole estate in likelihood to descend
Upon your Family; Here was providence,
I grant, but in a Nobleman base thrift:
No Merchants, nay, no Pirats, sell for Bondmen
Their Country-men, but you, a Gentleman,
To save a little gold, have sold your Daughter
To worse than slaverie.

Cler. This was spoke home indeed.

Beau. Sir, I shall take some other time to tell you,
That this harsh language was delivered to
An old man, but my Father.

Din. At your pleasure.

Cler. Proceed in your design, let me alone,
To answer him, or any man.

Verd. You presume
Too much upon your name, but may be couzend.

Din. But for you, most unmindfull of my service,
For now I may upbraid you, and with honour,
Since all is lost, and yet I am a gainer,
In being deliverd from a torment in you,
For such you must have been, you to whom nature
Gave with a liberal hand most excellent form,
Your education, language, and discourse,
And judgement to distinguish, when you shall
With feeling sorrow understand how wretched
And miserable you have made your self,
And but your self have nothing to accuse,
Can you with hope from any beg compassion?
But you will say, you servd your Fathers pleasure,
Forgetting that unjust commands of Parents
Are not to be obeyd, or that you are rich,
And that to wealth all pleasure else are servants,
Yet but consider, how this wealth was purchasd,
Twill trouble the possession.

Champ. You Sir know
I got it, and with honour.

Din. But from whom?
Remember that, and how: youl come indeed
To houses bravely furnishd, but demanding
Where it was bought, this Souldier will not lie,
But answer truly, this rich cloth of Arras
I made my prize in such a Ship, this Plate
Was my share in another; these fair Jewels,
Coming a shore, I got in such a Village,
The Maid, or Matron killd, from whom they were ravishd,
The Wines you drink are guilty too, for this,
This Candie Wine, three Merchants were undone,
These Suckets break as many more: in brief,
All you shall wear, or touch, or see, is purchasd
By lawless force, and you but revel in
The tears, and grones of such as were the owners.

Champ. Tis false, most basely false.

Verta. Let losers talk.

Din. Lastly, those joyes, those best of joyes, which Hymen
Freely bestows on such, that come to tye
The sacred knot be blesses, won unto it
By equal love, and mutual affection,
Not blindly led with the desire of riches,
Most miserable you shall never taste of.
This Marriage night youl meet a Widows bed,
Or failing of those pleasures all Brides look for,
Sin in your wish it were so.

Champ. Thou art a Villain,
A base, malitious slanderer.

Cler. Strike him.

Din. No, he is not worth a blow.

Champ. O that I had thee
In some close vault, that only would yield room
To me to use my Sword, to thee no hope
To run away, I would make thee on thy knees,
Bite out the tongue that wrongd me.

Verta. Pray you have patience.

Lamira. This day I am to be your Soveraign,
Let me command you.

Champ. I am lost with rage,
And know not what I am my self, nor you:
Away, dare such as you, that love the smoke
Of peace more than the fire of glorious War,
And like unprofitable drones, feed on
Your grandsires labours, that, as I am now,
Were gathering Bees, and filld their Hive, this Country
With brave triumphant spoils, censure our actions?
You object my prizes to me, had you seen
The horrour of a Sea-fight, with what danger
I made them mine; the fire I fearless fought in,
And quenchd it in mine enemies blood, which straight
Like oyle pourd out ont, made it burn anew;
My Deck blown up, with noise enough to mock
The lowdest thunder, and the desperate fools
That Boorded me, sent, to defie the tempests
That were against me, to the angrie Sea,
Frighted with men thrown ore; no victory,
But in despight of the four Elements,
The Fire, the Air, the Sea, and sands hid in it
To be atchievd, you would confess poor men,
(Though hopeless, such an honourable way
To get or wealth, or honour) in your selves
He that through all these dreadfull passages
Pursued and overtook them, unaffrighted,
Deserves reward, and not to have it stild
By the base name of theft.

Din. This is the Courtship,
That you must look for, Madam.

Cler. Twill do well,
When nothing can be done, to spend the night with:
Your tongue is sound good Lord, and I could wish
For this young Ladyes sake this leg, this arm,
And there is something else, I will not name,
(Though tis the only thing that must content her)
Had the same vigour.

Champ. You shall buy these scoffs
With your best blood: help me once noble anger,
(Nay stir not, I alone must right my self)
And with one leg transport me, to correct
These scandalous praters: O that noble wounds [Falls.
Should hinder just revenge! Dye jear me too?
I got these, not as you do, your diseases
In Brothels, or with riotous abuse
Of wine in Taverns; I have one leg shot,
One arm disabled, and am honourd more,
By losing them, as I did, in the face
Of a brave enemy, than if they were
As when I put to Sea; you are French-men only,
In that you have been laied, and curd, goe to:
You mock my leg, but every bone about you,
Makes you good Almanack-makers, to foretell
What weather we shall have.

Din. Put up your Sword.

Cler. Or turn it to a Crutch, theret may b[e] usefull,
And live on the relation to your Wife
Of what a brave man you were once.

Din. And tell her,
What a fine vertue tis in a young Lady
To give an old man pap.

Cler. Or hire a Surgeon
To teach her to roul up your broken limbs.

Din. To make a Pultess, and endure the scent
Of oils, and nasty Plasters.

Verta. Fie Sir, fie,
You that have stood all dangers of all kinds, to
Yield to a Rivalls scoffe?

Lamira. Shed tears upon
Your Wedding day? this is unmanly Gentlemen.

Champ. They are tears of anger: O that I should live
To play the woman thus! All powerfull heaven,
Restore me, but one hour, that strength again,
That I had once, to chastise in these men
Their folies, and ill manners, and that done,
When you please, Ile yield up the fort of life,
And do it gladly.

Cler. We ha the better of him,
We ha made him cry.

Verdo. You shall have satisfaction.
And I will do it nobly, or disclaim me.

Beaup. I say no more, you have a Brother, Sister,
This is your wedding day, we are in the street,
And howsoever they forget their honour,
Tis fit I lose not mine, by their example.

Vert. If there be Laws in Paris, look to answer
This insolent affront.

Cler. You that live by them,
Study em for heavens sake; for my part I know not
Nor care not what they are. Is the[re] ought else
That you would say;

Din. Nothing, I have my ends.
Lamira weeps, I have said too much I fear;
So dearly once I lovd her, that I cannot
Endure to see her tears. [Exeunt Dinant, and Cleremont.

Champ. See you perform it,
And do it like my Nephew.

Verdo. If I fail int
Ner know me more, Cousin Beaupre.

Champ. Repent not
What thou hast done, my life, thou shalt not find
I am decrepit; in my love and service,
I will be young, and constant, and believe me,
For thou shalt find it true, in scorn of all
The scandals these rude men have thrown upon me
Ile meet thy pleasures with a young mans ardour,
And in all circumstances of a Husband,
Perform my part.

Lamira. Good Sir, I am your servant,
And tis too late now, if I did repent,
(Which as I am a virgin yet, I do not)
To undoe the knot, that by the Church is tyed.
Only I would beseech ye, as you have
A good opinion of me, and my vertues,
For so you have pleasd to stile my innocent weakness,
That what hath passd be[t]ween Dinant and me,
Or what now in your hearing he hath spoken,
Beget not doubts, or fears.

Champ. I apprehend you,
You think I will be jealous; as I live
Thou art mistaken sweet; and to confirm it
Discourse with whom thou wilt, ride where thou wilt,
Feast whom thou wilt, as often as thou wilt,
For I will have no other guards upon thee
Than thine own thoughts.

Lamira. Ile use this liberty
With moderation Sir.

Beaup. I am resolvd.
Steal off, Ile follow you.

Champ. Come Sir, you droop;
Till you find cause, which I shall never give,
Dislike not of your Son in Law.

Verta. Sir, you teach me
The language I should use; I am most happy
In being so near you. [Exeunt Verdone, and Beaupre.

Lamira. O my fears! good nurse
Follow my Brother unobservd, and learn
Which way he takes.

Nurs. I will be carefull Madam. [Exit Nurse.

Champ. Between us complements are superfluous,
On Gentlemen, th affront we have met here
Wel think upon hereafter, twere unfit
To cherish any thought to breed unrest,
Or to our selves, or to our Nuptial feast. [Exeunt.

Enter Dinant, and Cleremont.

Cler. We shall have sport, ner feart.

Din. What sport I prethee?

Cler. Why we must fight, I know it, and I long fort,
It was apparent in the fiery eye
Of young Verdone, Beaupre lookd pale and shook too,
Familiar signs of anger. They are both brave fellows
Trid and approvd, and I am proud to encounter
With men, from whom no honour can be lost;
They will play up to a man, and set him off.
When ere I go to the field, heaven keep me from
The meeting of an unfleshd youth or, Coward,
The first, to get a name, comes on too hot,
The Coward is so swift in giving ground,
There is no overtaking him without
A hunting Nag, well breathd too.

Din. All this while,
You ner think on the danger.

Cler. Why tis no more
Than meeting of a dozen friends at Supper,
And drinking hard; mischief comes there unlookd for,
I am sure as suddain, and strikes home as often,
For this we are prepard.

Din. Lamira Loves
Her Brother Beaupre dearly.

Cler. What of that?

Din. And should he call me to account for what
But now I spake, nor can I with mine honour
Recant my words, that little hope is left me,
Ere to enjoy what (next to Heaven) I long for,
Is taken from me.

Cer. Why what can you hope for,
She being now married?

Din. Oh my Cleremont,
To you all secrets of my heart lye open,
And I rest most secure that whatsoere
I lock up there, is as a private thought,
And will no farther wrong me. I am a French-man,
And for the greater part we are born Courtiers,
She is a woman, and however yet,
No heat of service had the power to melt
Her frozen Chastity, time and opportunitie
May work her to my ends, I confess ill ones,
And yet I must pursue em: now her marriage,
In probabilitie, will no way hurt,
But rather help me.

Cler. Sits the wind there? pray you tell me
How far off dwells your love from lust?

Din. Too near,
But prethee chide me not.

Cler. Not I, goe on boy,
I have faults my self, and will not reprehend
A crime I am not free from: for her Marriage,
I do esteem it (and most batchellors are
Of my opinion) as a fair protection,
To play the wanton without loss of honour.

Din. Would she make use oft so, I were most happy.

Cler. No more of this. Judge now,
Whether I have the gift of prophecie.

Enter Beaupre, and Verdone.

Beaup. Monsieur Dinant,
I am glad to find you, Sir.

Din. I am at your service.

Verd. Good Monsieur Cleremont, I have long wishd
To be known better to you.

Cler. My desires
Embrace your wishes Sir.

Beaup. Sir, I have ever
Esteemd you truly noble, and profess
I should have been most proud, to have had the honour
To call you Brother, but my Fathers pleasure
Denied that happiness. I know no man lives,
That can command his passions, and therefore
Dare not condemn the late intemperate language
You were pleasd to use to my Father and my Sister,
Hes old and she a woman, I most sorrie
My honour does compel me to entreat you,
To do me the favour, with your sword to meet me
A mile without the Citie.

Din. You much honour me.
In the demand, Ile gladly wait upon you.

Beaup. O Sir you teach me what to say: the time?

Din. With the next Sun, if you think fit.

Beaup. The place?

Din. Near to the vineyard eastward from the Citie.

Beaup. I like it well, this Gentleman if you please
Will keep me company.

Cler. That is agreed on;
And in my friends behalf I will attend him.

Verd. You shall not miss my service.

Beaup. Good day Gentlemen. [Ex. Beaup. and Verd.

Din. At your Commandment.

Cler. Proud to be your servants.
I think there is no Nation under Heaven
That cut their enemies throats with complement,
And such fine tricks as we do: If you have
Any few Prayers to say, this night you may
Call em to mind and use em, for my self,
As I have little to lose, my care is less,
So till to morrow morning I bequeath you
To your devotions; and those paid, but use
That noble courage I have seen, and we
Shall fight, as in a Castle.

Din. Thou art all honour,
Thy resolution would steel a Coward,
And I most fortunate in such a Friend;
All tenderness and nice respect of woman
Be now far from me, reputation take
A full possession of my heart, and prove
Honour the first place holds, the second Love. [Exeunt.

Enter Lamira, Charlote.

Lami. Sleeps my Lord still, Charlote?

Char. Not to be wakd.
By your Ladiships cheerfull looks I well perceive
That this night the good Lord hath been
At an unusual service, and no wonder
If he rest after it.

Lamira. You are very bold.

Char. Your Creature Madam, and when you are pleasd
Sadness to mes a stranger, your good pardon
If I speak like a fool, I could have wisht
To have tane your place to night, had bold Dinant
Your first and most obsequious servant tasted
Those delicates, which by his lethargie
As it appears, have cloyd my Lord.

Lamira. No, more.

Char. I am silencd, Madam.

Lamira. Saw you my nurse this morning?

Charl. No Madam.

Lamira. I am full of fears. [Knock within.
Whos that?

Charl. She you enquird for.

Lamira. Bring her in, and leave me. [Exit Charlote.
Now nurse what news?

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. O Ladie dreadfull ones.
They are to fight this morning, theres no remedie.
I saw my Lord your Brother, and Verdone
Take horse as I came by.

Lamira. Wheres Cleremont?

Nurse. I met him too, and mounted.

Lamira. Wheres Dinant?

Nurse. Theres all the hope, I have staid him with a trick,
If I have done well so.

Lamira. What trick?

Nurse. I told him,
Your Ladiship laid your command upon him,
To attend you presently, and to confirm it,
Gave him the ring he oft hath seen you wear,
That you bestowed on me: he waits without
Disguisd, and if you have that power in him,
As I presume you have, it is in you
To stay or alter him.

Lamira. Have you learnt the place,
Where they are to encounter?

Nurse. Yes tis where
The Duke of Burgundie met Lewis th eleventh.

Lamir. Enough, I will reward thee liberally, [Exit Nurse.
Goe bring him in: full dear I loved Dinant,
While it was lawfull, but those fires are quenchd
I being now anothers, truth forgive me
And let dissimulation be no crime,
Though most unwillingly I put it on
To guard a Brothers safetie.

Enter Dinant.

Din. Now your pleasure,
Though ill you have deservd it, you perceive
I am still your fool, and cannot but obey
What ever you command.

Lamira. You speak, as if
You did repent it, and tis not worth my thanks then,
But there has been a time, in which you would
Receive this as a favour.

Din. Hope was left then
Of recompence.

Lamira. Why I am still Lamira,
And you Dinant, and tis yet in my power,
I dare not say Ile put it into act,
To reward your love and service.

Din. Theres some comfort.

Lami. But think not that so low I prize my fame,
To give it up to any man that refuses
To buy it, or with danger of performance
Of what I shall enjoin him.

Din. Name that danger
Be it of what horrid shape soever Ladie
Which I will shrink at; only at this instant
Be speedie int.

Lamira. Ile put you to the trial:
You shall not fight to day, do you start at that?
Not with my Brother, I have heard your difference,
Mine is no Helens beauty to be purchasd
With blood, and so defended, if you look for
Favours from me, deserve them with obedience,
Theres no way else to gain em.

Din. You command
What with mine honour I cannot obey,
Which lies at pawn against it, and a friend
Equally dear as that, or life, engagd,
Not for himself, but me.

Lamira. Why, foolish man,
Dare you solicite me to serve your lust,
In which not only I abuse my Lord,
My Father, and my family, but write whore,
Though not upon my forehead, in my conscience,
To be read hourly, and yet name your honour?
Yours suffers but in circumstance; mine in substance.
If you obey me, you part with some credit,
From whom? the giddy multitude; but mankind
Will censure me, and justly.

Din. I will lose,
What most I do desire, rather than hazard
So dear a friend, or write my self a coward,
Tis better be no man.

Lamira. This will not do;
Why, I desire not, you should be a coward,
Nor do I weigh my Brothers life with yours,
Meet him, fight with him, do, and kill him fairly,
Let me not suffer for you, I am careless.

Din. Suffer for me?

Lamira. For you, my kindness to you
Already brands me with a strumpets name.

Din. O that I knew the wretch!

Lamira. I will not name him,
Nor give you any Character to know him;
But if you dare, and instantly ride forth
At the west port of the City, and defend there
My reputation, against all you meet,
For two hours only, Ile not swear Dinant,
To satisfie, (though sure I think I shall)
What ever you desire, if you denie this,
Be desperate, for willingly, by this light,
Ile never see thee more.

Din. Two hours, do you say?

Lamira. Only two hours.

Din. I were no Gentleman,
Should I make scruple of it; this favour arms me,
And boldly Ill perform it. [Exit.

Lamira. I am glad ont.
This will prevent their meeting yet, and keep
My Brother safe, which was the mark I shot at. [Exit.


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER CLEREMONT, AS in the field.

Cler. I am first ith field, that honours gaind of our side,
Pray Heaven I may get off as honourablie,
The hour is past, I wonder Dinant comes not,
This is the place, I cannot see him yet;
It is his quarel too that brought me hither,
And I ner knew him yet, but to his honour
A firm and worthy Friend, yet I see nothing,
Nor Horse nor man, twould vex me to be left here,
To th mercy of two swords, and two approvd ones.
I never knew him last.

Enter Beaupre, and Verdone.

Beaup. You are well met Cleremont.

Verdo. You are a fair Gentleman, and love your friend Sir.
What are you ready? the time has overtane us.

Beaup. And this you know the place.

Cler. No Dinant yet?

Beaup. We come not now to argue, but to do;
We wait you Sir.

Cler. Theres no time past yet Gentlemen,
We have day enough: ist possible he comes not?
You see I am ready here, and do but stay
Till my Friend come, walk but a turn or two,
Twill not be long.

Verd. We came to fight.

Cler. Ye shall fight Gentlemen,
And fight enough, but a short turn or two,
I think I see him, set up your watch, wel fight by it.

Beaup. That is not he; we will not be deluded.

Cler. Am I bobd thus? pray take a pipe of tobacco,
Or sing but some new air; by that time, Gentlemen — 

Verd. Come draw your Sword, you know the custome here Sir,
First come, first servd.

Cler. Though it be held a custom,
And practised so, I do not hold it honest;
What honour can you both win on me single?

Beaup. Yield up your Sword then.

Cler. Yield my Sword? thats Hebrew;
Ile be first cut a p[iec]es; hold but a while,
Ile take the next that comes.

Enter an old Gentleman.

You are an old Gentleman?

Gent. Yes indeed am I, Sir.

Cler. And wear no Sword?

Gent. I need none, Sir.

Cler. I would you did, and had one;
I want now such a foolish courtesie.
You see these Gentlemen?

Gent. You want a second.
In good Faith Sir, I was never handsom at it,
I would you had my Son, but hes in Italy,
A proper Gentleman; you may do well gallants
If your quarrel be not capital, to have more mercy,
The Gentleman may do his Country — 

Cler. Now I beseech you, Sir,
If you dare not fight, do not stay to beg my pardon.
There lies your way.

Gent. Good morrow Gentlemen. [Exit.

Verd. You see your fortune,
You had better yield your Sword.

Cler. Pray ye stay a little.

Enter two Gentlemen.

Upon mine honestie, you shall be fought with;
Well, Dinant, well, these wear swords and seem brave fellows.
As you are Gentlemen, one of you supply me.
I want a Second now to meet these gallants,
You know what honour is.

1 Gent. Sir you must pardon us,
We goe about the same work, you are ready for;
And must fight presently, else we were your servants.

2 Gent. God speed you, and good day. [Exit Gent.

Cler. Am I thus Colted?

Beaup. Come either yield — 

Cler. As you are honest Gentlemen,
Stay but the next, and then Ile take my fortune,
And if I fight not like a man — Fy Dinant,
Cold now and treacherous.

Enter Monsieur La-writ, within.

La-Writ. I understand your causes.
Yours about corn, yours about pins and glasses,
Will you make me mad, have I not all the parcells?
And his Petition too, about Bell-founding?
Send in your witnesses, what will you have me do?
Will you have me break my heart? my brains are melted;
And tell your Master, as I am a Gentleman,
His Cause shall be the first, commend me to your Mistris,
And tell her, if there be an extraordinary feather,
And tall enough for her — I shall dispatch you too,
I know your cause, for transporting of Farthingales
Trouble me no more, I say again to you,
No more vexation: bid my wife send me some puddings;
I have a Cause to run through, requires puddings,
Puddings enough. Farewel.

Cler. God speed you, Sir.

Beaup. Would he would take this fellow.

Verd. A rare Youth.

Cler. If you be not hastie, Sir.

La-writ. Yes, I am hastie,
Exceeding hastie, Sir, I am going to the Parliament,
You understand this bag, if you have any business
Depending there, be short, and let me hear it,
And pay your Fees.

Cler. Faith, Sir, I have a business,
But it depends upon no Parliament.

La-writ. I have no skill int then.

Cler. I must desire you,
Tis a Sword matter, Sir.

La-writ. I am no Cutler,
I am an Advocate, Sir.

Beaup. How the thing looks?

Verd. When he brings him to fight.

Cler. Be not so hastie,
You wear a good Sword.

La-writ. I know not that,
I never drew it yet, or whether it be a Sword — 

Cler. I must entreat you try, Sir, and bear a part
Against these Gentlemen, I want a second;
Ye seem a man, and tis a noble office.

La-writ. I am a Lawyer, Sir, I am no fighter.

Cler. You that breed quarels, Sir, know best to satisfie.

Beaup. This is some sport yet.

Verd. If this fellow should fight.

La-writ. And for any thing I know, I am an arrant coward,
Do not trust me, I think I am a coward.

Cler. Try, try, you are mistaken: walk on Gentlemen,
The man shall follow presently.

La-writ. Are ye mad Gentleman?
My business is within this half hour.

Cler. Thats all one,
Well dispatch within this quarter, there in that bottom,
Tis most convenient Gentlemen.

Beaup. Well, well wait, Sir.

Verd. Why this will be a comick fight, youl follow.

La-writ. As I am a true man, I cannot fight.
[Ex. Beaupre, Verdone.

Cler. Away, away,
I know you can: I like your modesty,
I know you will fight and so fight, with such metal,
And with such judgement meet your enemies fury;
I see it in your eye, Sir.

La-writ. Ile be hangd then;
And I charge you in the Kings name, name no more fighting.

Cler. I charge you in the Kings name, play the man,
Which if you do not quickly, I begin with you,
Ile make you dance, do you see your fiddlestick?
Sweet A[d]vocate thou shalt fight.

La-writ. Stand farther Gentleman,
Or Ile give you such a dust oth chapps — 

Cler. Spoke bravely,
And like thy self, a noble Advocate:
Come to thy tools.

La-writ. I do not say Ile fight;

Cler. I say thou shalt, and bravely.

La-writ. If I do fight;
I say, if I do, but do not depend upont,
And yet I have a foolish itch upon me,
What shall become of my Writings?

Cler. Let em ly by,
They will not run away, man.

La-writ. I may be killd too,
And where are all my causes then? my business?
I will not fight, I cannot fight, my Causes — 

Cler. Thou shalt fight, if thou hadst a thousand causes,
Thou art a man to fight for any cause,
And carry it with honour.

La-writ. Hum, say you so? if I should
Be such a coxcombe to prove valiant now — 

Cler. I know thou art most valiant.

La-writ. Do you think so?
I am undone for ever, if it prove so,
I tell you that, my honest friend, for ever;
For I shall nere leave quarrelling.
How long must we fight? for I cannot stay,
Nor will not stay, I have business.

Cler. Wel dot in a minute, in a moment.

La-writ. Here will I hang my bag then, it may save my belly,
I never lovd cold Iron there.

Cler. You do wisely.

La-writ. Help me to pluck my Sword out then, quickly, quickly,
Thas not seen Sun these ten years.

Cler. How it grumbles!
This Sword is vengeance angry.

La-writ. Now Ile put my hat up,
And say my prayers as I goe; away boy,
If I be killd, remember the little Lawyer. [Exeunt.

Enter Beaupre.

Beaup. They are both come on, that may be a stubborn rascal,
Take you that ground,

Enter La-writ.

Ile stay here, fight bravely.

La-writ. Tot chearfully my boyes, youl lets have fair play,
None of your foyning tricks.

Beaup. Come forward Monsieur; [Fight.
What hast thou there? a pudding in thy belly?
I shall see what it holds.

La-writ. Put your spoon home then:
Nay, since I must fight, have at you without wit, Sir:
God a mercy bagg.

Beaup. Nothing but bumbast in ye?
The Rogue winks and fights.

La-writ. Now your fine fencing, Sir: [Beau. loses his sword.
Stand off, thou diest on point else, [La-writ treads on it.
I have it, I have it: yet further off:
I have his Sword.

Cler. Then keep it, be sure you keep it.

La-writ. Ile put it in my mouth else.
Stand further off yet, and stand quietly,
And look another way, or Ile be with you,
Is this all? Ile undertake within these two daies
To furnish any Cutler in this Kingdom.

Beau. Pox, what fortunes this? disarmd by a puppie?
A snail? a Dog?

La-writ. No more o these words Gentleman,
Sweet Gentleman no more, do not provoke me,
Go walk ith horse-fair; whistle Gentleman,
What must I do now?

Enter Cleremont, pursued by Verdone.

Cler. Help me, I am almost breathless.

La-writ. With all my heart, theres a cold pye for you, Sir.

Cler. Thou strikst me, fool.

La-writ. Thou fool, stand further off then,
Deliver, deliver.

Cler. Hold fast. [He strikes up the others heels,
and takes his Sword too.
La-writ. I never fail int,
Theres twelve pence, go buy you two leaden Daggers,
Have I done well?

Cler. Most like a Gentleman.

Beau. And we two basely lost.

Verd. Tis but a fortune,
We shall yet find an hour. [Ex. Beau. Verd. sad.

Cler. I shall be glad ont.

La-writ. Wheres my cloak, and my trinkets?
Or will you fight any longer, for a crash or two?

Cler. I am your noble friend, Sir.

La-writ. It may be so.

Cler. What honour shall I do you,
For this great courtesie?

La-writ. All I desire of ye,
Is to take the quarrel to your self, and let me hear no more ont,
I have no liking tot, tis a foolish matter,
And help me to put up my Sword.

Cler. Most willingly.
But I am bound to gratifie you, and I must not leave you.

La-writ. I tell you, I will not be gratified,
Nor I will hear no more ont: take the Swords too,
And do not anger me but leave me quietly.
For the matter of honour, tis at your own disposure,
And so, and so. [Exit La-writ.

Cler. This is a most rare Lawyer:
I am sure most valiant. Well Dinant, as you satisfie me,
I say no more: I am loaden like an Armorer. [Exit Cler.

Enter Dinant.

Din. To be dispatcht upon a sleeveless errand?
To leave my friend engagd, mine honour tainted?
These are trim things. I am set here like a Perdue,
To watch a fellow, that has wrongd my Mistris,
A scurvy fellow that must pass this way,
But what this scurvy fellow is, or whence,
Or whether his name be William or John,
Or Anthony or Dick, or any thing, I know not;
A scurvy rascally fellow I must aim at,
And theres the office of an Asse flung on me.
Sure Cleremont has fought, but how come off,
And what the world shall think of me hereafter:
Well, woman, woman, I must look your rascals,
And lose my reputation: ye have a fine power over us.
These two long hours I have trotted here, and curiously
Surveyd all goers by, yet find no rascal,
Nor any face to quarel with:
Whats that? [La-writ sings within, then Enters.
This is a rascally voice, sure it comes this way.

La-writ. He strook so hard, the Bason broke,
And Tarquin heard the sound.

Din. What Mister thing is this? let me survey it.

La-writ. And then he strook his neck in two.

Din. This may be a rascal, but tis a mad rascal,
What an Alphabet of faces he puts on!
Hey how it fences! if this should be the rogue,
As tis the likeliest rogue I see this day — 

La-wr. Was ever man for Ladies sake? down, down.

Di. And what are you good Sir? down, down, down, down.

La-writ. Whats that to you good Sir? down, down.

Din. A pox on you good Sir, down, down, down,
You with your Buckram bag, what make you here?
And from whence come you? I could fight with my shadow now.

La-wr. Thou fierce man that like Sir Lancelot dost appear,
I need not tell thee what I am, nor eke what I make here.

Din. This is a precious knave, stay, stay, good Tristram,
And let me ask thy mightiness a question,
Did ye never abuse a Lady?

La-writ. Not; to abuse a Lady, is very hard, Sir.

Din. Say you so, Sir?
Didst thou never abuse her honour?

La-writ. Not; to abuse her honour, is impossible.

Din. Certain this is the rascal: Whats thy name?

La-writ. My name is Cock o two, use me respectively,
I will be Cock of three else.

Din. Whats all this?
You say, you did abuse a Lady.

La-writ. You ly.

Din. And that you wrongd her honour.

La-writ. Thats two lyes,
Speak suddenly, for I am full of business.

Din. What art thou, or what canst thou be, thou pea-goose,
That darst give me the ly thus? thou makst me wonder.

La-writ. And wonder on, till time make all things plain.

Din. You must not part so, Sir, art thou a Gentleman?

La-writ. Ask those upon whose ruins I am mounted.

Din. This is some Cavellero Knight oth Sun.

La-wr. I tell thee I am as good a Gentleman as the Duke;
I have atchieved — goe follow thy business.

Din. But for this Lady, Sir — 

La-writ. Why, hang this Lady, Sir,
And the Lady Mother too, Sir, what have I to do with Ladies?

Enter Cleremont.

Cler. Tis the little Lawyers voice: has he got my way?
It should be hereabouts.

Din. Ye dry bisket rogue,
I will so swinge you for this blasphemie — 
Have I found you out?

Cler. That should be Dinants tongue too.

La-wr. And I defy thee do thy worst: O ho quoth Lancelot tho.
And that thou shalt know, I am a true Gentleman,
And speak according to the phrase triumphant;
Thy Lady is a scurvy Lady, and a shitten Lady,
And though I never heard of her, a deboshed Lady,
And thou, a squire of low degree; will that content thee?
Dost [thou] way-lay me with Ladies? A pretty sword, Sir,
A very pretty sword, I have a great mind tot.

Din. You shall not lose your longing, rogue.

Cler. Hold, hold.
Hold Dinant, as thou art a Gentleman.

La-writ. As much as you will, my hand is in now.

Cler. I am your friend, Sir: Dinant you draw your sword
Upon the Gentleman preservd your honour:
This was my second, and did back me nobly,
For shame forbear.

Din. I ask your mercy, Sir, and am your servant now.

La-writ. May we not fight then?

Cler. I am sure you shall not now.

La-wr. I am sorry fort, I am sure Ile stay no longer then,
Not a jot longer: are there any more on ye afore?
I will sing still, Sir. [Exit La-writ, singing.

Din. I look now you should chide me, and tis fit,
And with much bitterness express your anger,
I have deservd: yet when you know — 

Cler. I thank ye,
Do you think that the wrong you have offred me,
The most unmanly wrong, unfriendly wrong — 

Din. I do confess — 

Cler. That boyish sleight — 

Din. Not so, Sir.

Cler. That poor and base renouncing of your honour,
Can be allaied with words?

Din. I give you way still.

Cler. Coloured with smooth excuses? Was it a friends part,
A Gentlemans, a mans that wears a Sword,
And stands upon the point of reputation,
To hide his head then, when his honour calld him?
Calld him aloud, and led him to his fortune?
To halt and slip the coller? by my life,
I would have given my life I had never known thee,
Thou hast eaten Canker-like into my judgement
With this disgrace, thy whole life cannot heal again.

Din. This I can suffer too, I find it honest.

Cler. Can you pretend an excuse now may absolve you,
Or any thing like honest, to bring you off?
Ingage me like an Asse?

Din. Will you but hear me?

Cler. Expose me like a Jade to tug, and hale through,
Laughd at, and almost hooted? your disgraces
Invite mens Swords and angers to dispatch me.

Din. If you will be patient.

Cler. And be abusd still: But that I have calld thee friend,
And to that name allow a Sanctuary,
You should hear further from me, I would not talk thus:
But henceforth stand upon your own bottom, Sir,
And bear your own abuses, I scorn my sword
Should travel in so poor and empty quarrels.

Din. Ha you done yet? take your whole swing of anger,
Ile bear all with content.

Cler. Why were you absent?

Din. You know I am no Coward, you have seen that,
And therefore, out of fear forsook you not:
You know I am not false, of a treacherous nature,
Apt to betray my friend, I have fought for you too;
You know no business, that concernd my state,
My kindred, or my life.

Cler. Where was the fault then?

Din. The honour of that Lady I adore,
Her credit, and her name: ye know she sent for me,
And with what haste.

Cler. What was he that traducd?

Din. The man ith Moon, I think, hither I was sent,
But to what end — 

Enter old Lady.

Cler. This is a pretty flim-flam.

O. La. I am glad I have met you Sir, I have been seeking,
And seeking every where.

Cler. And now you have found him,
Declare what business, our Embassadour.

O. Lady. Whats that to ye good man flouter? O Sir, my Lady.

Din. Prethee no more of thy Lady, I have too much ont.

Cler. Let me have a little, speak to me.

Old Lady. To you Sir?
Tis more than time: All occasions set aside Sir,
Or whatsoever may be thought a business — 

Din. What then?

Old Lady. Repair to me within this hour.

Cler. Where?

O. Lady. Whats that to you? come you, Sir, when yare sent for.

Cler. God a mercy Mumpsimus,
You may goe Dinant, and follow this old Fairie,
Till you have lost your self, your friends, your credit,
And Hunt away your youth in rare adventures,
I can but grieve I have known you.

Old Lady. Will ye goe Sir?
I come not often to you with these blessings,
You m[a]y believe that thing there, and repent it,
That dogged thing.

Cler. Peace touchwood.

Din. I will not goe:
Goe bid your Lady seek some fool to fawn on her,
Some unexperiencd puppie to make sport with,
I have been her mirth too long, thus I shake from me
The fetters she put on; thus her enchantments
I blow away like wind, no more her beauty — 

Old Lady. Take heed Sir what you say.

Cler. Goe forward, Dinant.

Din. The charms shot from her eyes — 

Old Lady. Be wise.

Cler. Be Valiant.

Din. That tongue that tells fair tales to mens destructions
Shall never rack me more.

Old Lady. Stay there.

Cler. Goe forward.

Din. I will now hear her, see her as a woman,
Survey her, and the power man has allowd, Sir,
As I would do the course of common things,
Unmovd, unstruck.

Cler. Hold there, and I forgive thee.

Din. She is not fair, and that that makes her proud,
Is not her own, our eyes bestow it on her,
To touch and kiss her is no blessedness,
A Sun-burnt Ethiops lips as soft as hers.
Goe bid her stick some other triumph up,
And take into her favour some dull fool,
That has no pretious time to lose, no friends,
No honour, nor no life, like a bold Merchant,
A bold and banquerupt man, I have venturd all these,
And split my bottom: return this answer to her,
I am awake again and see her mischiefs,
And am not now, on every idle errand,
And new coynd anger, to be hurried,
And then despisd again, I have forgot her.

Cler. If this be true — 

O. Lady. I am sorry, I have troubled you,
More sorrie, that my Lady has adventurd
So great a favour in so weak a mind:
This hour you have refusd that when you come to know it,
Will run you mad, and make you curse that fellow,
She is not fair, nor handsom, so I leave you.

Cler. Stay Lady, stay, but is there such a business?

O. Lady. You would break your neck twere yours.

Cler. My back, you would say.

O. La. But play the friends part still, Sir, and undoe him,
Tis a fair office.

Din. I have spoke too liberally.

O. Lady. I shall deliver what you say.

Cler. You shall be hangd first,
You would fain be prating now; take the man with you.

O. Lady. Not I, I have no power.

Cler. You may goe Dinant.

O. Lady. Tis ins own will, I had no further charge, Sir,
Than to tell him what I did, which if I had thought
It should have been receivd so — 

Cler. Faith you may,
You do not know how far it may concern you.
If I perceivd any trick int.

Din. Twill end there.

Cler. Tis my fault then, there is an hour in fortune,
That must be still observd: you think Ile chide you,
When things must be, nay see, an he will hold his head up?
Would such a Lady send, with such a charge too?
Say she has plaid the fool, play the fool with her again,
The great fool, the greater still the better.
He shall goe with you woman.

Old Lady. As it please him,
I know the way alone else.

Din. Where is your Lady?

O. Lady. I shall direct you quickly.

Din. Well, Ile goe,
But what her wrongs will give me leave to say.

Cler. Well leave that to your selves: I shall hear from you.

Din. As soon as I come off — 

Cler. Come on then bravely;
Farewel till then, and play the man.

Din. You are merry;
All I expect is scorn: Ile lead you Lady. [Exeunt severally.


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.
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ENTER CHAMPERNEL, LAMIRA, Beaupre, Verdone, Charlotte.

Beaup. Wel venture on him.

Cham. Out of my doors I charge thee, see me no more.

Lami. Your Nephew?

Cham. I disclaim him,
He has no part in me, nor in my blood,
My Brother that kept fortune bound, and left
Conquest hereditary to his Issue
Could not beget a coward.

Verd. I fought, Sir,
Like a good fellow, and a Souldier too,
But men are men, and cannot make their fates:
Ascribe you to my Father what you please,
I am born to suffer.

Cham. All disgraces wretch.

Lam. Good Sir be patient.

Cham. Was there no tree,
(For to fall by a noble enemies sword,
A Coward is unworthy) nor no River,
To force thy life out backward or to drown it,
But that thou must survive thy i[n]famie?
And kill me with the sight of one I hate,
And gladly would forget?

Beaup. Sir, his misfortune
Deserves not this reproof.

Cham. In your opinion,
Tis fit you two should be of one belief,
You are indeed fine gallants, and fight bravely
Ith City with your tongues, but in the field
Have neither spirit to dare nor power to do,
Your swords are all lead there.

Beaup. I know no duty,
(How ever you may wreak your spleen on him,)
That bindes me to endure this.

Cham. From Dinant
Youl suffer more; that ever cursed I,
Should give my honour up, to the defence
Of such a thing as he is, or my Lady
That is all Innocent, for whom a dove would
Assume the courage of a daring Eagle,
Repose her confidence in one that can
No better guard her. In contempt of you
I love Dinant, mine enemy, nay admire him,
His valour claims it from me, and with justice,
He that could fight thus, in a cause not honest,
His sword edgd with defence of right and honour,
Would pierce as deep as lightning, with that speed too,
And kill as deadly.

Verd. You are as far from justice
In him you praise, as equitie in the censure
You load me with.

Beaup. Dinant? he durst not meet us.

Lam. How? durst not, Brother?

Beaup. Durst not, I repeat it.

Verd. Nor was it Cleremonts valour that disarmd us,
I had the better of him; for Dinant,
If that might make my peace with you, I dare
Write him a Coward upon every post,
And with the hazard of my life defend it.

Lam. If twere laid at the stake youd lose it, Nephew.

Cham. Came he not, say you?

Verd. No, but in his room,
There was a Devil, hird from some Magician
Ith shape of an Atturney.

Beau. Twas he did it.

Verd. And his the honour.

Beau. I could wish Dinant — 
But what talk I of one that stept aside,
And durst not come?

Lam. I am such a friend to truth,
I cannot hear this: why do you detract
Thus poorly (I should say to others basely)
From one of such approvd worth?

Cham. Ha! hows this?

Lam. From one so excellent in all thats noble,
Whose only weakness is excess of courage?
That knows no enemies, that he cannot master,
But his affections, and in them, the worst
His love to me.

Cham. To you?

Lam. Yes, Sir, to me,
I dare (for what is that which Innocence dares not)
To you profess it: and he shund not the Combat
For fear or doubt of these: blush and repent,
That you in thought ere did that wrong to valour.

Beaup. Why, this is rare.

Cham. Fore heaven, exceeding rare;
Why modest Lady, you that sing such Encomiums
Of your first Suiter — 

Verd. How can ye convince us
In your reports?

Lam. With what you cannot answer,
Twas my command that staid him.

Cham. Your command?

Lam. Mine, Sir, and had my will rankd with my power,
And his obedience, I could have sent him
With more ease, weaponless to you, and bound,
Than have kept him back, so well he loves his honour
Beyond his life.

Cham. Better, and better still.

Lam. I wrought with him in private to divert him
From your assurd destruction, had he met you.

Cham. In private?

Lam. Yes, and usd all Arts, all Charms
Of one that knew her self the absolute Mistris
Of all his faculties.

Cham. Gave all rewards too
His service could deserve; did not he take
The measure of my sheets?

Lam. Do not look yellow,
I have cause to speak; frowns cannot fright me,
By all my hopes, as I am spotless to you,
If I rest once assurd you do but doubt me,
Or curb me of that freedom you once gave me — 

Cham. What then?

Lam. Ile not alone abuse your bed, thats nothing,
But to your more vexation, tis resolvd on,
Ile run away, and then try if Dinant
Have courage to defend me.

Champ. Impudent!

Verd. And on the sudden — 

Beau. How are ye transformd
From what you were?

Lam. I was an innocent Virgin,
And I can truly swear, a Wife as pure
As ever lay by Husband, and will dy so,
Let me live unsuspected, I am no servant,
Nor will be usd like one: If you desire
To keep me constant as I would be, let
Trust and belief in you beget and nurse it;
Unnecessary jealousies make more whores
Than all baits else laid to entrap our frailties.

Beau. Theres no contesting with her, from a child
Once movd, she hardly was to be appeasd,
Yet I dare swear her honest.

Cham. So I think too,
On better judgement: I am no Italian
To lock her up; nor would I be a Dutchman,
To have my Wife, my soveraign, to command me:
Ile try the gentler way, but if that fail,
Believe it, Sir, theres nothing but extreams
Which she must feel from me.

Beau. That, as you please, Sir.

Charl. You have won the breeches, Madam, look up sweetly,
My Lord limps toward you.

Lam. You will learn more manners.

Charl. This is a fee, for counsel thats unaskd for.

Cham. Come, I mistook thee sweet, prethee forgive me,
I never will be jealous: ere I cherish
Such a mechanick humour, Ile be nothing;
Ile say, Dinant is all that thou wouldst have him,
Will that suffice?

Lam. Tis well, Sir.

Cham. Use thy freedom
Uncheckd, and unobservd, if thou wilt have it,
These shall forget their honour, I my wrongs.
Well all dote on him, hell be my reward
If I dissemble.

Lam. And that hell take me
If I affect him, hes a lustfull villain,
(But yet no coward) and sollicites me
To my dishonour, thats indeed a quarrel,
And truly mine, which I will so revenge,
As it shall fright such as dare only think
To be adulterers.

Cham. Use thine own waies,
I give up all to thee.

Beau. O women, women!
When you are pleasd you are the least of evils.

Verd. Ile rime tot, but provokt, the worst of Devils. [Exeunt.

Enter Monsieur Sampson, and three Clients.

Samp. I know Monsieur La-writ.

1 Cly. Would he knew himself, Sir.

Samp. He was a pretty Lawyer, a kind of pretty Lawyer,
Of a kind of unable thing.

2 Cly. A fine Lawyer, Sir,
And would have firkd you up a business,
And out of this Court into that.

Samp. Ye are too forward
Not so fine my friends, something he could have done,
But short short.

1 Cly. I know your worships favour,
You are Nephew to the Judge, Sir.

Samp. It may be so,
And something may be done, without trotting ith dirt, friends;
It may be I can take him in his Chamber,
And have an hours talk, it may be so,
And tell him that ins ear; there are such courtesies;
I will not say, I can.

3 Cly. We know you can, Sir.

Sam. Peradventure I, peradventure no: but wheres La-writ?
Wheres your sufficient Lawyer?

1 Cly. Hes blown up, Sir.

2 Cly. Run mad and quarrels with the Dog he meets;
He is no Lawyer of this world now.

Sam. Your reason?
Is he defunct? is he dead?

2 Cly. No hes not dead yet, Sir;
But I would be loth to take a lease ons life for two hours:
Alas, he is possest Sir, with the spirit of fighting
And quarrels with all people; but how he came to it — 

Samp. If he fight well and like a Gentleman,
The man may fight, for tis a lawfull calling.
Look you my friends, I am a civil Gentleman,
And my Lord my Uncle loves me.

3 Cly. We all know it, Sir.

Sam. I think he does, Sir, I have business too, much business,
Turn you some forty or fifty Causes in a week;
Yet when I get an hour of vacancie,
I can fight too my friends, a little does well,
I would be loth to learn to fight.

1 Cly. But andt please you Sir,
His fighting has neglected all our business,
We are undone, our causes cast away, Sir,
His not appearance.

Sam. There he fought too long,
A little and fight well, he fought too long indeed friends;
But ner the less things must be as they may,
And there be wayes — 

1 Cly. We know, Sir, if you please — 

Sam. Something Ile do: goe rally up your Causes.

Enter La-writ, and a Gentleman, at the door.

2 Cly. Now you may behold Sir,
And be a witness, whether we lie or no.

La-writ. Ile meet you at the Ordinary, sweet Gentlemen,
And if there be a wench or two — 

Gen. Well have em.

La-writ. No handling any Duells before I come,
Well have no going else, I hate a coward.

Gent. There shall be nothing done.

La-writ. Make all the quarrels
You can devise before I come, and lets all fight,
There is no sport else.

Gent. Well see what may be done, Sir.

1 Cly. Ha? Monsieur La-writ.

La-writ. Baffled in way of business,
My causes cast away, Judgement against us?
Why there it goes.

2 Cly. What shall we do the whilst Sir?

La-wr. Breed new dissentions, goe hang your selves
Tis all one to me; I have a new trade of living.

1 Cli. Do you hear what he saies Sir?

Sam. The Gentleman speaks finely.

La-wr. Will any of you fight? Fightings my occupation
If you find your selves aggrievd.

Sam. A compleat Gentleman.

La-writ. Avant thou buckram budget of petitions,
Thou spittle of lame causes; I lament for thee,
And till revenge be taken — 

Sam. Tis most excellent.

La-wr. There, every man chuse his paper, and his place.
Ile answer ye all, I will neglect no mans business
But he shall have satisfaction like a Gentleman,
The Judge may do and not do, hes but a Monsieur.

Sam. You have nothing of mine in your bag, Sir.

La-writ. I know not Sir,
But you may put any thing in, any fighting thing.

Sam. It is sufficient, you may hear hereafter.

La-writ. I rest your servant Sir.

Sam. No more words Gentlemen
But follow me, no more words as you love me,
The Gentlemans a noble Gentleman.
I shall do what I can, and then — 

Cli. We thank you Sir. [Ex. Sam. and Clients.

Sam. Not a word to disturb him, hes a Gentleman.

La-writ. No cause go o my side? the judge cast all?
And because I was honourably employed in action,
And not appeard, pronounce? tis very well,
Tis well faith, tis well, Judge.

Enter Cleremont.

Cler. Who have we here?
My little furious Lawyer?

La-writ. I say tis well,
But mark the end.

Cler. How he is metamorphosd!
Nothing of Lawyer left, not a bit of buckram,
No solliciting face now,
This is no simple conversion.
Your servant Sir, and Friend.

La-writ. You come in time, Sir,

Cler. The happier man, to be at your command then.

La-writ. You may wonder to see me thus; but thats all one,
Time shall declare; tis true I was a Lawyer,
But I have mewd that coat, I hate a Lawyer,
I talkd much in the Court, now I hate talking,
I did you the office of a man.

Cler. I must confess it.

La-w. And budgd not, no I budgd not.

Cler. No, you did not.

La-w. Theres it then, one good turn requires another.

Cler. Most willing Sir, I am ready at your service.

La-w. There, read, and understand, and then deliver it.

Cler. This is a Challenge, Sir,

La-w. Tis very like, Sir,
I seldom now write Sonnets.

Cler. O admirantis,
To Monsieur Vertaign, the President.

La-w. I chuse no Fool, Sir.

Cler. Why, hes no Sword-man, Sir.

La-w. Let him learn, let him learn,
Time, that trains Chickens up, will teach him quickly.

Cler. Why, hes a Judge, an Old Man.

La-w. Never too Old
To be a Gentleman; and he that is a Judge
Can judge best what belongs to wounded honour.
There are my griefs, he has cast away my causes,
In which he has bowed my reputation.
And therefore Judge, or no Judge.

Cler. Pray be ruld Sir,
This is the maddest thing — 

La-w. You will not carry it.

Cler. I do not tell you so, but if you may be perswaded.

La-w. You know how you usd me when I would not fight,
Do you remember, Gentleman?

Cler. The Devils in him.

La-w. I see it in your Eyes, that you dare do it,
You have a carrying face, and you shall carry it.

Cler. The least is Banishment.

La-w. Be banishd then;
Tis a friends part, well meet in Africa,
Or any part of the Earth.

Cler. Say he will not fight.

La-w. I know then what to say, take you no care, Sir,

Cler. Well, I will carry it, and deliver it,
And to morrow morning meet you in the Louver,
Till when, my service.

La-w. A Judge, or no Judge, no Judge. [Exit La-writ.

Cler. This is the prettiest Rogue that er I read of,
None to provoke to th field, but the old President;
What face shall I put on? if I come in earnest,
I am sure to wear a pair of Bracelets;
This may make some sport yet, I will deliver it,
Here comes the President.

Enter Vertaign, with two Gentlemen.

Vert. I shall find time, Gentlemen,
To do your causes good, is not that Cleremont?

1 Gent. Tis he my Lord.

Vert. Why does he smile upon me?
Am I become ridiculous? has your fortune, Sir,
Upon my Son, made you contemn his Father?
The glory of a Gentleman is fair bearing.

Cler. Mistake me not my Lord, you shall not find that,
I come with no blown Spirit to abuse you,
I know your place and honour due unto it,
The reverence to your silver Age and Vertue.

Vert. Your face is merry still.

Cler. So is my business,
And I beseech your honour mistake me not,
I have brought you from a wild or rather Mad-man
As mad a piece of — you were wont to love mirth
In your young days, I have known your Honour woo it,
This may be made no little one, tis a Challenge, Sir,
Nay, start not, I beseech you, it means you no harm,
Nor any Man of Honour, or Understanding,
Tis to steal from your serious hours a little laughter;
I am bold to bring it to your Lordship.

Vert. Tis to me indeed:
Do they take me for a Sword-man at these years?

Cler. Tis only worth your Honours Mirth, thats all Sir,
Thad been in me else a sawcy rudeness.

Vert. From one La-writ, a very punctual Challenge.

Cler. But if your Lordship mark it, no great matter.

Vert. I have known such a wrangling Advocate,
Such a little figent thing; Oh I remember him,
A notable talking Knave, now out upon him,
Has challengd me downright, defied me mortally
I do remember too, I cast his Causes.

Cler. Why, theres the quarrel, Sir, the mortal quarrel.

Vert. Why, what a Knave is this? as yare a Gentleman,
Is there no further purpose but meer mirth?
What a bold Man of War! he invites me roundly.

Cler. If there should be, I were no Gentleman,
Nor worthy of the honour of my Kindred.
And though I am sure your Lordship hates my Person,
Which Time may bring again into your favour,
Yet for the manners — 

Vert. I am satisfied,
You see, Sir, I have out-livd those days of fighting,
And therefore cannot do him the honour to beat him my self;
But I have a Kinsman much of his ability,
His Wit and Courage, for this call him Fool,
One that will spit as senseless fire as this Fellow.

Cler. And such a man to undertake, my Lord?

Vert. Nay hes too forward; these two pitch Barrels together.

Cler. Upon my soul, no harm.

Vert. It makes me smile,
Why, what a stinking smother will they utter!
Yes, he shall undertake, Sir, as my Champion,
Since you propound it mirth, Ill venture on it,
And shall defend my cause, but as yare honest
Sport not with bloud.

Cler. Think not so basely, good Sir.

Vert. A Squire shall wait upon you from my Kinsman,
To morrow morning make you sport at full,
You want no Subject; but no wounds.

Cler. Thats my care.

Ver. And so good day. [Ex. Vertaign, and Gentlemen.

Cler. Many unto your honour.
This is a noble Fellow, of a sweet Spirit,
Now must I think how to contrive this matter,
For together they shall go.

Enter Dinant.

Din. O Cleremont,
I am glad I have found thee.

Cler. I can tell thee rare things.

Din. O, I can tell thee rarer,
Dost thou love me?

Cler. Love thee?

Din. Dost thou love me dearly?
Darst thou for my sake?

Cler. Any thing thats honest.

Din. Though it be dangerous?

Cler. Pox o dangerous.

Din. Nay wondrous dangerous.

Cler. Wilt thou break my heart?

Din. Along with me then.

Cler. I must part to morrow.

Din. You shall, you shall, be faithful for this night,
And thou hast made thy friend.

Cler. Away, and talk not. [Exeunt.

Enter Lamira, and Nurse.

Lam. O Nurse, welcome, wheres Dinant?

Nurse. Hes at my back.
Tis the most liberal Gentleman, this Gold
He gave me for my pains, nor can I blame you,
If you yield up the fort.

Lam. How? yield it up?

Nurse. I know not, he that loves, and gives so largely,
And a young Lord to boot, or I am cozend,
May enter every where.

Lam. Thoult make me angry.

Enter Dinant, and Cleremont.

Nur. Why, if you are, I hope heres one will please you,
Look on him with my Eyes, good luck go with you:
Were I young for your sake — 

Din. I thank thee, Nurse.

Nur. I would be tractable, and as I am — 

Lam. Leave the room,
So old, and so immodest! and be careful,
Since whispers will wake sleeping jealousies,
That none disturb my Lord. [Exit Nurse.

Cler. Will you dispatch?
Till you come to the matter be not rapt thus,
Walk in, walk in, I am your scout for once,
You owe me the like service.

Din. And will pay it.

Lam. As you respect our lives, speak not so loud.

Cler. Why, do it in dumb shew then, I am silencd.

Lam. Be not so hasty, Sir, the golden Apples
Had a fell Dragon for their Guard, your pleasures
Are to be attempted with Herculean danger,
Or never to be gotten.

Din. Speak the means.

Lam. Thus briefly, my Lord sleeps now, and alas,
Each Night, he only sleeps.

Cler. Go, keep her stirring.

Lam. Now if he wake, as sometimes he does,
He only stretches out his hand and feels,
Whether I am a bed, which being assurd of,
He sleeps again; but should he miss me, Valour
Could not defend our lives.

Din. Whats to be done then?

Lam. Servants have servile faiths, nor have I any
That I dare trust; on noble Cleremont
We safely may rely.

Cler. What man can do,
Command and boldly.

Lam. Thus then in my place,
You must lye with my Lord.

Cler. With an old man?
Two Beards together, thats preposterous.

Lam. There is no other way, and though tis dangerous,
He having servants within call, and armd too,
Slaves fed to act all that his jealousie
And rage commands them, yet a true friend should not
Check at the hazard of a life.

Cler. I thank you,
I love my friend, but know no reason why
To hate my self; to be a kind of pander,
You see I am willing,
But to betray mine own throat you must pardon.

Din. Then I am lost, and all my hopes defeated,
Were I to hazard ten times more for you,
You should find, Cleremont — 

Cler. You shall not outdo me,
Fall what may fall, Ill dot.

Din. But for his Beard — 

Lam. To cover that you shall have my night Linnen,
And you disposd of, my Dinant and I
Will have some private conference.

Enter Champernel, privately.

Cler. Private doing,
Or Ill not venture.

Lam. Thats as we agree. [Exeunt.

Enter Nurse, and Charlotte, pass over the Stage with
Pillows, Night cloaths, and such things.

Cham. What can this Woman do, preserving her honour?
I have given her all the liberty that may be,
I will not be far off though, nor I will not be jealous,
Nor trust too much, I think she is vertuous,
Yet when I hold her best, shes but a Woman,
As full of frailty as of faith, a poor sleight Woman,
And her best thoughts, but weak fortifications,
There may be a Mine wrought: Well, let em work then,
I shall meet with it, till the signs be monstrous,
And stick upon my head, I will not believe it, [Stands private.
She may be, and she may not, now to my observation.

Enter Dinant, and Lamira.

Din. Why do you make me stay so? if you love me — 

Lam. You are too hot and violent.

Din. Why do you shift thus
From one Chamber to another?

Lam. A little delay, Sir,
Like fire, a little sprinkled or with water
Makes the desires burn clear, and ten times hotter.

Din. Why do you speak so loud? I praye go in,
Sweet Mistriss, I am mad, time steals away,
And when we would enjoy — 

Lam. Now fie, fie, Servant,
Like sensual Beasts shall we enjoy our pleasures?

Din. Pray do not kiss me then.

Lam. Why, that I will, and you shall find anon, servant.

Din. Softly, for heavens sake, you know my friends engagd,
A little now, now; will ye go in again?

Lam. Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Din. Why do you laugh so loud, Precious?
Will you betray me; ha my friends throat cut?

Lam. Come, come, Ill kiss thee again.

Cham. Will you so? you are liberal,
If you do cozen me — 

Enter Nurse with Wine.

Din. Whats this?

Lam. Wine, Wine, a draught or two.

Din. What does this Woman here?

Lam. She shall not hinder you.

Din. This might have been spard,
Tis but delay and time lost; pray send her softly off.

Lam. Sit down, and mix your spirits with Wine,
I will make you another Hercules.

Din. I dare not drink;
Fie, what delays you make! I dare not,
I shall be drunk presently, and do strange things then.

Lam. Not drink a cup with your Mistriss! O the pleasure.

Din. Lady, why this? [Musick.

Lam. We must have mirth to our Wine, Man.

Din. Pl —— o the Musick.

Champ. God-a-mercy Wench,
If thou dost cuckold me I shall forgive thee.

Din. The house will all rise now, this will disturb all.
Did you do this?

Lam. Peace, and sit quiet, fool,
You love me, come, sit down and drink.

Enter Cleremont above.

Cler. What a Devil ail you?
How cold I sweat! a hogs pox stop your pipes, [Musick.
The thing will wake; now, now, methinks I find
His Sword just gliding through my throat. Whats that?
A vengeance choak your pipes. Are you there, Lady?
Stop, stop those Rascals; do you bring me hither
To be cut into minced meat? why Dinant?

Din. I cannot do withal;
I have spoke, and spoke; I am betrayd and lost too.

Cler. Do you hear me? do you understand me?
Plague dam your Whistles. [Musick ends.

Lam. Twas but an over-sight, they have done, lye down.

Cler. Would you had done too,
You know not
In what a misery and fear I lye.
You have a Lady in your arms.

Din. I would have — [The Recorders again.

Champ. Ill watch you Goodman Woud have.

Cler. Remove for Heavens sake,
And fall to that you come for.

Lam. Lie you down,
Tis but an hours endurance now.

Cler. I dare not, softly sweet Lady —— heart?

Lam. Tis nothing but your fear, he sleeps still soundly,
Lie gently down.

Cler. Pray make an end.

Din. Come, Madam.

Lam. These Chambers are too near. [Ex. Din. Lam.

Cham. I shall be nearer;
Well, go thy wayes, Ile trust thee through the world,
Deal how thou wilt: that that I never feel,
Ile never fear. Yet by the honour of a Souldier,
I hold thee truly noble: How these things will look,
And how their blood will curdle! Play on Children,
You shall have pap anon. O thou grand Fool,
That thou knewst but thy fortune — [Musick done.

Cler. Peace, good Madam,
Stop her mouth, Dinant, it sleeps yet, pray be wary,
Dispatch, I cannot endure this misery,
I can hear nothing more; Ill say my prayers,
And down again — [Whistle within.
A thousand Alarms fall upon my quarters,
Heaven send me off; when I lye keeping Courses.
Pl —— o your fumbling, Dinant; how I shake!
Tis still again: would I were in the Indies. [Exit Cler.

Enter Dinant, and Lamira: a light within.

Din. Why do you use me thus? thus poorly? basely?
Work me into a hope, and then destroy me?
Why did you send for me? this new way train me?

Lam. Mad-man, and fool, and false man, now Ill shew thee.

Din. Pray put your light out.

Lam. Nay Ill hold it thus,
That all chaste Eyes may see thy lust, and scorn it.
Tell me but this when you first doted on me,
And made suit to enjoy me as your Wife,
Did you not hold me honest?

Din. Yes, most vertuous.

Lam. And did not that appear the only lustre
That made me worth your love and admiration?

Din. I must confess — 

Lam. Why would you deal so basely?
So like a thief, a Villain?

Din. Peace, good Madam.

Lam. Ill speak aloud too; thus maliciously,
Thus breaking all the Rules of honesty,
Of honour and of truth, for which I lovd you,
For which I calld you servant, and admird you;
To steal that Jewel purchasd by another,
Piously set in Wedlock, even that Jewel,
Because it had no flaw, you held unvaluable:
Can he that has lovd good, dote on the Devil?
For he that seeks a Whore, seeks but his Agent;
Or am I of so wild and low a blood?
So nursd in infamies?

Din. I do not think so,
And I repent.

Lam. That will not serve your turn, Sir.

Din. It was your treaty drew me on.

Lam. But it was your villany
Made you pursue it; I drew you but to try
How much a man, and nobly thou durst stand,
How well you had deservd the name of vertuous;
But you like a wild torrent, mixd with all
Beastly and base affections came floating on,
Swelling your poysond billows — 

Din. Will you betray me?

Lam. To all the miseries a vext Woman may.

Din. Let me but out,
Give me but room to toss my Sword about me,
And I will tell you yare a treacherous woman,
O that I had but words!

Lam. They will not serve you.

Din. But two-edgd words to cut thee; a Lady traytor?
Perish by a proud Puppet? I did you too much honour,
To tender you my love, too much respected you
To think you worthy of my worst embraces.
Go take your Groom, and let him dally with you,
Your greasie Groom; I scorn to imp your lame stock,
You are not fair, nor handsome, I lyed loudly,
This tongue abusd you when it spoke you beauteous.

Lam. Tis very well, tis brave.

Din. Put out your light,
Your lascivious eyes are flames enough
For Fools to find you out; a Lady Plotter!
Must I begin your sacrifice of mischief?
I and my friend, the first-fruits of that bloud,
You and your honourable Husband aim at?
Crooked and wretched you are both.

Lam. To you, Sir,
Yet to the Eye of Justice straight as Truth.

Din. Is this a womans love? a womans mercy?
Do you profess this seriously? do you laugh at me?

Lam. Ha, ha.

Din. Pl —— light upon your scorns, upon your flatteries,
Upon your tempting faces, all destructions;
A bedrid winter hang upon your cheeks,
And blast, blast, blast those buds of Pride that paint you;
Death in your eyes to fright men from these dangers:
Raise up your trophy, Cleremont.

Cler. What a vengeance ail you?

Din. What dismal noise! is there no honour in you?
Cleremont, we are betrayed, betrayed, sold by a woman;
Deal bravely for thy self.

Cler. This comes of rutting;
Are we made stales to one another?

Din. Yes, we are undone, lost.

Cler. You shall pay fort grey-beard.
Up, up, you sleep your last else. {Lights above, two Servants
{and Anabel.
1 Serv. No, not yet, Sir,
Lady, look up, would you have wrongd this Beauty?
Wake so tender a Virgin with rough terms?
You wear a Sword, we must entreat you leave it.

2 Serv. Fye Sir, so sweet a Lady?

Cler. Was this my bed-fellow, pray give me leave to look,
I am not mad yet, I may be by and by.
Did this lye by me?
Did I fear this? is this a Cause to shake at?
Away with me for shame, I am a Rascal.

Enter Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, Lamira, Anabel,
Cleremont, and two Servants.

Din. I am amazd too.

Beaup. Well recover you.

Verd. You walk like Robin-good-fellow all the house over,
And every man afraid of you.

Din. Tis well, Lady;
The honour of this deed will be your own,
The world shall know your bounty.

Beaup. What shall we do with em?

Cler. Geld me,
For tis not fit I should be a man again,
I am an Ass, a Dog.

Lam. Take your revenges,
You know my Husbands wrongs and your own losses.

Anab. A brave man, an admirable brave man;
Well, well, I would not be so tryed again;
A very handsome proper Gentleman.

Cler. Will you let me lye by her but one hour more,
And then hang me?

Din. We wait your malice, put your swords home bravely,
You have reason to seek bloud.

Lam. Not as you are noble.

Cham. Hands off, and give them liberty, only disarm em.

Beaup. We have done that already.

Cham. You are welcome, Gentlemen,
I am glad my house has any pleasure for you,
I keep a couple of Ladies here, they say fair,
And you are young and handsome, Gentlemen;
Have you any more mind to Wenches?

Cler. To be abusd too? Lady, you might have helpd this.

Ana. Sir now tis past, but t may be I may stand
Your friend hereafter, in a greater matter.

Cler. Never whilst you live.

Ana. You cannot tell — now, Sir, a parting hand.

Cler. Down and Roses:
Well I may live to see you again. A dull Rogue,
No revelation in thee.

Lam. Were you well frighted?
Were your fitts from the heart, of all colds and colours?
Thats all your punishment.

Cler. It might have been all yours,
Had not a block-head undertaken it.

Cham. Your swords you must leave to these Gentlemen.

Verd. And now, when you dare fight,
We are on even Ice again.

Din. Tis well:
To be a Mistris, is to be a monster,
And so I leave your house, and you for ever.

Lam. Leave your wild lusts, and then you are a master.

Cham. You may depart too.

Cler. I had rather stay here.

Cham. Faith we shall fright you worse.

Cler. Not in that manner,
Theres five hundred Crowns, fright me but so again.

Din. Come Cleremont, this is the hour of fool.

Cler. Wiser the next shall be or well to School. [Exeunt.

Champ. How coolly these hot gallants are departed!
Faith Cousin, twas unconscionably done,
To lye so still, and so long.

Anab. Twas your pleasure,
If twere a fault, I may hereafter mend.

Champ. O my best Wife,
Take now what course thou wilt, and lead what life.

Lam. The more trust you commit, the more care still,
Goodness and vertue shall attend my will.

Cham. Lets laugh this night out now, and count our gains.
We have our honours home, and they their pains. [Exeunt omnes.


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Cleremont, Dinant.

Din. It holds, they will go thither.

Cler. To their Summer-house?

Din. Thither ith evening, and which is the most infliction,
Only to insult upon our miseries.

Cler. Are you provided?

Din. Yes, yes.

Cler. Throughly?

Din. Throughly.

Cler. Basta, enough, I have your mind, I will not fail you.

Din. At such an hour.

Cler. Have I a memory?
A Cause, and Will to do? thou art so sullen — 

Din. And shall be, till I have a fair reparation.

Cler. I have more reason, for I scaped a fortune,
Which if I come so near again: I say nothing,
But if I sweat not in another fashion — 
O, a delicate Wench.

Din. Tis certain a most handsome one.

Cler. And me thought the thing was angry with it self too
It lay so long conceald, but I must part with you,
I have a scene of mirth, to drive this from my heart,
And my hour is come.

Din. Miss not your time.

Cler. I dare not. [Exeunt severally.

Enter Sampson, and a Gentleman.

Gent. I presume, Sir, you now need no instruction,
But fairly know, what belongs to a Gentleman;
You bear your Uncles cause.

Sam. Do not disturb me,
I understand my cause, and the right carriage.

Gent. Be not too bloody.

Sam. As I find my enemy; if his sword bite,
If it bite, Sir, you must pardon me.

Gent. No doubt he is valiant,
He durst not undertake else,

Sam. Hes most welcome,
As he is most valiant, he were no man for me else.

Gent. But say he should relent.

Sam. He dies relenting,
I cannot help it, he must di[e] relenting,
If he pray, praying, ipso facto, praying,
Your honourable way admits no prayer,
And if he fight, he falls, theres his quietus.

Gent. Yare nobly punctual, lets retire and meet em,
But still, I say, have mercy.

Samp. I say, honour. [Exeunt.

Enter Champernel, Lamira, Anabel, Beaupre, Verdone,
Charlote and a Servant.

Lam. Will not you go sweet-heart?

Champ. Go? Ile fly with thee.
I stay behind?

Lam. My Father will be there too,
And all our best friends.

Beau. And if we be not merry,
We have hard luck, Lady.

Verd. Faith lets have a kind of play.

Cham. What shall it be?

Verd. The story of Dinant.

Lam. With the merry conceits of Cleremont,
His Fits and Feavers.

Ana. But Ile lie still no more.

Lam. That, as you make the Play, twill be rare sport,
And how twill vex my gallants, when they hear it!
Have you given order for the Coach?

Charl. Yes, Madam.

Cham. My easie Nag, and padd.

Serv. Tis making ready.

Champ. Where are your Horses?

Beau. Ready at an hour, Sir: well not be last.

Cham. Fie, what a night shall we have!
A roaring, merry night.

Lam. Well flie at all, Sir.

Cham. Ile flie at thee too, finely, and so ruffle thee,
Ile try your Art upon a Country pallet.

Lam. Brag not too much, for fear I should expect it,
Then if you fail — 

Cham. Thou saiest too true, we all talk.
But lets in, and prepare, and after dinner
Begin our mirthful pilgrimage.

Lam. He thats sad,
A crab-faced Mistris cleave to him for this year. [Exeunt.

Enter Cleremont, and La-writ.

La-writ. Since it cannot be the Judge — 

Cler. Tis a great deal better.

La-writ. You are sure, he is his kinsman? a Gentleman?

Cler. As arrant a Gentleman, and a brave fellow,
And so near to his blood — 

La-writ. It shall suffice,
Ile set him further off, Ile give a remove
Shall quit his kindred, Ile lopp him.

Cl[e]r. Will ye kill him?

La-w. And there were no more Cousins in the world I kill him,
I do mean, Sir, to kill all my Lords kindred.
For every cause a Cousin.

Cler. How if he have no more Cousins?

La-writ. The next a kin then to his Lordships favour;
The man he smiles upon.

Cler. Why this is vengeance, horrid, and dire.

La-writ. I love a dire revenge:
Give me the man that will all others kill,
And last himself,

Cler. You stole that resolution.

La-writ. I had it in a Play, but thats all one,
I woud see it done.

Cler. Come, you must be more merciful.

La-writ. To no Lords Cousins in the world, I hate em;
A Lords Cousin to me is a kind of Cockatrice,
If I see him first, he dies.
A strange Antipathy.

Cler. What think you of their Nieces?

La-writ. If I like em,
They may live, and multiply; tis a cold morning.

Cler. Tis sharp indeed; you have broke your fast?

La-writ. No verily.

Cler. Your valour would have askd a good foundation.

La-writ. Hang him, Ile kill him fasting.

Enter Sampson and the Gent.

Cler. Here they come,
Bear your self in your language, smooth and gently,
When your swords argue.

La-writ. Pray Sir, spare your precepts.

Gent. I have brought you, Sir — 

La-writ. Tis very well, no words,
You are welcome, Sir.

Sam. I thank you, Sir, few words.

La-writ. Ile kill you for your Uncles sake.

Sam. I love you,
Ile cut your throat for your own sake.

La-writ. I esteem of you.

Cler. Lets render em honest, and fair, Gentlemen,
Search my friend, Ile search yours.

Gent. Thats quickly done.

Cler. You come with no Spells, nor Witchcrafts?

Sam. I come fairly to kill him honestly.

La-writ. Hang Spells, and Witchcrafts,
I come to kill my Lords Nephew like a Gentleman,
And so I kiss his hand.

Gent. This Doublet is too stiff.

La-writ. Off witht, I hate it,
And all such fortifications, feel my skin,
If that be stiff, flea that off too.

Gent. Tis no soft one.

La-writ. Off witht, I say:
Ile fight with him like a flead Cat.

Gent. You are well, you are well.

Cler. You must uncase too.

Sam. Yes, Sir.
But tell me this, why should I mix mine honour
With a fellow, that has nere a lace ins shirt?

Gent. Thats a main point, my friend has two.

Cler. Thats true, Sir.

La-w. Base and degenerate Cousin, dost not thou know
An old, and tatterd colours, to the enemy,
Is of more honour, and shews more ominous?
This shirt, five times, victorious I have fought under,
And cut through squadrons of your curious cut-works,
As I will do through thine, shake, and be satisfied.

Cler. This is unanswerable.

Sam. But may I fight with a foul shirt?

Gent. Most certain, so it be a fighting shirt,
Let it be nere so foul, or lowsie, Cæsar wore such a one.

Sam. Saint Denis then: I accept your shirt.

Cler. Not so forward, first you must talk,
Tis a main point, of the French method,
Talk civilly, and make your cause Authentick.

Gent. No weapon must be near you, nor no anger.

Cler. When you have done, then stir your resolutions,
Take to your Weapons bravely.

La-writ. Tis too cold;
This for a Summer fight.

Cler. Not for a world you should transgress the rules.

Sam. Tis pievish weather,
I had rather fight without.

Gent. An twere in a River.

Cler. Where both stood up to th chins.

La-writ. Then lets talk quickly,
Pl —— o this circumstance.

Cler. Are the Horses come yet?

Gent. Yes certain: give your swords to us, now civilly.

Cler. Well stand a while off; take the things, and leave em,
You know when, and let the children play:
This is a dainty time of year for puppies,
Would the old Lord were here.

Gent. He would dye with laughter.

Cler. I am sorry I have no time to see this game out,
Away, away.

Gent. Heres like to be a hot fight,
Call when yare fit. [Ex. Cler. and Gent.

La-writ. Why look you Sir, you seem to be a Gentleman,
And you come in honour of your Uncle, boh, boh, tis very cold;
Your Uncle has offerd me some few affronts,
Past flesh and blood to bear: boh, boh, wondrous cold.

Sam. My Lord, mine Uncle, is an honourable man,
And what he offers, boh, boh, cold indeed,
Having made choice of me, an unworthy kinsman,
Yet take me with you: boh, boh, pestilence cold,
Not altogether.

La-writ. Boh, boh, I say altogether.

Sam. You say you know not what then? boh, boh, Sir.

La-writ. Sir me with your sword in your hand;
You have a scurvy Uncle, you have a most scurvy cause,
And you are — boh, boh.

Sam. Boh, boh, what?

La-writ. A shitten scurvy Cousin.

Samp. Our Swords; our Swords;
Thou art a Dog, and like a Dog, our Swords.

La-w. Our weapons Gentlemen: ha? wheres your second?

Sam. Wheres yours?

La-writ. So ho; our weapons.

Sam. Wa, ha, ho, our weapons;
Our Doublets and our weapons, I am dead.

La-w. First, second, third, a pl —— be wi you Gentlemen.

Sam. Are these the rules of honour? I am starvd.

La-w. They are gone, and we are here; what shall we do?

Sam. O for a couple of Faggots.

La-w. Hang a couple of Faggots.
Darst thou take a killing cold with me?

Sam. I have it already.

La-w. Rogues, Thieves, boh, boh, run away with our Doublets?
To fight at Buffets now, twere such a May-game.

Sam. There were no honour int, pl —— ont, tis scurvy.

La-w. Or to revenge my wrongs at fisty-cuffes.

Sam. My Lord, mine Uncles cause, depend on Boxes?

La-w. Lets go in quest, if we ever recover em.

Sam. I, come, our Colds together, and our Doublets.

La-w. Give me thy hand; thou art a valiant Gentleman,
I say if ever we recover em — 

Sam. Lets get into a house and warm our hearts.

La-w. Theres nere a house within this mile, beat me,
Kick me and beat me as I go, and Ile beat thee too,
To keep us warm; if ever we recover em — 
Kick hard, I am frozen: so, so, now I feel it.

Sam. I am dull yet.

La-w. Ile warm thee, Ile warm thee — Gentlemen?
Rogues, Thieves, Thieves: run now Ile follow thee. [Exeunt.

Enter Vertaign, Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, Lamira,
Annabel, Charlote, Nurse.

Verta. Use legs, and have legs.

Cham. You that have legs say so,
I put my one to too much stress.

Verdo. Your Horse, Sir,
Will meet you within half a mile.

Lam. I like
The walk so well, I should not miss my Coach,
Though it were further. Annabel thou art sad:
What ails my Niece?

Beau. Shes still musing, Sister,
How quietly her late bed-fellow lay by her.

Nurse. Old as I am, he would have startled me,
Nor can you blame her.

Char. Had I tane her place,
I know not, but I fear, I should ha shreekd,
Though he had never offerd — 

Ana. Out upon thee,
Thou wouldst have taught him.

Char. I think, with your pardon,
That you wish now you had.

Ana. I am glad I yield you [Cornet.
Such ample scope of mirth. [Musick within.

Verta. Nay, be not angry,
Theres no ill meant: ha? Musick, and choice Musick?

Cham. Tis near us in the Grove; what courteous bounty
Bestows it on us? my dancing days are done;
Yet I would thank the giver, did I know him.

Verdo. Tis questionless, some one of your own Village,
That hearing of your purposd journey thither,
Prepares it for your entertainment, and
The honour of my Lady.

Lam. I think rather,
Some of your Lordships Clients.

Beaup. What say you Cousin,
If they should prove your Suitors?

Verd. Thats most likely.

Nurse. I say if you are noble, bet who will,
Go presently and thank em: I can jump yet,
Or tread a measure.

Lam. Like a Millers Mare.

Nurs. I warrant you well enough to serve the Country,
Ile make one, and lead the way. [Exit.

Charl. Do you note,
How zealous the old Crone is?

Lam. And you titter
As eagerly as she: come sweet, well follow,
No ill can be intended. [Musick ends.

Cham. I nere feared yet. [Exeunt.

SONG in the Wood.

This way, this way come and hear,
You that hold these pleasures dear,
Fill your ears with our sweet sound,
Whilst we melt the frozen ground:
This way come, make haste oh fair,
Let your clear eyes gild the Air;
Come and bless us with your sight,
This way, this way, seek delight.

Enter company of Gentlemen, like Ruffians.

1 Gent. They are ours, but draw them on a little further
From the foot-path into the neighbouring thicket,
And we may dot, as safe as in a Castle.

2 Gent. They follow still; the President Vertaigne
Comes on a pace, and Champernel limps after;
The Women, as if they had wings, and walkt
Upon the Air, fly to us.

1 Gent. They are welcome,
Well make em sport; make a stand here, all know
How we are to proceed.

2 Gent. We are instructed. [Still Musick within.

1 Gent. One strain or two more. [Gent. off.

Enter Vertaigne, Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, Lamira,
Anabel, Nurse, Charlote.

Excellent, they are come.

Nurse. We cannot miss, in such a business, yet
Mine ear ner faild me. [Musick for the Dance.

Charl. Would we were at it once,
I do not walk, but Dance.

1 Gent. You shall have dancing.
Begin, and when I give the word — 

2 Gent. No more:
We are instructed. [Dance.

Beaupre. But win us fairly — 

1 Gent. O Sir, we do not come to try your valour,
But to possess you, yet we use you kindly
In that, like English Thieves, we kill you not,
But are contented with the spoil.

Verta. Oh Heaven!
How hath mine age deservd this?

Cham. Hell confound it,
This comes of walking; had I kept my legs,
Or my good Horse, my Armour on,
My Staff in my rest, and this good Sword too, friend,
How I would break and scatter these.

All Gent. Ha, ha, ha.

Cham. Do you scorn me Rogues?

Nurs. Nay, Gentlemen, kind Gentlemen,
Or honest keepers of these woods, but hear me,
Be not so rough; if you are taken with
My beauty, as it hath been worth the seeking,
Some one or two of you try me in private,
You shall not find me squeamish.

Charl. Do not kill me,
And do your worst, Ile suffer.

Lam. Peace vile creatures.

Vert. Do you know me, or my place, that you presume not
To touch my person?

1 Gent. If you are well, rest so,
Provoke not angry Wasps.

Verta. You are Wasps indeed,
Never created to yield Wax or Honey,
But for your Countries torment; yet if you are men,
(As you seem such in shape) if true born French-men,
However want compels you to these courses,
Rest satisfied with what you can take from us,
(These Ladies honours, and our liberties safe)
We freely give it.

1 Gent. You give but our own.

Verta. Look on these grey hairs, as you would be old,
Their tears, as you would have yours to find mercy
When Justice shall oretake you.

Cham. Look on me,
Look on me Rascals, and learn of me too,
That have been in some part of your profession,
Before that most of you ere suckd, I know it,
I have rode hard, and late too.

Verta. Take heed, Sir.

Cham. Then use me like a Brother of the Trade,
For I have been at Sea, as you on land are,
Restore my Matrimony undefild,
Wrong not my Neece, and for our gold or silver,
If I pursue you, hang me.

Nurs. Tis well offerd,
And as I said, sweet Gentlemen, with sowre faces,
If you are high, and want some sport, or so,
(As living without action here, you may do)
Forbear their tender grissels, they are meat
Will wash away, there is no substance in it,
We that are expert in the game, and tough too,
Will hold you play.

Enter Dinant and Cleremont.

1 Gent. This Hen longs to be troden.

Din. Lackey, my Horse.

Cler. This way, I heard the cries
Of distressd Women.

2 Gent. Stand upon your guard.

Din. Whos here? my witty, scornful Lady-plot
In the hands of Ruffians?

Cler. And my fine cold virgin,
That was insensible of man, and woman?

Din. Justice too,
Without a sword to guard it self?

Cler. And valour with its hands bound?

Din. And the great Souldier dull?
Why this is strange.

Lam. Dinant as thou art noble — 

Ana. As thou art valiant Cleremont — 

Lam. As ever I appeard lovely — 

Ana. As you ever hope
For what I would give gladly — 

Cler. Pretty conjurations.

Lam. All injuries a little laid behind you.

Ana. Shew your selves men, and help us.

Din. Though your many
And gross abuses of me should more move me
To triumph in your miseries than relieve you, — 
Yet that hereafter you may know that I
The scornd and despisd Dinant, know what does
Belong to honour, thus — 

Cler. I will say little, [Fight.
Speak thou for me.

Cham. Tis bravely fought.

Verta. Brave tempers,
To do thus for their enemies.

Cham. They are lost yet.

1 Gent. You that would rescue others, shall now feel
What they were born to.

2 Gent. Hurry them away. [Ex. Manent Vert. and Champernel.

Cham. That I could follow them.

Verta. I only can lament my fortune, and desire of heaven
A little life for my revenge.

Cham. The Provost
Shall fire the woods, but I will find em out,
No cave, no rock, nor hell shall keep them from
My searching vengeance.

Enter La-writ, and Sampson.

La-writ. O cold! O fearfull cold! plague of all seconds.

Samp. O for a pint of burnt wine, or a sip
Of aqua-fortis.

Cham. The rogues have met with these two
Upon my life and robd em.

La-writ. As you are honourable Gentlemen,
Impart unto a couple of cold combatants.

Sam. My Lord, mine uncle as I live.

La-writ. Pox take him.
How that word has warmd my mouth!

Verta. Why how now Cousin?
Why, why? and where man, have you been? at a Poulters
That you are casd thus like a rabbet? I could laugh now,
And I shall laugh, for all I have lost my Children,
Laugh monstrously.

Cham. What are they?

Verta. Give me leave Sir,
Laugh more and more, never leave laughing.

Cham. Why Sir?

Verta. Why tis such a thing I smell it Sir, I smell it,
Such a ridiculous thing, — 

La-writ. Do you laugh at me my Lord?
I am very cold, but that should not be laught at.

Cham. What art thou?

La-writ. What art thou?

Sam. If he had his doublet. — 
And his sword by his side, as a Gentleman ought to have.

Verta. Peace Monsieur Sampson.

Cham. Come hither little Gentleman.

La-writ. Base is the slave commanded: come to me.

Verta. This is the little advocate.

Cham. What advocate?

Verta. The little advocate that sent me a challenge,
I told you that my Nephew undertook it,
And what twas like to prove: now you see the issue.

Cham. Is this the little Lawyer?

La-writ. You have a sword Sir,
And I have none, you have a doublet too
That keeps you warm, and makes you merry.

Sam. If your Lordship knew
The nature, and the nobleness of the Gentleman,
Though he shew slight here, and at what gusts of danger
His manhood has arrived,
But that
Mens fates are foolish,
And often headlong overrun their fortunes.

La-writ. That little Lawyer would so prick his ears up,
And bite your honour by the nose.

Cham. Say you so Sir?

La-writ. So niggle about your grave shins Lord Verta[ig]ne too.

Sam. No more sweet Gentleman, no more of that Sir.

La-writ. I will have more, I must have more.

Verta. Out with it.

Sam. Nay he is as brave a fellow. — 

Cham. Have I caught you? [Strikes him down.

Verta. Do not kill him, do not kill him.

Cham. No, no, no, I will not. Do you peep again?
Down down proud heart.

Sam. O valour,
Look up brave friend, I have no means to rescue thee,
My Kingdom for a sword.

Cham. Ile sword you presently,
Ile claw your skin coat too.

Verta. Away good Sampson,
You go to grass else instantly.

Sam. But do not murder my brave friend.

Verta. Not one word.

Cham. If you do sirra — 

Sam. Must I goe off dishonourd?
Adversity tries valour, so I leave thee. [Exit.

Cham. Are you a Lawyer Sir?

La-writ. I was, I was Sir.

Cham. Nay never look, your Lawyers pate is broken,
And your litigious blood about your ears sirra,
Why do you fight and snarle?

La-writ. I was possest.

Cham. Ile dispossess you.

Verta. Ha, ha, ha.

La-writ. Et tu Brute?

Verta. Beat him no more.

Cham. Alas Sir I must beat him,
Beat him into his business again, he will be lost else.

Verta. Then take your way.

Cham. Ly still, and doe not struggle.

La-writ. I am patient,
I never saw my blood before, it jades me,
I have no more heart now than a goose.

Cham. Why sirra, why do you leave your trade, your trade of living,
And send your challenges like thunderbolts,
To men of honourd place?

La-writ. I understand Sir,
I never understood before your beating.

Cham. Does this work on you?

La-writ. Yes.

Cham. Do you thank me fort?

La-writ. As well as a beaten man can.

Cham. And do you promise me,
To fall close to your trade again? leave brawling?

La-writ. If you will give me leave and life.

Cham. And ask this noble man forgiveness?

La-writ. Heartily.

Cham. Rise then, and get you gone, and let me hear of you
As of an advocate new vampt; no more words,
Get you off quickly, and make no murmurs,
I shall pursue you else.

La-writ. I have done sweet Gentlemen. [Exit.

Verta. But we forget our selves, our friends and Children.

Cham. Wel raise the country first, then take our fortunes. [Exeunt.

Enter one Gentleman, and Lamira.

1 Gent. Shall I entreat for what I may command?

Lam. Think on my birth.

1 Gent. Here I am only Noble,
A King, and thou in my dominions, fool,
A subject and a slave.

Lam. Be not a Tyrant,
A ravisher of honour, gentle Sir,
And I will think ye such, and on my knees,
As to my Soveraign, pay a Subjects duty,
With prayers and tears.

1 Gent. I like this humble carriage,
I will walk by, but kneel you still and weep too,
It shews well, while I meditate on the prey,
Before I seize it.

Lam. Is there no mercie, Heaven?

Enter second Gent. and Anabel.

2 Gent. Not kiss you?
I will kiss and kiss again.

Ana. Savage villain!
My Innocence be my strength, I do defie thee,
Thus scorn and spit at thee; will you come on Sir?
You are hot, there is a cooler.

2 Gent. A virago?

Ana. No, loathsome Goat, more, more, I am that Goddess,
That here with whips of steel in hell hereafter
Scourge rape and theft.

2 Gent. Ile try your deity.

Ana. My chastity, and this knife held by a Virgin,
Against thy lust, thy sword and thee a Beast,
Call on for the encounter.

2 Gent. Now what think you? [Throws her and taks her Knife.
Are you a Goddess?

Ana. In me their power suffers,
That should protect the Innocent.

1 Gent. I am all fire,
And thou shall quench it, and serve my pleasures.
Come partner in the spoil and the reward,
Let us enjoy our purchase.

Lam. O Dinant!
O Heaven! O Husband!

Ana. O my Cleremont!

1 Gent. Two are our slaves they call on, bring em forth
As they are chaind together, let them see
And suffer in the object.

Enter Dinant, and Cleremont, bound by the rest of the
Gent.

2 Gent. While we sit
And without pity hear em.

Cler. By my life,
I suffer more for thee than for my self.

Din. Be a man Cleremont, and look upon em
As such that not alone abusd our service,
Fed us with hopes most bitter in digestion,
But when love faild, to draw on further mischief,
The baits they laid for us, were our own honours,
Which thus hath made us slaves too, worse than slaves.

2 Gent. He dies.

1 Gent. Pray hold, give him a little respite.

Din. I see you now beyond expression wretched,
The wit you bragd of foold, that boasted honour,
As you believd compassd with walls of brass,
To guard it sure, subject to be orethrown
With the least blast of lust.

Lam. A most sad truth.

Din. That confidence which was not to be shaken
In a perpetual fever, and those favours,
Which with so strong and Ceremonious duty
Your lover and a Gentleman long sought for,
Sought, sued, and kneeld in vain for, must you yield up
To a licentious villain, that will hardly
Allow you thanks fort.

Cler. Something I must say too,
And to you pretty one, though crying one;
To be hangd now, when these worshipful benchers please,
Though I know not their faces that condemn me,
A little startles me, but a man is nothing,
A Maidenhead is the thing, the thing all aim at;
Do not you wish now, and wish from your heart too,
When scarce sweet with my fears, I long lay by you
Those fears you and your good Aunt put upon me,
To make you sport, you had given a little hint,
A touch or so, to tell me I was mortal,
And by a mortal woman?

Ana. Pray you no more.

Cler. If I had loosd that virgin Zone, observe me,
I would have hired the best of all our Poets
To have sung so much, and so well in the honour
Of that nights joy, that Ovids afternoon,
Nor his Corinna should again be mentiond.

Ana. I do repent, and wish I had.

Cler. Thats comfort,
But now — 

2 Gent. Another that will have it offerd,
Compel it to be offerd, shall enjoy it.

Cler. A rogue, a ruffian.

2 Gent. As you love your throat, — 

1 Gent. Away with them.

Ana. O Cleremont!

Lam. O Dinant!

Din. I can but add your sorrows to my sorrows,
Your fears to my fears.

Cler. To your wishes mine,
This slave may prove unable to perform,
Till I perform the task that I was born for.

Ana. Amen, amen.

1 Gent. Drag the slaves hence, for you
A while Ile lock you up here, study all ways
You can to please me, or the deed being done,
You are but dead.

2 Gen. This strong Vault shall contain you,
There think how many for your maidenhead
Have pind away, and be prepard to lose it
With penitence.

1 Gent. No humane help can save you.

Ladyes. Help, help!

2 Gent. You cry in vain, rocks cannot hear you.


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima.
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A Horrid noise of Musique within,
Enter one and opens the door, in which Lamira and
Anabel were shut, they in all fear.

Lam. O Cousin how I shake all this long night!
What frights and noises we have heard, still they encrease,
The villains put on shapes to torture us,
And to their Devils form such preparations
As if they were a hatching new dishonours,
And fatal ruine, past dull mans invention.
Goe not too far, and pray good Cousin Anabel,
Hark a new noise. [A strange Musick. Sackbut & Troop Musick.

Ana. They are exquisite in mischief,
I will goe on, this room gives no protection,
More than the next, whats that? how sad and hollow,
The sound comes to us. [Thieves peeping. Louder.

Lam. Groaning? or singing is it?

Ana. The wind I think, murmuring amongst old rooms.

Lam. Now it grows lowder, sure some sad presage
Of our foul loss — look now they peep.

Ana. Pox peep em.

Lam. O give them gentle language.

Ana. Give em rats-bane. [Peep above.

Lam. Now they are above.

Ana. I would they were ith Center.

Lam. Thou art so foolish desperate.

Ana. Since we must lose.

Lam. Call em brave fellows, Gentlemen.

Ana. Call em rogues,
Rogues as they are, rude rogues, uncivil villains.

Lam. Look an thou woot beware, dost thou feel the danger?

Ana. Till the danger feel me, thus will I talk still,
And worse when that comes too; they cannot eat me.
This is a punishment, upon our own prides
Most justly laid; we must abuse brave Gentlemen,
Make em tame fools, and hobby-horses, laugh and jear at
Such men too, and so handsom and so Noble,
That howsoere we seemd to carry it — 
Woud twere to do again.

Lam. I do confess cousin,
I was too harsh, too foolish.

Ana. Do you feel it?
Do you find it now? take heed oth punishment,
We might have had two gallant Gentlemen,
Proper, young, O how it tortures me!
Two Devils now, two rascals, two and twenty — 

Lam. O think not so.

Ana. Nay an we scape so modestly — 

Lam. May we be worthy any eyes, or knowledge,
When we are used thus?

Ana. Why not? why do you cry?
Are we not women still? what were we made for?

Lam. But thus, thus basely — 

Ana. Tis against our [w]ills,
And if there come a thousand so, — 

Lam. Out on thee.

Ana. You are a fool, what we cannot resist,
Why should we grieve and blush for? there be women,
And they that bear the name of excellent women
Would give their whole estates to meet this fortune.

Lam. Hark, a new noise. [New sound within.

Ana. Let em goe on, I fear not,
If wrangling, fighting and scratching cannot preserve me,
Why so be it Cousin; if I be ordaind
To breed a race of rogues. — 

Enter four over the stage with Beaupre, and Verdone,
bound and halters about their necks.

Lam. They come.

Ana. Be firm,
They are welcom.

Lam. What mask of death is this? O my dear Brother.

Ana. My Couz too; why now yare glorious villains.

Lam. O shall we lose our honours?

Ana. Let em goe,
When death prepares the way, they are but Pageants.
Why must these dye?

Beau. Lament your own misfortunes,
We perish happily before your ruins.

Ana. Has mischief ner a tongue?

1 Gent. Yes foolish woman,
Our Captains will is death.

Ana. You dare not do it.
Tell thy base boisterous Captain what I say,
Thy lawless Captain that he dares not;
Do you laugh you rogue? you pamperd rogue?

Lam. Good Sir,
Good Cousin gently, as yare a Gentleman, — 

Ana. A Gentleman? a slave, a dog, the devils harbinger.

Lam. Sir as you had a Mother.

Ana. He a Mother?
Shame not the name of Mother, a she Bear
A bloody old wolf bitch, a woman Mother?
Looks that rude lump, as if he had a Mother?
Intreat him? hang him, do thy worst, thou darst not,
Thou darst not wrong their lives, thy Captain dares not,
They are persons of more price.

Ver. What ere we suffer
Let not your angers wrong you.

Ana. You cannot suffer,
The men that do this deed, must live ith moon
Free from the gripe of Justice.

Lam. Is it not better?

Ana. Is it not better? let em goe on like rascals
And put false faces on; they dare not do it;
Flatter such scabbs of nature?

Gent. Woman, woman
The next work is with you.

Ana. Unbind those Gentlemen,
And put their fatal fortunes on our necks.

Lam. As you have mercy do.

Ana. As you are monsters.

Lam. Fright us no more with shipwrack of our honours
Nor if there be a guilt by us committed
Let it endanger those.

Ana. I say they dare not,
There be a thousand gallouses, ye rogues,
Tortures, ye bloody rogues, wheels.

Gent. Away.

Lam. Stay.

Ana. Stay.
Stay and Ile flatter too: good sweet facd Gentlemen,
You excellent in honesty; O Kinsmen!
O Noble kinsmen!

Gent. Away with em. [Ex. Ver. Beaup. and Gent.

Ana. Stay yet.
The Devil and his lovely dam walk with you,
Come fortify your self, if they do dy,
Which all their ruggedness cannot rack into me,
They cannot find an hour more Innocent,
Nor more friends to revenge em.

Enter Cleremont, disguisd.

Lam. Now stand constant,
For now our tryals come.

Cler. This beauties mine,
Your minute moves not yet.

Lam. She sinks if Christian,
If any spark of noble heat. — 

Cler. Rise Lady
And fearless rise, theres no dishonour meant you,
Do you know my tongue?

Ana. I have heard it.

Cler. Mark it better,
I am one that loves you, fairly, nobly loves you,
Look on my face?

Ana. O Sir?

Cler. No more words, softly
Hark, but hark wisely how, understand well,
Suspect not, fear not.

Ana. You have brought me comfort.

Cler. If you think me worthy of your husband,
I am no rogue nor Begger, if you dare do thus — 

Ana. You are Monsieur Cleremont.

Cler. I am the same,
If you dare venture, speak, if not I leave you,
And leave you to the mercy of these villains
That will not wooe ye much.

Ana. Save my reputation,
And free me from these slaves.

Cler. By this kiss Ile do it,
And from the least dishonour they dare aim at you,
I have a Priest too, shall be ready.

Ana. You are forward.

Lam. Is this my constant cousin? how she whispers,
Kisses and huggs the thief!

Ana. Youl offer nothing.

Cler. Till all be tyed,
Not as I am a Gentleman.

Ana. Can you relieve my Aunt too?

Cler. Not yet Mistris,
But fear nothing, all shall be well, away quickly
It must be done ith moment or — 

Ana. I am with ye.

Cler. Ile know now who sleeps by me, keep your standing.
[Ex. Cler. and Anabel.

Lam. Well, go thy way, and thine own shame dwell with thee.
Is this the constancy she shewd, the bravery?
The dear love and the life she owd her kinsmen?
O brave tongue, valiant glorious woman!
Is this the noble anger you arrivd at?
Are these the thieves you scornd, the rogues you raild at?
The scabs and scums of nature? O fair modesty,
Excellent vertue, whither art thou fled?
What hand O Heaven is over us, when strong virgins
Yield to their fears, and to their fears their fortunes?
Never belief come near me more, farewel wench,
A long farewel from all that ever knew thee:
My turn is next,
I am resolvd, it comes
But in a nobler shape, ha?

Enter Dinant.

Din. Blesse ye Lady.

Lam. Indeed Sir, I had need of many blessings,
For all the hours I have had since I came here,
Have been so many curses. How got you liberty?
For I presume you come to comfort me.

Din. To comfort you, and love you, tis most true,
My bondage was as yours, as full of bitterness
And every hour my death.

Lam. Heaven was your comfort.

Din. Till the last evening, sitting full of sadness,
Wailing, sweet Mistris, your unhappy fortunes,
(Mine own I had the least care of) round about me
The Captain and the company stood gaping,
When I began the story of my love
To you fair Saint, and with so full a sorrow,
Followd each point, that even from those rude eyes,
That never knew what pity meant or mercy,
There stole down soft relentings: take heed Mistris,
And let not such unholy hearts outdo you,
The soft plumd god will see again; thus taken,
As men transformd with the strange tale I told,
They stood amazd, then bid me rise and live,
Take liberty and means to see your person,
And wisht me prosperous in your love, wish you so,
Be wise and loving Lady, shew but you so.

Lam. O Sir, are these fit hours to talk of love in?
Shall we make fools of our afflictions?
Can any thing sound sweetly in mine ears,
Where all the noise of bloody horrour is?
My Brother, and my Cousin, they are dead Sir,
Dead, basely dead, is this an age to fool in?
And I my self, I know not what I shall be,
Yet I must thank you, and if happily
You had askd me yesterday, when these were living,
And my fears less, I might have hearkned to you.

Din. Peace to your grief, I bind you to your word.

Enter Cleremont, Anabel, Beaupre, Verdone, Charlote,
Nurse, the two Gentlemen.

Lam. How? do you conjure?

Din. Not to raise dreadfull apparitions, Madam,
But such as you would gladly see.

Lam. My Brother, and nephew living?

Beau. And both owe their lives
To the favour of these Gentlemen.

Verd. Who deserve
Our service, and for us, your gracious thanks.

Lam. Which I give freely, and become a suitor,
To be hereafter more familiar [Kisse.
With such great worth and vertue.

1 Gent. Ever think us
Your servants, Madam.

Cler. Why if thou wilt needs know
How we are freed, I will discover it,
And with laconick brevity: these Gentlemen
This night incountring with those outlaws that
Yesterday made us prisoners, and as we were
Attempted by em they with greater courage,
(I am sure with better fortune) not alone,
Guarded themselves, but forcd the bloody thieves,
Being got between them, and this hellish Cave,
For safety of their lives, to fly up higher
Into the woods, all left to their possession,
This savd your Brother, and your nephew from
The gibbet, this redeemd me from my Chains,
And gave my friend his liberty, this preservd
Your honour ready to be lost.

Din. But that
I know this for a ly, and that the thieves
And gentlemen, are the same men, by my practice
Subornd to this, he does deliver it
With such a constant brow, that I am doubtfull,
I should believe him too.

1 Gent. If we did well,
We are rewarded.

2 Gent. Thanks but takes away
From what was freely purposd.

Cler. Now by this hand,
You have so cunningly dischargd your parts,
That while we live, rest confident you shall
Command Dinant and Cleremont; nor Beaupre,
Nor Verdone scents it: for the Ladies, they
Were easie to be gulld.

1 Gent. Twas but a jest,
And yet the jest may chance to break our necks
Should it be known.

Cler. Fear nothing.

Din. Cleremont,
Say, what success?

Cler. As thou wouldst wish, tis done Lad,
The grove will witness with me, that this night
I lay not like a block: but how speed you?

Din. I yet am in suspence, devise some means
To get these off, and speedily.

Cler. I have it,
Come, we are dull, I think that the good fellows,
Our predecessors in this place, were not
So foolish, and improvident husbands, but
Twill yield us meat and wine.

1 Gent. Lets ransack it,
Tis ours now by the Law.

Cler. How say you sweet one,
Have you an appetite?

Ana. To walk again
Ith Woods, if you think fit, rather than eat.

Cler. A little respite prethee; nay blush not,
You ask but whats your own, and warrantable:
Monsieur, Beaupre, Verdone,
What think you of the motion?

Verd. Lead the way.

Beau. We follow willingly. [Ex. Man. Din. and Lam.

Cler. When you shall think fit,
We will expect you.

Din. Now be mistris of
Your promise Lady.

Lam. Twas to give you hearing.

Din. But that word hearing, did include a grant,
And you must make it good.

Lam. Must?

Din. Must and shall,
I will be foold no more, you had your tricks;
Made properties of me, and of my friend;
Presumd upon your power, and whipd me with
The rod of mine own dotage: do not flatter
Your self with hope, that any humane help
Can free you, and for aid by miracle
A base unthankfull woman is unworthy.

Lam. You will not force me?

Din. Rather than enjoy you
With your consent, because I will torment you;
Ile make you feel the effects of abusd love,
And glory in your torture.

Lam. Brother, Nephew,
Help, help, for Heavens sake.

Din. Tear your throat, cry louder,
Though every leaf, these trees bear, were an Echo,
And summond in your best friends to redeem you,
It should be fruitless: tis not that I love you,
Or value those delights you prize so high,
That Ile enjoy you, a French crown will buy
More sport, and a companion, to whom,
You in your best trim are an Ethiop.

Lam. Forbear me then.

Din. Not so, Ile dot in spite,
And break that stubborn disobedient will,
That hath so long held out, that boasted honour
I will make equal with a common Whores;
The spring of Chastity, that fed your pride,
And grew into a River of vain glory,
I will defile with mudd, the mudd of lust,
And make it loathsome even to goats.

Lam. O Heaven!
No pity Sir?

Din. You taught me to be cruel,
And dare you think of mercy? Ile tell thee fool,
Those that surprizd thee, were my instruments,
I can plot too good Madam, you shall find it:
And in the stead of licking of my fingers,
Kneeling and whining like a boy new breechd,
To get a toy forsooth, not worth an apple,
Thus make my way, and with Authority
Command what I would have.

Lam. I am lost for ever:
Good Sir, I do confess my fault, my gross fault,
And yield my self up, miserable guilty;
Thus kneeling I confess, you cannot study
Sufficient punishments to load me with;
I am in your power, and I confess again,
You cannot be too cruel: if there be,
Besides the loss of my long guarded honour,
Any thing else to make the ballance even,
Pray put it in, all hopes, all helpes have left me;
I am girt round with sorrow, hells about me,
And ravishment the least that I can look for,
Do what you please.

Din. Indeed I will do nothing,
Nor touch nor hurt you Lady, nor had ever
Such a lewd purpose.

Lam. Can there be such goodness,
And in a man so injurd?

Din. Be confirmd int.
I seal it thus: I must confess you vexd me,
In fooling me so often, and those fears
You threw upon me calld for a requital,
Which now I have returnd, all unchast love
Dinant thus throws away; live to man-kind,
As you have done to me, and I will honour
Your vertue, and no more think of your beauty.

Lam. All I possess, comes short of satisfaction.

Din. No complements: the terrours of this night
Imagine but a fearfull dream, and so
With ease forget it: for Dinant, that labourd
To blast your honour, is a Champion for it,
And will protect and guard it.

Lam. Tis as safe then,
As if a compleat Army undertook it. [Exeunt.

Enter La-writ, Sampson, Clyents.

La-writ. Do not perswade me gentle Monsieur Sampson,
I am a mortal man again, a Lawyer,
My martiall part I have put off.

Sam. Sweet Monsieur,
Let but our honours teach us.

La-writ. Monsieur Sampson,
My honourable friend, my valiant friend,
Be but so beaten, forward my brave Clients,
I am yours, and you are mine again, be but so thrasht,
Receive that Castigation with a cudgel.

Sam. Which calls upon us for a Reparation.

La-writ. I have, it cost me half a crown, I bear it
All over me, I bear it Monsieur Sampson;
The oyls, and the old woman that repairs to me,
To noint my beaten body.

Sam. It concerns you,
You have been swingd.

La-writ. Let it concern thee too;
Goe and be beaten, speak scurvy words, as I did,
Speak to that Lion Lord, waken his anger,
And have a hundred Bastinados, doe;
Three broken pates, thy teeth knockt out, do Sampson,
Thy valiant arms and leggs beaten to Poultesses,
Do silly Sampson, do.

1 Cly. You wrong the Gentleman,
To put him out of his right mind thus:
You wrong us, and our Causes.

La-writ. Down with him Gentlemen,
Turn him, and beat him, if he break our peace,
Then when thou hast been Lamd, thy small guts perisht,
Then talk to me, before I scorn thy counsel,
Feel what I feel, and let my Lord repair thee.

Sam. And can the brave La-writ — 

2 Cly. Tempt him no further,
Be warnd and say no more.

La-writ. If thou doest, Sampson,
Thou seest my Mirmidons, Ile let em loose,
That in a moment — 

Sam. I say nothing, Sir, but I could wish — 

La-writ. They shall destroy thee wishing;
Theres ner a man of these, but have lost ten causes,
Dearer then ten mens lives; tempt, and thou diest:
Goe home, and smile upon my Lord, thine Uncle,
Take Mony of the men thou meanst to Cousin,
Drink Wine, and eat good meat, and live discreetly,
Talk little, tis an antidote against a beating;
Keep thy hand from thy sword, and from thy Laundress placket,
And thou wilt live long.

1 Cly. Give ear, and be instructed.

La-writ. I find I am wiser than a Justice of Peace now,
Give me the wisdom thats beaten into a man
That sticks still by him: art thou a new man?

Sam. Yes, yes,
Thy learned precepts have inchanted me.

La-writ. Goe my son Sampson, I have now begot thee,
Ile send thee causes; speak to thy Lord, and live,
And lay my share by, goe and live in peace,
Put on new suits, and shew fit for thy place;
That man neglects his living, is an Asse: [Exit Samp.
Farewel; come chearily boyes, about our business,
Now welcom tongue again, hang Swords.

1 Cly. Sweet Advocate. [Exeunt.

Enter Nurse, and Charlote.

Nur. I know not wench, they may call em what they will,
Outlawes, or thieves, but I am sure, to me
One was an honest man, he usd me well,
What I did, tis no matter, he complaind not.

Char. I must confess, there was one bold with me too,
Some coy thing would say rude, but tis no matter,
I was to pay a Waiting womans ransom,
And I have dont, and I would payt again,
Were I tan to morrow.

Nur. Alas, there was no hurt,
If t be a sin for such as live at hard meat,
And keep a long Lent, in the woods as they do,
To taste a little flesh.

Char. God help the Courtiers,
That lye at rack and manger.

Nur. I shall love
A thief the better for this while I live,
They are men of a charitable vocation,
And give where there is need, and with discretion,
And put a good speed penny in my purse,
That has been empty twenty years.

Char. Peace Nurse,
Farewel, and cry not rost meat, me thinks Cleremont
And my Lady Anabel are in one night,
Familiarly acquainted.

Nur. I observe it,
If she have got a penny too.

Enter Vertaign, Champernel, and Provost.

Charl. No more,
My Lord Monsieur Vertaigne, the provost too,
Haste and acquaint my Lady. [Ex. Nur. and Char.

Pro. Wonderous strange.

Vert. Tis true Sir, on my credit.

Cham. O mine honour.

Pro. I have been provost-Marshal twenty years,
And have trussed up a thousand of these rascals,
But so near Paris yet I never met with
One of that Brotherhood.

Cham. We to our cost have,
But will you search the wood?

Pro. It is beset,
They cannot scape us, nothing makes me wonder,
So much as having you within their power
They let you goe; it was a Courtesy,
That French thieves use not often, I much pity
The Gentle Ladies, yet I know not how,
I rather hope than fear.

Enter Dinant, Cleremont, Verdone, Beaupre, Lamira, Anabel,
Charlote, Nurse.

Are these the prisoners?

Din. We were such.

Verd. Kill me not, excess of joy.

Cham. I see thou livest, but hast thou had no foul play?

Lam. No on my soul, my usage hath been noble,
Far from all violence.

Cham. How were you freed?
But kiss me first, wel talk of that at leasure,
I am glad I have thee; Niece how you keep off,
As you knew me not?

Ana. Sir, I am where
I owe most duty.

Cler. Tis indeed most true Sir,
The man that should have been your bedfellow
Your Lordships bedfellow, that could not smell out
A Virgin of sixteen, that was your fool,
To make you merry, this poor simple fellow
Has met the maid again, and now she knows
He is a man.

Cham. How! is she dishonoured?

Cler. Not unless marriage be dishonourable,
Heaven is a witness of our happy contract,
And the next Priest we meet shall warrant it
To all the world: I lay with her in jeast,
Tis turnd to earnest now.

Cham. Is this true, Niece?

Din. Her blushing silence grants it; nay Sir storm not,
He is my friend, and I can make this good,
His birth and fortunes equal hers, your Lordship
Might have sought out a worse, we are all friends too,
All differences end thus. Now Sir, unless
You would raise new dissentions, make perfect
What is so well begun.

Vert. That were not manly.

Lam. Let me perswade you.

Cham. Well God give you joy,
She shall not come a Begger to you Sir.
For you Monsieur Dinant ere long Ile shew you
Another Niece, to this not much inferiour,
As you shall like proceed.

Din. I thank you Sir.

Cham. Back then to Paris: well that travel ends
That makes of deadly enemies perfect friends.
[Exeunt omnes.

Prologue.
To promise much, before a play begin,
And when tis done, ask pardon, were a sin
Wel not be guilty of: and to excuse
Before we know a fault, were to abuse
The writers and our selves, for I dare say
We all are foold if this be not a Play,
And such a play as shall (so should plays do)
Imp times dull wings, and make you merry too.
Twas to that purpose writ, so we intend it
And we have our wisht ends, if you commend it.

Epilogue.
Gentlemen,

I am sent forth to enquire what you decree }
Of us and of our Poets, they will be }
This night exceeding merry, so will we }
If you approve their labours. They profess
You are their Patrons, and we say no less,
Resolve us then, for you can only tell
Whether we have done idly or done well.


A Very Woman (c. 1620)
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INTRODUCTION.
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A VERY WOMAN: This Tragi-Comedy, as it is called, was licensed for the stage Jane 6th, 1634. From the prologue it appears to be a revision of a former play, which had been well received, and which the author modestly insinuates that he was induced to review by the command of his patron. If this patron was, as it has been supposed, the earl of Pembroke, we are indebted to him for one of the most delightful compositions in the English language.

We learn from the Office-book of sir Henry Herbert, that a play of Massingers, called the Spanish Viceroy, was acted in 1624: this was not improbably the piece alluded to in the prologue. But this is not all. In the MS. Register of lord Stanhope of Harrington, the play of Cardenio is said to have been performed at Court, in 1613. Mr. Malone, who furnishes me with this notice, conjectures that this might have been the first sketch of what Massinger improved and brought out in 1624, and finally completed as we now have it. Change of name is no argument against this conclusion; for, besides, that nothing was more common upon the revival of plays, it should be recollected, that those who spoke of them, seldom concerned themselves with the authors titles, but gave them such names as pleased themselves, and which were generally assumed from one or other of the more prominent characters. However this may be, the present Play was most favourably received; and often acted, the old title-page says, at the private house in Black Friars, by his late Majestys servants, with great applause. Its popularity seems to have tempted the authors good friend, sir Aston Cockaine, to venture on an imitation of it, which he has executed, not very happily, in his comedy of the Obstinate Lady.


PROLOGUE.
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To such, and some there are, no question,
Who, happy in their memories, do bear
This subject, long since acted, and can say,
Truly, we have seen something like this play.
Our author, with becoming modesty,
(For in this kind he neer was bold,) by me,
In his defence thus answers, By command,
He undertook this task, nor could it stand
With his low fortune to refuse to do
What, by his patron, he was calld unto:
For whose delight and yours, we hope, with care
He hath reviewd it; and with him we dare
Maintain to any man, that did allow
Twas good before, it is much betterd now:
Nor is it, sure, against the proclamation
To raise new piles upon an old foundation.
So much to them deliverd; to the rest,
To whom each scene is fresh, he doth protest,
Should his Muse fail now a fair flight to make,
He cannot fancy what will please or take.


DRAMATIS PERSONAS.
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VICEROY OF SICILY. 
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Duke of Messina. 
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A good and evil Genius, Servants, Guard, Attendants, etc.

SCENE, Palermo.


ACT I. SCENE I.

[image: img47.jpg]

A Room in the Viceroys Palace.
Enter PEDRO meeting LEONORA.

Pedro. MY worthiest mistress! this day cannot end
But prosperous to Pedro, that begins
With this so wishd encounter.

Leon. Only, servant,
To give you thanks in your own courtly language,
Would argue me more ceremonious
Than heartily affected; and you are
Too well assured, or I am miserable,
Our equal loves have kept one rank too long,
To stand at distance now.

Pedro. You make me happy
In this so wise reproof, which I receive
As a chaste favour from you.

Leon. Soon we may welcome
Our mutual love as Heavens greatest blessing,
When that the viceroy, your most noble father,
And the duke, my uncle, and to that, my guardian,
Shall by their free consent confirm it lawful.

Pedro. You ever shall direct, and I obey you.
Is my sister stirring yet?

Leon. Long since.

Pedro. Some business
With her, joind to my service to yourself,
Hath brought me hither. Pray you vouchsafe the favour
To acquaint her with so much.

Leon. I am prevented.
Enter ALMIRA, and two Waiting Women dressing her.

Alm. Do the rest here; my cabinet is too hot;
This room is cooler. Brother!

Pedro. Morrow, sister!
Do I not come unseasonably?

Alm. Why, good brother?

Pedro. Because you are not yet fully made up,
Nor fit for visitation. There are ladies,
And great ones, that will hardly grant access,
On any terms, to their own fathers, as
They are themselves, nor willingly be seen
Before they have askd counsel of their doctor
How the ceruse will appear, newly laid on,
When they ask blessing.

Alm. Such, indeed, there are
That would be still young in despite of time;
That in the wrinkled winter of their age
Would force a seeming April of fresh beauty,
As if it were within the power of art
To frame a second nature: but for me,
And for your mistress I dare say as much,
The faces, and the teeth you see, we slept with.

Pedro. Which is not frequent, sister, with some ladies.

Alm. You spy no sign of any night-mask here.
(Tie on my carcanet.) Youre in a ladys chamber,
And not in your apothecarys shop.
We use the women, you perceive, that serve us,
Like servants, not like such as do create us: — 
Faith, search our pockets, and, if you find there
Comfits of ambergris to help our kisses,
Conclude us faulty.

Pedro. You are pleasant, sister,
And I am glad to find you so disposed;
You will the better hear me.

Alm. What you please, sir.

Pedro. I am entreated by the prince of Tarent,
Don John Antonio — 

Alm. Would you would choose
Some other subject.

Pedro. Pray you, give me leave;
For his desires are fit for you to hear,
As for me to prefer. This prince of Tarent
(Let it not wrong him that I call him friend)
Finding your choice of don Cardenes liked of
By both your fathers, and his hopes cut off,
Resolves to leave Palermo.

Alm. He does well;
That I hear gladly.

Pedro. How this prince came hither
How bravely furnishd, how attended on,
How he hath borne himself here, with what charge
He hath continued; his magnificence
In costly banquets, curious masques, rare presents,
And of all sorts, you cannot but remember.

Alm. Give me my gloves.

Pedro. Now, for reward of all
His cost, his travel, and his duteous service,
He does entreat that you will please he may
Take his leave of you, and receive the favour
Of kissing of your hands.

Alm. You are his friend,
And shall discharge the part of one to tell him
That he may spare the trouble; I desire not
To see or hear more of him.

Pedro. Yet grant this,
Which a mere stranger, in the way of courtship,
Might challenge from you.

Alm. And obtain it sooner.

Pedro. One reason for this would do well.

Alm. My will
Shall now stand for a thousand. Shall I lose
The privilege of my sex, which is my will,
To yield a reason like a man? or you
Deny your sister that which all true women
Claim as their first prerogative, which nature
Gave to them for a law, and should I break it,
I were no more a woman?

Pedro. Sure, a good one
You cannot be, if you put off that virtue
Which best adorns a good one, courtesy
And affable behaviour. Do not flatter
Yourself with the opinion that your birth,
Your beauty, or whatever false ground else
You raise your pride upon, will stand against
The censure of just men.

Alm. Why, let it fall then;
I still shall be unmoved.

Leon. And, pray you, be you so.
[Aside to PEDRO.

Alm. What jewels that?

1 Wom. That which the prince of Tarent — 

Alm. Left here, and you received without my knowledge!
I have use oft now. Does the page wait without,
My lord Cardenes sent to inquire my health?

1 Wom. Yes, madam.

Alm. Give it him, and, with it, pray him
To return my service to his lord, and mine.

Pedro. Will you so undervalue one that has
So truly loved you, to bestow the pledge
Of his affection, being a prince, upon
The servant of his rival?

Leon. Tis not well.
Faith, wear it, lady: send gold to the boy,
Twill please him better.

Alm. Do as I command you.
[Exit Waiting Woman.
I will keep nothing that may put me in mind
Don John Antonio ever loved, or was;
Being wholly now Cardenes.

Pedro. In another
This were mere barbarism, sister; and in you,
(For Ill not soothe you,) at the best, tis rudeness.

Alm. Rudeness!

Pedro. Yes, rudeness; and, whats worse, the want
Of civil manners; nay, ingratitude
Unto the many and so fair deservings
Of Don Antonio. Does this express
Your breeding in the court, or that you call
The viceroy father? A poor peasants daughter,
That neer had conversation but with beasts,
Or men bred like them, would not so far shame
Her education.

Alm. Pray you, leave my chamber;
I know you for a brother, not a tutor.

Leon. You are too violent, madam.

Alm. Were my father
Here to command me, (as you take upon you
Almost to play his part,) I would refuse it.
Where I love, I profess it; where I hate,
In every circumstance I dare proclaim it.
Of all that wear the shapes of men, I loath
That prince you plead for; no antipathy
Between things most averse in nature holds
A stronger enmity than his with mine;
With which rest satisfied: — If not, your anger
May wrong yourself, not me.

Leon. My lord Cardenes!

Pedro. Go: in soft terms, if you persist thus, you
Will be one — 
Enter CARDENES.

Alm. What one? pray you, out with it.

Pedro. Why, one that I shall wish a stranger to me,
That I might curse you; but — 

Car. Whence grows this heat?

Pedro. Be yet advised, and entertain him fairly,
For I will send him to you; or no more
Know me a brother.

Alm. As you please.

Pedro. Good morrow. [Exit.

Car. Good morrow, and part thus! You seem moved too.
What desperate fool durst raise a tempest here,
To sink himself?

Alm. Good sir, have patience;
The cause, though I confess I am not pleased,
No way deserves your anger.

Car. Not mine, madam?
As if the least offence could point at you,
And I not feel it. As you have vouchsafed me
The promise of your heart, conceal it not,
Whomsoever it concerns.

Alm. It is not worth
So serious an inquiry. My kind brother
Had a desire to learn me some new courtship,
Which I distated; that was all.

Car. Your brother!
In being yours, with more security
He might provoke you; yet, if he hath past
A brothers bounds — 

Leon. What then, my lord?

Car. Believe it,
Ill call him to accompt fort.

Leon. Tell him so.

Alm. No more.

Leon. Yes, thus much; though my modesty
Be calld in question for it, in his absence
I will defend him: he hath said nor done,
But what Don Pedro well might say or do.
Mark me, Don Pedro! in which understand
As worthy, and as well as can be hoped for
Of those that love him best — from Don Cardenes.

Car. This to me, cousin!

Alm. You forget yourself.

Leon. No, nor the cause in which you did so, lady,
Which is so just that it needs no concealing
On Pedros part.

Alm. What mean you?

Leon. I dare speak it,
If you dare hear it, sir. He did persuade
Almira, your Almira, to vouchsafe
Some little conference with the prince of Tarent,
Before he left the court; and, that the world
Might take some notice, though he prosperd not
In his so loved design, he was not scornd,
He did desire the kissing of her hand,
And then to leave her: — this was much!

Car. Twas more
Than should have been urged by him; well denied,
On your part, madam, and I thank you fort.
Antonio had his answer, I your grant;
And why your brother should prepare for him
An after-interview, or private favour,
I can find little reason.

Leon. None at all,
Why you should be displeased with t.
Car. His respect
To me, as things now are, should have weighd down
His former friendship. What had he to do,
If he view not my happiness in your favour
With wounded eyes, to take upon himself
An office so distasteful?

Leon. You may ask
As well, what any gentleman has to do
With civil courtesy.

Alm. Oh! good my lord,
Rest satisfied, that I saw him not, nor will;
And that nor father, brother, nor the world,
Can work me unto any thing but what
You give allowance to — in which assurance,
With this, I leave you.

Leon. Nay, take me along;
You are not angry too?

Alm. Presume on that.
[Exit, followed by LEONORA.

Car. Am I assured of her, and shall again
Be tortured with suspicion to lose her?
The next sun sees her mine; why should I doubt, then?
To doubt is safer than to be secure.
But one short day! Great empires in less time
Have sufferd change: she a constant — but a woman;
And what a lovers vows, persuasions, tears,
May, in a minute, work upon such frailty,
There are too many and too sad examples.
The prince of Tarent gone, all were in safety;
Or not admitted to solicit her,
My fears would quit me: tis my faulty if I
Give way to that; and let him neer desire
To own whats hard to win, that dares not guard it.
Who waits there?

Enter Servants and Page.

Serv. Would your lordship aught?

Car. Tis well
You are so near.
Enter ANTONIO and a Servant.

Ant. Take care all things be ready
For my remove.

Serv. They are. [Exit.

Car. We meet like friends,
No more like rivals now: my emulation
Puts on the shape of love and service to you.

Ant. It is returnd.

Car. Twas rumourd in the court
You were to leave the city, and that won me
To find you out. Your excellence may wonder
That I, that never saw you, till this hour,
But that I wishd you dead, so willingly
Should come to wait upon you to the ports;
And there, with hope you never will look back,
Take my last farewell of you.

Ant. Never look back!

Car. I said so; neither is it fit you should;
And may I prevail with you as a friend,
You never shall; nor, while you live, hereafter
Think of the viceroys court, or of Palermo,
But as a grave, in which the prince of Tarent
Buried his honour.

Ant. You speak in a language
I do not understand.

Car. No! Ill be plainer.
What madman, that came hither with that pomp
Don John Antonio did, that exact courtier
Don John Antonio, with whose brave fame only
Great princesses have falln in love, and died;
That came with such assurance, as young Paris
Did to fetch Helen, being sent back, contemnd,
Disgraced, and scornd, his large expense laughd at,
His bravery scoffd, the lady that he courted
Left quietly in possession of another,
(Not to be named that day a courtier
Where he was mentiond,) the scarce-known Cardenes,
And he to bear her from him, that would ever
Be seen again (having got fairly off)
By such as will live ready witnesses
Of his repulse and scandal?

Ant. The grief of it,
Believe me, will not kill me: all mans honour
Depends not on the most uncertain favour
Of a fair mistress.

Car. Troth, you bear it well.
You should have seen some that were sensible
Of a disgrace, that would have raged, and sought
To cure their honour with some strange revenge:
But you are better temperd; and they wrong
The Neapolitans in their report,
That say they are fiery spirits, uncapable
Of the least injury, dangerous to be talkd with
After a loss; where nothing can move you,
But, like a stoic, with a constancy
Words nor affronts can shake, you still go on,
And smile when men abuse you.

Ant. If they wrong
Themselves, I can; yet I would have you know
I dare be angry.

Car. Tis not possible.
A taste oft would do well; and Id make trial
What may be done. Come hither, boy. Youve seen
This jewel, as I take it?

Ant. Yes; tis that
I gave Almira.

Car. And in what esteem
She held it, coming from your worthy self,
You may perceive, that freely hath bestowd it
Upon my page.

Ant. When I presented it,
I did not indent with her to what use
She should employ it.

Car. See the kindness of
A loving soul! who, after this neglect,
Nay, gross contempt, will look again upon her,
And not be frighted from it.

Ant. No, indeed, sir;
Nor give way longer — give way, do you mark,
To your loose wit, to run the wild-goose chase,
Six syllables further. I will see the lady,
That lady that dotes on you, from whose hate
My love increases, though you stand elected
Her porter to deny me.

Car. Sure you will not.

Ant. Yes, instantly: your prosperous success
Hath made you insolent; and for her sake
I have thus long forborne you, and can yet
Forget it and forgive it, ever provided
That you end here; and, for whats past recalling,
That she make intercession for your pardon,
Which, at her suit, Ill grant.

Car. I am much unwilling
To move her for a trifle — bear that too,
[Strikes him.
And then she shall speak to you.

Ant. Men and angels,
Take witness for me that I have endured
More than a man! [They fight; CARDENES falls.
 O do not fall so soon,
Stand up — take my hand — so! when I have printed,
For every contumelious word, a wound here,
Then sink for ever.

Car. Oh, I suffer justly!

1 Serv. Murder! murder! murder! [Exit.

2 Serv. Apprehend him.

3 Serv. Well all join with you.

Ant. I do wish you more;
My fury will be lost else, if it meet not
Matter to work on: one life is too little
For so much injury.

Re-enter ALMIRA, LEONORA, and Servant.

Alm. O my Cardenes!
Though dead, still my Cardenes! Villains, cowards,
What do ye check at? Can one arm, and that
A murderers, so long guard the cursed master
Against so many swords made sharp with justice?

1 Serv. Sure he will kill us all; he is a devil.

2 Serv. He is invulnerable.

Alm. Your base fears
Beget such fancies in you. Give me a sword,
[Snatches a sword from the Servant.
This my weak arm, made strong in my revenge,
Shall force a way tot. [Wounds ANTONIO.

Ant. Would it were deeper, madam!
The thrust, which I would not put by, being yours,
Of greater force to have pierced through that heart
Which still retains your figure! Weep still, lady:
For every tear that flows from those grieved eyes,
Some part of that which maintains life goes from me;
And so to die were in a gentle slumber
To pass to paradise: but you envy me
So quiet a departure from my world,
My world of miseries; therefore take my sword,
And, having killd me with it, cure the wounds
It gave Cardenes. [Gives ALMIRA his sword.

Re-enter PEDRO.

Pedro. Tis too true: was ever
Valour so ill employed!

Ant. Why stay you, lady?
Let not soft pity work on your hard nature:
You cannot do a better office to
The dead Cardenes; and I willingly
Shall fall a ready sacrifice to appease him,
Your fair hand offering it.

Alm. Thou couldst ask nothing
But this which I would grant.
[Attempts to wound him.

Leon. Flint-hearted lady!

Pedro. Are you a woman, sister?
[Takes the sword from her.

Alm. Thou art not
A brother; I renounce that title to thee:
Thy hand is in this bloody act; twas this
For which that savage homicide was sent hither.
Thou equal Judge of all things! if that blood,
And innocent blood — 

Pedro. Best sister.

Alm. Oh, Cardenes!
How is my soul rent between rage and sorrow,
That it can be that such an upright cedar
Should violently be torn up by the roots,
Without an earthquake in that very moment
To swallow them that did it!

Ant. The hurts nothing;
But the deep wound is in my conscience, friend,
Which sorrow in death only can recover.

Pedro. Have better hopes.

Enter Viceroy, Duke of Messina, Captain, Guard, and Servants.

Duke. My son, is this the marriage
I came to celebrate? False hopes of man!
I come to find a grave here.

Alm. I have wasted
My stock of tears, and now just anger help me
To pay, in my revenge, the other part
Of duty which I owe thee. O, great sir,
Not as a daughter now, but a poor widow,
Made so before she was a bride, I fly
To your impartial justice: the offence
Is death, and death in his most horrid form;
Let not, then, title, or a princes name,
(Since a great crime is, in a great man, greater,)
Secure the offender.

Duke. Give me life for life,
As thou wilt answer it to the great king,
Whose deputy thou art here.

Alm. And speedy justice.

Duke. Put the base wretch to torture.

Alm. Force him to
Reveal his foul confederates, which spare not,
Although you And a son among them.

Vice. How!

Duke. Why bring you not the rack forth?

Alm. Wherefore stands
The murderer unbound?

Vice. Shall I have hearing?

Duke. Excellent lady, in this you express
Your true love to the dead.

Alm. All love to mankind
From me ends with him.

Vice. Will you hear me yet?
And first to you; you do confess the fact
With which you stand charged?

Ant. I will not make worse
What is already ill, with vain denial.

Vice. Then understand, though you are prince of Tarent,
Yet, being a subject to the king of Spain,
No privilege of Sicily can free you
(Being convict by a just form of law)
From the municipal statutes of that kingdom,
But as a common man, being found guilty,
Must suffer for it.

Ant. I prize not my life
So much, as to appeal from any thing
You shall determine of me.

Vice. Yet despair not
To have an equal hearing: the exclaims
Of this grieved father, nor my daughters tears,
Shall sway me from myself; and, where they urge
To have you tortured, or led bound to prison,
I must not grant it.

Duke. No!

Vice. I cannot, sir.
His cause not heard, Antonio yet stands free:
So take him to your charge, and, as your life,
See he be safe.

Capt. Let me die for him else.
[Exeunt PEDRO, and Capt and Guard with ANT.

Duke. The guard of him should have been given to me.

Alm. Or unto me.

Duke. Bribes may corrupt the captain.

Alm. And our just wreak, by force or cunning practice,
With scorn prevented.

Car. Oh!

Alm. What groan is that?

Vice. There are apparent signs of life yet in him.

Alm. Oh that there were! that I could pour my blood
Into his veins!

Car. Oh, oh!

Vice. Take him up gently.

Duke. Run for physicians.

Alm. Surgeons.

Duke. All helps else.

Vice. This care of his recovery, timely practised,
Would have expressd more of a father in you,
Than your impetuous clamours for revenge.
But I shall find fit time to urge that further,
Hereafter, to you; tis not fit for me
To add weight to oppressd calamity. [Exeunt.


ACT II. SCENE I.
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A Room in the Viceroys Palace.
Enter LEONORA and Waiting-women.

Leon. Took she no rest to-night?

1 Wom. Not any, madam;
I am sure she slept not. If she slumberd, straight,
As if some dreadful vision had appeard,
She started up, her hair unbound, and, with
Distracted looks staring about the chamber,
She asks aloud, Where is Martino? where
Have you conceded him? sometimes names Antonio.,
Trembling in every joint, her brows contracted,
Her fair race as twere changed into a curse,
Her hands held up thus; and, as if her words
Were too big to find passage through her mouth,
She groans, then throws herself upon her bed,
Beating her breast.

Leon. Tis wondrous strange.

2 Wom. Nay, more;
She that of late vouchsafed not to be seen,
But so adornd as if she were to rival
Neros Popp«a, or the Egyptian queen,
Now, careless of her beauties, when we offer
Our service, she contemns it.

Leon. Does she not
Sometimes forsake her chamber?

2 Wom. Much about
This hour; then, with a strange unsettled gait,
She measures twice or thrice the gallery,
Silent and frowning, (we dare not speak to her,)
And then returns. Shes come; pray you, now observe her.
Enter ALMIRA in black, carelessly habited.

Alm. Why are my eyes fixd on the ground, and not
Bent upwards? ha! that which was mortal of
My dear Martino, as a debt to nature,
I know this mother earth hath sepulchred;
But his diviner part, his soul, oer which
The tyrant Death, nor yet the fatal sword
Of cursed Antonio, his instrument,
Had the least power, borne upon angels wings
Appointed to that office, mounted far
Above the firmament.

Leon. Strange imagination!
Dear cousin, your Martino lives.

Alm. I know you,
And that in this you flatter me; hes dead,
As much as could die of him: — but look yonder!
Amongst a million of glorious lights
That deck the heavenly canopy, I have
Discernd his soul, transformd into a star.
Do you not see it?

Leon. Lady!

Alm. Look with my eyes.
What splendour circles it! the heavenly archer,
Not far off distant, appears dim with envy,
Viewing himself outshined. Bright constellation!
Dart down thy beams of pity on Almira,
And, since thou findst such grace where now thou art,
As I did truly love thee on the earth,
Like a kind harbinger, prepare my lodging,
And place me near thee!

Leon. I much more than fear
Shell grow into a phrensy.

Alm. How! whats this?
A dismal sound! come nearer, cousin; lay
Your ear close to the ground, closer, I pray you.
Do you howl? are you there, Antonio?

Leon. Where, sweet lady?

Alm. In the vault, in hell, on the infernal rack,
Where murderers are tormented: — yerk him soundly,
Twas Rhadamanths sentence; do your office, Furies.
How he roars! What! plead to me to mediate for you!
Im deaf, I cannot hear you.

Leon. Tis but fancy:
Collect yourself.

Alm. Leave babbling; tis rare music!
Rhamnusia plays on a pair of tongs
Red hot, and Proserpine dances to the consort;
Pluto sits laughing by too. So! enough:
I do begin to pity him.

Leon. I wish, madam,
You would show it to yourself.

2 Wom. Her fit begins
To leave her.

Alm. Oh my brains! Are you there, cousin?

Leon. Now she speaks temperately. I am ever ready
To do you service. How do you?

Alm. Very much troubled.
I have had the strangest waking dream of hell
And heaven — I know not what.

Leon. My lord your father
Is come to visit you: as you would not grieve him
That is so tender of you, entertain him
With a becoming duty.

Enter Viceroy, Duke of Messina, PEDRO, and Attendants.

Vice. Still forlorn!
No comfort, my Almira?

Duke. In your sorrow
For my Martino, madam, you have expressd
All possible love and tenderness; too much of it
Will wrong yourself and him. He may live, lady,
(For we are not past hope,) with his future service,
In some part to deserve it.

Alm. If Heaven please
To be so gracious to me, I will serve him
With such obedience, love, and humbleness,
That I will rise up an example for
Good wives to follow: but until I have
Assurance what fate will determine of me,
Thus, like a desolate widow, give me leave
To weep for him; for, should he die, I have vowd
Not to outlive him; and my humble suit is
One monument may cover us, and Antonio
(In justice you must grant me that) be offerd
A sacrifice to our ashes.

Vice. Prithee put off
These sad thoughts; both shall live, I doubt it not,
A happy pair.
Enter CUCULO and BORACHIA.

Cuc. O sir, the foulest treason
That ever was discoverd!

Vice. Speak it, that
We may prevent it.

Cuc. Don John Antonio
Is fled.

Vice. It is not possible.

Pedro. Peace, screech-owl.

Cuc. I must speak, and it shall out, sir: the captain
You trusted with the fort is run away too.

Alm. O miserable woman! I defy
All comfort: cheated too of my revenge!
As you are my father, sir, and you my brother,
I will not curse you; but I dare, and will say,
You are unjust and treacherous. If there be
A way to death, Ill find it. [Exit.

Vice. Follow her;
Shell do some violent act upon herself.
Till she be better temperd, bind her hands,
And fetch the doctor to her. [Exeunt LEONORA
and Waiting-women.] — Had not you
A hand in this?

Pedro. I, sir! I never knew
Such disobedience.

Vice. My honours touchd int.
Let galleys be mannd forth in his pursuit,
Search every port and harbour: if I live,
He shall not scape thus.

Duke. Fine hypocrisy!
Away, dissemblers! tis confederacy
Betwixt thy son, and self, and the false captain;
He could not thus have vanishd else. You have murderd
My son amongst you, and now murder justice:
You know it most impossible he should live,
Howeer the doctor, for your ends, dissembled,
And you have shifted hence Antonio.

Vice. Messina, thou rt a crazed and grieved old man,
And being in my court, protected by
The law of hospitality, or I should
Give you a sharper answer. May I perish,
If I knew of his flight! The corruption
Of my subordinate ministers cannot wrong
My true integrity. Let privy searchers
Examine all the land.

Pedro. Fair fall Antonio! — [Exeunt.


ACT III. SCENE I.
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The Slave-market.

Enter Slave-merchant and Servant, with ANTONIO
and Captain disguised, and dressed as Slaves,
English Slave, and divers other Slaves.

Merch. Come, rank yourselves, and stand out handsomely.
Now ring the bell, that they may know my market.
Stand you two here; [To ANTONIO and the Captain.] you are personable men,
And apt to yield good sums.
Put me that pig-complexiond fellow behind,
He will spoil my sale else; the slave looks like famine;
He will not yield above a peck of oysters — 
If I can get a quart of wine in too, you are gone, sir.
Look who comes, sirrah. [Exit Servant.
And next prepare the song, and do it lively.
Your tricks too, sirrah, they are ways to catch the
buyer; — [To the English Slave.
And if you do them well, theyll prove good dowries.
How now?

Re-enter Servant.

Serv. They come, sir, with their bags full loaden.

Merch. Reach me my stool. O! here they come.
Enter PAULO, Apothecary, CUCULO, and Citizens.

Cuc. Thats he.
He never fails monthly to sell his slaves here:
He buys them presently upon their taking,
And so disperses them to every market.

Merck. Begin the song, and chant it merrily.
A Song by one of the Slaves.
Well done.

Paul. Good morrow!

Merck. Morrow to you, signiors!

Paul. We come to look upon your slaves, and buy too,
If we can like the persons and the prices.

Cuc. They show fine active fellows.

Merck. They are no less, sir,
And people of strong labours.

Paul. Thats in the proof, sir.

Merch. Now to you, sir.
Do you like this slave? — [Pointing to ANTONIO.

Cuc. Yes, if I like his price well.

Merch. The price is full an hundred, nothing bated.
Sirrah, sell the Moors there. Sir, hes bold and secret,
Apt to win favour of the man that owns him
By diligence and duty: look upon him.

Paul. Do you hear, sir?

Merch. Ill be with you presently.
Mark but his limbs, that slave will cost you fourscore; — [Pointing to the Captain.
An easy price — turn him about, and view him.
For these two, sir? why, they are the finest children — 
Twins, on my credit, sir. Do you see this boy, sir?
He will run as far from you in an hour — 

1 Cit. Will he so, sir?

Merch. Conceive me rightly — if upon an errand,
As any horse you have.

2 Cit. What will this girl do?

Merch. Sure no harm at all, sir,
For she sleeps most an end.

Cit. An excellent housewife.
Of what religion are they?

Merch. What you will, sir,
So there be meat and drink int: theyll do little
That shall offend you, for their chief desire
Is to do nothing at all, sir.

Cuc. A hundred is too much.

Merch. Not a doit bated:
Hes a brave slave, his eye shows activeness;
Fire and the mettle of a man dwell in him.
Here is one you shall have — 

Cuc. For what?

Merch. For nothing,
And thank you too.

Paul. What can he do?

Merch. Why, any thing thats ill,
And never blush at it: hes so true a thief,
That hell steal from himself, and think he has got by it.
He will look you in your face and pick your pockets,
Rob ye the most wise rat of a cheese-paring;
There, where a cat will go in, he will follow;
His body has no back-bone. Into my company
He stole, for I never bought him; and will steal into yours,
An you stay a little longer. Now, if any of you
Be given to the excellent art of lying,
Behold, before you here, the masterpiece l
Hell outlie him that taught him, monsieur devil;
Offer to swear he has eaten nothing in a twelver month,
When his mouths full of meat.

Cuc. Pray keep him, hes a jewel;
And heres your money for this fellow.

Merch. Hes yours, sir.

Cuc. Come, fellow me. [Exit with ANTONIO.

Cit. Twenty chequins for these two.

Merch. For five and twenty take them.

Cit. Theres your money:
Ill have them, if it be to sing in cages.

Merch. Give them hard eggs, you never had such blackbirds.

Cit. A merry fellow l Come along then, children.
[Exit with the two Moors.

Paul. Here, tell your money: if his life but answer
His outward promises, I have bought him cheap, sir.

Merch. Too cheap, oconscience: hes a pregnant knave;
Full of fine thought, I warrant him.

Paul. Hes but weak-timberd.

Merch. Tis the better, sir;
He will turn gentleman a great deal sooner.

Paul. Very weak legs.

Merch. Strong as the time allows, sir.

Paul. Whats that fellow?

Merch. Who, this? the finest thing in all the world, sir,
The punctuallest, and the perfectest; an English metal,
But coind in France: Your servants servant, sir!
Do you understand that? or your shadows servant!
Will you buy him to carry in a box? Kiss your hand, sirrah, 
Let fall your cloak on one shoulder, face to your left hand, 
Feather your hat, slope your hat, now charge.
 Your honour,
What think you of this fellow?

Paul. Indeed, I know not;
I never saw such an ape before: but, hark you,
Are these things serious in his nature?

Merch. Yes, yes;
Part of his creed: come, do some more devices.
Quarrel a little, and take him for your enemy;
Do it in dumb show. Now observe him nearly.
[The English Slave practises his postures.

Paul. This fellows mad, stark mad.

Merch. Believe they are all so:
I have sold a hundred of them.

Paul. A strange nation!
What may the women be?

Merch. As mad as they,
And, as I have heard for truth, a great deal madder:
Yet you may find some civil things amongst them,
But they are not respected. Nay, never wonder;
They have a city, sir, I have been in it,
And therefore dare affirm it, where, if you saw
With what a load of vanity tis fraughted,
How like an everlasting morris-dance it looks,
Nothing but hobby-horse and maid Marian,
You would start indeed.

Paul. They are handsome men?

Merch. Yes, if they would thank their Maker,
And seek no further; but they have new creators,
God-tailor and god-mercer: a kind of Jews, sir,
But falln into idolatry; for they worship
Nothing with so much service as the cow-calves.

Paul. What do you mean by cow-calves?

Merch. Why, their women.
Will you see him do any more tricks?

Paul. Tis enough, I thank you;
But yet Ill buy him for the rareness of him:
He may make my princely patient mirth; and that done,
Ill chain him in my study, that, at void hours,
I may run oer the story of his country.

Merch. His price is forty.

Paul. Hold — Ill once be foolish,
And buy a lump of levity to laugh at.

Apoth. Will your worship walk?

Paul. How now, apothecary,
Have you been buying too?

Apoth. A little, sir;
A dose or two of mischief.

Paul. Fare ye well, sir;
As these prove, we shall look the next wind fur you.

Merch. I shall be with you, sir.

Paul. Who bought this fellow?

2 Cit. Not I.

Apoth. Nor I.

Paul. Why does he follow us, then?

Merch. Did not I tell you he would steal to you?

2 Cit. Sirrah,
You mouldy-chaps! know your crib, I would wish you,
And get from whence you came.

1 Slave. I came from no place.

Paul. Wilt thou be my fool? for fools, they say, will tell truth.

1 Slave. Yes, if you will give me leave, sir, to abuse you,
For I can do that naturally.

Paul. And I can beat you.

1 Slave. I should be sorry else, sir,

Merch. He looks for that as duly as his victuals,
And will be extreme sick when he is not beaten.
He will be as wanton, when he has a bone broken,
As a cat in a bowl on the water.

Paul. You will part with him?

Merch. To such a friend as you, sir.

Paul. And without money?

Merch. Not a penny, Signior;
And would he were better for you!

Paul. Follow me, then;
The knave may teach me something.

1 Slave. Something that
You dearly may repent. Howeer you scorn me,
The slave may prove your master.

Paul. Farewell once more!

Merch. Farewell! and when the wind serves
next, expect me. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

A Room in the Viceroys Palace.
Enter PAULO and Surgeons.

Paul. He must take air.

1 Surg. Sir, under your correction,
The violence of motion may make
His wounds bleed fresh.

2 Surg. And he hath lost already
Too much blood, in my judgment.

Paul. I allow that;
But to choke up his spirits in a dark room
Is far more dangerous. He comes; no questions.
Enter CARDENES.

Car. Certain we have no reason, nor that soul
Created of that pureness books persuade us:
We understand not, sure, nor feel that sweetness
That men call virtues chain to link our actions.
Our imperfections form, and flatter us;
A will to rash and rude things is our reason,
And that we glory in, that makes us guilty.
Why did I wrong this man? unmanly wrong him?
Unmannerly? He gave me no occasion.
In all my heat how noble was his temper!
And, when I had forgot both man and manhood,
With what a gentle bravery did he chide me!
And, say he had killd me, whither had I travelld?
Killd me in all my rage — oh, how it shakes me!
Why didst thou do this, fool? a woman taught me;
The devil and his angel, woman, bade me.
I am a beast, the wildest of all beasts,
And like a beast I make my blood my master.
Farewell, farewell, for ever, name of mistress!
Out of my heart I cross thee; love and women
Out of my thoughts.

Paul. Ay, now you show your manhood.

Car. Doctor, believe me, I have bought my knowledge,
And dearly, doctor: — they are dangerous creatures,
They sting at both ends, doctor; worthless creatures,
And all their loves and favours end in ruins.

Paul. To man, indeed.

Car. Why, now thou takst me rightly.
What can they show, or by what act deserve us,
While we have Virtue, and pursue her beauties?

Paul. And yet Ive heard of many virtuous women.

Car. Not many, doctor; there your reading fails you:
Would there were more, and in their loves less dangers!

1 Surg. Strange melancholy!

Paul. By degrees twill lessen:
Provide your things.

2 Surg. Our care shall not be wanting.
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.

A Room in CUCULOS House.
Enter LEONORA and ALMIRA.

Leon. Good madam, for your healths sake clear those clouds up,
That feed upon your beauties like diseases.
Times hand will turn again, and what he ruins
Gently restore, and wipe off all your sorrows.
Believe you are to blame, much to blame, lady:
You tempt his loving care whose eye has numberd
All our afflictions, and the time to cure them:
You rather with this torrent choke his mercies,
Than gently slide into his providence.
Sorrows are well allowd, and sweeten nature,
Where they express no more than drops on lilies;
But, when they fall in storms, they bruise our hopes:
Make us unable, though our comforts meet us,
To hold our heads up. Come, you shall take comfort;
This is a sullen grief becomes condemnd men,
That feel a weight of sorrow through their souls.
Do but look up. Why, so! is not this better
Than hanging down your head still like a violet,
And dropping out those sweet eyes for a wager?
Pray you, speak a little.

Alm. Pray you, desire no more;
And, if you love me, say no more.

Leon. How fain,
If I would be as wilful, and partake int,
Would you destroy yourself! bow often, lady,
Even of the saute disease halve you cured me,
And chid me out ont?

Alm. By these tears, no more.

Leon. You are too prodigal of them. Well, I will not;
For though my love bids me transgress your will,
I have a service to your sorrows still. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

A Hall in the same.
Enter PEDRO And ANTONIO.

Ant. Indeed, my lord, my place is not so near:
I wait below stairs, and there sit, and wait
Who comes to seek accesses; nor is it fit, sir,
My rudeness should intrude so near their lodgings.

Pedro. Thou mayst invent a way, tis but a trial — 
But carrying up this letter, and this token,
And giving them discreetly to my mistress,
The lady Leonora. Theres my purse,
Or any thing thouIt ask me. If thou knewst me,
And what I may be to thee for this courtesy — 

Ant. Your lordship speaks so honestly and freely,
That by my troth Ill venture.

Pedro. I dearly thank thee.

Ant. And it shall cost me hard; nay, keep your purse, sir:
For, though my bodys bought, my mind was never.
Though I am bound, my courtesies are no slaves.

Pedro. Thou shouldst be truly gentle.

Ant. If I were so,
The state I am in bids you not believe it.
But to the purpose, sir: give me your letter,
Leave me alone to give it. [Exit PEDRO.
Oh! here come the ladies;
Now to my business.
Enter LEONORA and ALMIRA behind.

Leon. This air will much refresh you.

Alm. I must sit down.

Leon. Do, and take freer thoughts,
The place invites you; Ill walk by like your sentinel;

Ant. Excellent lady, kissing your fair hand,
And humbly craving pardon for intruding,
This letter, and this ring — 

Leon. From whom, I pray you, sir?

Ant. From the most noble, loving lord, don
Pedro,
The servant of your virtues.

Leon. I much thank you;
And this, sir, for your pains. [Offers him her purse.

Ant. No, gentle lady;
That I can do him service is my merit,
My faith, my full reward.

Leon. Once more, I thank you.
Since I have met so true a friend to goodness,
I dare deliver to your charge my answer:
Pray you, tell him, sir, this night I do invite him
To meet me in the garden; means he may find,
For love, they say, wants no abilities.

Ant. Nor shall he, madam, if my help may prosper;
So everlasting love and sweetness bless you! 
[Exit.

Alm. What fellows that?

Leon. Indeed I know not, madam;
He seems of some strange country by his habit;
Nor can I show you by what mystery
He wrought himself into this place, prohibited.

Alm. A handsome man.

Leon. But of a mind more handsome.

Alm. Was his business to you?

Leon. Yes, from a friend you wot of.

Alm. A very handsome fellow,
And well demeand.

Leon. Exceeding well; and speaks well.

Alm. And speaks well, too?

Leon. Ay, passing well, and freely,
And, as he promises, of a most clear nature;
Brought up, sure, far above his show.

Alm. It seems so:
I would Id heard him, friend. Comes he again?

Leon. Indeed I know not if he do.

Alm. Tis no matter.
Come, lets walk in.

Leon. I am glad you have found your tongue yet.
[Exeunt.


ACT IV. SCENE I.

[image: img47.jpg]

A BEDROOM IN the Viceroys Palace.

Enter Viceroy, Duke, PAULO, and CUCULO.

Paulo. Alls as I tell you, princes; you shall here
Be witness to his fancies, melancholy,
And strong imagination of his wrongs.
His inhumanity to don Antonio
Hath rent his mind into so many pieces
Of various imaginations, that,
Like the celestial bow, this colour nows
The object, then another, till all vanish.
He says a man might watch to death, or fast,
Or think his spirit out; to all which humours
I do apply myself, checking the bad,
And cherishing the good. For these I have
Prepared my instruments, fitting his chamber
With trapdoors and descents; sometimes presenting
Good spirits of the air, bad of the earth,
To pull down or advance his fair intentions.
Hes of a noble nature, yet sometimes
Thinks that which, by confederacy, I do,
Is by some skill in magic.
Enter CARDENES, a book in his hand.
Here he comes
Unsent. I do beseech you, what do you read, sir?

Car. A strange position, which doth much perplex me:
That every souls alike a musical instrument,
The faculties in all men equal strings,
Well or ill handled; and those sweet or harsh.
[Exit PAULO.
How like a fiddler I have playd on mine then!
Declined the high pitch of my birth and breeding,
Like the most barbarous peasant; read my pride
Upon Antonios meek humility,
Wherein he was far valianter than I.
Meekness, thou waitst upon courageous spirits,
Enabling sufferance of past inflictions.
In patience Tarent overcame me more
Than in my wounds: live then no more to men,
Shut daylight from thine eyes, here cast thee down,
[Falls on the bed.
And with a sullen sigh breathe forth thy soul — 

Re-enter PAULO disguised as a Friar.
What art? an apparition, or a man?

Paul. A man, and sent to counsel thee.

Car. Despair
Has stopt mine ears. Thou seemest a holy friar.

Paul. I am; by doctor Paulo sent, to tell thee
Thou art too cruel to thyself, in seeking
To lend compassion and aid to others.
My order bids me comfort thee. I have heard all
Thy various, troubled passions: hear but my story.
In way of youth I did enjoy one friend,
As good and perfect as Heaven eer made man:
This friend was plighted to a beauteous woman,
(Nature proud of her workmanship,) mutual love
Possessd them both, her heart in his breast lodged,
And his in hers.

Car. No more of love, good father,
It was my surfeit, and I loathe it now,
As men in fevers meat they fell sick on.

Paul. Howeer, tis worth your hearing. This
betrothd lady,
(The ties and duties of a friend forgotten,)
Spurrd on by love, I treacherously pursued;
Contemnd by her, and by my friend reproved,
Despised by honest men, my conscience seard up,
Love I converted into frantic rage;
And by that false guide led, I summond him
In this bad cause, his sword gainst mine, to prove
If he or I might claim most right in love.
But fortune, that does seld or never give
Success to right and virtue, made him fall
Under my sword. Blood, blood, a friends dear blood,
A virtuous friends, shed by a villain, me,
In such a monstrous and unequal cause,
Lies on my conscience.

Car. And durst thou live,
After this, to be so old? tis an illusion
Raised up by charms: a man would not have lived.
Art quiet in thy bosom?

Paul. As the sleep
Of infants.

Car. My fault did not equal this;
Yet I have emptied my heart of joy,
Only to store sighs up. What were the arts
That made thee live so long in rest?

Paul. Repentance
Hearty, that cleansed me; reason then confirmd me,
I was forgiven, and took me to my beads. [Exit.

Car. I am in the wrong path; tender conscience
Makes me forget mine honour: I have done
No evil like this, yet I pine; whilst he,
A few tears of his true contrition tenderd,
Securely sleeps. Ha! where keeps peace of conscience,
That I may buy her? nowhere; not in life.
Tis feignd that Jupiter two vessels placed — 
The one with honey filld, the other gall — 
At the entry of Olympus; Destiny,
There brewing these together, suffers not
One man to pass before he drinks this mixture.
Hence is it we have not an hour of life
In which our pleasures relish not some pain,
Our sours some sweetness. Love doth taste of both;
Revenge, that thirsty dropsy of our souls,
Which makes us covet that which hurts us most,
Is not alone sweet, but partakes of tartness.

Duke. Ist not a strange effect?

Vice. Past precedent.

Cuc. His brain-pans perishd with his wounds: go to,
I knew twould come to this.

Vice. Peace, man of wisdom.

Car. Pleasures the hook of evil; ease of care,
And so the general object of the court;
Yet some delights are lawful. Honour is
Virtues allowd ascent; honour, that clasps
All-perfect justice in her arms, that craves
No more respect than what she gives, that does
Nothing but what shell suffer. This distracts me;
But I have found the right: had don Antonio
Done that to me I did to him, I should have killd him;
The injury so foul, and done in public,
My footman would not bear it; then in honour
Wranging him so, Ill right him on myself:
Theres honour, justice, and full satisfaction
Equally tenderd: tis resolved; Ill do it.
[They rush forward and disarm him.
They take all weapons from me.

Duke. Bless my son!

Re-enter PAULO, dressed like a Soldier, and the
English Slave like a Courtier.

Vice. The careful doctors come again.

Duke. Rare man!
How shall I pay this debt?

Cuc. He that is with him
Is one o the slaves he lately bought, he said,
To accommodate his cure: hes English horn,
But French in his behaviour; a delicate slave.

Vice. The slave is very fine.

Cuc. Your English slaves
Are ever so: I have seen an English slave
Far finer than his master: theres a state-point
Worthy your observation.

Paul. On thy life,
Be perfect in thy lesson: fewer legs, slave.

Car. My thoughts are searchd and answerd; for I did
Desire a soldier and a courtier,
To yield me satisfaction in some doubts
Not yet concluded of.

Paul. Your doctor did
Admit us, sir.

Slave. And we are at your service:
Whateer it be, command it.

Car. You appear
A courtier in the race of LOVE; how far
In honour are you bound to run?

Slave. Ill tell you:
You must not spare expense, hut wear gay clothes,
And you may be, too, prodigal of oaths,
To win a mistress favour; not afraid.
Seeking access, to bribe her chambermaid.
You may present her gifts, and of all sorts,
Feast, dance, and revel; they are lawful sports:
The choice of suitors you must not deny her,
Nor quarrel though you find a rival by her:
Build on your own deserts, and ever be
A stranger to loves enemy, jealousy,
For that draws on — 

Car. No more; this points at me;
[Exit English Slave.
I neer observed these rules. Now speak, old soldier,
The height of HONOUR?

Paul. No man to offend;
Neer to reveal the secrets of a friend;
Rather to suffer than to do a wrong;
To make the heart no stranger to the tongue;
Provoked, not to betray an enemy,
Nor eat his meat I choke with flattery;
Blushless to tell wherefore I wear my scars — 
Or for my conscience, or my countrys wars;
To aim at just things; if we have wildly run
Into offences, wish them all undone:
Tis poor, in grief for a wrong done, to die — 
Honour, to dare to live, and satisfy.

Vice. Mark how he winds him.

Duke. Excellent man!

Paul. Who fights
With passions, and oercomes them, is endued
With the best virtue, passive fortitude. [Exit.

Car. Thou hast touchd me, soldier. Oh! this honour bears
The right stamp. Would all soldiers did profess
Thy good religion! The discords of my soul
Are tuned, and make a heavenly harmony:
What sweet peace feel I now! I am ravishd with it.

Vice. How still he sits! — [Music.

Cuc. Hark! music.

Duke. How divinely
This artist gathers scatterd sense; with cunning
Composing the fair jewel of his mind,
Broken in pieces, and nigh lost before.

Re-enter PAULO, dressed like a Philosopher, accompanied by a good and evil Genius, who sing a song in alternate stanzas: during the performance of which PAULO goes off, and returns in his own shape.

Vice. See Protean Paulo in another shape.

Paul. Away, Ill bring him shortly perfect, doubt not.

Duke. Master of thy great art!

Vice. As such well hold thee.

Duke. And study honours for him.

Cuc. Ill be sick
On purpose to take physic of this doctor.
[Exeunt all but CARDENES and PAULO.

Car. Doctor, thou hast perfected a bodys cure
To amaze the world, and almost cured a mind
Near frenzy. With delight I now perceive,
You, for my recreation, have invented
The several objects, which my melancholy
Sometimes did think you conjured, other whiles
Imagined them chimaeras. You have been
My friar, soldier, philosopher T
My poet, architect, physician;
Labourd for me, more than your slaves for you,
In their assistance: in your moral song
Of my good Genius, and my bad, you have won me
A cheerful heart, and banishd discontent;
There being nothing wanting to my wishes,
But once more, were it possible, to behold
Don John Antonio.

Paul. There shall be letters sent
Into all parts of Christendom, to inform him
Of your recovery, which now, sir, I doubt not.

Car. What honours, what rewards can I heap on you!

Paul. That my endeavours have so well succeeded,
Is a sufficient recompense. Pray you retire, sir;
Not too much air so soon.

Car. I am obedient. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

A Room in CUCULOS House.
Enter ALMIRA and LEONORA.

Leon. How strangely
This fellow runs in her mind! — [Aside.

Alm. Do you hear, cousin?

Leon. Her sadness clean forsaken!

Alm. A poor slave
Bought for my governess, say you?

Leon. I hear so.

Alm. And, do you think, a Turk?

Leon. His habit shows it;
At least bought for a Turk.

Alm. Ay, that may be so.

Leon. What if he were one naturally?

Alm. Nay, tis nothing,
Nothing to the purpose; and yet, methinks, tis strange
Such handsomeness of mind, and civil outside,
Should spring from those rude countries.

Leon. If it be no more,
Ill call our governess, and she can show you.

Alm. Why, do you think it is?

Leon. I do not think so.

Alm. Fie! no, no, by no means; and to tell thee truth, wench,
I am truly glad he is here, be what he will:
Let him be still the same he makes a show of;
For now we shall see something to delight us.

Leon. And heaven knows, we have need ont.

Alm. Heigh ho! my heart aches.
Prithee, call in our governess. [Exit LEONORA.]
Plague o this fellow!
Why do I think so much of him? how the devil
Creepd he into my head? and yet, beshrew me,
Methinks I have not seen — I lie, I have seen
A thousand handsomer, a thousand sweeter. 
But say this fellow were adornd as they are,
Set off to show and glory! Whats that to me?
Fie, what a fool am I! what idle fancies
Buzz in my brains!

Re-enter LEONORA with BORACHIA.

Bora. And how doth my sweet lady?

Leon. She wants your company to make her merry.

Bora. And how does master Pug, I pray you, madam?

Leon. Do you mean her little dog?

Bora. I mean his worship.

Leon. Troubled with fleas a little.

Bora. Alas, poor chicken!

Alm. Borachia, what new fellows that thou hast gotten?
(Now she will sure be free) that handsome stranger?

Bora. Ill tell you two: but let it go no further.

Leon. No, no, by no means.

Bora. Hes the great Turks son,
And a fine Christian; my husband bought him for me.
As sweet a Turk, ant like your ladyship,
And speaks ye as pure pagan: — Ill assure ye,
My husband had a notable pennyworth of him.

Alm. Prithee, call him; I would see him.

Bora. He waits here at the stairs: — Son slave! come hither.
Enter ANTONIO.
Go up and make your honours: — I must away.
[Exit BORACHIA.

Alm. Come hither, sir: how long have you served here?

Ant. A poor time, madam, yet, to show my service.

Alm. I see thou art diligent.

Ant. I would be, madam;
Tis all the portion left me, that and truth.

Alm. Thou art but young.

Ant. Had fortune meant me so,
Excellent lady, time had not much wrongd me.

Alm. Wilt thou serve me?

Ant. In all my prayers, madam,
Else such a misery as mine but blasts you.

Alm. Beshrew my heart, he speaks well; wondrous honestly. [Aside,

Ant. Madam, your loving lord stays for you.

Leon. I thank you.
Your pardon for an hour, dear friend.

Alm. Your pleasure.

Leon. I dearly thank you, sir. [Exit,

Ant. My humblest service.
She views me narrowly, yet sure she knows me not:
I dare not trust the time yet, nor I must not.
[Aside,

Alm. You are not as your habit shows?

Ant. No, madam,
His hand, that, for my sins, lies heavy on me,
I hope will keep me from being a slave to the devil.

Alm. A brave clear mind he has, and nobly
seasond.
What country are you of?

Ant. A Biscan, lady.

Alm. No doubt, a gentleman

Ant. My father thought so.

Alm. Ay, and I warrant thee, a right fair woman
Thy mother was: — he blushes, that confirms it.
I prithee, blush again.

Ant. Tis a weakness, madam,
I am easily this way wood to.

Alm. I thank you.
Of all that eer I saw, thou art the perfectest.
[Aside.
Now you must tell me, sir, for now I long fort.

Ant. What would she have?

Alm. The story of your fortune,
The hard and cruel fortune brought you hither.

Ant. That makes me stagger; yet I hope Im
hid still. — [Aside,
That I came hither, madam, was the fairest.

Alm. But how this misery you bear, fell on you?
Ant. Infandum, regina, jubes renovare dolorem.

Abu. Come, I will have it; I command you tell it.
For such a speaker I would hear for ever.

Ant. Sure, madam, twill but make you sad and heavy,
Because I know your goodness full of pity;
And tis so poor a subject too, and to your ears,
That are acquainted with things sweet and easy,
So harsh a harmony.

Alm. I prithee speak it.

Ant. I ever knew obedience the best sacrifice.
Honour of ladies, then, first passing over
Some few years of my youth, that are impertinent,
Let me begin the sadness of my story,
Where I began to lose myself, to love first.

Alm. Tis well, go forward; some rare piece I look for.

Ant. Not far from where my father lives, a lady,
A neighbour by, blessd with as great a beauty
As nature durst bestow without undoing,
Dwelt, and most happily, as I thought then,
And blessd the house a thousand times she dwelt in.
This beauty, in the blossom of my youth,
When my first fire knew no adulterate incense.
NOT I no way to flatter, but my fondness;
In all the bravery my friends could show me,
In all the faith my innocence could give me,
In the best language my true tongue could tell me,
And all the broken sighs my sick heart lend me,
I sued, and served: long did I love this lady,
Long was my travail, long my trade to win her;
With all the duty of my soul, I served her.

Alm. How feelingly he speaks! [Aside.] — And she loved you too?
It must he so.

Ant. I would it had, dear lady;
This story had been needless, and this place,
I think, unknown to me.

Alm. Were your bloods equal?

Ant. Yes, and I thought our hearts too.

Alm. Then she must love.

Ant. She did — but never me; she could not love me,
She would not love, she hated: more, she scornd me,
And in so poor and base a way abused me,
For all my services, for all my bounties,
So bold neglects flung on me.

Alm. An ill woman!
Belike you found some rival in your love, then?

Ant. How perfectly she points me to my story!
[Aside.
Madam, I did; and one whose pride and anger,
Ill manners, and worse mien, she doted on,
Doted to my undoing, and my ruin.
And, but for honour to your sacred beauty,
And reverence to the noble sex, though she fall,
As she must fall that durst be so unnoble,
I should say something unbeseeming me.
What out of love, and worthy love, I gave her,
Shame to her most unworthy mind! to fools,
To girls, and fiddlers, to her boys she flung,
And in disdain of me.

Alm. Pray you take me with you.
Of what complexion was she?

Ant. But that I dare not
Commit so great a sacrilege gainst virtue,
She lookd not much unlike— though far, far short.
Something, I see, appears — your pardon, madam — 
Her eyes would smile so, but her eyes would cozen;
And so she would look sad: but yours is pity,
A noble chorus to my wretched story;
Hers was disdain and cruelty.

Alm. Pray Heaven,
Mine be no worse! he has told me a strange story,
[Aside.
And said twould make me sad! he is no liar.
But where begins this poor state? I will have all,
For it concerns me truly.

Ant. Last, to blot me
From all remembrance what I had been to her,
And how, how honestly, how nobly served her,
Twas thought she set her gallant to despatch me.
Tis true, he quarrelld without place or reason:
We fought; I killd him; heavens strong hand was with me:
For which I lost my country, friends, acquaintance,
And put myself to sea, where a pirate took me,
Forcing this habit of a Turk upon me,
And sold me here.

Alm. Stop there awhile; but stay still.
[Walks aside.
In this mans story, how I look, how monstrous!
How poor and naked now I show! what don John,
In all the virtue of his life, but aimd at,
This thing hath conquerd with a tale, and carried.
Forgive me, thou that guidst me! never conscience
Touchd me till now, nor true love: let me keep it.

Re-enter LEONORA with PEDRO.

Leon. She is there. Speak to her, you will find
her alterd.

Pedro. Sister, I am glad to see you, but far gladder
To see you entertain your health so well.

Alm. I am glad to see you too, sir, and shall be gladder
Shortly to see you all.

Pedro. Now she speaks heartily.
What do you want?

Alm. Only an hour of privateness;
I have a few thoughts — 

Pedro. Take your full contentment,
Well walk aside again; but first to you, friend,
Or I shall much forget myself: my best friend,
Command me ever, ever — you have won it.

Ant. Your lordship overflows me.

Leon. Tis but due, sir.
[Exeunt LEONORA and PEDRO.

Alm. Hes there still. Come, sir, to your last part now,
Which only is your name, and I dismiss you.
Why, whither go you?

Ant. Give me leave, good madam,
Or I must be so seeming rude to take it.

Alm. You shall not go, I swear you shall not go:
I ask you nothing but your name; you have one,
And why should that thus fright you?

Ant. Gentle madam,
I cannot speak; pray pardon me, a sickness,
That takes me often, ties my tongue: go from me;
My fits infectious, lady.

Alm. Were it death
In all his horrors, I must ask and know it;
Your sickness is unwillingness. Hard heart,
To let a lady of my youth, and place,
Beg thus long for a trifle I

Ant. Worthiest lady,
Be wise, and let me go; youll bless me for it:
Beg not that poison from me that will kill you.

Alm. I only beg your name, sir.

Ant. That will choke you;
I do beseech you, pardon me.

Alm. I will not.

Ant. Youll curse me when you hear it.

Alm. Why shouldest thou think so?

Ant. Why! most unhappily I bear that name
(Though I be innocent of all occasion,)
That, since my coming hither, people tell me
You hate beyond forgiveness: now, Heaven knows
So much respect, although I am a stranger,
Duty, and humble zeal, I bear your sweetness,
That for the world I would not grieve your goodness:
Ill change my name, dear madam.

Alm. People lie,
And wrong thy name; thy name may save all others,
And make that holy to me, that I hated.
Prithee, what is t?

Ant. Don John Antonio. 
What will this woman do, what thousand changes
Run through her heart and hands? no fixd thought in her!
She loves, for certain! — [Aside.

Alm. I am not angry, sir,
With you, nor with your name; I love it rather,
And shall respect you — you deserve — for this time
I license you to go: be not far from me,
I shall call for you often.

Ant. I shall wait, madam. [Exit.
Enter CUCULO.

Alm. Now, whats the news with you?

Cuc. My lord your father
Sent me to tell your honour, prince Martino
Is well recoverd, and in strength.

Alm. Why, let him — 
The stories and the names so well agreeing,
And both so noble gentlemen. [Aside.

Cuc. And more, ant please you — 

Alm. It doth not please me, neither more nor
less ont.

Cuc. Theyll come to visit you.

Alm. They shall break through the doors then.
[Exit.

Cuc. Heres a new trick of state; this shows foul weather;
But let her make it when she please, Ill gain by
it. [Exit.


ACT V. SCENE I.
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A STREET.

Enter Pirates, and the Slave that followed PAULO.

1 Pir. Sold for a slave, sayst thou?

Slave. Twas not so well:
Though I am bad enough, I personated
Such base behaviour, barbarism of manners,
With other pranks, that might deter the buyer,
That the market yielded not one man that would
Vouchsafe to own me.

1 Pir. What was thy end in it?

Slave. To be given away for nothing, as I was
To the viceroys doctor; with him I have continued
In such contempt, a slave unto his slaves;
His horse and dog of more esteem: and from
That villanous carriage of myself, as if
Id been a lump of flesh without a soul,
I drew such scorn upon me, that I passd,
And pried in every place, without observance.
For which, if you desire to be made men,
And by one undertaking, and that easy,
You are bound to sacrifice unto my sufferings,
The seed I sowd, and from which you shall reap
A plentiful harvest.

1 Pir. To the point; I like not
These castles built in the air.

Slave. Ill make them real,
And you the Neptunes of the sea; you shall
No more he sea-rats.

1 Pir. Art not mad?

Slave. You have seen
The star of Sicily, the fair Almira,
The viceroys daughter, and the beauteous ward
Of the duke of Messina?

1 Pir. Madam Leonora.

Slave. What will you say, if both these princesses,
This very night; for I will not delay you,
Be put in your possession?

1 Pir. Now I dare swear
Thou hast maggots in thy brains, thou wouldst not else
Talk of impossibilities.

Slave. Be still
Incredulous.

1 Pir. Why, canst thou think we are able
To force the court?

Slave. Are we able to force two women,
And a poor Turkish slave? Where lies your pinnace?

1 Pir. In a creek not half a league hence.

Slave. Can you fetch ladders,
To mount a garden-wall?

2 Pir. They shall be ready.

Slave. No more words then, but follow me; and if
I do not make this good, let my throat pay for t.

1 Pir. What heaps of gold these beauties would bring to us
From the great Turk, if it were possible
That this could be effected!

Slave. If it be not,
I know the price ont.

1 Pir. And be sure to pay it. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

A Room in CUCULOS House.
Enter ANTONIO with a letter in his hand.

Ant. Her fair hand threw this from the window to me,
And as I took it up, she said, Peruse it,
And entertain a fortune offerd to thee.
What may the inside speak? 
[Breaks it open, and reads.
For satisfaction
Of the contempt I showd don John Antonio,
Whose name thou bearst, and in that dearer to me,
I do profess I love thee — How!— tis so — 
I love thee; this night wait me in the garden,
There thou shall know more — subscribed,

Thy Almira.
Can it be possible such levity
Should wait on her perfections! when I was
Myself, set off with all the grace of greatness,
Pomp, bravery, circumstance, she hated me,
And did profess it openly; yet now,
Being a slave, a thing she should in reason
Disdain to look upon; in this base shape,
And, since I wore it, never did her service,
To dote thus fondly! and yet I should glory
In her revolt from constancy, not accuse it,
Since it makes for me. But, ere I go further,
Or make discovery of myself, Ill put her
To the utmost trial. In the garden! well,
There I shall learn more. Women, giddy women!
In her the blemish of your sex you prove,
There is no reason for your hate or love. [Exit.

SCENE III.

A Garden belonging to the same.
Enter ALMIRA, LEONORA, and two Waiting-women,

Leon. At this
Unseasonable time to be thus brave,
No visitants expected! you amaze me.

Alm. Are these jewels set forth to the best advantage,
To take the eye?

1 Wom. With our best care.

2 Wom. We never
Better discharged our duties.

Alm. In my sorrows,
A princess name (I could perceive it) struck
A kind of reverence in him, and my beauty,
As then neglected, forced him to lode on me
With some sparks of affection; but now,
When I would fan them to a glorious flame,
I cannot be too curious. I wonder
He stays so long. [Aside.

Leon. These are strange fancies.

Alm. Go,
Entreat — I do forget myself — command
My governess gentleman — her slave, I should say,
To wait me instantly, [Exit 1 Woman.] — and yet already
Hes here; his figure graven on my heart,
Never to be razed out.

Enter Pirates and the Slave.

Slave. There is the prize.
Is it so rich that you dare not seize upon it?
Here I begin. [Seizes ALMIRA.

Alm. Help! villain!

1 Pir. You are mine. [Seizes LEONORA.

2 Pir. Though somewhat coarse, youll serve, after a storm,
To bid fair weather welcome. [Seizes 2 Woman.

Leon. Defend me, Heaven!

Alm. No aid near!

2 Wom. Help!

Slave. Despatch.
No glove nor handkerchief to stop their mouths?
Then: cries will reach the guard, and then we are lost.

Re-enter 1 Woman with ANTONIO.

Ant. What shrieks are these? from whence? O blessed saints,
What sacrilege to beauty! Do I talk,
When tis almost too late to do?  [Forces a sword
from the Slave.] — Take that.

Slave. All set upon him.

1 Pir. Kill him.

Ant. You shall buy
My life at a dear rate, you rogues.
Enter PEDRO, CUCULO, and Guard.

Cuc. Down with them!

Pedro. Unheard-of treason!

Ant. Madam, you are free.

Pedro. Take comfort, dearest mistress.

Cuc. O you micher,
Have you a hand in this?

Slave. My aims were high;
Fortunes my enemy: to dies the worst,
And that I look for.

1 Pir. Vengeance on your plots!

Pedro. The rack at better leisure shall force from them
A full discovery: away with them.
[Exit Guard with Pirates and Slave.

Pedro. Thou man of men!

Leon. A second Hercules.

Alm. An angel thus disguised.

Ant. I have done nothing but my duty, madam:

Pedro. Far beyond thy hopes
Expect reward.

Alm. Well straight to court, and there
It is resolved what I will say and do.
I am faint; support me.

Pedro. This strange accident
Will be heard with astonishment. Come, friend,
You have made yourself a fortune, and deserve it.
[Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

A Room in the Viceroys Palate.

Enter Viceroy, Duke of Messina, and PAULO,
[Duke. Perfectly cured!

Paul. As such I will present him:
The thanks be given to Heaven.

Duke. Thrice-reverend man,
What thanks but will come short of thy desert?
Or bounty, though all we possess were given thee,
Can pay thy merit? I will have thy statue
Set up in brass.

Vice. Thy name made the sweet subject
Of our best poems; thy unequalled cures
Recorded to posterity. My daughter I
Enter PEDRO, ALMIRA, LEONORA, ANTONIO, and Guard.
Hows this! a slave crownd with a civic garland!
The mystery of this?

Pedro. It will deserve
Your hearing and attention. If the old Romans,
When of most power and wisdom, did decree
A wreath like this to any common soldier
That saved a citizens life, the bravery
And valour of this man may justly challenge
Triumphant laurel. This last night a crew
Of pirates brake in Signior Cuculos house,
With violent rudeness seizing on my sister
And my fair mistress; both were in their power,
And ready to be forced hence, when this man,
Unarmd, came to their rescue, but his courage
Soon furnishd him with weapons; in a word,
The lives and liberties of these sweet ladies
You owe him for: the rovers are in hold,
And ready, when you please, for punishment.

Vice. As an induction of more to come,
Receive this favour.

Duke. With myself, my son
Shall pay his real thanks. He comes; observe now
Their amorous meeting.

Re-enter PAULO with CARDENES.

Car. I am glad you are well, lady.

Alm. I grieve not your recovery.

Vice. So coldly!

Duke. Why fall you off?

Car. To shun captivity, sir.
I was too long a slave, Ill now he free.

Alm. Tis my desire you should. Sir, my affection
To him was but a trifle, which I playd with
In the childhood of my love; which now, grown older,
I cannot like of.

Vice. Strange inconstancy!

Car. Tis judgment, sir, in me, or a true debt
Tenderd to justice, rather. My first life,
Loaden with all the follies of a man,
Or what could take addition from a woman,
Was by my headstrong passions, which oerruled
My understanding, forfeited to death:
But this new being, this my second life,
Begun in serious contemplation of
What best becomes a perfect man, shall never
Sink under such weak frailties.

Duke. Most unlookd for!

Paul. It does transcend all wonders.

Car. Tis a blessing
I owe your wisdom, which Ill not abuse:
But if you envy your own gift, and will
Make me that wretched creature which I was,
You then again shall see me passionate,
A lover of poor trifles, confident
In mans deceiving strength, or falser fortune;
Jealous, revengeful, in unjust things daring,
Injurious, quarrelsome, stored with all diseases
The baser part of man infects his soul with,
And to remember whats the worst, once more
To love a woman; but till that time never. [Exit.

Vice. Stand you affected so to men, Almira?

Alm. Though Prince Martino doth profess a hate
To womankind, twere a poor world for women,
Were there no other choice, or all should follow
The example of this new Hippolytus:
There are men, sir, that can love, and have loved truly;
Nor am I desperate but I may deserve
One that both can and will so.

Vice. My allowance
Shall rank with your good liking, still provided
Your choice be worthy.

Alm. In it I have used
The judgment of my mind, and that made clearer
With calling oft to Heaven it might be so.
I have not sought a living comfort from
The reverend ashes of old ancestors;
Nor given myself to the mere name and titles
Of such a man, that, being himself nothing,
Derives his substance from his grandsires tomb:
For wealth, it is beneath my birth to think ont,
Since that must wait upon me, being your daughter:
No, sir, the man I love, though he wants all
The setting forth of fortune, gloss and greatness,
Has in himself such true and real goodness,
His parts so far above his low condition,
That he will prove an ornament, not a blemish,
Both to your name and family.

Pedro. What strange creature
Hath she found out?

Leon. I dare not guess.

Alm. To hold you
No longer in suspense, this matchless man,
That saved my life and honour, is my husband,
Whom I will serve with duty.

Vice. Do not jest thyself
Into the danger of a father s anger.

Alm. Jest, sir! by all my hope of comfort in him,
I am most serious. Good sir, look upon him;
But let it be with my eyes, and the care
You should owe to your daughters life and safety,
Of which, without him, shes uncapable,
And youll approve him worthy.

Vice. O thou shame
Of women! thy sad fathers curse and scandal!
With what an impious violence thou takst from him
His few short hours of breathing!

Paul. Do not add, sir,
Weight to your sorrow in the ill-bearing of it.

Vice. From whom, degenerate monster, flow these low
And base affections in thee? what strange philtres
Hast thou received? what witch with damned spells
Deprived thee of thy reason? Look on me,
Since thou art lost unto thyself, and learn,
From what I suffer for thee, what strange tortures
Thou dost prepare thyself.

Duke. Good sir, take comfort;
The counsel you bestowd on me, make use of.

Paul. This villain, (for such practices in that nation
Are very frequent,) it may be, hath forced
By cunning potions, and by sorcerous charms,
This frenzy in her.

Vice. Sever them.

Alm. I grow to him.

Vice. Carry the slave to torture, and wrest from him,
By the most cruel means, a free confession
Of his impostures.

Alm. I will follow him,
And with him take the rack.

Vice. Why linger you? rack him first, and after break him
Upon the wheel.

Pedro. Sir, this is more than justice.

Ant. Is t death in Sicily to be beloved
Of a fair lady?

Leon. Though he be a slave,
Remember yet he is a man.

Vice. I am deaf
To all persuasions: — drag him hence.
[The Guard carry off ANTONIO.

Alm. Do, tyrant,
No more a father, feast thy cruelty
Upon thy daughter; but vengeance fall upon me,
If I inflict not on myself whatever
He can endure for me!

Vice. Will none restrain her?

Alm. Death hath a thousand doors to let out life,
I shall find one. If Portias burning coals,
The knife of Lucrece, Cleopatras aspics,
Famine, deep waters, have the power to free me
From a loathed life, Ill not an hour outlive him.

Pedro. Sister!

Leon. Dear cousin!
[Exit ALMIRA, followed by PEDRO and LEONORA.

Vice. Let her perish.

Paul. Hear me:
The effects of violent love are desperate,
And therefore in the execution of
The slave be not too sudden. I was present
When he was bought, and at that time myself
Made purchase of another; he that sold them
Said that they were companions of one country;
Something may rise from this to ease your sorrows.
By circumstance Ill learn whats his condition;
In the mean time use all fair and gentle means
To pacify the lady.

Vice. Ill endeavour,
As far as grief and anger will give leave,
To do as you direct me.

Duke. Ill assist you. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

A Room in the Prison.
Enter PEDRO and Keeper.

Pedro. Hath he been visited already?

Keep. Yes, sir,
Like one of better fortune; and to increase
My wonder of it, such as repair to him,
In their behaviour rather appear
Servants, than friends to comfort him.

Pedro. Go fetch him. [Exit Keeper,
I am bound in gratitude to do more than wish
The life and safety of a man that hath
So well deserved me.

Re-enter Keeper with ANTONIO in his former dress, and Servant.

Keep. Here he is, my lord.

Pedro. Whos here? Thou art no conjurer to raise
A spirit in the best shape man eer appeard in,
My friend, the prince of Tarent! doubts, forsake me!
I must and will embrace him.

Ant. Pedro holds
One that loves life for nothing but to live
To do him service;

Pedro. You are he, most certain.
Heaven ever make me thankful for this bounty!
Run to the viceroy, let him know this rarity.
[Exit Keeper.
But how you came here thus — yet, since I have you,
Ist not enough I bless the prosperous means
That brought you hither?

Ant. Dear friend, you shall know all;
And though, in thankfulness, I should begin
Where you deliverd me — 

Pedro. Pray you pass that over;
Thats not worth the relation.

Ant. You confirm
True friends love to do courtesies, not to hear them.
But Ill obey you. In our tedious passage
Towards Malta — I may call it so, for hardly
We had lost the ken of Sicily, but we were
Becalmd, and hulld so up and down twelve hours;
When, to our more misfortunes, we descried
Eight well-mannd galleys making amain for us,
Of which the arch Turkish pirate, cruel Dragut,
Was admiral: Ill not speak what I did
In our defence, but never man did more
Than the brave captain that you sent forth with me:
All would not do; courage oppressd with number,
We were boarded, pillaged to the skin, and after
Twice sold for slave; by the pirates first, and after
By a Maltese to Signior Cuculo.
I thought to cheer you up with this short story,
But you grow sad ont.

Pedro. Have I not just cause,
When I consider I could be so stupid,
As not to see a friend through all disguises;
Or he so far to question my true love,
To keep himself conceald?

Ant. Twas fit to do so,
And not to grieve you with the knowledge of
What then I was; where now I appear to you,
Your sister loving me, and Martino safe,
Like to myself and birth.

Pedro. May you live long so! But lets to the court:
My father never saw a man so welcome,
As youll be to him.

Ant. May it prove so, friend! — [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

A Room in the Viceroys Palace.

Enter Viceroy, Duke of Messina, CARDENES,
PAULO, Captain, ALMIRA, LEONORA, Waitingwomen, and Attendants.

Vice. The slave changed to the prince of Tarent, says he?

Capt. Yes, sir, and I, the captain of the fort,
Worthy of your displeasure, and the effect oft,
For my deceiving of that trust your excellency
Reposed in me.

Paul. Yet since all hath fallen out
Beyond your hopes, let me become a suitor,
And a prevailing one, to get his pardon.

Alm. O, dearest Leonora, with what forehead
Dare I look on him now? too powerful love,
The best strength of thy unconfined empire
Lies in weak womens hearts: thou art feignd blind,
And yet we borrow our best sight from thee.
Could it be else, the person still the same,
Affection over me such power should have,
To make me scorn a prince, and love a slave?

Car. But art thou sure tis he?

Capt. Most certain, sir.

Car. Is he in health, strong, vigorous, and as able
As when he left me dead?

Capt. Your own eyes, sir,
Shall make good my report.

Car. I am glad of it,
And take you comfort in it, sir: theres hope,
Fair hope left for me, to repair mine honour.

Duke. Whats that?

Car. I will do something, that shall speak me
Messinas son.

Duke. I like not this. One word, sir.
[Whispers the Viceroy.

Vice. Well prevent it.
Nay, look up, my Almira; now I approve
Thy happy choice; I have forgot my anger;
I freely do forgive thee.

Alm. May I find
Such easiness in the wrongd prince of Tarent!
I then were happy.

Leon. Rest assured you shall.
Enter ANTONIO, PEDRO, and Servant.

Vice. We all with open arms haste to embrace you.

Duke. Welcome, most welcome!

Car. Stay.

Duke. Twas this I feard.

Car. Sir, tis best known to you on what strict terms
The reputation of mens fame and honours
Depends in this so punctual age, in which
A word that may receive a harsh construction
Is answerd and defended by the sword:
And you, that know so much, will, I presume,
Be sensibly tender of anothers credit,
As you would guard your own.

Ant. I were unjust else.

Car. I have received from your hands wounds, and deep ones,
My honour in the general report
Tainted and soild, for which I will demand
This satisfaction — that you would forgive
My contumelious words and blow, my rash
And unadvised wildness first threw on you.
Thus I would teach the world a better way
For the recovery of a wounded honour,
Than with a savage fury, not true courage,
Still to run headlong on.

Ant. Can this be serious?

Car. Ill add this: he that does wrong, not alone
Draws, but makes sharp, his enemys sword against
His own life and his honour. I have paid fort;
And wish that they who dare most would learn from me,
Not to maintain a wrong, but to repent it.

Paul. Why, this is like yourself.

Car. For further proof,
Here, sir, with all my interest, I give up
This lady to you.

Vice. Which I make more strong
With my free grant.

Alm. I bring mine own consent,
Which will not weaken it.

All. All joy confirm it!

Ant. Your unexpected courtesies amaze me;
Which I will study with all love and service
To appear worthy of.

Paul. Pray you, understand, sir,
There are a pair of suitors more, that gladly
Would hear from you as much as the pleased viceroy
Hath said unto the prince of Tarent.

Duke. Take her:
Her dowry shall be answerable to
Her birth and your desert.

Pedro. You make both happy.

Ant. One only suit remains; that you would please
To take again into your highness favour
This honest captain: let him have your grace;
Whats due to his much merit shall from me
Meet liberal rewards.

Vice. Have your desire.

Ant. Now may all here that love, as they are friends
To our good fortunes, find like prosperous ends.
[Exeunt.
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER RUTILIO, AND Arnold[o].

Rut. Why do you grieve thus still?

Arn. Twould melt a Marble,
And tame a Savage man, to feel my fortune.

Rut. What fortune? I have livd this thirty years,
And run through all these follies you call fortunes,
Yet never fixt on any good and constant,
But what I made myself: why should I grieve then
At that I may mould any way?

Arn. You are wide still.

Rut. You love a Gentlewoman, a young handsom woman,
I have lovd a thosand, not so few.

Arn. You are disposd.

Rut. You hope to Marry her; tis a lawful calling
And prettily esteemd of, but take heed then,
Take heed dear Brother of a stranger fortune
Than ere you felt yet; fortune my foe is a friend to it.

Arn. Tis true I love, dearly, and truly love,
A noble, vertuous, and most beauteous Maid,
And am belovd again.

Rut. Thats too much o Conscience,
To love all these would run me out o my wits.

Arn. Prethee give ear, I am to Marry her.

Rut. Dispatch it then, and Ile go call the Piper.

Arn. But O the wicked Custom of this Country,
The barbarous, most inhumane, damned Custom.

Rut. Tis true, to marry is a Custom
I the world; for look you Brother,
Woud any man stand plucking for the Ace of Harts,
With one pack of Cards all dayes ons life?

Arn. You do not
Or else you purpose not to understand me.

Rut. Proceed, I will give ear.

Arn. They have a Custom
In this most beastly Country, out upont.

Rut. Lets hear it first.

Arn. That when a Maid is contracted
And ready for the tye oth Church, the Governour,
He that commands in chief, must have her Maiden-head,
Or Ransom it for mony at his pleasure.

Rut. How might a man atchieve that place? a rare Custom!
An admirable rare Custom: and none excepted?

Arn. None, none.

Rut. The rarer still: how could I lay about me,
In this rare Office? are they born to it, or chosen?

Arn. Both equal damnable.

Rut. Me thinks both excellent,
Would I were the next heir.

Arn. To this mad fortune
Am I now come, my Marriage is proclaimd,
And nothing can redeem me from this mischief.

Rut. Shes very young.

Arn. Yes.

Rut. And fair I dare proclaim her,
Else mine eyes fail.

Arn. Fair as the bud unblasted.

Rut. I cannot blame him then, if twere mine own case,
I would not go an Ace less.

Arn. Fye Rutilio,
Why do you make your brothers misery
Your sport and game?

Rut. There is no pastime like it.

Arn. I lookd for your advice, your timely Counsel,
How to avoid this blow, not to be mockt at,
And my afflictions jeerd.

Rut. I tell thee Arnoldo,
An thou wert my Father, as thou art but my Brother,
My younger Brother too, I must be merry.
And where there is a wench yet can, a young wench,
A handsome wench, and sooner a good turn too,
An I were to be hangd, thus must I handle it.
But you shall see Sir, I can change this habit
To do you any service; advise what you please,
And see with what Devotion Ile attend it?
But yet me thinks, I am taken with this Custom,

[Enter Charino and Zenocia.

And could pretend to th place.

Arn. Draw off a little;
Here comes my Mistress and her Father.

Rut. A dainty wench!
Woud I might farm his Custom.

Char. My dear Daughter,
Now to bethink your self of new advice
Will be too late, later this timeless sorrow,
No price, nor prayers, can infringe the fate
Your beauty hath cast on yo[u], my best Zenocia,
Be ruld by me, a Fathers care directs ye,
Look on the Count, look chearfully and sweetly;
What though he have the power to possess ye,
To pluck your Maiden honour, and then slight ye
By Custom unresistible to enjoy you;
Yet my sweet Child, so much your youth and goodness,
The beauty of your soul, and Saint-like Modesty,
Have won upon his mild mind, so much charmd him,
That all power laid aside, what Law allows him,
Or sudden fires, kindled from those bright eyes,
He sues to be your servant, fairly, nobly
For ever to be tyed your faithful Husband:
Consider my best child.

Zeno. I have considered.

Char. The blessedness that this breeds too, consider
Besides your Fathers Honour, your own peace,
The banishment for ever of this Custom,
This base and barbarous use, for after once
He has found the happiness of holy Marriage,
And what it is to grow up with one Beauty,
How he will scorn and kick at such an heritage
Left him by lust and lewd progenitors.
All Virgins too, shall bless your name, shall Saint it,
And like so many Pilgrims go to your shrine,
When time has turnd your beauty into ashes,
Filld with your pious memory.

Zeno. Good Father
Hide not that bitter Pill I loath to swallow
In such sweet words.

Char. The Counts a handsome Gentleman,
And having him, yare certain of a fortune,
A high and noble fortune to attend you:
Where if you fling your Love upon this stranger
This young Arnoldo, not knowing from what place
Or honourable strain of blood he is sprung, you venture
All your own sweets, and my long cares to nothing,
Nor are you certain of his faith; why may not that
Wander as he does, every where?

Zen. No more Sir;
I must not hear, I dare not hear him wrongd thus,
Vertue is never wounded, but I suffer.
Tis an ill Office in your age, a poor one,
To judge thus weakly: and believe your self too,
A weaker, to betray your innocent Daughter,
To his intemprate, rude, and wild embraces,
She hates as Heaven hates falshood.

Rut. A good wench,
She sticks close to you Sir.

Zeno. His faith uncertain?
The nobleness his vertue springs from, doubted?
Dye doubt it is day now? or when your bodys perfect,
Your stomachs well disposd, your pulses temperate,
Dye doubt you are in health? I tell you Father,
One hour of this mans goodness, this mans Nobleness
Put in the Scale, against the Counts whole being,
Forgive his lusts too, which are half his life,
He could no more endure to hold weight with him;
Arnoldos very looks, are fair examples;
His common and indifferent actions,
Rules and strong ties of vertue: he has my first love,
To him in sacred vow I have given this body,
In him my mind inhabits.

Rut. Good wench still.

Zeno. And till he fling me off, as undeserving,
Which I confess I am, of such a blessing,
But would be loth to find it so — 

Arn. O never;
Never my happy Mistress, never, never,
When your poor servant lives but in your favour,
One foot ith grave the other shall not linger.
What sacrifice of thanks, what age of service,
What danger, of more dreadful look than death,
What willing Martyrdom to crown me constant
May merit such a goodness, such a sweetness?
A love so Nobly great, no power can ruine;
Most blessed Maid go on, the Gods that gave this,
This pure unspotted love, the Child of Heaven,
In their own goodness, must preserve and save it,
And raise you a reward beyond our recompence.

Zeno. I ask but you, a pure Maid to possess,
And then they have crownd my wishes: If I fall then
Go seek some better love, mine will debase you.

Rut. A pretty innocent fool; well, Governour,
Though I think well of your custom, and could wish my self
For this night in your place, heartily wish it:
Yet if you play not fair play and above board too,
I have a foolish gin here, I say no more;
Ile tell you what, and if your honours guts are not inchanted.

Arn. I should now chide you Sir, for so declining
The goodness and the grace you have ever shewd me,
And your own vertue too, in seeking rashly
To violate that love Heaven has appointed,
To wrest your Daughters thoughts, part that affection
That both our hearts have tyed, and seek to give it.

Rut. To a wild fellow, that would weary her;
A Cannibal, that feeds on the heads of Maids,
Then flings their bones and bodies to the Devil,
Would any man of discretion venture such a gristle,
To the rude clawes of such a Cat-a-mountain?
You had better tear her between two Oaks, a Town Bull
Is a meer Stoick to this fellow, a grave Philosopher,
And a Spanish Jennet, a most vertuous Gentleman.

Arn. Does this seem handsome Sir?

Rut. Though I confess
Any man would desire to have her, and by any means,
At any rate too, yet that this common Hangman,
That hath whipt off the heads of a thousand maids already,
That he should glean the Harvest, sticks in my stomach:
This Rogue breaks young wenches to the Saddle,
And teaches them to stumble ever after;
That he should have her? for my Brother now
That is a handsome young fellow; and well thought on,
And will deal tenderly in the business;
Or for my self that have a reputation,
And have studied the conclusions of these causes,
And know the perfect manage, Ile tell you old Sir,
If I should call you wise Sir, I should bely you,
This thing, you study to betray your child to,
This Maiden-monger. When you have done your best,
And think you have fixt her in the point of honour,
Who do you think you have tyed her to? a Surgeon,
I must confess an excellent dissector,
One that has cut up more young tender Lamb-pies — 

Char. What I spake Gentlemen, was meer compulsion,
No Fathers free-will, nor did I touch your person
With any edge of spight; or strain your loves
With any base, or hird perswasions;
Witness these tears, how well I wisht your fortunes. [Exit.

Rut. Theres some grace in thee yet, you are determined
To marry this Count, Lady.

Zen. Marry him Rutilio?

Rut. Marry him, and lye with him I mean.

Zen. You cannot mean that,
If you be a true Gentleman, you dare not,
The Brother to this man, and one that loves him;
Ile marry the Devil first.

Rut. A better choice
And lay his horns by, a handsomer bed-fellow,
A cooler o my conscience.

Arn. Pray let me ask you;
And my dear Mistris, be not angry with me
For what I shall propound, I am confident,
No promise, nor no power, can force your love,
I mean in way of marriage, never stir you,
Nor to forget my faith, no state can wound you.
But for this Custom, which this wretched country
Hath wrought into a law, and must be satisfied;
Where all the pleas of honour are but laught at,
And modesty regarded as a may-game,
What shall be here considered? power we have none,
To make resistance, nor policie to cross it:
Tis held Religion too, to pay this duty.

Zeno. Ile dye an Atheist then.

Arn. My noblest Mistris,
Not that I wish it so, but say it were so,
Say you did render up part of your honour,
For whilst your will is clear, all cannot perish;
Say for one night you entertaind this monster,
Should I esteem you worse, forcd to this render?
Your mind I know is pure, and full as beauteous;
After this short eclipse, you would rise again,
And shaking off that cloud, spread all your lustre.

Zeno. Who made you witty, to undoe your self, Sir?
Or are you loaden, with the love I bring you,
And fain would fling that burthen on another?
Am I grown common in your eyes Arnoldo?
Old, or unworthy of your fellowship?
Dye think because a woman, I must err,
And therefore rather wish that fall before-hand
Coloured with Custom, not to be resisted?
Dye love as painters doe, only some pieces,
Some certain handsome touches of your Mistris,
And let the mind pass by you, unexamined?
Be not abusd; with what the maiden vessel
Is seasoned first, you understand the proverb.

Rut. I am afraid, this thing will make me vertuous.

Zeno. Should you lay by the least part of that love
Yave sworn is mine, your youth and faith has given me,
To entertain another, nay a fairer,
And make the case thus desprate, she must dy else;
Dye think I would give way, or count this honest?
Be not deceivd, these eyes should never see you more,
This tongue forget to name you, and this heart
Hate you, as if you were born, my full Antipathie.
Empire and more imperious love, alone
Rule, and admit no rivals: the purest springs
When they are courted by lascivious land-floods,
Their maiden pureness, and their coolness perish.
And though they purge again to their first beauty,
The sweetness of their taste is clean departed.
I must have all or none; and am not worthy
Longer the noble name of wife, Arnoldo,
Than I can bring a whole heart pure and handsom.

Arnol. I never shall deserve you: not to thank you;
You are so heavenly good, no man can reach you:
I am sorrie I spake so rashly, twas but to try you.

Rut. You might have tryed a thousand women so,
And 900, fourscore and 19 should ha followed your counsel.
Take heed o clapping spurrs to such free cattell.

Arn. We must bethink us suddenly and constantly,
And wisely too, we expect no common danger.

Zen. Be most assurd, Ile dye first.

Enter Clodio, and Guard.

Rut. Ant come to that once,
The Devil pick his bones, that dyes a coward,
Ile jog along with you, here comes the Stallion,
How smug he looks upon the imagination
Of what he hopes to act! pox on your kidneys;
How they begin to melt! how big he bears,
Sure he will leap before us all: what a sweet company
Of rogues and panders wait upon his lewdness!
Plague of your chops, you ha more handsome bitts,
Than a hundred honester men, and more deserving.
How the dogg leers.

Clod. You need not now be jealous,
I speak at distance to your wife, but when the Priest has done,
We shall grow nearer, and more familiar.

Rut. Ile watch you for that trick, baboon, Ile
Smoke you: the rogue sweats, as if he had eaten
Grains, he broyles, if I do come to the
Basting of you.

Arno. Your Lordship
May happily speak this, to fright a stranger,
But tis not in your honour, to perform it;
The Custom of this place, if such there be,
At best most damnable, may urge you to it,
But if you be an honest man you hate it,
How ever I will presently prepare
To make her mine, and most undoubtedly
Believe you are abusd, this custome feignd too,
And what you now pretend, most fair and vertuous.

Clod. Go and believe, a good belief does well Sir;
And you Sir, clear the place, but leave her here.

Arn. Your Lordships pleasure.

Clod. That anon Arnoldo,
This is but talk.

Rut. Shall we goe off?

Arn. By any means,
I know she has pious thoughts enough to guard her:
Besides, heres nothing due to him till the tye be done,
Nor dare he offer.

Rut. Now do I long to worry him:
Pray have a care to the main chance.

Zen. Pray Sir, fear not. [Exit Ar. and Rut.

Clod. Now, what say you to me?

Zen. Sir it becomes
The modestie, that maids are ever born with,
To use few words.

Clod. Do you see nothing in me?
Nothing to catch your eyes, nothing of wonder
The common mould of men, come short, and want in?
Do you read no future fortune for your self here?
And what a happiness it may be to you,
To have him honour you, all women aim at?
To have him love you Lady, that man love you,
The best, and the most beauteous have run mad for?
Look and be wise, you have a favour offerd you
I do not every day propound to women;
You are a prettie one; and though each hour
I am glutted with the sacrifice of beautie,
I may be brought, as you may handle it,
To cast so good a grace and liking on you.
You understand, come kiss me, and be joyfull,
I give you leave.

Zen. Faith Sir, twill not shew handsome;
Our sex is blushing, full of fear, unskild too
In these alarms.

Clod. Learn then and be perfect.

Zen. I do beseech your honour pardon me,
And take some skilfull one can hold you play,
I am a fool.

Clod. I tell thee maid I love thee,
Let that word make thee happie, so far love thee,
That though I may enjoy thee without ceremony,
I will descend so low, to marry thee,
Me thinks I see the race that shall spring from us,
Some Princes, some great Souldiers.

Zen. I am afraid
Your honours couzend in this calculation;
For certain, I shall nere have a child by you.

Clod. Why?

Zen. Because I must not think to marry you,
I dare not Sir, the step betwixt your honour,
And my poor humble State.

Clod. I will descend to thee,
And buoy thee up.

Zen. Ile sink to th Center first.
Why would your Lordship marry, and confine that pleasure
You ever have had freely cast upon you?
Take heed my Lord, this marrying is a mad matter,
Lighter a pair of shackles will hang on you,
And quieter a quartane feaver find you.
If you wed me I must enjoy you only,
Your eyes must be called home, your thoughts in cages,
To sing to no ears then but mine; your heart bound,
The custom, that your youth was ever nurst in,
Must be forgot, I shall forget my duty else,
And how that will appear — 

Clod. Weel talk of that more.

Zen. Besides I tell ye, I am naturally,
As all young women are, that shew like handsome,
Exceeding proud, being commended, monstrous.
Of an unquiet temper, seldom pleasd,
Unless it be with infinite observance,
Which you were never bred to; once well angred,
As every cross in us, provokes that passion,
And like a Sea, I roule, toss, and chafe a week after.
And then all mischief I can think upon,
Abusing of your bed the least and poorest,
I tell you what youle finde, and in these fitts,
This little beauty you are pleased to honour,
Will be so changd, so alterd to an ugliness,
To such a vizard, ten to one, I dye too,
Taket then upon my death you murderd me.

Clod. Away, away fool, why dost thou proclame these
To prevent that in me, thou hast chosen in another?

Zen. Him I have chosen, I can rule and master,
Temper to what I please, you are a great one
Of a strong will to bend, I dare not venture.
Be wise my Lord, and say you were well counseld,
Take mony for my ransom, and forget me,
Twill be both safe, and noble for your honour,
And wheresoever my fortunes shall conduct me,
So worthy mentions I shall render of you,
So vertuous and so fair.

Clod. You will not marrie me?

Zen. I do beseech your honour, be not angry
At what I say, I cannot love ye, dare not;
But set a ransom, for the flowr you covet.

Clod. No mony, nor no prayers, shall redeem that,
Not all the art you have.

Zen. Set your own price Sir.

Clod. Goe to your wedding, never kneel to me,
When thats done, you are mine, I will enjoy you:
Your tears do nothing, I will not lose my custom
To cast upon my self an Empires fortune.

Zen. My mind shall not pay this custom, cruel man. [Ex.

Clod. Your body will content me: Ile look for you. [Ex.

Enter Charino, and servants in blacks. Covering the
place with blacks.

Char. Strew all your withered flowers, your Autumn sweets
By the hot Sun ravisht of bud and beauty
Thus round about her Bride-bed, hang those blacks there
The emblemes of her honour lost; all joy
That leads a Virgin to receive her lover,
Keep from this place, all fellow-maids that bless her,
And blushing do unloose her Zone, keep from her:
No merry noise nor lusty songs be heard here,
Nor full cups crownd with wine make the rooms giddy,
This is no masque of mirth, but murdered honour.
Sing mournfully that sad Epithalamion
I gave thee now: and prethee let thy lute weep.

Song, Dance. Enter Rutilio.

Rut. How now, what liverys this? do you call this a wedding?
This is more like a funeral.

Char. It is one,
And my poor Daughter going to her grave,
To his most loathd embraces that gapes for her.
Make the Earles bed readie, is the marriage done Sir?

Rut. Yes they are knit; but must this slubberdegullion
Have her maiden-head now?

[Char.] Theres no avoiding it.

Rut. And theres the scaffold where she must lose it.

[Char.] The bed Sir.

Rut. No way to wipe his mouldy chaps?

Char. That we know.

Rut. To any honest well-deserving fellow,
And twere but to a merry Cobbler, I could sit still now,
I love the game so well; but that this puckfist,
This universal rutter — fare ye well Sir;
And if you have any good prayers, put em forward,
There may be yet a remedie.

Char. I wish it, [Exit Rut.
And all my best devotions offer to it.

Enter Clodio, and Guard.

Clod. Now is this tye dispatchd?

Char. I think it be Sir.

Clod. And my bed ready?

Char. There you may quickly find Sir,
Such a loathd preparation.

Clod. Never grumble,
Nor fling a discontent upon my pleasure,
It must and shall be done: give me some wine,
And fill it till it leap upon my lips: [wine
Heres to the foolish maidenhead you wot of,
The toy I must take pains for.

Char. I beseech your Lordship
Load not a Fathers love.

Clod. Pledge it Charino,
Or by my life Ile make thee pledge thy last,
And be sure she be a maid, a perfect Virgin,
(I will not have my expectation dulld)
Or your old pate goes off. I am hot and fiery,
And my bloud beats alarms through my body,
And fancie high. You of my guard retire,
And let me hear no noise about the lodging
But musick and sweet ayres, now fetch your Daughter,
And bid the coy wench put on all her beauties,
All her enticements, out-blush damask Roses,
And dim the breaking East with her bright Crystals.
I am all on fire, away.

Char. And I am frozen. [Exit.

Enter Zenocia with Bow and Quiver, an Arrow bent,
Arnoldo and Rutilio after her, armd.

Zen. Come fearless on.

Rut. Nay an I budge from thee
Beat me with durty sticks.

Clod. What Masque is this?
What pretty fancy to provoke me high?
The beauteous Huntress, fairer far, and sweeter;
Diana shewes an Ethiop to this beauty
Protected by two Virgin Knights.

Rut. Thats a lye,
A loud one, if you knew as much as I do,
The Guards dispersd.

Arn. Fortune I hope invites us.

Clod. I can no longer hold, she pulls my heart from me.

Zen. Stand, and stand fixt, move not a foot, nor speak not,
For if thou doest, upon this point thy death sits.
Thou miserable, base, and sordid lecher,
Thou scum of noble blood, repent and speedily,
Repent thy thousand thefts, from helpless Virgins,
Their innocence betrayed to thy embraces.

Arn. The base dishonour, that thou doest to strangers,
In glorying to abuse the Laws of Marriage,
Thy Infamy thou hast flung upon thy Country,
In nourishing this black and barbarous Custom.

Clod. My Guard.

Arn. One word more, and thou diest.

Rut. One syllable
That tends to any thing, but I beseech you,
And as yare Gentlemen tender my case,
And Ile thrust my Javeling down thy throat.
Thou Dog-whelp, thou, pox upon thee, what
Should I call thee, Pompion,
Thou kiss my Lady? thou scour her Chamber-pot:
Thou have a Maiden-head? a mottly Coat,
You great blind fool, farewel and be hangd to ye,
Lose no time Lady.

Arn. Pray take your pleasure Sir,
And so wel take our leaves.

Zen. We are determined,
Dye, before yield.

Arn. Honour, and a fair grave.

Zen. Before a lustful Bed, so for our fortunes.

Rut. Du cat awhee, good Count, cry, prethee cry,
O what a wench hast thou lost! cry you great booby. [Exe.

Enter Charino.

Clod. And is she gone then, am I dishonoured thus,
Cozened and baffld? my Guard there, no man answer?
My Guard I say, sirrah you knew of this plot;
Where are my Guard? Ile have your life you villain,
You politick old Thief.

Char. Heaven send her far enough,

Enter Guard.

And let me pay the ransom.

Guard. Did your honour call us?

Clod. Post every way, and presently recover
The two strange Gentlemen, and the fair Lady.

Guard. This day was Married Sir?

Clod. The same.

Guard. We saw em.
Making with all main speed to th Port.

Clod. Away villains. [Exit Guard.
Recover her, or I shall dye; deal truly,
Didst not thou know?

Char. By all thats good I did not.
If your honour mean their flight, to say I grieve for that,
Will be to lye; you may handle me as you please.

Clod. Be sure, with all the cruelty, with all the rigor,
For thou hast robd me villain of a treasure.

Enter Guard.

How now?

Guard. Theyre all aboard, a Bark rode ready for em,
And now are under Sail, and past recovery.

Clod. Rig me a Ship with all the speed that may be,
I will not lose her: thou her most false Father,
Shalt go along; and if I miss her, hear me,
A whole day will I study to destroy thee.

Char. I shall be joyful of it; and so youl find me.

[Exeunt omnes.


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER MANUEL DU Sosa, and Guiomar.

Man. I Hear and see too much of him, and that
Compels me Madam, though unwillingly,
To wish I had no Uncles part in him,
And much I fear, the comfort of a Son
You will not long enjoy.

Gui. Tis not my fault,
And therefore from his guilt my innocence
Cannot be tainted, since his Fathers death,
(Peace to his soul) a Mothers prayers and care
Were never wanting, in his education.
His Child-hood I pass ore, as being brought up
Under my wing; and growing ripe for study,
I overcame the tenderness, and joy
I had to look upon him, and provided
The choicest Masters, and of greatest name
Of Salamanca, in all liberal Arts.

Man. To train his youth up.
I must witness that.

Gui. How there he prospered to the admiration
Of all that knew him, for a general Scholar,
Being one of note, before he was a man,
Is still remembred in that Academy,
From thence I sent him to the Emperours Court,
Attended like his Fathers Son, and there
Maintaind him, in such bravery and height,
As did become a Courtier.

Man. Twas that spoild him, my Nephew had been happy.
The Courts a School indeed, in which some few
Learn vertuous principles, but most forget
What ever they brought thither good and honest.
Trifling is there in practice, serious actions
Are obsolete and out of use, my Nephew
Had been a happy man, had he nere known
Whats there in grace and fashion.

Gui. I have heard yet,
That while he livd in Court, the Emperour
Took notice of his carriage and good parts,
The Grandees did not scorn his company,
And of the greatest Ladies he was held
A compleat Gentleman.

Man. He indeed Dauncd well;
A turn oth Toe, with a lofty trick or two,
To argue nimbleness, and a strong back,
Will go far with a Madam: tis most true,
That hes an excellent Scholar, and he knows it;
An exact Courtier, and he knows that too;
He has fought thrice, and come off still with honour,
Which he forgets not.

Gui. Nor have I much reason,
To grieve his fortune that way.

Man. You are mistaken,
Prosperity does search a Gentlemans temper,
More than his adverse fortune: I have known
Many, and of rare parts from their success
In private Duels, raisd up to such a pride,
And so transformd from what they were, that all
That lovd them truly, wishd they had fallen in them.
I need not write examples, in your Son
Tis too apparent; for ere Don Duarte
Made tryal of his valour, he indeed was
Admired for civil courtesie, but now
Hes swoln so high, out of his own assurance,
Of what he dares do, that he seeks occasions,
Unjust occasions, grounded on blind passion,
Ever to be in quarrels, and this makes him
Shunnd of all fair Societies.

Gui. Would it were
In my weak power to help it: I will use
With my entreaties th Authority of a Mother,
As you may of an Uncle, and enlarge it
With your command, as being a Governour
To the great King in Lisbon.

Enter Duarte and his Page.

Man. Here he comes.
We are unseen, observe him.

Dua. Boy.

Page. My Lord.

Dua. What saith the Spanish Captain that I struck,
To my bold challenge?

Page. He refusd to read it.

Dua. Why didst not leave it there?

Page. I did my Lord,
But to no purpose, for he seems more willing
To sit down with the wrongs, than to repair
His honour by the sword; he knows too well,
That from your Lordship nothing can be got
But more blows, and disgraces.

Dua. Hes a wretch,
A miserable wretch, and all my fury
Is lost upon him; holds the Mask, appointed
Ith honour of Hippolyta?

Page. Tis broke off.

Dua. The reason?

Page. This was one, they heard your Lordship
Was by the Ladies choice to lead the Dance,
And therefore they, too well assurd how far
You would outshine em, gave it ore and said,
They would not serve for foiles to set you off.

Dua. They at their best are such, and ever shall be
Where I appear.

Man. Do you note his modesty?

Dua. But was there nothing else pretended?

Page. Yes,
Young Don Alonzo, the great Captains Nephew,
Stood on comparisons.

Dua. With whom?

Page. With you,
And openly professd that all precedence,
His birth and state considerd, was due to him,
Nor were your Lordship to contend with one
So far above you.

Dua. I look down upon him
With such contempt and scorn, as on my slave,
Hes a name only, and all good in him
He must derive from his great grandsires Ashes,
For had not their victorious acts bequeathd
His titles to him, and wrote on his forehead,
This is a Lord, he had livd unobservd
By any man of mark, and died as one
Amongst the common route. Compare with me?
Tis Gyant-like ambition; I know him,
And know my self, that man is truly noble,
And he may justly call that worth his own,
Which his deserts have purchasd, I could wish
My birth were more obscure, my friends and kinsmen
Of lesser power, or that my provident Father
Had been like to that riotous Emperour
That chose his belly for his only heir;
For being of no family then, and poor
My vertues wheresoer I livd, should make
That kingdom my inheritance.

Gui. Strange self Love!

Dua. For if I studied the Countries Laws,
I should so easily sound all their depth,
And rise up such a wonder, that the pleaders,
That now are in most practice and esteem,
Should starve for want of Clients: if I travelld,
Like wise Ulysses to see men and manners,
I would return in act, more knowing, than
Homer could fancy him; if a Physician,
So oft I would restore death-wounded men,
That where I livd, Galen should not be namd,
And he that joynd again the scatterd limbs
Of torn Hippolytus should be forgotten.
I could teach Ovid courtship, how to win
A Julia, and enjoy her, though her Dower
Were all the Sun gives light to: and for arms
Were the Persian host that drank up Rivers, added
To the Turks present powers, I could direct,
Command, and Marshal them.

Man. And yet you know not
To rule your self, you would not to a boy else
Like Plautus Braggart boast thus.

Dua. All I speak,
In act I can make good.

Gui. Why then being Master
Of such and so good parts do you destroy them,
With self opinion, or like a rich miser,
Hoard up the treasures you possess, imparting
Nor to your self nor others, the use of them?
They are to you but like inchanted viands,
On which you seem to feed, yet pine with hunger;
And those so rare perfections in my Son
Which would make others happy, render me
A wretched Mother.

Man. You are too insolent.
And those too many excellencies, that feed
Your pride, turn to a Pleurisie, and kill
That which should nourish vertue; dare you think
All blessings are conferd on you alone?
Yare grosly cousend; theres no good in you,
Which others have not: are you a Scholar? so
Are many, and as knowing: are you valiant?
Waste not that courage then in braules, but spend it
In the Wars, in service of your King and Country.

Dua. Yes, so I might be General, no man lives
Thats worthy to command me.

Man. Sir, in Lisbon
I am: and you shall know it; every hour
I am troubled with complaints of your behaviour
From men of all conditions, and all sexes.
And my authority, which you presume
Will bear you out, in that you are my Nephew,
No longer shall protect you, for I vow
Though all thats past I pardon, I will punish
The next fault with as much severity
As if you were a stranger, rest assurd ont.

Gui. And by that love you should bear, or that duty
You owe a Mother, once more I command you
To cast this haughtiness off; which if you do,
All that is mine, is yours, if not, expect
My prayers, and vows, for your conversion only,
But never means nor favour. [Ex. Manuel and Guiomar.

Dua. I am Tutord
As if I were a child still, the base Peasants
That fear, and envy my great worth, have done this;
But I will find them out, I will oboord
Get my disguise; I have too long been idle,
Nor will I curb my spirit, I was born free,
And will pursue the course best liketh me. [Exeunt.

Enter Leopold, Sailers, and Zenocia.

Leop. Divide the spoil amongst you, this fair Captive
I only challenge for my self.

Sail. You have won her
And well deserve her: twenty years I have livd
A Burgess of the Sea, and have been present
At many a desperate fight, but never saw
So small a Bark with such incredible valour
So long defended, and against such odds,
And by two men scarce armd too.

Leop. Twas a wonder.
And yet the courage they exprest being taken,
And their contempt of death wan more upon me
Than all they did, when they were free: me thinks
I see them yet when they were brought aboard us,
Disarmd and ready to be put in fetters
How on the suddain, as if they had sworn
Never to taste the bread of servitude,
Both snatching up their swords, and from this Virgin,
Taking a farewel only with their eyes,
They leapt into the Sea.

Sail. Indeed twas rare.

Leop. It wrought so much on me, that but I feard
The great ship that pursued us, our own safety
Hindring my charitable purpose to em,
I would have took em up, and with their lives
They should have had their liberties.

Zen. O too late,
For they are lost, for ever lost.

Leop. Take comfort
Tis not impossible, but that they live yet,
For when they left the ships, they were within
A League oth shore, and with such strength and cunning
They swimming, did delude the rising Billows,
With one hand making way, and with the other,
Their bloudy swords advanced, threatning the Sea-gods
With war, unless they brought them safely off,
That I am almost confident they live,
And you again may see them.

Zen. In that hope
I brook a wretched being, till I am
Made certain of their fortunes; but they dead,
Death hath so many doors to let out life,
I will not long survive them.

Leop. Hope the best,
And let the courteous usage you have found,
Not usual in men of War perswade you
To tell me your condition.

Zen. You know it,
A Captive, my fate and your power have made me,
Such I am now, but what I was it skills not:
For they being dead, in whom I only live,
I dare not challenge Family, or Country,
And therefore Sir enquire not, let it suffice,
I am your servant, and a thankful servant
(If you will call that so, which is but duty)
I ever will be, and my honour safe,
Which nobly hitherto ye have preservd,
No slavery can appear in such a form,
Which with a masculine constancy I will not
Boldly look on and suffer.

Leop. You mistake me:
That you are made my prisoner, may prove
The birth of your good fortune. I do find
A winning language in your tongue and looks;
Nor can a suit by you movd be denid,
And therefore of a prisoner you must be
The Victors advocate.

Zen. To whom?

Leap. A Lady:
In whom all graces that can perfect beauty
Are friendly met. I grant that you are fair:
And had I not seen her before, perhaps
I might have sought to you.

Zen. This I hear gladly.

Leap. To this incomparable Lady I will give you,
(Yet being mine, you are already hers)
And to serve her is more than to be free,
At least I think so; and when you live with her,
If you will please to think on him that brought you
To such a happiness, for so her bounty
Will make you think her service, you shall ever
Make me at your devotion.

Zen. All I can do,
Rest you assurd of.

Leap. At night Ile present you,
Till when I am your Guard.

Zen. Ever your servant. [Exeunt.

Enter Arnoldo and Rutilio.

Arn. To what are we reservd?

Rut. Troth tis uncertain,
Drowning we have scapd miraculously, and
Stand fair for ought I know for hanging; mony
We have none, nor ere are like to have,
Tis to be doubted: besides we are strangers,
Wondrous hungry strangers; and charity
Growing cold, and miracles ceasing,
Without a Conjurers help, cannot find
When we shall eat again.

Arn. These are no wants
If put in ballance with Zenocias loss;
In that alone all miseries are spoken:
O my Rutilio, when I think on her,
And that which she may suffer, being a Captive,
Then I could curse my self, almost those powers
That send me from the fury of the Ocean.

Rut. You have lost a wife indeed, a fair and chast one,
Two blessings, not found often in one woman;
But she may be recovered, questionless
The ship that took us was of Portugal,
And here in Lisbon, by some means or other
We may hear of her.

Arn. In that hope I live.

Rut. And so do I, but hope is a poor Sallad
To dine and sup with, after a two dayes fast too,
Have you no mony left?

Arn. Not a Denier.

Rut. Nor any thing to pawn? tis now in fashion,
Having a Mistress, sure you should not be
Without a neat Historical shirt.

Arn. For shame
Talk not so poorly.

Rut. I must talk of that
Necessity prompts us to, for beg I cannot,
Nor am I made to creep in at a window,
To filch to feed me, something must be done,
And suddenly resolve ont.

Enter Zabulon and a Servant.

Arn. What are these?

Rut. One by his habit is a Jew.

Zab. No more:
Thou art sure thats he.

Ser. Most certain.

Zab. How long is it
Since first she saw him?

Ser. Some two hours.

Zab. Be gone — let me alone to work him. [Exit Ser.

Rut. How he eyes you!
Now he moves towards us, in the Devils name
What would he with us?

Arn. Innocence is bold:
Nor can I fear.

Zab. That you are poor and strangers,
I easily perceive.

Rut. But that youl help us,
Or any of your tribe, we dare not hope Sir.

Zab. Why think you so?

Rut. Because you are a Jew Sir,
And courtesies come sooner from the Devil
Than any of your Nation.

Zab. We are men,
And have like you, compassion when we find
Fit subjects for our bounty, and for proof
That we dare give, and freely, not to you Sir,
Pray spare your pains, theres gold, stand not amazd,
Tis current I assure you.

Rut. Take it man,
Sure thy good Angel is a Jew, and comes
In his own shape to help thee: I could wish now
Mine would appear too like a Turk.

Arn. I thank you,
But yet must tell you, if this be the Prologue
To any bad act, you would have me practise,
I must not take it.

Zab. This is but the earnest
Of [t]hat which is to follow, and the bond
Which you must seal to fort, is your advancement,
Fortune with all thats in her power to give,
Offers her self up to you: entertain her,
And that which Princes have kneeld for in vain
Presents it self to you.

Arn. Tis above wonder.

Zab. But far beneath the truth, in my relation
Of what you shall possess, if you emb[r]ace it.
There is an hour in each mans life appointed
To make his happiness if then he seize it,
And this, (in which, beyond all expectation,
You are invited to your good) is yours,
If you dare follow me, so, if not, hereafter
Expect not the like offer. [Exit.

Arn. Tis no vision.

Rut. Tis gold Im sure.

Arn. We must like brothers share;
Theres for you.

Rut. By this light Im glad I have it:
There are few Gallants, (for men may be such
And yet want gold, yea and sometimes silver)
But would receive such favours from the Devil,
Though he appeard like a Broker, and demanded
Sixty ith hundred.

Arn. Wherefore should I fear
Some plot upon my life? tis now to me
Not worth the keeping. I will follow him,
Farewel, wish me good fortune, we shall meet
Again I doubt not.

Rut. Or Ile nere trust Jew more, [Exit Arnoldo.
Nor Christian for his sake — plague o my stars,
How long might I have walkt without a Cloak,
Before I should have met with such a fortune?
We elder Brothers, though we are proper men,
Ha not the luck, ha too much beard, that spoils us;
The smooth Chin carries all: whats here to do now?
[Manet Rutilio.

Enter Duarte, Alonzo, and a Page.

Dua. Ile take you as I find you.

Alon. That were base — you see I am unarmd.

Dua. Out with your Bodkin
Your Pocket-dagger, your Steletto, out with it,
Or by this hand Ile kill you: such as you are
Have studied the undoing of poor Cutlers,
And made all manly weapons out of fashion:
You carry Poniards to murder men,
Yet dare not wear a sword to guard your Honour.

Rut. Thats true indeed: upon my life this gallant
Is bribd to repeal banisht swords.

Dua. Ile shew you
The difference now between a Spanish Rapier
And your pure Pisa.

Alon. Let me fetch a sword,
Upon mine honour Ile return.

Dua. Not so Sir.

Alon. Or lend me yours I pray you, and take this.

Rut. To be disgracd as you are, no I thank you
Spight of the fashion, while I live, I am
Instructed to go armd: what folly tis
For you that are a man, to put your self
Into your enemies mercy.

Dua. Yield it quickly
Or Ile cut off your hand, and now disgrace you,
Thus kick and baffle you: as you like this,
You may again prefer complaints against me
To my Uncle and my Mother, and then think
To make it good with a Poniard.

Alon. I am paid
For being of the fashion.

Dua. Get a sword,
Then if you dare redeem your reputation:
You know I am easily found: Ile add this to it
To put you in mind.

Rut. You are too insolent,
And do insult too much on the advantage
Of that which your unequal weapon gave you,
More than your valour.

Dua. This to me, you Peasant?
Thou art not worthy of my foot poor fellow,
Tis scorn, not pity, makes me give thee life:
Kneel down and thank me fort: how, do you stare?

Rut. I have a sword Sir, you shall find, a good one;
This is no stabbing guard.

Dua. Wert thou thrice armd,
Thus yet I durst attempt thee.

Rut. Then have at you, [Fight.
I scorn to take blows.

Dua. O I am slain. [Falls.

Page. Help! murther, murther!

Alon. Shift for your self you are dead else,
You have killd the Governou[r]s Nephew.

Page. Raise the streets there.

Alon. If once you are beset you cannot scape,
Will you betray your self?

Rut. Undone for ever. [Exit Rut. and Alonzo.

Enter Officers.

1 Off. Who makes this out-cry?

Page. O my Lord is murdered;
This way he took, make after him,
Help help there. [Exit Page.

2 Offi. Tis Don Duarte.

1 Offi. Pride has got a fall,
He was still in quarrels, scornd us Peace-makers,
And all our Bill-authority, now has paid fort.
You ha met with your match Sir now, bring off his body
And bear it to the Governour. Some pursue
The murderer; yet if he scape, it skills not;
Were I a Prince, I would reward him fort,
He has rid the City of a turbulent beast,
Theres few will pity him: but for his Mother
I truly grieve indeed, shes a good Lady. [Exeunt.

Enter Guiomar and Servants.

Gui. Hes not ith house?

Ser. No Madam.

Gui. Haste and seek him,
Go all and every where, Pie not to bed
Till you return him, take away the lights too,
The Moon lends me too much, to find my fears
And those devotions I am to pay
Are written in my heart, not in this book, [Kneel.
And I shall read them there without a Taper. [Ex. Ser.

Enter Rutilio.

Rut. I am pursued; all the Ports are stopt too;
Not any hope to escape, behind, before me,
On either side I am beset, cursed fortune
My enemie on the Sea, and on the Land too,
Redeemd from one affliction to another:
Would I had made the greedy waves my tomb
And dyed obscure, and innocent, not as Nero
Smeard ore with blood. Whither have my fears brought me?
I am got into a house, the doors all open,
This, by the largeness of the room, the hangings,
And other rich adornments, glistring through
The sable masque of night, sayes it belongs
To one of means and rank: no servant stirring?
Murmur nor whisper?

Guio. Whos that?

Rut. By the voice,
This is a woman.

Guio. Stephana, Jaspe, Julia,
Who waits there?

Rut. Tis the Lady of the house,
Ile flie to her protection.

Guio. Speak, what are you?

Rut. Of all that ever breathd, a man most wretched.

Guio. I am sure you are a man of most ill manners,
You could not with so little reverence else
Press to my private chamber. Whither would you,
Or what do you seek for?

Rut. Gracious woman hear me;
I am a stranger, and in that I answer
All your demands, a most unfortunate stranger,
That calld unto it by my enemies pride,
Have left him dead ith streets, Justice pursues me,
And for that life I took unwillingly,
And in a fair defence, I must lose mine,
Unless you in your charity protect me.
Your house is now my sanctuary, and the Altar,
I gladly would take hold of your sweet mercy.
By all thats dear unto you, by your vertues,
And by your innocence, that needs no forgiveness,
Take pity on me.

Guio. Are you a Castillian?

Rut. No Madam, Italy claims my birth.

Guio. I ask not
With purpose to betray you, if you were
Ten thousand times a Spaniard, the nation
We Portugals most hate, I yet would save you
If it lay in my power: lift up these hangings;
Behind my Beds head theres a hollow place,
Into which enter; so, but from this stir not
If the Officers come, as you expect they will doe,
I know they owe such reverence to my lodgings,
That they will easily give credit to me
And search no further.

Rut. The blest Saints pay for me
The infinite debt I owe you.

Guio. How he quakes!
Thus far I feel his heart beat, be of comfort,
Once more I give my promise for your safety,
All men are subject to such accidents,
Especially the valiant; and who knows not,
But that the charity I afford this stranger
My only Son else where may stand in need of?

Enter Officers, and Servants, with the body of Duarte — Page.

1 Ser. Now Madam, if your wisedom ever could
Raise up defences against floods of sorrow
That haste to overwhelm you, make true use of
Your great discretion.

2 Ser. Your only son
My Lord Duarts slain.

1 Off. His murtherer, pursued by us
Was by a boy discovered
Entring your house, and that induced us
To press into it for his apprehension.

Guio. Oh!

1 Ser. Sure her heart is broke.

Off. Madam.

Guio. Stand off.
My sorrow is so dear and pretious to me,
That you must not partake it, suffer it
Like wounds that do breed inward to dispatch me.
O my Duart, such an end as this
Thy pride long since did prophesie; thou art dead,
And to encrease my misery, thy sad Mother
Must make a wilfull shipwrack of her vow
Or thou fall unrevengd. My Souls divided,
And piety to a son, and true performance
Of hospitable duties to my guest,
That are to others Angels, are my furies.
Vengeance knocks at my heart, but my word given
Denies the entrance, is no Medium left,
But that I must protect the murderer,
Or suffer in that faith he made his altar?
Motherly love give place, the fault made this way,
To keep a vow, to which high Heaven is witness,
Heaven may be pleasd to pardon.

Enter Manuel, Doctors, Surgeons.

Man. Tis too late,
Hees gone, past all recovery: now reproof
Were but unseasonable when I should give comfort,
And yet remember Sister.

Guio. O forbear,
Search for the murtherer, and remove the body,
And as you think fit, give it burial.
Wretch that I am, uncapable of all comfort,
And therefore I intreat my friends and kinsfolk,
And you my Lord, for some space to forbear
Your courteous visitations.

Man. We obey you. [Exeunt omnes with the body.
Manet Guiomar.

Rut. My Spirits come back, and now despair resigns
Her place again to hope.

Guio. What ere thou art
To whom I have given means of life, to witness
With what Religion I have kept my promise,
Come fearless forth, but let thy face be coverd,
That I hereafter be not forct to know thee,
For motherly affection may return
My vow once paid to heaven. Thou hast taken from me
The respiration of my heart, the light
Of my swoln eyes, in his life that sustaind me:
Yet my word given to save you, I make good,
Because what you did, was not done with malice,
You are not known, there is no mark about you
That can discover you; let not fear betray you.
With all convenient speed you can, flie from me
That I may never see you; and that want
Of means may be no let unto your journie,
There are a hundred Crownes: you are at the door now,
And so Farewell for ever.

Rut. Let me first fall
Before your feet, and on them pay the duty
I owe your goodness; next all blessings to you,
And Heaven restore the joyes I have bereft you,
With full increase hereafter, living be
The Goddess stild of Hospitalitie.


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.
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ENTER LEOPOLD, AND Zenocia.

Leo. Fling off these sullen clouds, you are enterd now
Into a house of joy and happiness,
I have prepard a blessing for ye.

Zen. Thank ye, my state would rather ask a curse.

Leo. You are peevish
And know not when ye are friended, I have usd those means,
The Lady of this house, the noble Lady,
Will take ye as her own, and use ye graciously:
Make much of what you are, Mistris of that beautie,
And expose it not to such betraying sorrows,
When ye are old, and all those sweets hang witherd,

Enter Servant.

Then sit and sigh.

Zen. My Autumn is not far off.

Leo. Have you told your Lady?

Ser. Yes Sir, I have told her
Both of your noble service, and your present,
Which she accepts.

Leo. I should be blest to see her.

Ser. That now you cannot doe: she keeps the Chamber
Not well disposd; and has denied all visits,
The maid I have in charge to receive from ye,
So please you render her.

Leo. With all my service,
But fain I would have seen.

Ser. Tis but your patience;
No doubt she cannot but remember nobly.

Leo. These three years I have lovd this scornfull Lady,
And followd her with all the truth of service,
In all which time, but twice she has honourd me
With sight of her blest beauty: when you please Sir,
You may receive your charge, and tell your Lady;
A Gentleman whose life is only dedicated
To her commands, kisses her beauteous hands;
And Faire-one, now your help, you may remember
The honest courtesies, since you are mine,
I ever did your modestie: you shall be near her,
And if sometimes you name my service to her,
And tell her with what nobleness I love her,
Twill be a gratitude I shall remember.

Zen. What in my poor power lyes, so it be honest.

Leo. I ask no more.

Ser. You must along with me (Fair.)

Leo. And so I leave you two: but a fortune
Too happy for my fate: you shall enjoy her.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Zabulon and Servants.

Zab. Be quick, be quick, out with the banquet there,
These scents are dull; cast richer on, and fuller;
Scent every place, where have you placd the musick?

Ser. Here they stand ready Sir.

Zab. Tis well, be sure
The wines be lusty, high, and full of Spirit,
And Amberd all.

Ser. They are.

Zab. Give fair attendance.
In the best trim, and state, make ready all.
I shall come presently again. [Banquet set forth. Exit.

2 Ser. We shall Sir,
What preparations this?
Some new device
My Lady has in hand.

1 Ser. O, prosper it
As long as it carries good wine in the mouth,
And good meat with it, where are all the rest?

2 Ser. They are ready to attend. [Musick.

1 Ser. Sure some great person,
They would not make this hurry else.

2 Ser. Hark the Musick.

Enter Zabulon, and Arnoldo.

It will appear now certain, here it comes.
Now to our places.

Arn. Whither will he lead me?
What invitations this? to what new end
Are these fair preparations? a rich Banquet,
Musick, and every place stuck with adornment,
Fit for a Princes welcome; what new game
Has Fortune now prepard to shew me happy?
And then again to sink me? tis no illusion,
Mine eyes are not deceivd, all these are reall;
What wealth and state!

Zab. Will you sit down and eat Sir?
These carry little wonder, they are usual;
But you shall see, if you be wise to observe it,
That that will strike dead, strike with amazement,
Then if you be a man: this fair health to you.

Ar. What shall I see? I pledge ye Sir, I was never
So buried in amazement — 

Zab. You are so still:
Drink freely.

Ar. The very wines are admirable:
Good Sir, give me leave to ask this question,
For what great worthy man are these prepard?
And why do you bring me hither?

Zab. They are for you, Sir;
And under-value not the worth you carry,
You are that worthy man: think well of these,
They shall be more, and greater.

Ar. Well, blind fortune
Thou hast the prettiest changes when thou art pleasd,
To play thy game out wantonly — 

Zab. Come be lusty,
And awake your Spirits. [Cease Musick.

Ar. Good Sir, do not wake me.
For willingly I would dye in this dream, pray whose Servants
Are all these that attend here?

Zab. They are yours;
They wait on you.

Ar. I never yet remember
I kept such faces, nor that I was ever able
To maintain so many.

Zab. Now you are, and shall be.

Ar. Youl say this house is mine too?

Zab. Say it? swear it.

Ar. And all this wealth?

Zab. This is the least you see Sir.

Ar. Why, where has this been hid these thirtie years?
For certainly I never found I was wealthie
Till this hour, never dreamd of house, and Servants.
I had thought I had been a younger Brother, a poor Gent.
I may eat boldly then.

Zab. Tis prepard for ye.

Ar. The taste is perfect, and most delicate:
But why for me? give me some wine, I do drink;
I feel it sensibly, and I am here,
Here in this glorious place: I am bravely usd too,
Good Gentle Sir, give me leave to think a little,
For either I am much abusd — 

Zab. Strike Musick
And sing that lusty Song. [Musick. Song.

Ar. Bewitching harmony!
Sure I am turnd into another Creature.

Enter Hippolyta.

Happy and blest, Arnoldo was unfortunate;
Ha! bless mine eyes; what pretious piece of nature
To pose the world?

Zab. I told you, you would see that
Would darken these poor preparations;
What think ye now? nay rise not, tis no vision.

Ar. Tis more: tis miracle.

Hip. You are welcom Sir.

Ar. It speaks, and entertains me still more glorious;
She is warm, and this is flesh here: how she stirs me!
Bless me what stars are there?

Hip. May I sit near ye?

Ar. No, you are too pure an object to behold,
Too excellent to look upon, and live;
I must remove.

Zab. She is a woman Sir,
Fy, what faint heart is this?

Arn. The house of wonder.

Zab. Do not you think your self now truly happy?
You have the abstract of all sweetness by ye,
The precious wealth youth labours to arrive at;
Nor is she less in honour, than in beauty,
Ferraras Royal Duke is proud to call her
His best, his Noblest, and most happy Sister,
Fortune has made her Mistress of herself,
Wealthy, and wise, without a power to sway her,
Wonder of Italy, of all hearts Mistress.

Arn. And all this is — 

Zab. Hippolyta the beauteous.

Hip. You are a poor relator of my fortunes,
Too weak a Chronicle to speak my blessings,
And leave out that essential part of story
I am most high and happy in, most fortunate,
The acquaintance, and the noble fellowship
Of this fair Gentleman: pray ye do not wonder,
Nor hold it strange to hear a handsome Lady
Speak freely to ye: with your fair leave and courtesie
I will sit by ye.

Arn. I know not what to answer,
Nor where I am, nor to what end consider;
Why do you use me thus?

Hip. Are ye angry Sir,
Because ye are entertaind with all humanity?
Freely and nobly usd?

Arn. No gentle Lady,
That were uncivil, but it much amazes me
A stranger, and a man of no desert
Should find such floods of courtesie.

Hip. I love ye,
I honour ye, the first and best of all men,
And where that fair opinion leads, tis usual
These trifles that but serve to set off, follow.
I would not have you proud now, nor disdainful
Because I say I love ye, though I swear it,
Nor think it a stale favour I fling on ye,
Though ye be handsome, and the only man
I must confess I ever fixt mine eye on,
And bring along all promises that please us,
Yet I should hate ye then, despise ye, scorn ye,
And with as much contempt pursue your person,
As now I do with love. But you are wiser,
At least I think, more master of your fortune,
And so I drink your health.

Arn. Hold fast good honesty,
I am a lost man else.

Hip. Now you may kiss me,
Tis the first kiss, I ever askt, I swear to ye.

Arn. That I dare do sweet Lady.

Hip. You do it well too;
You are a Master Sir, that makes you coy.

Arn. Would you would send your people off.

Hip. Well thought on.
Wait all without. [Exit Zab. and Servants.

Zab. I hope she is pleasd throughly.

Hip. Why stand ye still? heres no man to detect ye,
My people are gone off: come, come, leave conjuring,
The Spirit you would raise, is here already,
Look boldly on me.

Arn. What would you have me do?

Hip. O most unmanly question! have you do?
Ist possible your years should want a Tutor?
Ile teach ye: come, embrace me.

Arn. Fye stand off;
And give me leave, more now than ere, to wonder,
A building of so goodly a proportion,
Outwardly all exact, the frame of Heaven,
Should hide within so base inhabitants?
You are as fair, as if the morning bare ye,
Imagination never made a sweeter;
Can it be possible this frame should suffer,
And built on slight affections, fright the viewer?
Be excellent in all, as you are outward,
The worthy Mistress of those many blessings
Heaven has bestowed, make em appear still nobler,
Because they are trusted to a weaker keeper.
Would ye have me love ye?

Hip. Yes.

Arn. Not for your beauty;
Though I confess, it blowes the first fire in us,
Time as he passes by, puts out that sparkle;
Nor for your wealth, although the world kneel to it,
And make it all addition to a woman,
Fortune that ruines all, makes that his conquest;
Be honest, and be vertuous, Ile admire ye,
At least be wise, and where ye lay these nets,
Strow over em a little modesty,
Twill well become your cause, and catch more Fools.

Hip. Could any one that lovd this wholesome counsel
But love the giver more? you make me fonder:
You have a vertuous mind, I want that ornament;
Is it a sin I covet to enjoy ye?
If ye imagine I am too free a Lover,
And act that part belongs to you, I am silent:
Mine eyes shall speak my blushes, parly with ye;
I will not touch your hand, but with a tremble
Fitting a Vestal Nun; not long to kiss ye,
But gently as the Air, and undiscernd too,
Ile steal it thus: Ile walk your shadow by ye,
So still and silent that it shall be equal,
To put me off, as that, and when I covet,
To give such toyes as these — 

Arn. A new temptation — 

Hip. Thus like the lazie minutes will I drop em,
Which past once are forgotten.

Arn. Excellent vice!

Hip. Will ye be won? look stedfastly upon me,
Look manly, take a mans affections to you;
Young women, in the old world were not wont, Sir,
To hang out gaudy bushes for their beauties,
To talk themselves into young mens affections;
How cold and dull you are!

Arn. How I stagger!
She is wise, as fair; but tis a wicked wisdom;
Ile choak before I yield.

Hip. Who waits within there? [Zabulon within.
Make ready the green Chamber.

Zab. It shall be Madam.

Arn. I am afraid she will injoy me indeed.

Hip. What Musick do ye love?

Arn. A modest tongue.

Hip. Wel have enough of that: fye, fye, how lumpish!
In a young Ladyes arms thus dull?

Arn. For Heaven sake
Profess a little goodness.

Hip. Of what Country?

Arn. I am of Rome.

Hip. Nay then I know you mock me,
The Italians are not frighted with such bug-bears,
Prethee go in.

Arn. I am not well.

Hip. Ile make thee,
Ile kiss thee well.

Arn. I am not sick of that sore.

Hip. Upon my Conscience, I must ravish thee,
I shall be famous for the first example:
With this Ile tye ye first, then try your strength Sir.

Arn. My strength? away base woman, I abhor thee.
I am not caught with stales, disease dwell with thee. [Exit.

Hip. Are ye so quick? and have I lost my wishes?
Hoe, Zabulon; my servants.

Enter Zabulon and Servants.

Zab. Calld ye Madam?

Hip. Is all that beauty scorned, so many sud for;
So many Princes? by a stranger too?
Must I endure this?

Zab. Wheres the Gentleman?

Hip. Go presently, pursue the stranger, Zabulon.
He has broke from me, Jewels I have given him:
Charge him with theft: he has stoln my love, my freedome,
Draw him before the Governour, imprison him,
Why dost thou stay?

Zab. Ile teach him a new dance,
For playing fast and loose with such a Lady.
Come fellows, come: Ile execute your anger,
And to the full.

Hip. His scorn shall feel my vengeance. — [Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Sulpicia and Jaques.

Sul. Shall I never see a lusty man again?

Ja. Faith Mistress
You do so over-labour em when you have em,
And so dry-founder em, they cannot last.

Sul. Wheres the French-man?

Ja. Alas, hes all to fitters,
and lyes, taking the height of his fortune with a Syringe.
Hes chind, hes chind good man, he is a mourner.

Sul. Whats become of the Dane?

Ja. Who? goldy-locks?
Hes foul ith touch-hole; and recoils again,
The main Springs weakend that holds up his cock,
He lies at the sign of the Sun, to be new breechd.

Sul. The Rutter too, is gone.

Ja. O that was a brave Rascal,
He would labour like a Thrasher: but alas
What thing can ever last? he has been ill mewd,
And drawn too soon; I have seen him in the Hospital.

Sul. There was an English-man.

Ja. I there was an English-man;
Youl scant find any now, to make that name good:
There were those English that were men indeed,
And would perform like men, but now they are vanisht:
They are so taken up in their own Country,
And so beaten of their speed by their own women,
When they come here, they draw their legs like Hackneys:
Drink, and their own devices have undone em.

Sul. I must have one thats strong, no life in Lisbon else,
Perfect and young: my Custom with young Ladies,
And high fed City dames, will fall, and break else.
I want my self too, in mine age to nourish me:
They are all sunk I mantaind: now whats this business,
What goodly fellows that?

Enter Rutilio and Officers.

Rut. Why do you drag me?
Pox o your justice; let me loose.

1 Offi. Not so Sir.

Rut. Cannot a man fall into one of your drunken Cellars,
And venture the breaking ons neck, your trap-doors open,
But he must be usd thus rascally?

1 Offi. What made you wandring
So late ith night? you know that is imprisonment.

Rut. May be I walk in my sleep.

2 Offi. May be wel walk ye.
What made you wandring Sir, into that vault
Where all the City store, and the Munition lay?

Rut. I fell into it by chance, I broke my shins fort:
Your worships feel not that: I knockt my head
Against a hundred posts, would you had had it.
Cannot I break my neck in my own defence?

2 Offi. This will not serve: you cannot put it off so,
Your coming thither was to play the villain,
To fire the Powder, to blow up that part oth City.

Rut. Yes, with my nose: why were the trap-doors open?
Might not you fall, or you, had you gone that way?
I thought your City had sunk.

1 Offi. You did your best Sir,
We must presume, to help it into th Air,
If you call that sinking: we have told you whats the law,
He that is taken there, unless a Magistrate,
And have command in that place, presently
If there be nothing found apparent near him
Worthy his torture, or his present death,
Must either pay his fine for his presumption,
(Which is six hundred Duckets) or for six years
Tug at an Oar ith Gallies: will ye walk Sir,
For we presume you cannot pay the penalty.

Rut. Row in the Gallies, after all this mischief?

2 Offi. May be you were drunk, theyl keep you sober there.

Rut. Tug at an Oar? you are not arrant rascals,
To catch me in a pit-fall, and betray me?

Sul. A lusty minded man.

Ja. A wondrous able.

Sul. Pray Gentlemen, allow me but that liberty
To speak a few words with your prisoner,
And I shall thank you.

1 Offi. Take your pleasure Lady.

Sul. What would you give that woman should redeem ye,
Redeem ye from this slavery?

Rut. Besides my service
I would give her my whole self, I would be her vassal.

Sul. She has reason to expect as much, considering
The great sum she pays fort, yet take comfort,
What ye shall do to merit this, is easie,
And I will be the woman shall befriend ye,
Tis but to entertain some handsome Ladies,
And young fair Gentlewomen: you guess the way:
But giving of your mind — 

Rut. I am excellent at it:
You cannot pick out such another living.
I understand ye: ist not thus?

Sul. Ye have it.

Rut. Bring me a hundred of em: Ile dispatch em.
I will be none but yours: should another offer
Another way to redeem me, I should scorn it.
What women you shall please: I am monstrous lusty:
Not to be taken down: would you have Children?
Ile get you those as fast, and thick as flie-blows.

Sul. I admire him: wonder at him!

Rut. Hark ye Lady,
You may require sometimes — 

Sul. I by my faith.

Rut. And you shall have it by my faith, and handsomly:
This old Cat will suck shrewdly: you have no Daughters?
I flye at all: now am I in my Kingdom.
Tug at an Oar? no, tug in a Feather-bed,
With good warm Caudles; hang your bread and water,
Ile make you young again, believe that Lady.
I will so frubbish you.

Sul. Come, follow Officers,
This Gentleman is free: Ile pay the Duckets.

Rut. And when you catch me in your City-powdring-tub
Again, boil me with Cabbidge.

1 Offi. You are both warnd and armd Sir. [Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Leopold, Hippolyta, Zenocia.

Zen. Will your Ladyship wear this Dressing?

Hip. Leave thy prating:
I care not what I wear.

Zen. Yet tis my duty
To know your pleasure, and my worst affliction
To see you discontented.

Hip. Weeping too?
Prethee forgive me: I am much distemperd,
And speak I know not what: to make thee amends
The Gown that I wore yesterday, is thine;
Let it alone awhile.

Leo. Now you perceive,
And taste her bounty.

Zen. Much above my merit.

Leo. But have you not yet found a happy time
To move for me.

Zen. I have watched all occasions,
But hitherto, without success: yet doubt not
But Ile embrace the first means.

Leo. Do, and prosper:
Excellent creature, whose perfections make
Even sorrow lovely, if your frowns thus take me,
What would your smiles doe?

Hip. Pox o this stale Courtship:
If I have any power.

Leo. I am commanded,
Obedience is the Lovers sacrifice
Which I pay gladly.

Hip. To be forcd to wooe,
Being a woman, could not but torment me,
But bringing for my advocates, youth and beauty,
Set off with wealth, and then to be denid too
Dos comprehend all tortures. They flatterd me,
That said my looks were charms, my touches fetters,
My locks soft chains, to bind the arms of Princes,
And make them in that wishd for bondage, happy.
I am like others of a coarser feature,
As weak to allure, but in my dotage, stronger:
I am no Circe; he, more than Ulysses,
Scorns all my offerd bounties, slights my favours,
And, as I were some new Egyptian, flyes me,
Leaving no pawn, but my own shame behind him.
But he shall finde, that in my fell revenge,
I am a woman: one that never pardons
The rude contemner of her proffered sweetness.

Enter Zabulon.

Zab. Madam, tis done.

Hip. Whats done?

Zab. The uncivill stranger
Is at your suite arrested.

Hip. Tis well handled.

Zab. And under guard sent to the Governour,
With whom my testimony, and the favour
He bears your Ladiship, have so prevaild
That he is sentencd.

Hip. How?

Zab. To lose his head.

Hip. Is that the means to quench the scorching heat
Of my inragd desires? must innocence suffer,
Cause I am faulty? or is my Love so fatall
That of necessity it must destroy
The object it most longs for? dull Hippolyta,
To think that injuries could make way for love,
When courtesies were despisd: that by his death
Thou shouldst gain that, which only thou canst hope for
While he is living: My honours at the stake now,
And cannot be preservd, unless he perish,
The enjoying of the thing I love, I ever
Have prizd above my fame: why doubt I now then?
One only way is left me, to redeem all:
Make ready my Caroch.

Leo. What will you Madam?

Hip. And yet I am impatient of such stay:
Bind up my hair: fye, fye, while that is doing
The Law may seise his life: thus as I am then,
Not like Hippolyta, but a Bacchanal
My frantique Love transports me. [Exit.

Leo. Sure shes distracted.

Zab. Pray you follow her: I will along with you:
I more than ghess the cause: women that love
Are most uncertain, and one minute crave,
What in another they refuse to have. [Exit.

Scena Quinta.

Enter Clodio, Charino.

Clo. Assure thy self Charino, I am alterd
From what I was; the tempests we have met with
In our uncertain voyage, were smooth gales
Compard to those, the memory of my lusts
Raisd in my Conscience: and if ere again
I live to see Zenocia, I will sue,
And seek to her as a Lover, and a Servant,
And not command affection, like a Tyrant.

Char. In hearing this, you make me young again,
And Heaven, it seems, favouring this good change in you
In setting of a period to our dangers
Gives us fair hopes to find that here in Lisbon
Which hitherto in vain we long have sought for.
I have receivd assurd intelligence,
Such strangers have been seen here: and though yet
I cannot learn their fortunes, nor the place
Of their abode, I have a Soul presages
A fortunate event here.

Clo. There have passd
A mutual enterchange of courtesies
Between me, and the Governour; therefore boldly
We may presume of him, and of his power
If we finde cause to use them, otherwise
I would not be known here, and these disguises
Will keep us from discovery.

Enter Manuel, Doctor, Arnoldo, Guard.

Char. What are these?

Clo. The Governour: with him my Rival, bound.

Char. For certain tis Arnoldo.

Clo. Lets attend
What the success will be.

Mar. Ist possible
There should be hope of his recovery,
His wounds so many and so deadly?

Doct. So they appeard at first, but the blood stopd,
His trance forsook him, and on better search
We found they were not mortal.

Man. Use all care
To perfect this unhopd for cure: that done
Propose your own rewards: and till you shall
Hear farther from me, for some ends I have,
Conceal it from his Mother.

Doct. Weel not fail Sir. [Exit.

Man. You still stand confident on your innocence.

Arn. It is my best and last guard, which I will not
Leave, to relye on your uncertain mercy.

Enter Hippolyta, Zabulon, Leopold, Zenocia, 2 Servants.

Hip. Who bad you follow me! Goe home, and you Sir,
As you respect me, goe with her.

Arn. Zenocia!
And in her house a Servant!

Char. Tis my Daughter.

Clo. My love? Contain your joy, observe the sequel. [Zen. passes.

Man. Fye Madam, how undecent tis for you,
So far unlike your self to bee seen thus
In th open streets? why do you kneel? pray you rise,
I am acquainted with the wrong, and loss
You have sustaind, and the Delinquent now
Stands ready for his punishment.

Hip. Let it fall, Sir,
On the offender: he is innocent,
And most unworthy of these bonds he wears,
But I made up of guilt.

Man. What strange turns this?

Leo. This was my prisoner once.

Hip. If chastity
In a young man, and tempted to the height too
Did ere deserve reward, or admiration,
He justly may claim both. Love to his person
(Or if you please give it a fouler name)
Compeld me first to train him to my house,
All engines I raisd there to shake his vertue,
Which in the assault were useless; he unmovd still
As if he had no part of humane frailty.
Against the nature of my Sex, almost
I plaid the Ravisher. You might have seen
In our contention, young Apollo fly
And love-sick Daphne follow, all arts failing,
By flight he wan the victory, breaking from
My scornd embraces: the repulse (in women
Unsufferable) invited me to practise
A means to be revengd: and from this grew
His Accusation, and the abuse
Of your still equall justice: My rage ever
Thanks heaven, though wanton, I found not my self
So far engagd to Hell, to prosecute
To the death what I had plotted, for that love
That made me first desire him, then accuse him,
Commands me with the hazard of my self
First to entreat his pardon, then acquit him.

Man. What ere you are, so much I love your vertue,
That I desire your friendship: do you unloose him
From those bonds, you are worthy of: your repentance
Makes part of satisfaction; yet I must
Severely reprehend you.

Leo. I am made
A stale on all parts: But this fellow shall
Pay dearly for her favour.

Arn. My lifes so full
Of various changes, that I now despair
Of any certain port; one trouble ending,
A new, and worse succeeds it: what should Zenocia
Do in this womans house? Can chastity
And hot Lust dwell together without infection?
I would not be or jealous, or secure,
Yet something must be done, to sound the depth ont:
That she lives is my bliss, but living there,
A hell of torments; theres no way to her
In whom I live, but by this door, through which
To me tis death to enter, yet I must,
And will make tryal.

Man. Let me hear no more
Of these devices, Lady: this I pardon,
And at your intercession I forgive
Your instrument the Jew too: get you home.
The hundred thousand crowns you lent the City
Towards the setting forth of the last Navy
Bound for the Islands, was a good then, which
I ballance with your ill now.

Char. Now Sir, to him,
You know my Daughter needs it.

Hip. Let me take
A farewell with mine eye, Sir, though my lip
Be barrd the Ceremonie, courtesie
And Custom too allows of.

Arn. Gentle Madam,
I neither am so cold, nor so ill bred
But that I dare receive it: you are unguarded,
And let me tell you that I am ashamd
Of my late rudeness, and would gladly therefore
If you please to accept my ready service
Wait on you to your house.

Hip. Above my hope:
Sir, if an Angel were to be my convoy,
He should not be more welcom. — [Ex. Arn. and Hip.

Clo. Now you know me.

Man. Yes Sir, and honour you: ever remembring
Your many bounties, being ambitious only
To give you cause to say by some one service
That I am not ungratefull.

Clod. Tis now offerd:
I have a suit to you, and an easie one,
Which ere long you shall know.

Man. When you think fit Sir,
And then as a command I will receive it,
Till when, most welcom: you are welcom too Sir,
Tis spoken from the heart, and therefore needs not
Much protestation: at your better leisure
I will enquire the cause that brought you hither:
In the mean time serve you.

Clod. You out-doe me Sir. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Duarte, Doctor.

Dua. You have bestowd on me a second life,
For which I live your creature, and have betterd
What nature framd unperfect, my first being
Insolent pride made monstrous; but this later
In learning me to know my self, hath taught me
Not to wrong others.

Doct. Then we live indeed,
When we can goe to rest without alarm
Given every minute to a guilt-sick conscience
To keep us waking, and rise in the morning
Secure in being innocent: but when
In the remembrance of our worser actions
We ever bear about us whips and furies,
To make the day a night of sorrow to us,
Even lifes a burthen.

Dua. I have found and felt it;
But will endeavour having first made peace
With those intestine enemies my rude passions,
To be so with man-kind: but worthy Doctor,
Pray if you can resolve me; was the Gentleman
That left me dead, ere brought unto his tryal?

Doct. Not known, nor apprehended.

Dua. Thats my grief.

Doct. Why, do you wish he had been punished?

Dua. No,
The stream of my swoln sorrow runs not that way:
For could I find him, as I vow to Heaven
It shall be my first care to seek him out,
I would with thanks acknowledge that his sword,
In opening my veins, which proud bloud poisond,
Gave the first symptoms of true health.

Doct. Tis in you
A Christian resolution: that you live
Is by the Governours, your Uncles charge
As yet conceald. And though a sons loss never
Was solemnizd with more tears of true sorrow
Than have been paid by your unequald Mother
For your supposed death, shes not acquainted
With your recovery.

Dua. For some few dayes
Pray let her so continue: thus disguisd
I may abroad unknown.

Doct. Without suspicion
Of being discovered.

Dua. I am confident
No moisture sooner dies than womens tears,
And therefore though I know my Mother vertuous,
Yet being one of that frail sex I purpose
Her farther tryal.

Doct. That as you think fit — Ile not betray you.

Dua. To find out this stranger
This true Physician of my mind and manners
Were such a blessing. He seemd poor, and may
Perhaps be now in want; would I could find him.
The Innes Ile search first, then the publick Stewes;
He was of Italy, and that Country breeds not
Precisians that way, but hot Libertines;
And such the most are: tis but a little travail:
I am unfurnisht too, pray Mr. Doctor,
Can you supply me?

Doct. With what summ you please.

Dua. I will not be long absent.

Doct. That I wish too;
For till you have more strength, I would not have you
To be too bold.

Dua. Fear not, I will be carefull. [Exeunt.

Enter Leopold, Zabulon, Bravo.

Zab. I have brought him Sir, a fellow that will do it
Though Hell stood in his way, ever provided
You pay him fort.

Leop. He has a strange aspect,
And looks much like the figure of a hang-man
In a table of the Passion.

Zab. He transcends
All precedents, believe it, a fleshd ruffian,
That hath so often taken the Strappado,
That tis to him but as a lofty trick
Is to a tumbler: he hath perused too
All Dungeons in Portu[g]al, thrice seven years
Rowed in the Galleys for three several murthers,
Though I presume that he has done a hundred,
And scapt unpunisht.

Leop. He is much in debt to you,
You set him off so well. What will you take Sir
To beat a fellow for me, that thus wrongd me?

Bra. To beat him say you?

Leop. Yes, beat him to lameness,
To cut his lips or nose off; any thing,
That may disfigure him.

Bra. Let me consider?
Five hundred pistolets for such a service
I think were no dear penniworth.

Zab. Five hundred!
Why there are of your Brother-hood in the City,
Ile undertake, shall kill a man for twenty.

Bra. Kill him? I think so; Ile kill any man
For half the mony.

Leop. And will you ask more
For a sound beating than a murther?

Bra. I Sir,
And with good reason, for a dog thats dead,
The Spanish proverb says, will never bite:
But should I beat or hurt him only, he may
Recover, and kill me.

Leo. A good conclusion,
The obduracie of this rascal makes me tender.
Ile run some other course, theres your reward
Without the employment.

Bra. For that as you please Sir;
When you have need to kill a man, pray use me,
But I am out at beating. [Exit.

Zab. Whats to be done then?

Leop. Ile tell thee Zabulon, and make thee privy
To my most near designs: this stranger, which
Hippolyta so dotes on, was my prisoner
When the last Virgin, I bestowed upon her,
Was made my prize; how he escaped, hereafter
Ile let thee know; and it may be the love
He bears the servant, makes him scorn the Mistris.

Zab. Tis not unlike; for the first time he saw her
His looks exprest so much, and for more proof
Since he came to my Ladys house, though yet
He never knew her, he hath practisd with me
To help him to a conference, without
The knowledge of Hippolyta; which I promisd.

Leop. And by all means perform it for their meeting,
But work it so, that my disdainful Mistris
(Whom, notwithstanding all her injuries,
Tis my hard fate to love) may see and hear them.

Zab. To what end Sir?

Leop. This Zabulon: when she sees
Who is her rival, and her Lovers baseness
To leave a Princess for her bondwoman,
The sight will make her scorn, what now she dotes on,
Ile double thy reward.

Zab. You are like to speed then:
For I confess what you will soon believe,
We serve them best that are most apt to give,
For you, Ile place you where you shall see all, and yet be unobservd.

Leop. That I desire too. [Exeunt.

Enter Arnoldo.

Arn. I cannot see her yet, how it afflicts me
The poyson of this place should mix it self
With her pure thoughts? Twas she that was commanded,
Or my eyes failed me grosly; that youth, that face
And all that noble sweetness. May she not live here,
And yet be honest still?

Enter Zenocia.

Zen. It is Arnoldo,
From all his dangers free; fortune I bless thee.
My noble husband! how my joy swells in me,
But why in this place? what business hath he here?
He cannot hear of me, I am not known here.
I left him vertuous; how I shake to think now!
And how that joy I had, cools, and forsakes me!

Enter above Hippolyta and Zabulon.

This Lady is but fair, I have been thought so
Without compare admired; She has bewitched him
And he forgot — 

Arn. Tis she again, the same — the same Zenocia.

Zab. There they are together. — Now you may mark.

Hip. Peace, let em parly.

Arn. That you are well Zenocia, and once more
Bless my despairing eyes, with your wisht presence,
I thank the gods; but that I meet you here — 

Hip. They are acquainted.

Zab. I found that secret Madam,
When you co[m]manded her go home: pray hear em.

Zen. That you meet me here, nere blush at that Arnoldo.
Your coming comes too late: I am a woman,
And one woman with another may be trusted;
Do you fear the house?

Arn. More than a fear, I know it,
Know it not good, not honest.

Zen. What do you here then?
Ith name of vertue why do you approach it?
Will you confess the doubt and yet pursue it?
Where have your eyes been wandring, my Arnoldo?
What constancy, what faith do you call this? Fie,
Aim at one wanton mark, and wound another?
I do confess, the Lady fair, most beauteous,
And able to betray a strong mans liberty,
[Leopold places himself unseen below.
But you that have a love, a wife — you do well
To deal thus wisely with me: yet Arnoldo,
Since you are pleasd to study a new beauty,
And think this old and ill, beaten with misery,
Study a nobler way for shame to love me,
Wrong not her honesty.

Arn. You have confirmd me.

Zen. Who though she be your wife, will never hinder you,
So much I rest a servant to your wishes,
And love your Loves, though they be my destructions,
No man shall know me, nor the share I have in thee,
No eye suspect I am able to prevent you,
For since I am a slave to this great Lady,
Whom I perceive you follow,

Arn. Be not blinded.

Zen. Fortune shall make me useful to your service,
I will speak for you.

Arn. Speak for me? you wrong me.

Zen. I will endeavour all the wayes I am able
To make her think well of you; will that please?
To make her dote upon you, dote to madness,
So far against my self I will obey you.
But when thats done, and I have shewed this duty,
This great obedience, few will buy it at my price,
Thus will I shake hands with you, wish you well,
But never see you more, nor receive comfort
From any thing, Arnoldo.

Arn. You are too tender;
I neither doubt you, nor desire longer
To be a man, and live, than I am honest
And only yours; our infinite affections
Abusd us both.

Zab. Where are your favours now?
The courtesies you shewd this stranger, Madam?

Hip. Have I now found the cause?

Zab. Attend it further.

Zen. Did she invite you, do you say?

Arn. Most cunningly,
And with a preparation of that state
I was brought in and welcomd.

Zen. Seemd to love you?

Arn. Most infinitely, at first sight, most dotingly.

Zen. She is a goodly Lady.

Arn. Wondrous handsom:
At first view, being taken unprepard,
Your memory not present then to assist me,
She seemd so glorious sweet, and so far stird me,
Nay be not jealous, theres no harm done.

Zen. Prethee — didst thou not kiss, Arnoldo?

Arn. Yes faith did I.

Zen. And then — 

Arn. I durst not, did not — 

Zen. I forgive you,
Come tell the truth.

Arn. May be I lay with her.

Hip. He mocks me too, most basely.

Zen. Did ye faith? did ye forget so far?

Arn. Come, come, no weeping;
I would have lyen first in my grave, believe that.
Why will you ask those things you would not hear?
She is too untemperate to betray my vertues,
Too openly lascivious: had she dealt
But with that seeming modesty she might,
And flung a little Art upon her ardor,
But twas forgot, and I forgot to like her,
And glad I was deceivd. No my Zenocia,
My first love here begun, rests here unreapt yet,
And here for ever.

Zen. You have made me happy,
Even in the midst of bondage blest.

Zab. You see now
What rubs are in your way.

Hip. And quickly Zabulon
Ile root em out. — Be sure you do this presently.

Zab. Do not you alter then.

Hip. I am resolute. [Exit Zabulon.

Arn. To see you only I came hither last,
Drawn by no love of hers, nor base allurements,
For by this holy light I hate her heartily.

Leop. I am glad of that, you have savd me so much vengeance
And so much fear,
From this hour fair befal you.

Arn. Some means I shall make shortly to redeem you,
Till when, observe her well, and fit her temper,
Only her lust contemn.

Zen. When shall I see you?

Arn. I will live hereabouts, and bear her fair still,
Till I can find a fit hour to redeem you.

Hip. Shut all the doors.

Arn. Whos that?

Zen. We are betrayd,
The Lady of the house has heard our parly,
Seen us, and seen our Loves.

Hip. You courteous Gallant,
You that scorn all I can bestow, that laugh at
The afflictions, and the groans I suffer for you,
That slight and jeer my love, contemn the fortune
My favours can fling on you, have I caught you?
Have I now found the cause? ye fool my wishes;
Is mine own slave, my bane? I nourish that
That sucks up my content. Ile pray no more,
Nor wooe no more; thou shalt see foolish man,
And to thy bitter pain and anguish, look on
The vengeance I shall take, provokd and slighted;
Redeem her then, and steal her hence: ho Zabulon
Now to your work.

Enter Zabulon, and Servants, some holding Arnoldo,
some ready with a cord to strangle Zenocia.

Arn. Lady, but hear me speak first,
As you have pity.

Hip. I have none. You taught me,
When I even hung about your neck, you scornd me.

Zab. Shall we pluck yet?

Hip. No, hold a little Zabulon,
Ile pluck his heart-strings first: now am I worthy
A little of your love?

Arn. Ile be your Servant,
Command me through what danger you shall aime at,
Let it be death.

Hip. Be sure Sir, I shall fit you.

Arn. But spare this Virgin.

Hip. I would spare that villain first,
Had cut my Fathers throat.

Arn. Bounteous Lady,
If in your sex there be that noble softness,
That tenderness of heart, women are crownd for — 

Zen. Kneel not Arnoldo, doe her not that honour,
She is not worthy such submission,
I scorn a life depends upon her pity.
Proud woman do thy worst, and arm thy anger
With thoughts as black as Hell, as hot and bloody,
I bring a patience here, shall make em blush,
An innocence, shall outlook thee, and death too.

Arn. Make me your slave, I give my freedom to ye,
For ever to be fetterd to your service;
Twas I offended, be not so unjust then,
To strike the innocent, this gentle maid
Never intended fear and doubt against you:
She is your Servant, pay not her observance
With cruel looks, her duteous faith with death.

Hip. Am I fair now? now am I worth your liking?

Zen. Not fair, not to be liked, thou glorious Devil,
Thou vernisht piece of lust, thou painted fury.

Arn. Speak gently sweet, speak gently.

Zen. Ile speak nobly.
Tis not the saving of a life I aim at,
Mark me lascivious woman, mark me truly,
And then consider, how I weigh thy anger.
Life is no longer mine, nor dear unto me,
Than usefull to his honour I preserve it.
If thou hadst studied all the courtesies
Humanity and noble blood are linkt to,
Thou couldst not have propounded such a benefit,
Nor heapt upon me such unlookt for honour
As dying for his sake, to be his Martyr,
Tis such a grace.

Hip. You shall not want that favour,
Let your bones work miracles.

Arn. Dear Lady
By those fair eyes — 

Hip. There is but this way left ye
To save her life. — 

Arn. Speak it, and I embrace it.

Hip. Come to my private chamber presently,
And there, what love and I command — 

Arn. Ile doe it,
Be comforted Zenocia.

Zen. Do not do this
To save me, do not lose your self I charge you,
I charge you by your love, that love [you] bear me;
That love, that constant love you have twind to me,
By all your promises, take heed you keep em,
Now is your constant tryal. If thou dost this,
Or movst one foot, to guide thee to her lust,
My curses and eternal hate pursue thee.
Redeem me at the base price of dis-loyalty?
Must my undoubted honesty be thy Bawd too?
Go and intwine thy self about that body;
Tell her, for my life thou hast lost thine honour,
Pulld all thy vows from heaven, basely, most basely
Stoopd to the servile flames of that foul woman,
To add an hour to me that hate thee for it,
Know thee not again, nor name thee for a Husband.

Arn. What shall I do to save her?

Hip. How now, what hast there?

Enter a Servant.

Ser. The Governour, attended with some Gentlemen,
Are newly entred, to speak with your Ladiship.

Hip. Pox o their business, reprieve her for this hour,
I shall have other time.

Arn. Now fortune help us.

Hip. Ile meet em presently: retire awhile all. [Exeunt.

Zab. You rise to day upon your right side Lady;
You know the danger too, and may prevent it,
And if you suffer her to perish thus,
As she must do, and suddenly, believe it,
Unless you stand her friend; you know the way ont,
I guess you poorly love her, less your fortune.
Let her know nothing, and perform this matter,
There are hours ordained for several businesses,
You understand.

Arn. I understand you Bawd Sir,
And such a Counsellour I never card for.

Enter the Governour, Clodio, Leopold, Charino and
Attendants at one door, Hippolyta at the other.

Hip. Your Lordship does me honour.

Gover. Fair Hippolyta,
I am come to ease you of a charge.

Hip. I keep none
I count a burthen Sir: and yet I lye too.

Gover. Which is the Maid; is she here?

Clod. Yes Sir,
This is she, this is Zenocia,
The very same I sued to your Lordship for.

Zen. Clodio again? more misery? more ruin?
Under what angry star is my life governd?

Gov. Come hither Maid, you are once more a free woman,
Here I discharge your bonds.

Arn. Another smile,
Another trick of fortune to betray us!

Hip. Why does your Lordship use me so unnobly?
Against my will to take away my bond-woman?

Gov. She was no lawful prize, therefore no bond-woman:
Shes of that Country we hold friendship with,
And ever did, and therefore to be used
With entertainment, fair and courteous.
The breach of League in us gives foul example,
Therefore you must be pleasd to think this honest;
Did you know what she was?

Leop. Not till this instant;
For had I known her, she had been no prisoner.

Gov. There, take the Maid, she is at her own dispose now,
And if there be ought else to do your honour
Any poor service in — 

Clod. I am vowed your servant.

Arn. Your Fathers here too, thats our only comfort,
And in a Country now, we stand free people,
Where Clodio has no power, be comforted.

Zen. I fear some trick yet.

Arn. Be not so dejected.

Gover. You must not be displeasd; so farewel Lady.
Come Gentlemen; Captain, you must with me too,
I have a little business.

Leop. I attend your Lordship:
Now my ways free, and my hopes Lord again.
[Exeunt all but Hip. and Zab.

Hip. Dye jeer me now ye are going?
I may live yet — to make you howl both.

Zab. You might have done; you had power then,
But now the chains are off, the command lost,
And such a story they will make of this
To laugh out lazie time.

Hip. No means yet left me?
For now I burst with anger: none to satisfie me?
No comfort? no revenge?

Zab. You speak too late;
You might have had all these, your useful servants,
Had you been wise, and suddain: what power, or will
Over her beauty, have you now? by violence
To constrain his love; she is as free as you are,
And no law can impeach her liberty,
And whilst she is so, Arnoldo will despise you.

Hip. Either my love or anger must be satisfied,
Or I must dye.

Zab. I have a way woud do it,
Woud do it yet, protect me from the Law.

Hip. From any thing; thou knowest what power I have,
What mony, and what friends.

Zab. Tis a devilish one:
But such must now be usd: walk in, Ile tell you;
And if you like it, if the Devil can do any thing — 

Hip. Devil, or what thou wilt, so I be satisfied. [Ex.

Enter Sulpitia, and Jaques.

Sulp. This is the rarest and the lustiest fellow,
And so bestirs himself — 

Jaq. Give him breath Mistress,
Youl melt him else.

Sulp. He does perform such wonders — 
The women are mad on him.

Jaq. Give him breath I say;
The man is but a man, he must have breath.

Sulp. How many had he yesterday?
And they paid bravely too.

Jaq. About fourteen,
But still I cry give breath, spare him and have him.

Sulp. Five Dames to day; this was a small stage,
He may endure five more.

Jaq. Breath, breath I cry still;
Body o me give breath, the mans a lost man else.
Feed him and give him breath.

Enter 2 Gentlewomen.

Sulp. Welcome Gentlewomen,
Yare very welcome.

1 Gen. We hear you have a lusty and well complexiond fellow
That does rare tricks; my Sister and my self here,
Would trifle out an hour or two, so please you.

Sulp. Jaques, conduct em in.

Both. Theres for your courtesie. [Ex. Jaq. and Gent.

Sulp. Good pay still, good round pay, this happy fellow
Will set me up again; he brings in gold
Faster than I have leisure to receive it.
O that his body were not flesh and fading;
But Ile so pap him up — nothing too dear for him;
What a sweet scent he has? — Now what news Jaques?

Jaq. He cannot last, I pity the poor man,
I suffer for him; two Coaches of young City dames,
And they drive as the Devil were in the wheels,
Are ready now to enter: and behind these
An old dead-palsied Lady in a Litter,
And she makes all the haste she can: the mans lost,
You may gather up his dry bones to make Nine-pins,
But for his flesh.

Sulp. These are but easie labours
Yet, for I know he must have rest.

Ja. He must — youll beat him off his legs else presently.

Sul. Go in, and bid him please himself, I am pleasd too:
To morrows a new day; but if he can
I would have him take pity o the old Lady.
Alas tis charity.

Jaq. Ile tell him all this,
And if he be not too fool-hardy.

Enter Zabulon.

Sulp. How now?
What news with you?

Zab. You must presently
Shew all the art you have, and for my Lady.

Sulp. She may command.

Zab. You must not dream nor trifle.

Sulp. Which way?

Zab. A spell you must prepare, a powerful one,
Peruse but these directions, you shall find all;
There is the picture too, be quick, and faithful,
And do it with that strength — when tis performd,
Pitch your reward at what you please, you have it.

Sul. Ile do my best, and suddenly: but hark ye,
Will you never lye at home again?

Zab. Excuse me,
I have too much business yet.

Sulp. I am right glad ont.

Zab. Think on your business, so farewel.

Sulp. Ile do it.

Zab. Within this hour Ile visit you again
And give you greater lights.

Sulp. I shall observe ye;
This brings a brave reward, bravely Ile do it,
And all the hidden art I have, express int. [Exeunt at both doors.

Enter Rutilio with a Night-cap.

Rut. Now do I look as if I were Crow-trodden,
Fye, how my hams shrink under me! O me,
I am broken-winded too; is this a life?
Is this the recreation I have aimd at?
I had a body once, a handsome body,
And wholesome too. Now I appear like a rascal,
That had been hung a year or two in Gibbets.
Fye how I faint! women? keep me from women;
Place me before a Cannon, tis a pleasure;
Stretch me upon a Rack, a recreation;
But women? women? O the Devil! women?
Curtius Gulf was never half so dangerous.
Is there no way to find the Trap-door again,
And fall into the Cellar, and be taken?
No lucky fortune to direct me that way?
No Gallies to be got, nor yet no Gallows?
For I fear nothing now, no earthly thing
But these unsatisfied Men-leeches, women.
How devilishly my bones ake! O the old Lady!
I have a kind of waiting-woman lyes cross my back too,
O how she stings! no treason to deliver me?
Now what are you? do you mock me?

Enter 3. with Night-caps very faintly.

1 No Sir, no;
We were your Predecessors in this place.

2 And come to see you bear up.

Rut. Good Gentlemen;
You seem to have a snuffing in your head Sir,
A parlous snuffing, but this same dampish air — 

2 A dampish air indeed.

Rut. Blow your face tenderly,
Your nose will nere endure it: mercy o me,
What are men changd to here? is my nose fast yet?
Me thinks it shakes ith hilts: pray tell me gentlemen,
How long ist since you flourisht here?

3 Not long since.

Rut. Move your self easily, I see you are tender,
Nor long endured.

2 The labour was so much Sir,
And so few to perform it — 

Rut. Must I come to this?
And draw my legs after me like a lame Dog?
I cannot run away, I am too feeble:
Will you sue for this place again Gentlemen?

1 No truly Sir, the place has been too warm for our complexions.
We have enough ont, rest you merry Sir,
We came but to congratulate your fortune,
You have abundance.

3 Bear your fortune soberly,
And so we leave you to the next fair Lady. [Ex. the 3.

Rut. Stay but a little, and Ile meet you Gentlemen,
At the next Hospital: theres no living thus,
Nor am I able to endure it longer,
With all the helps and heats that can be given me,
I am at my trot already: they are fair and young
Most of the women that repair unto me,
But they stick on like Burs, shake me like Feathers.

Enter Sulpitia.

More Women yet?
Would I were honestly married
To any thing that had but half a face,
And not a groat to keep her, nor a smock,
That I might be civilly merry when I pleased,
Rather than labouring in these Fulling-mills.

Sul. By this the spell begins to work: you are lusty,
I see you bear up bravely yet.

Rut. Do you hear Lady,
Do not make a game-bear of me, to play me hourly,
And fling on all your whelps; it would not hold;
Play me with some discretion; to day one course,
And two dayes hence another.

Sulp. If you be so angry
Pay back the mony I redeemd you at
And take your course, I can have men enough:
You have cost me a hundred crowns since you came hither,
In Broths and strength[n]ing Caudles; till you do pay me,
If you will eat and live, you shall endeavour,
Ile chain you tot else.

Rut. Make me a Dog-kennel,
Ile keep your house and bark, and feed on bare bones,
And be whipt out o doors,
Do you mark me Lady? whipt,
Ile eat old shoes.

Enter Duarte.

Dua. In this house I am told
There is a stranger, of a goodly person,
And such a one there was; if I could see him,
I yet remember him.

Sulp. Your business Sir,
If it be for a woman, ye are couzend,
I keep none here. [Exit.

Dua. Certain this is the Gentleman;
The very same.

Rut. Death, if I had but mony,
Or any friend to bring me from this bondage,
I would Thresh, set up a Coblers shop, keep Hogs,
And feed with em, sell Tinder-boxes,
And Knights of Ginger-bread, Thatch for three
Half pence a day, and think it Lordly,
From this base Stallion trade: why does he eye me,
Eye me so narrowly?

Dua. It seems you are troubled Sir,
I heard you speak of want.

Rut. Tis better hearing
Far, than relieving Sir.

Dua. I do not think so, you know me not.

Rut. Not yet that I remember.

Dua. You shall, and for your friend: I am beholding to ye,
Greatly beholding Sir; if you remember,
You fought with such a man, they calld Duarte,
A proud distemperd man: he was my enemy,
My mortal foe, you slew him fairly, nobly.

Rut. Speak softly Sir, you do not mean to betray me,
I wisht the Gallows, now thare coming fairly.

Dua. Be confident, for as I live, I love you,
And now you shall perceive it: for that service,
Me, and my purse command: there, take it to ye,
Tis gold, and no small sum, a thousand Duckets,
Supply your want.

Rut. But do you do this faithfully?

Dua. If I mean ill, spit in my face and kick me:
In what else I may serve you, Sir — 

Rut. I thank you,
This is as strange to me as Knights adventures.
I have a project, tis an honest one,
And now Ile tempt my fortune.

Dua. Trust me with it.

Rut. You are so good and honest I must trust ye,
Tis but to carry a letter to a Lady
That savd my life once.

Dua. That will be most thankful,
I will dot with all care.

Rut. Where are you, white-broth?
Now lusty blood,
Come in, and tell your mony:
Tis ready here, no threats, nor no orations,
Nor prayers now.

Sulp. You do not mean to leave me.

Rut. Ile live in Hell sooner than here, and cooler.
Come quickly come, dispatch, this airs unwho[l]som:
Quickly good Lady, quickly tot.

Sulp. Well, since it must be,
The next Ile fetter faster sure, and closer.

Rut. And pick his bones, as yhave done mine, pox take ye.

Dua. At my lodging for a while, you shall be quartered,
And there take Physick for your health.

Rut. I thank ye,
I have found my angel now too, if I can keep him.
[Exeunt omnes.
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ENTER RUTILIO AND Duarte.

Rut. You like the Letter?

Dua. Yes, but I must tell you
You tempt a desperate hazard, to sollicite
The mother, (and the grieved one too, tis rumord)
Of him you slew so lately.

Rut. I have told you
Some proofs of her affection, and I know not
A nearer way to make her satisfaction
For a lost Son, than speedily to help her
To a good Husband; one that will beget
Both Sons and Daughters, if she be not barren.
I have had a breathing now, and have recovered
What I lost in my late service, twas a hot one:
It fired and fired me; but all thanks to you Sir,
You have both freed and coold me.

Dua. What is done Sir,
I thought well done, and was in that rewarded,
And therefore spare your thanks.

Rut. Ile no more Whoring:
This fencing twixt a pair of sheets, more wears one
Than all the exercise in the world besides.
To be drunk with good Canary, a meer Julip
Or like gourd-water tot; twenty Surfeits
Come short of one nights work there. If I get this Lady
As ten to one I shall, I was nere denied yet,
I will live wondrous honestly; walk before her
Gravely and demurely
And then instruct my family; you are sad,
What do you muse on Sir?

Dua. Truth I was thinking
What course to take for the delivery of your letter,
And now I have it: but faith did this Lady
(For do not gull your self) for certain know,
You killd her Son?

Rut. Give me a Book Ile sweart;
Denyed me to the Officers, that pursued me,
Brought me her self to th door, then gave me gold
To bear my charges, and shall I make doubt then
But that she lovd me? I am confident
Time having tane her grief off, that I shall be
Most welcome to her: for then to have wooed her
Had been unseasonable.

Dua. Well Sir, theres more mony,
To ma[ke] you handsome; Ile about your business:
You know where you must stay?

Rut. There you shall find me:
Would I could meet my Brother now, to know,
Whether the Jew, his Genius, or my Christian,
Has provd the better friend. [Exit.

Dua. O who would trust
Deceiving woman! or believe that one
The best, and most Canonizd ever was
More than a seeming goodness? I could rail now
Against the sex, and curse it; but the theam
And ways too common: yet that Guiomar
My Mother; (nor let that forbid her to be
The wonder of our nation) she that was
Markd out the great example, for all Matrons
Both Wife and Widow; she that in my breeding
Exprest the utmost of a Mothers care,
And tenderness to a Son; she that yet feigns
Such sorrow for me; good God, that this mother,
After all this, should give up to a stranger,
The wreak she owd her Son; I fear her honour.
That he was savd, much joyes me, and grieve only
That she was his preserver. Ile try further,
And by this Engine, find whether the tears,
Of which she is so prodigal, are for me,
Or usd to cloak her base hypocrisie. [Exit.

Enter Hippolyta and Sulpitia.

Hip. Are you assurd the charm prevails?

Sulp. Do I live?
Or do you speak to me? Now this very instant
Health takes its last leave of her; meager paleness
Like winter, nips the Roses and the Lilies,
The Spring that youth, and love adornd her face with.
To force affection, is beyond our art,
For I have provd all means that hell has taught me,
Or the malice of a woman, which exceeds it,
To change Arnoldos love, but to no purpose:
But for your bond-woman — 

Hip. Let her pine and dye;
She removd, which like a brighter Sun,
Obscures my beams, I may shine out again,
And as I have been, be admird and sought to:
How long has she to live?

Sulp. Lady, before
The Sun twice rise and set, be confident,
She is but dead; I know my Charm hath found her.
Nor can the Governours Guard; her lovers tears;
Her Fathers sorrow, or his power that freed her,
Defend her from it.

Enter Zabulon.

Zab. All things have succeeded,
As you could wish; I saw her brought sick home;
The image of pale death, stampt on her fore-head.
Let me adore this second Hecate,
This great Commandress, of the fatal Sisters,
That as she pleases, can cut short, or lengthen
The thread of life.

Hip. Where was she when the inchantment
First seisd upon her?

Zab. Taking the fresh air,
In the company of the Governour, and Count Clodio,
Arnoldo too, was present with her Father,
When, in a moment (so the servants told me)
As she was giving thanks to the Governour,
And Clodio, for her unexpected freedom,
As if she had been blasted, she sunk down,
To their amazement.

Hip. Tis thy master-piece
Which I will so reward, that thou shalt fix here,
And with the hazard of thy life, no more
Make tryal of thy powerful Art; which known
Our Laws call death: off with this Magical Robe,
And be thy self.

Enter Governour, Clodio, and Charino.

Sulp. Stand close, you shall hear more.

Man. You must have patience; all rage is vain now,
And piety forbids, that we should question
What is decreed above, or ask a reason
Why heaven determines this or that way of us.

Clod. Heaven has no hand int; tis a work of hell.
Her life hath been so innocent, all her actions
So free from the suspicion of crime,
As rather she deserves a Saints place here,
Than to endure, what now her sweetness suffers.

Char. Not for her fault, but mine Sir, Zenocia suffers:
The sin I made, when I sought to rase down
Arnoldos love, built on a Rock of truth,
Now to the height is punishd. I profess,
Had he no birth, nor parts, the present sorrow
He now expresses for her, does deserve her
Above all Kings, though such had been his rivals.

Clod. All ancient stories, of the love of Husbands
To vertuous Wives, be now no more remembred.

Char. The tales of Turtles, ever be forgotten,
Or, for his sake believd.

Man. I have heard, there has been
Between some married pairs, such sympathy,
That th Husband has felt really the throws
His Wife then teeming suffers, this true grief
Confirms, tis not impossible.

Clod. We shall find
Fit time for this hereafter; lets use now
All possible means to help her.

Man. Care, nor cost,
Nor what Physicians can do, shall be wanting;
Make use of any means or men.

Char. You are noble.
[Exeunt Man. Clod, and Char.

Sulp. Ten Colledges of Doctors shall not save her.
Her fate is in your hand.

Hip. Can I restore her?

Sulp. If you command my Art.

Hip. Ile dye my self first.
And yet Ile go visit her, and see
This miracle of sorrow in Arnoldo:
And twere for me, I should change places with her,
And dye most happy, such a lovers tears
Were a rich monument, but too good for her,
Whose misery I glory in: come Sulpitia,
You shall along with me, good Zabulon
Be not far off.

Zab. I will attend you Madam. [Exeunt.

Enter Duarte, and a Servant.

Ser. I have servd you from my youth, and ever
You have found me faithful: that you lives a treasure
Ile lock up here; nor shall it be let forth,
But when you give me warrant.

Dua. I rely
Upon thy faith; nay, no more protestations,
Too many of them will call that in question,
Which now I doubt not: she is there?

Ser. Alone too,
But take it on my life, your entertainment,
Appearing as you are, will be but course,
For the displeasure I shall undergo
I am prepard.

Dua. Leave me, Ile stand the hazard. [Exit Servant.
The silence thats observd, her close retirements,
No visitants admitted, not the day;
These sable colours, all signs of true sorrow,
Or hers is deeply counterfeit. Ile look nearer,
Manners give leave — she sits upon the ground;
By heaven she weeps; my picture in her hand too;
She kisses it and weeps again.

Enter Guiomar.

Gui. Whos there?

Dua. There is no starting back now Madam.

Gui. Ha, another murderer! Ile not protect thee,
Though I have no more Sons.

Dua. Your pardon Lady,
Theres no such foul fact taints me.

Gui. What makes thou here then?
Where are my servants, do none but my sorrows
Attend upon me? speak, what brought thee hither?

Dua. A will to give you comfort.

Gui. Thou art but a man.
And tis beyond a humane reach to do it,
If thou could raise the dead out of their graves,
Bid time run back, make me now what I was,
A happy Mother; gladly I would hear thee,
But thats impossible.

Dua. Please you but read this;
You shall know better there, why I am sent,
Than if I should deliver it.

Gui. From whom comes it?

Dua. That will instruct you. I suspect this stranger,
Yet she spake something that holds such alliance
With his reports; I know not what to think ont;
What a frown was there? she looks me through, & through,
Now reads again, now pauses, and now smiles;
And yet theres more of anger int than mirth,
These are strange changes; oh I understand it,
Shes full of serious thoughts.

Gui. You are just, you Heavens,
And never do forget to hear their prayers,
That truly pay their vows, the deferd vengeance,
For you, and my words sake so long deferd,
Under which as a mountain my heart groans yet
When twas despaird of, now is offerd to me;
And if I lose it, I am both wayes guilty.
The womans mask, dissimulation help me.
Come hither friend, I am sure you know the Gentleman,
That sent these charms.

Dua. Charms Lady?

Gui. These charms;
I well may call them so, theyve won upon me,
More than ere letter did; thou art his friend,
(The confidence he has in thee, confirms it)
And therefore Ile be open breasted to thee;
To hear of him, though yet I never saw him,
Was most desird of all men; let me blush,
And then Ile say I love him.

Dua. All men see,
In this a womans vertue.

Gui. I expected
For the courtesie I did, long since to have seen him,
And though I then forbad it, you men know,
Between our hearts and tongues theres a large distance;
But Ile excuse him, may be hitherto
He has forborn it, in respect my Son
Fell by his hand.

Dua. And reason Lady.

Gui. No, he did me a pleasure int, a riotous fellow,
And with that insolent, not worth the owning;
I have indeed kept a long solemn sorrow,
For my friends sake partly; but especially
For his long absence.

Dua. O the Devil.

Guio. Therefore
Bid him be speedy; a Priest shall be ready
To tye the holy knot; this kiss I send him,
Deliver that and bring him.

Dua. I am dumb:
A good cause I have now, and a good sword,
And something I shall do, I wait upon you. [Exeunt.

Enter Manuel, Charino, Arnoldo, Zenocia, born in a chair. 2 Doctors,
Clodio.

Doct. Give her more air, she dyes else.

Arn. O thou dread power,
That madst this all, and of thy workmanship
This virgin wife, the Master piece, look down on her;
Let her minds virtues, clothd in this fair garment,
That worthily deserves a better name
Than flesh and bloud, now sue, and prevail for her.
Or if those are denyed, let innocence,
To which all passages in Heaven stand open,
Appear in her white robe, before thy throne;
And mediate for her: or if this age of sin
Be worthy of a miracle, the Sun
In his diurnal progress never saw
So sweet a subject to imploy it on.

Man. Wonders are ceasd Sir, we must work by means.

Arno. Tis true, and such reverend Physicians are;
To you thus low I fall then; so may you ever
Be stild the hands of Heaven, natures restorers;
Get wealth and honours; and by your success,
In all your undertakings, propagate
Your great opinion in the world, as now
You use your saving art; for know good Gentlemen,
Besides the fame, and all that I possess,
For a reward, posterity shall stand
Indebted to you, for (as Heaven forbid it)
Should my Zenocia dye, robbing this age
Of all thats good or gracefull, times succeeding,
The story of her pure life not yet perfect,
Will suffer in the want of her example.

Doct. Were all the world to perish with her, we
Can do no more, than what art and experience
Give us assurance of, we have usd all means
To find the cause of her disease, yet cannot;
How should we then, promise the cure?

Arn. Away,
I did bely you, when I chargd you with
The power of doing, ye are meer names only,
And even your best perfection, accidental;
What ever malady thou art, or Spirit,
As some hold all diseases that afflict us,
As love already makes me sensible
Of half her sufferings, ease her of her part,
And let me stand the butt of thy fell malice,
And I will swear thart mercifull.

Doct. Your hand Lady;
What a strange heat is here! bring some warm water.

Arn. She shall use nothing that is yours; my sorrow
Provides her of a better bath, my tears
Shall do that office.

Zeno. O my best Arnoldo!
The truest of all lovers! I would live
Were heaven so pleasd, but to reward your sorrow
With my true service; but since thats denied me,
May you live long and happy: do not suffer
(By your affection to me I conjure you)
My sickness to infect you; though much love
Makes you too subject to it.

Arn. In this only

Zenocia wrongs her servant; can the body
Subsist, the Soul departed? tis as easie
As I to live without you; I am your husband,
And long have been so, though our adverse fortune,
Bandying us from one hazard to another,
Would never grant me so much happiness,
As to pay a husbands debt; despite of fortune,
In death Ile follow you, and guard mine own;
And there enjoy what here my fate forbids me.

Clod. So true a sorrow, and so feelingly
Exprest, I never read of.

Man. I am struck
With wonder to behold it, as with pity.

Char. If you that are a stranger, suffer for them,
Being tied no further than humanity
Leads you to soft compassion; think great Sir,
What of necessity I must endure,
That am a Father?

Hippolyta, Zabulon, and Sulpitia at the door.

Zab. Wait me there, I hold it
Unfit to have you seen; as I find cause,
You shall proceed.

Man. You are welcom Lady.

Hip. Sir, I come to do a charitable office,
How does the patient?

Clod. You may enquire
Of more than one; for two are sick, and deadly,
He languishes in her, her healths despaird of,
And in hers, his.

Hip. Tis a strange spectacle,
With what a patience they sit unmovd!
Are they not dead already?

Doct. By her pulse,
She cannot last a day.

Arn. Oh by that summons,
I know my time too!

Hip. Look to the man.

Clod. Apply
Your Art, to save the Lady, preserve her,
A town is your reward.

Hip. Ile treble it,
In ready gold, if you restore Arnoldo;
For in his death I dye too.

Clod. Without her
I am no more.

Arn. Are you there Madam? now
You may feast on my miseries; my coldness
In answering your affections, or hardness,
Give it what name you please, you are revengd of,
For now you may perceive, our thred of life
Was spun together, and the poor Arnoldo
Made only to enjoy the best Zenocia,
And not to serve the use of any other;
And in that she may equal; my Lord Clodio
Had long since else enjoyed her, nor could I
Have been so blind, as not to see your great
And many excellencies far, far beyond
Or my deservings, or my hopes; we are now
Going our latest journey, and together,
Our only comfort we desire, pray give it,
Your charity to our ashes, such we must be,
And not to curse our memories.

Hip. I am much movd.

Clod. I am wholly overcome, all love to women
Farewell for ever; ere you dye, your pardon;
And yours Sir; had she many years to live,
Perhaps I might look on her, as a Brother,
But as a lover never; and since all
Your sad misfortunes had original
From the barbarous Custom practisd in my Country,
Heaven witness, for your sake I here release it;
So to your memory, chaste Wives and Virgins
Shall ever pay their vowes. I give her to you;
And wish, she were so now, as when my lust
Forcd you to quit the Country.

Hip. It is in vain
To strive with destiny, here my dotage ends,
Look up Zenocia, health in me speaks to you;
She gives him to you, that by divers ways,
So long has kept him from you: and repent not,
That you were once my servant, for which health
In recompence of what I made you suffer,
The hundred thousand Crowns, the City owes me,
Shall be your dower.

Man. Tis a magnificent gift,
Had it been timely given.

Hip. It is believe it, Sulpitia.

Enter a Servant, and Sulpitia.

Sulp. Madam.

Hip. Quick, undoe the charm;
Ask not a reason why; let it suffice,
It is my will.

Sulp. Which I obey and gladly. [Exit.

Man. Is to be married, sayest thou?

Ser. So she sayes Sir,
And does desire your presence. [They are born off in chairs.

Man. And tell her Ile come.

Hip. Pray carry them to their rest; for though already,
They do appear as dead, let my life pay fort,
If they recover not.

Man. What you have warranted,
Assure your self, will be expected from you;
Look to them carefully; and till the tryal, — 

Hip. Which shall not be above four hours.

Man. Let me
Intreat your companies: there is something
Of weight invites me hence.

All. Well wait upon you. [Exeunt.

Enter Guiomar, and Servants.

Guio. You understand what my directions are,
And what they guide you to; the faithfull promise
You have made me all.

All. We do and will perform it.

Guio. The Governour will not fail to be here presently;
Retire a while, till you shall find occasion,
And bring me word, when they arrive.

All. Wee shall Madam.

Guio. Only stay you to entertain.

1 Ser. I am ready.

Guio. I wonder at the bold, and practisd malice,
Men ever have o foot against our honours,
That nothing we can do, never so vertuous,
No shape put on so pious, no not think
What a good is, be that good nere so noble,
Never so laden with admird example,
But still we end in lust; our aims, our actions,
Nay, even our charities, with lust are branded;
Why should this stranger else, this wretched stranger,
Whose life I savd at what dear price sticks here yet,
Why should he hope? he was not here an hour,
And certainly in that time, I may swear it
I gave him no loose look, I had no reason;
Unless my tears were flames, my curses courtships;
The killing of my Son, a kindness to me.
Why should he send to me, or with what safety
(Examining the ruine he had wrought me)
Though at that time, my pious pity found him,
And my word fixt; I am troubled, strongly troubled.

Enter a Servant.

Ser. The Gentlemen are come.

Guio. Then bid em welcome — I must retire. [Exit.

Enter Rutilio, and Duarte.

Ser. You are welcom Gentlemen.

Rut. I thank you friend, I would speak with your Lady.

Ser. Ile let her understand.

Rut. It shall befit you.
How do I look Sir, in this handsome trim? [Exit Servant.
Me thinks I am wondrous brave.

Duar. You are very decent.

Rut. These by themselves, without more helps of nature,
Would set a woman hard; I know em all,
And where their first aims light; Ile lay my head ont,
Ile take her eye, as soon as she looks on me,
And if I come to speak once, woe be to her,
I have her in a nooze, she cannot scape me;
I have their several lasts.

Dua. You are throughly studied,
But tell me Sir, being unacquainted with her,
As you confess you are — 

Rut. Thats not an hours work,
Ile make a Nun forget her beads in two hours.

Dua. She being set in years, next none of those lusters
Appearing in her eye, that warm the fancy;
Nor nothing in her face, but handsom ruines.

Rut. I love old stories: those live believd, Authentique,
When 20. of your modern faces are calld in,
For new opinion, paintings, and corruptions;
Give me an old confirmd face; besides she savd me,
She savd my life, have I not cause to love her?
Shes rich and of a constant state, a fair one,
Have I not cause to wooe her? I have tryed sufficient
All your young Phillies, I think this back has tryd em,
And smarted for it too: they run away with me,
Take bitt between the teeth, and play the Devils;
A staied pace now becomes my years; a sure one,
Where I may sit and crack no girths.

Dua. How miserable,
If my Mother should confirm, what I suspect now,
Beyond all humane cure were my condition!
Then I shall wish, this body had been so too.
Here comes the Lady Sir.

Enter Guiomar.

Rut. Excellent Lady,
To shew I am a creature, bound to your service,
And only yours — 

Guio. Keep at that distance Sir;
For if you stir — 

Rut. I am obedient.
She has found already, I am for her turn;
With what a greedy hawks eye she beholds me!
Mark how she musters all my parts.

Guio. A goodly Gentleman,
Of a more manly set, I never lookd on.

Rut. Mark, mark her eyes still; mark but the carriage of em.

Guio. How happy am I now, since my Son fell,
He fell not by a base unnoble hand!
As that still troubled me; how far more happy
Shall my revenge be, since the Sacrifice,
I offer to his grave, shall be both worthy
A Sons untimely loss, and a Mothers sorrow!

Rut. Sir, I am made believe it; she is mine own,
I told you what a spell I carried with me,
All this time does she spend in contemplation
Of that unmatchd delight: I shall be thankfull to ye;
And if you please to know my house, to use it;
To take it for your own.

Guio. Who waits without there?

Enter Guard, and Servants, they seize upon Rut. and bind him.

Rut. How now? what means this, Lady?

Guio. Bind him fast.

Rut. Are these the bride-laces you prepare for me?
The colours that you give?

Dua. Fye Gentle Lady,
This is not noble dealing.

Guio. Be you satisfied,
I[t] seems you are a stranger to this meaning,
You shall not be so long.

Rut. Do you call this wooing — Is there no end of womens persecutions?
Must I needs fool into mine own destruction?
Have I not had fair warnings, and enough too?
Still pick the Devils teeth? you are not mad Lady;
Do I come fairly, and like a Gentleman,
To offer you that honour?

Guio. You are deceivd Sir,
You come besotted, to your own destruction:
I sent not for you; what honour can ye add to me,
That brake that staff of honour, my age leand on?
That robd me of that right, made me a Mother?
Hear me thou wretched man, hear me with terrour,
And let thine own bold folly shake thy Soul,
Hear me pronounce thy death, that now hangs ore thee,
Thou desperate fool; who bad thee seek this ruine?
What mad unmanly fate, made thee discover
Thy cursed face to me again? wast not enough
To have the fair protection of my house,
When misery and justice close pursued thee?
When thine own bloudy sword, cryed out against thee,
Hatcht in the life of him? yet I forgave thee.
My hospitable word, even when I saw
The goodliest branch of all my blood lopt from me,
Did I not seal still to thee?

Rut. I am gone.

Guio. And when thou wentst, to Imp thy miserie,
Did I not give thee means? but hark ungratefull,
Was it not thus? to hide thy face and fly me?
To keep thy name for ever from my memory?
Thy cursed blood and kindred? did I not swear then,
If ever, (in this wretched life thou hast left me,
Short and unfortunate,) I saw thee again,
Or came but to the knowledge, where thou wandredst,
To call my vow back, and pursue with vengeance
With all the miseries a Mother suffers?

Rut. I was born to be hangd, theres no avoiding it.

Guio. And darst thou with this impudence appear here?
Walk like the winding sheet my Son was put in,
Stand with those wounds?

Dua. I am happy now again;
Happy the hour I fell, to find a Mother,
So pious, good, and excellent in sorrows.

Enter a Servant.

Ser. The Governours come in.

Guio. O let him enter.

Rut. I have foold my self a fair thred of all my fortunes,
This strikes me most; not that I fear to perish,
But that this unmannerly boldness has brought me to it.

Enter Governour, Clodio, Charino.

Gov. Are these fit preparations for a wedding Lady?
I came prepard a guest.

Guio. O give me justice;
As ever you will leave a vertuous name,
Do justice, justice, Sir.

Gove. You need not ask it,
I am bound to it.

Guio. Justice upon this man
That killd my Son.

Gove. Do you confess the act?

Rut. Yes Sir.

Clod. Rutilio?

Char. Tis the same.

Clod. How fell he thus?
Here will be sorrow for the good Arnoldo.

Gove. Take heed Sir what you say.

Rut. I have weighd it well,
I am the man, nor is it life I start at;
Only I am unhappy I am poor,
Poor in expence of lives, there I am wretched,
That I have not two lives lent me for his sacrifice;
One for her Son, another for her sorrows.
Excellent Lady, now rejoyce again,
For though I cannot think, yare pleasd in blood,
Nor with that greedy thirst pursue your vengeance;
The tenderness, even in those tears denies that;
Yet let the world believe, you lovd Duarte;
The unmatcht courtesies you have done my miseries;
Without this forfeit to the law, would charge me
To tender you this life, and proud twould please you.

Guio. Shall I have justice?

Gover. Yes.

Rut. Ile ask it for ye,
Ile follow it my self, against my self.
Sir, Tis most fit I dye; dispatch it quickly,
The monstrous burthen of that grief she labours with
Will kill her else, then blood on blood lyes on me;
Had I a thousand lives, Id give em all,
Before I would draw one tear more from that vertue.

Guio. Be not too cruel Sir, and yet his bold sword — 
But his life cannot restore that, hes a man too — 
Of a fair promise, but alas my Sons dead;
If I have justice, must it kill him?

Gov. Yes.

Guio. If I have not, it kills me, strong and goodly!
Why should he perish too?

Gover. It lies in your power,
You only may accuse him, or may quit him.

Clod. Be there no other witnesses?

Guio. Not any.
And if I save him, will not the world proclaim,
I have forgot a Son, to save a murderer?
And yet he looks not like one, he looks manly.

Hip. Pity so brave a Gentleman should perish.
She cannot be so hard, so cruel hearted.

Guio. Will you pronounce? yet stay a little Sir.

Rut. Rid your self, Lady, of this misery;
And let me go, I do but breed more tempests,
With which you are already too much shaken.

Guio. Do now, pronounce; I will not hear.

Dua. You shall not,
Yet turn and see good Madam.

Gove. Do not wonder.
Tis he, restord again, thank the good Doctor,
Pray do not stand amazd, it is Duarte;
Is well, is safe again.

Guio. O my sweet Son,
I will not press my wonder now with questions — 
Sir, I am sorry for that cruelty,
I urgd against you.

Rut. Madam, it was but justice.

Dua. Tis [t]rue, the Doctor heald this body again,
But this man heald my soul, made my minde perfect,
The good sharp lessons his sword read to me, savd me;
For which, if you lovd me, dear Mother,
Honour and love this man.

Guio. You sent this letter?

Rut. My boldness makes me blush now.

Guio. Ile wipe off that,
And with this kiss, I take you for my husband,
Your wooings done Sir; I believe you love me,
And thats the wealth I look for now.

Rut. You have it.

Dua. You have ended my desire to all my wishes.

Gov. Now tis a wedding again. And if Hippolyta
Make good, what with the hazard of her life,
She undertook, the evening will set clear

Enter Hippolyta, leading Leopold, Arnoldo, Zenocia, in either hand,
Zabulon, Sulpitia.

After a stormy day.

Char. Here comes the Lady.

Clod. With fair Zenocia,
Health with life again
Restord unto her.

Zen. The gift of her goodness.

Rut. Let us embrace, I am of your order too,
And though I once despaird of women, now
I find they relish much of Scorpions,
For both have stings, and both can hurt, and cure too;
But what have been your fortunes?

Arn. Weel defer
Our story, and at time more fit, relate it.
Now all that reverence vertue, and in that
Zenocias constancy, and perfect love,
Or for her sake Arnoldo, join with us
In th honour of this Lady.

Char. She deserves it.

Hip. Hippolytas life shall make that good hereafter,
Nor will I alone better my self but others:
For these whose wants perhaps have made their actions
Not altogether innocent, shall from me
Be so supplied, that need shall not compel them,
To any course of life, but what the law
Shall give allowance to.

Zab. Sulpitia, Your Ladiships creatures.

Rut. Be so, and no more you man-huckster.

Hip. And worthy Leopold, you that with such fervour,
So long have sought me, and in that deservd me,
Shall now find full reward for all your travels,
Which you have made more dear by patient sufferance.
And though my violent dotage did transport me,
Beyond those bounds, my modesty should have kept in,
Though my desires were loose, from unchast art
Heaven knows I am free.

Leop. The thought of thats dead to me;
I gladly take your offer.

Rut. Do so Sir,
A piece of crackt gold ever will weigh down
Silver thats whole.

Gov. You shall be all my guests,
I must not be denyed.

Arn. Come my Zenocia.
Our bark at length has found a quiet harbour;
And the unspotted progress of our loves
Ends not alone in safety, but reward,
To instruct others, by our fair example;
That though good purposes are long withstood,
The hand of Heaven still guides such as are good.

[Ex. omnes.

* * * * *

The Prologue.

So free this work is, Gentlemen, from offence,
That we are confident, it needs no defence
From us, or from the Poets — we dare look
On any man, that brings his Table-book
To write down, what again he may repeat
At some great Table, to deserve his meat.
Let such come swelld with malice, to apply
What is mirth here, there for an injurie.
Nor Lord, nor Lady we have taxd; nor State,
Nor any private person, their poor hate
Will be starved here, for envy shall not finde
One touch that may be wrested to her minde.
And yet despair not, Gentlemen, The play
Is quick and witty; so the Poets say,
And we believe them; the plot neat, and new,
Fashiond like those, that are approvd by you.
Only twill crave attention, in the most;
Because one point unmarked, the whole is lost.
Hear first then, and judge after, and be free,
And as our cause is, let our censure be.


Epilogue.
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Why there should be an Epilogue to a play,
I know no cause: the old and usuall way,
For which they were made, was to entreat the grace
Of such as were spectators in this place,
And time, tis to no purpose; for I know
What you resolve already to bestow,
Will not be alterd, what so ere I say,
In the behalf of us, and of the Play;
Only to quit our doubts, if you think fit,
You may, or cry it up, or silence it.

Another Prologue for the Custom of the Country.

We wish, if it were possible, you knew
What we would give for this nights look, if new.
It being our ambition to delight
Our kind spectators with whats good, and right.
Yet so far know, and credit me, twas made
By such, as were held work-men in their Trade,
At a time too, when they as I divine,
Were truly merrie, and drank lusty wine,
The nectar of the Muses; Some are here
I dare presume, to whom it did appear
A well-drawn piece, which gave a lawfull birth
To passionate Scenes mixt with no vulgar mirth.
But unto such to whom tis known by fame
From others, perhaps only by the name,
I am a suitor, that they would prepare
Sound palats, and then judge their bill of fare.
It were injustice to decry this now
For being liked before, you may allow
(Your candor safe) whats taught in the old schools,
All such as livd before you, were not fools.

The Epilogue.

I spake much in the Prologue for the Play,
To its desert I hope, yet you might say
Should I change now from that, which then was meant,
Or in a syllable grow less confident,
I were weak-hearted. I am still the same
In my opinion, and forbear to frame
Qualification, or excuse: If you
Concur with me, and hold my judgement true,
Shew it with any sign, and from this place,
Or send me off 
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Ferrand, The libidinous Tyrant of Naples.
Virolet, A noble Gent, studious of his Countries freedom.
Brissonet, Camillo, Two honest Gentlemen, confederates with Virolet.
Ronvere, A villain, Captain of the Guard.
Villio, A Court fool.
Castruccio, A court Parasite.
Pandulpho, A noble Gentleman of Naples, father to Virolet.
The Duke of Sesse, An enemy to Ferrand, proscribed and turnd Pirate.
Ascanio, Nephew and successor to Ferrand.
Boy, Page to Virolet.
Master.
Gunner.
Boatswain.
Chirurgion.
Sailors.
Doctor.
Citizens.
Guard.
Soldiers.
Servants.

WOMEN.

Juliana, The matchl[ess] Wife of Virolet,
Martia, Daughter to the Duke of Sesse.

* * * * *

The Scene Naples.

* * * * *

The principal Actors were

Joseph Tailor,
Robert Benfield,
John Underwood,
George Birch,
John Lowin,
Rich. Robinson,
Nich. Tooly,
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Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Virolet, and Boy.

Vir. Boy.

Boy. Sir?

Vir. If my wife seek me, tell her that
Designs of weight, too heavy for her knowledge,
Exact my privacy.

Boy. I shall, Sir.

Vir. Do then,
And leave me to my self.

Boy. Tis a raw morning
And would you please to interpret that for duty
Which you may construe boldness, I could wish
To arm your self against it, you would use
More of my service.

Vir. I have heat within here,
A noble heat (good boy) to keep it off,
I shall not freeze; deliver my excuse, [Enter Juliana.
And you have done your part.

Boy. That is prevented,
My Lady follows you.

Vir. Since I must be crost then,
Let her perform that office.

Boy. I obey you. [Exit.

Vir. Prethee to bed; to be thus fonds more tedious
Than if I were neglected.

Jul. Tis the fault then
Of Love and Duty, which I would fall under,
Rather than want that care which you may challenge
As due to my obedience.

Vir. I confess
This tenderness argues a loving Wife,
And more deserves my hearts best thanks, than anger.
Yet I must tell ye Sweet, you do exceed
In your affection, if you would ingross me
To your delights alone.

Jul. I am not jealous,
If my embraces have distasted you,
As I must grant you every way so worthy
That tis not in weak woman to deserve you,
Much less in miserable me, that want
Those graces, some more fortunate are stord with.
Seek any whom you please, and I will study
With my best service to deserve those favors,
That shall yield you contentment.

Vir. You are mistaken.

Jul. No, I am patient Sir, and so good morrow;
I will not be offensive.

Vir. Hear my reasons.

Jul. Though in your life a widdows bed receives me,
For your sake I must love it. May she prosper
That shall succeed me in it, and your ardor
Last longer to her.

Vir. By the love I bear,
First to my Countreys peace; next to thy self
To whom compard, my life I rate at nothing;
Stood here a Lady that were the choice abstract
Of all the beauties nature ever fashiond,
Or Art gave ornament to, compard to thee,
Thus as thou art obedient and loving,
I should contemn and loath her.

Jul. I doe believe.
How I am blest
In my assurd belief! this is unfeignd;
And why this sadness then?

Vir. Why Juliana,
Believe me, these my sad and dull retirements,
My often, nay almost continued Fasts,
Sleep banisht from my eyes, all pleasures, strangers,
Have neither root nor growth from any cause
That may arrive at Woman. Shouldst thou be,
As chastity forbid, false to my bed,
I should lament my fortune, perhaps punish
Thy falshood, and then study to forget thee:
But that which like a never-emptied spring,
Feeds high the torrent of my swelling grief,
Is what my Countrey suffers; theres a ground
Where sorrow may be planted, and spring up,
Through yielding rage, and womanish despair,
And yet not shame the owner.

Jul. I do believe it true,
Yet I should think my self a happy woman,
If, in this general and timely mourning,
I might or give to you, or else receive
A little lawful comfort.

Vir. Thy discretion
In this may answer for me; look on Naples
The Countrey where we both were born and bred,
Naples the Paradise of Italy,
As that is of the earth; Naples, that was
The sweet retreat of all the worthiest Romans,
When they had shard the spoils of the whole world;
This flourishing Kingdom, whose inhabitants
For wealth and bravery, livd like petty Kings,
Made subject now to such a tyrannie.
As that fair City that receivd her name
From Constantine the great, now in the power
Of barbarous Infidels, may forget her own;
To look with pity on our miseries;
So far in our calamities we transcend her.
For since this Arragonian tyrant, Ferrand,
Seizd on the gover[n]ment, theres nothing left us
That we can call our own, but our afflictions.

Jul. And hardly those; the Kings strange cruelty,
Equals all presidents of tyranny.

Vir. Equal say you?
He has out-gone, the worst compard to him;
Nor Phalaris, nor Dionysius,
Caligula, nor Nero can be mentiond;
They yet as Kings, abusd their Regal power;
This as a Merchant, all the Countreys fat,
He wholly does ingross unto himself;
Our Oils he buys at his own price, then sells them
To us, at dearer rates; our Plate and Jewels,
Under a faind pretence of publique use,
He borrows; which denyd his instruments force.
The Races of our horses he takes from us;
Yet keeps them in our pastures; rapes of Matrons,
And Virgins, are too frequent; never man
Yet thankd him for a pardon; for Religion,
It is a thing he dreams not of.

Jul. I have heard,
How true it is, I know not; that he sold
The Bishoprick of Tarent to a Jew,
For thirteen thousand Duckets.

Vir. I was present,
And saw the money paid; the day would leave me,
Er I could number out his impious actions;
Or what the miserable Subject suffers;
And can you entertain in such a time,
A thought of dalliance? tears, and sighs, and groans,
Would better now become you.

Jul. They indeed are,
The only weapons, our poor Sex can use,
When we are injurd; and they may become us;
But for me[n] that were born free men, of Ranck;
That would be Registred Fathers of their Countrey;
And to have on their Tombs in Golden Letters,
The noble stile of Tyrant-killers, written;
To weep like fools and Women, and not like wise men.
To practise a redress, deserves a name,
Which fits not me to give.

Vir. Thy grave reproof:
If what thou dost desire, were possible
To be effected, might well argue it,
As wise as loving; but if you consider,
With what strong guards this Tyrant is defended:
Ruffins, and male-contents drawn from all quarters;
That only know, to serve his impious Will;
The Cittadels built by him in the neck
Of this poor City; the invincible strength,
Nature by Art assisted, gave this Castle;
And above all his fear; admitting no man
To see him, but unarmd; it being death
For any to approach him with a weapon.
You must confess, unless our hands were Cannons,
To batter down these walls; our weak breath Mines,
To blow his Forts up; or our curses lightning,
To force a passage to him; and then blast him;
Our power is like to yours, and we, like you,
Weep our misfortunes.

Jul. Walls of Brass resist not
A noble undertaking; nor can vice,
Raise any Bulwark, to make good the place,
Where virtue seeks to enter; then to fall
In such a brave attempt, were such an honor
That Brutus, did he live again, would envy.
Were my dead Father in you, and my Brothers;
Nay, all the Ancestors I am derivd from;
As you, in being what you are, are all these.
I had rather wear a mourning Garment for you,
And should be more proud of my widdowhood;
You dying for the freedom of this Countrey;
Than if I were assurd, I should enjoy
A perpetuity of life and pleasure
With you, the Tyrant living.

Vir. Till this minute,
I never heard thee speak; O more than woman!
And more to be belovd; can I find out
A Cabinet, to lock a secret in,
Of equal trust to thee? all doubts, and fears,
That scandalize your Sex, be far from me;
Thou shalt partake my near and dearest councils,
And further them with thine.

Jul. I will be faithful.

Vir. Know then this day, stand heaven propitious to us,
Our liberty begins.

Jul. In Ferrands death?

Vir. Tis plotted love, and strongly, and believe it,
For nothing else could do it, twas the thought,
How to proceed in this design and end it,
That made strange my embraces.

Jul. Cursd be she,
Thats so indulgent to her own delights,
That for their satisfaction, would give
A stop to such a glorious enterprize:
For me, I would not for the world, I had been
Guilty of such a crime; go on and prosper.
Go on my dearest Lord, I love your Honor
Above my life; nay, yours; my prayers go with you;
Which I will strengthen with my tears: the wrongs
Of this poor Countrey, edge your sword; Oh may it
Pierce deep into this Tyrants heart, and then
When you return bathd in his guilty blood;
Ill wash you clean with fountains of true joy.
But who are your assistants? though I am
So covetous of your glory, that I could wish
You had no sharer in it. [Knock.

Vir. Be not curious.
They come, however you command my bosom,
To them I would not have you seen.

Jul. I am gone Sir,
Be confident; and may my resolution
Be present with you. [Exit.

Vir. Such a Masculine spirit,
With more than Womans virtues, were a Dower
To weigh down a Kings fortune.

Enter Brissonet, Camillo, Ronvere.

Briss. Good day to you.

Cam. You are an early stirrer.

Vir. What new face,
Bring you along?

Ron. If I stand doubted Sir?
As by your looks I guess it: you much injure
A man that loves, and truly loves this Countrey,
With as much zeal as you doe; one that hates
The Prince by whom it suffers, and as deadly;
One that dares step as far to gain my freedom,
As any he that breaths; that wears a sword
As sharp as anys.

Cam. Nay, no more comparisons.

Ron. What you but whisper, I dare speak aloud,
Stood the King by; have means to put in act too
What you but coldly plot; if this deserve then
Suspition in the best, the boldest, wisest?
Pursue your own intents, Ill follow mine;
And if I not out-strip you — 

Briss. Be assurd Sir,
A conscience like this can never be allyd
To treachery.

Cam. Who durst speak so much,
But one that is like us, a sufferer,
And stands as we affected?

Vir. You are cozend
And all undone; every Intelligencer
Speaks Treason with like licence; is not this
Ronvere, that hath for many years been traind
In Ferrands School, a man in trust and favour,
Rewarded too, and highly?

Cam. Grant all this,
The thought of what he was, being as he is now;
A man disgracd, and with contempt thrown off;
Will spurr him to revenge, as swift as they,
That never were in favour.

Vir. Poor and childish.

Briss. His regiment is cast, that is most certain;
And his command in the Castle given away.

Cam. That on my knowledge.

Vir. Grosser still, what Shepheard
Would yield the poor remainder of his Flock,
To a known Wolf; though he put on the habit,
Of a most faithful dog, and bark like one?
As this but only talks.

Cam. Yes, he has means too.

Vir. I know it to my grief, weak men I know it;
To make his peace, if there were any war
Between him and his Master, betraying
Our innocent lives.

Ron. You are too suspitious
And I have born too much, beyond my temper,
Take your own waies, Ill leave you.

Vir. You may stay now;
You have enough, and all indeed you fishd for;
But one word Gentlemen: have you discoverd
To him alone our plot?

Briss. To him and others, that are at his devotion.

Vir. Worse and worse:
For were he only conscious of our purpose,
Though with the breach of Hospitable laws,
In my own house, Ide silence him for ever:
But what is past my help, is past my care.
I have a life to lose.

Cam. Have better hopes.

Ron. And when you know, with what charge I have furtherd
Your noble undertaking, you will swear me
Another man; the guards I have corrupted:
And of the choice of all our noblest youths,
Attird like Virgins; such as Hermits would
Welcome to their sad cells, prepard a Maske;
As done for the Kings pleasure.

Vir. For his safety
I rather fear; and as a pageant to
Usher our ruine.

Ron. We as Torch-bearers
Will wait on these, but with such art and cunning;
I have conveighd sharp poniards in the Wax,
That we may pass, though searcht through all his guards
Without suspition, and in all his glory,
Oppress him, and with safety.

Cam. Tis most strange.

Vir. To be effected.

Ron. You are doubtful still.

Briss. But we resolvd to follow him, and if you
Desist now Virolet, we will say tis fear,
Rather than providence. [Exeunt.

Cam. And so we leave you.

Enter Julian.

Jul. To your wise doubts, and to my better counsels;
Oh! pardon me my Lord, and trust me too;
Let me not like Cassandra prophesie truths,
And never be believd, before the mischief:
I have heard all; know this Ronvere a villain,
A villain that hath tempted me, and plotted
This for your ruine, only to make way
To his hopes in my embraces; at more leisure
I will acquaint you, wherefore I conceald it
To this last minute; if you stay, you are lost,
And all prevention too late. I know,
And tis to me known only, a dark cave
Within this house, a part of my poor Dower,
Where you may lie conceald, as in the center,
Till this rough blast be or, where there is air,
More then to keep in life; Ferrand will find you,
So curious his fears are.

Vir. Tis better fall
Than hide my head, now twas thine own advice,
My friends engagd too.

Jul. You stand further bound,
Than to weak men that have betraid themselves,
Or to my counsel, though then just and loyal:
Your phansie hath been good, but not your judgement,
In choice of such to side you; will you leap
From a steep Tower, because a desperate fool
Does it, and trusts the wind to save his hazard?
Theres more expected from you; all mens eies are fixt
On Virolet, to help, not hurt them;
Make good their hopes and ours, you have sworn often,
That you dare credit me; and allowd me wise
Although a woman; even Kings in great actions,
Wait opportunity, and so must you, Sir,
Or loose your understanding.

Vir. Thou art constant;
I am uncertain fool, a most blind fool;
Be thou my guide.

Jul. If I fail to direct you,
For torment or reward, when I am wretched,
May constancy forsake me.

Vir. Ive my safety.

Enter Castruchio and Villio.

Vil. Why are you rapt thus?

Cast. Peace, thou art a fool.

Vil. But if I were a flatterer like your worship,
I should be wise and rich too;
There are few else that prosper, Bawds excepted,
They hold an equal place there.

Cast. A shrewd knave;
But oh the King, the happy King!

Vil. Why happy?
In bearing a great burthen.

Cast. What bears he,
Thats born on Princes shoulders?

Vil. A Crowns weight,
Which sets more heavy on his head, than the Oar
Slaves dig out of the Mines, of which tis made.

Cast. Thou worthily art his fool, to think that heavy
That carries him in the air; the reverence due
To that most sacred Gold, makes him adord,
His Footsteps kist, his smiles to raise a begger
To a Lords fortune; and when he but frowns,
The City quakes.

Vil. Or the poor Cuckolds in it,
Coxcombs I should say, I am of a fool,
Grown a Philosopher, to hear this parasite.

Cast. The delicates he is servd with see and envy.

Vil. I had rather have an Onion with a stomack,
Than these without one.

Cast. The Celestial Musick,
Such as the motion of the eternal sphears [Still musick.
Yields Jove, when he drinks Nectar.

Vil. Heres a fine knave, yet hath too many fellows.

Cast. Then the beauties,
That with variety of ch[oy]ce embraces, [These pass or.
Renew his age.

Vil. Help him to crouch rather,
And the French Cringe, they are excellent Surgeons that way.

Cast. O Majesty! let others think of heaven,
While I contemplate thee.

Vil. This is not Atheisme, but Court observance.

Cast. Now the God appears, usherd with earth-quakes.

Vil. Base Idolatry. [Flourish.

Enter Ferrand, Guard, Women, Servants.

Fer. These meats are poisoned, hang
The Cooks; no note more on
Forfeit of your fingers; do you
Envie me a minutes slumber, what are these?

1 Gu. The Ladies appointed by your Majesty.

Fer. To the purpose, for what appointed?

1 Gu. For your graces pleasure.

Fer. To suck away the little blood is left me,
By my continual cares; I am not apt now,
Injoy them first, taste of my Diet once;
And your turns servd, for fifty Crowns apiece
Their Husbands may redeem them.

Wo. Great Sir, mercy.

Fer. I am deaf, why stare you? is what we command
To be disputed, whos this? bring you the dead
T upbraid me to my face?

Cast. Hold Emperor;
Hold mightiest of Kings, I am thy vassal,
Thy footstool that durst not presume to look
On thy offended face.

Fer. Castruchio rise.

Cast. Let not the lightning of thy eie consume me,
Nor hear that musical tongue, in dreadful thunder,
That speaks all mercy.

Vil. Heres no flattering rogue.

Cast. Ferrand, that is the Father of his people,
The glory of mankind.

Fer. No more, no word more;
And while [I] tell my troubles to my self,
Be Statues without motion [or] voice,
Though to be flatterd is an itch to greatness,
It now offends me.

Vil. Heres the happy man;
But speak who dares.

Fer. When I was innocent;
I yet remember I could eat and sleep,
Walk unaffrighted, but now terrible to others:
My guards cannot keep fear from me
It still pursues me; Oh! my wounded conscience,
The Bed I would rest in, is stuft with thorns;
The grounds strewd or with adders, and with aspicks
Where er I set my foot, but I am in,
And what was got with cruelty, with blood,
Must be defended, though this lifes a hell,
I fear a worse hereafter. Ha!

Enter Ronvere and Guard.

Ron. My Lord.

Fer. Welcome Ronvere, welcome my golden plummet
With which I sound mine enemies depths and angers,
Hast thou discoverd?

Ron. Al[l] as you could wish Sir,
The Plot, and the contrivers; was made one
Of the conspiracie.

Fer. Is Virolet in?

Ron. The head of all, he only scented me:
And from his fear, that I plaid false is fled;
The rest I have in fetters.

Fer. Death and Hell.
Next to my mortal foe the pirate Sesse,
I aimd at him; hes virtuous, and wise,
A lover of his freedom and his Countries
Dangerous to such as govern by the sword,
And so to me: no tract which way he went,
No means to overtake him?

Ron. Theres some hope left;
But with a rough hand, to be seizd upon.

Fer. What ist?

Ron. If any know, or where he is,
Or which way he is fled, it is his wife;
Her with his Father I have apprehended,
And brought among the rest.

Fer. Twas wisely orderd,
Go fetch them in, and let my executioners [Exit Ronvere.
Appear in horror with the rack.

Vil. I take it Signior, this is no time for you to flatter,
Or me to fool in.

Cast. Thou art wise in this, lets off, it is unsafe to be
near Jove.
When he begins to thunder.

Vil. Good morality. [Exit.

Fer. I that have piercd into the hearts of men;
Forcd them to lay open with my looks,
Secrets, whose least discovery was death,
Will rend for what concerns my life, the fortress,
Of a weak womans faith.

Enter Ronvere, Guard, Executioners, with a Rack,
Camillo, Brissonet, Pandulfo, Juliana.

Ca. What ere we suffer,
The weight that loads a Traitors
Heart [sit] ever, heavy on thine.

Briss. As we are caught by thee,
Fall thou by others.

Ron. Pish poor fools, your curses will
Never reach me.

Jul. Now by my Virolets life;
Father, this is a glorious stage of murther.
Here are fine properties too, and such spectators,
As will expect good action, to the life;
Let us perform our parts, and we shall live,
When these are rotten, would we might begin once;
Are you the Master of the company?
Troth you are tedious now.

Fer. She does deride me.

Jul. Thee and thy power, if one poor syllable
Could win me an assurance of thy favor,
I would not speak it, I desire to be
The great example of thy cruelty,
To whet which on, know Ferrand, I alone
Can make discovery, where my Virolet is,
Whose life, I know thou aimst at, but if tortures
Compel me tot, may hope of heaven forsake me;
I dare thy worst.

Fer. Are we contemnd?

Jul. Thou art,
Thou and thy Ministers, my life is thine;
But in the death[, the] victory shall be mine.

Pand. We have such a Mistriss here to teach us courage,
That cowards might learn from her.

Fer. You are slow; [Put on the rack.
Begin the Scene thou miserable fool,
For so Ill make thee.

Jul. Tis not in thy reach;
I am happy in my sufferings, thou most wretched.

Fer. So brave! Ill tame you yet, pluck hard villains;
Is she insensible? no sigh nor groan? or is she dead?

Jul. No tyrant, though I suffer
More than a woman, beyond flesh and blood;
Tis in a cause so honourable, that I scorn
With any sign that may express a sorrow
To shew I do repent.

Fer. Confess yet,
And thou shalt be safe.

Jul. Tis wrapt up in my soul,
From whence thou canst not force it.

Fer. I will be
Ten daies a killing thee.

Jul. Be twenty thousand,
My glory lives the longer.

Ron. Tis a miracle,
She tires th executioners,
And me.

Fer. Unloose her, I am conquerd, I must take
Some other way; reach her my chair, in honor
Of her invincible fortitude.

Ron. Will you not
Dispatch the rest?

Fer. When I seem merciful,
Assure thy self Ronvere, I am most cruel.
Thou wonder of thy Sex, and of this Nation,
That hast changd my severity to mercy,
Not to thy self alone, but to thy people,
In which I do include these men, my enemies:
Unbind them.

Pand. This is strange.

Fer. For your intent
Against my life, which you dare not denie,
I only ask one service.

Cam. Above hope.

Fer. There rides a Pyrate neer, the Duke of Sesse,
My enemy and this Countreys, that in bonds
Holds my dear friend Ascanio: free this friend:
Or bring the Pyrats head; besides your pardon,
And honor of the action, your reward
Is forty thousand Ducates. And because
I know that Virolet is as bold as wise,
Be he your General, as pledge of your faith,
That you will undertake it, let this old man,
And this most constant Matron stay with me:
Of whom, as of my self, I will be careful;
She shall direct you where her Husband is.
Make choice of any ship you think most useful.
They are rigd for you. [Exeunt Guard, with Juliana and Pand.

Bris. We with joy accept it.

Cam. And will proclaim King Ferrant merciful. [Exeunt.

Ron. The mysterie of this, my Lord? or are you
Changd in your nature?

Fer. Ill make thee private to it.
The lives of these weak men, and desperate woman,
Would no way have securd me, had I took them;
Tis Virolet I aim at; he has power,
And knows to hurt. If they encounter Sesse,
And he prove conqueror, I am assurd
Theyll find no mercy: if that they prove victors,
I shall recover, with my friend his head
I most desire of all men.

Ron. Now I have it.

Fer. Ill make thee understand the drift of all.
So we stand sure, thus much for those that fall. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Boateswain and Gunner.

Boats. Lay here before the wind; up with your Canvase,
And let her work, the wind begins to whistle;
Clap all her streamers on, and let her dance,
As if she were the Minion of the Ocean.
Let her bestride the billows till they roar,
And curle their wanton heads. Ho, below there:
Ho, ho, within.
Lay her North-east, and thrust her missen out,
The day grows fair and clear, and the wind courts us.
Oh for a lusty sail now, to give chase to.

Gun. A stubborn Bark, that woud but bear up to us,
And change a broadside bravely.

Boats. Wheres the Duke?

Gun. I have not seen him stir to day.

Boats. Oh Gunner,
What bravery dwells in his age, and what valour!
And to his friends, what gentleness and bounty!
How long have we been inhabitants at Sea here?

Gun. Some fourteen years.

Boats. By fourteen lives I swear then,
This Element never nourisht such a Pirate;
So great, so fearless, and so fortunate,
So patient in his want, in Act so valiant.
How many sail of well mannd ships before us,
As the Bonuto does the flying Fish,
Have we pursued and scourd, that to outstrip us,
They have been fain to hang their very shirts on?
What Gallies have we bangd, and sunk, and taken;
Whose only fraughts were fire, and stern defiance?
And nothing spoke but Bullet in all these.
How like old Neptune have I seen our General
Standing ith Poop, and tossing his Steel Trident,
Commanding both the Sea and Winds to serve him!

Gun. His Daughter too, which is the honor Boatswain,
Of all her sex; that Martial Maid.

Boats. A brave wench.

Gun. How oftentimes, a fight being new begun,
Has she leapd down, and took my Linstock from me,
And crying, now fly righ[t], and fird all my chasers!
Then like the Image of the warlike Goddess,
Her Target bracd upon her arm, her sword drawn,
And anger in her eies leapt up again,
And bravely ha[l]d the Bark. I have wondred Boatswain,
That in a body made so delicate,
So soft for sweet embraces, so much fire,
And manly soul, not starting at a danger.

Boats. Her noble Father got her in his fury,
And so she proves a Soldier.

Gun. This too I wonder at
Taking so many strangers as he does,
He uses them with that respect and coolness,
Not making prize, but only borrowing
What may supply his want: nor that for nothing;
But renders back what they may stand in need of,
And then parts lovingly: Where, if he take
His Countreyman, that should be nearest to him,
And stand most free from danger, he sure pays fort:
He drowns or hangs the men, ransacks the Bark,
Then gives her up a Bonfire to his fortune.

Boats. The wrongs he has receivd from that dull Countrey
Thats all I know has purchasd all his cruelty.
We fare the better; cheerly, cheerly boys,
The ship runs merrily, my Captains melancholly,
And nothing cures that in him but a Sea-fight:
I hope to meet a sail boy, and a right one.

Gun. Thats my hope too; I am ready for the pastime.

Boats. I th mean time lets bestow a Song upon him,
To shake him from his dumps, and bid good day to him.
Ho, in the hold.

Enter a Boy.

Boy. Here, here.

Boats. To th Main top, Boy.
And thou kenst a ship that dares defie us,
Heres Gold.

Boy. I am gone. [Exit Boy.

Boats. Come sirs, a quaint Levet. [Trump. a Levet.
To waken our brave General. Then to our labor.

Enter Duke of Sesse above, and
his daughter Martia like an Amazon.

Ses. I thank you loving mates; I thank you all,
Theres to prolong your mirth, and good morrow to you.

Daugh. Take this from me, youre honest, valiant friends;
And such we must make much of. Not a sail stirring?

Gun. Not any within ken yet.

Boats. Without doubt Lady
The wind standing so fair and full upon us,
We shall have sport anon. But noble General,
Why are you still so sad? you take our edge off;
You make us dull, and spiritless.

Ses. Ill tell ye,
Because I will provoke you to be fortunate;
For when you know my cause, twill double arm you.
This woman never knew it yet; my daughter,
Some discontents she has.

Daugh. Pray sir go forward.

Ses. These fourteen years, I have stored it here at Sea,
Where the most curious thought could never find it.

Boats. Call up the Master, and all the Mates.

Enter below the Master and Sailers.

Ses. Good morrow.

Mast. Good morrow to our General, a good one,
And to that Noble Lady all good wishes.

Daugh. I thank you Master.

Ses. Mark me, thus it is then;
Which I did never think to have discovered,
Till full revenge had wooed me; but to satisfie
My faithful friends, thus I cast off my burden.
In that short time I was a Courtier,
And followed that most hated of all Princes,
Ferrant, the full example of all mischiefs,
Compelld to follow to my soul a stranger,
It was my chance one day to play at Chesse
For some few Crowns, with a mynion of this Kings,
A mean poor man, that only servd his pleasures;
Removing of a Rook, we grew to words;
From this to hotter anger: to be short,
I got a blow.

Daugh. How, how my Noble Father:

Ses. A blow my girl, which I had soon repaid,
And sunk the slave for ever, had not odds
Thrust in betwixt us. I went away disgracd — 

Daugh. For honors sake not so Sir.

Ses. For that time, wench;
But calld upon him, like a Gentleman,
By many private friends; knockt at his valour,
Courted his honor hourly to repair me;
And though he were a thing my thoughts made slight on,
And only worth the fury of my footman,
Still I pursud him Nobly.

Daugh. Did he escape you?
My old brave father, could you sit down so coldly?

Ses. Have patience, and know all. Pursud him fairly,
Till I was laughd at, scornd, my wrongs made Maygames.
By him unjustly wrongd, should be al[l] justice,
The slave protected; yet at length I found him,
Found him, when he supposd all had been buried;
And what I had received, durst not be questioned;
And then he fell, under my Sword he fell,
For ever sunk; his poor life, like the air,
Blown in an empty bubble, burst, and left him,
No noble wind of memory to raise him.
But then began my misery, I fled;
The Kings frowns following, and my friends despair;
No hand that durst relieve: my Countrey fearful,
Basely and weakly fearful of a tyrant;
Which made his bad Will worse, stood still and wondred,
Their virtues bedrid in em; then my girl,
A little one, I snatchd thee from thy Nurse,
The modell of thy fathers miseries:
And some small wealth was fit for present carriage,
And got to Sea; where I profest my anger,
And will do, whilst that base ungrateful Countrey,
And that bad King, have blood or means to quench me.
Now ye know all.

Mast. We know all, and admire all;
Go on, and do all still, and still be fortunate.

Daught. Had you done less, or lost this Noble anger,
You had been worthy then mens empty pities,
And not their wonders. Go on, and use your justice.
And use it still with that fell violence,
It first appeared to you; if you go less,
Or take a d[o]ting mercy to protection,
The honor of a Father I disclaim in you,
Call back all duty; and will be prouder of
Th infamous and base name of a whore,
Than daughter to a great Duke and a coward.

Ses. Mine own sweet Martia, no: thou knowst my nature,
It cannot, must not be.

Daugh. I hope it shall not.
But why Sir do you keep alive still young Ascanio,
Prince of Rossana, King Ferrants most belovd one,
You took two months agoe?
Why is not he flung overboard, or hangd?

Ses. Ill tell thee girl:
It were a mercy in my nature now,
So soon to break the bed of his afflictions;
I am not so far reconcild yet to him,
To let him die that were a benefit.
Besides, I keep him as a bait and diet,
To draw on more, and nearer to the King,
I look each hour to hear of his Armados,
And a hot welcome they shall have.

Daugh. But hark you!
If you were overswayd with odds — 

Ses. I find you:
I would not yield; no girl, no hope of yielding,
Nor fling my self one hour into their mercies,
And give the tyrant hope to gain his kingdom.
No, I can sink wench, and make shift to die;
A thousand doors are open, I shall hit one.
I am no niggard of my life so it go nobly:
All waies are equal, and all hours; I care not.

Daugh. Now you speak like my father.

Mast. Noble General,
If by our means they inherit ought but bangs,
The mercy of the main yard light upon us.
No, we can sink too, Sir, and sink low enough,
To pose their cruelties, to follow us:
And he that thinks of life, if the world go that way,
A thousand cowards suck his bones.

Gun. Let the worst come,
I can unbreech a Cannon, and without much help
Turn her into the Keel; and when she has split it,
Every man knows his way, his own prayers,
And so good night I think.

Mast. We have livd all with you, [Boy a top.
And will die with you General.

Ses. I thank you Gentlemen.

Boy above. A Sail, a Sail.

Mast. A cheerful sound.

Boy. A Sail.

Boats. Of whence? of whence boy?

Boy. A lusty Sail.

Daugh. Look right, and look again.

Boy. She plows the Sea before her,
And fomes ith mouth.

Boats. Of whence?

Boy. I ken not yet sir.

Ses. Oh may she prove of Naples.

Mast. Prove the Devil,
Well spit out fire as thick as she.

Boy. Hoy.

Mast. Brave boy.

Boy. Of Naples, Naples, I think of Naples Master,
Methinks I see the Arms.

Mast. Up, up another,
And give more certain signs. [Exit Sailor.

Ses. All to your business,
And stand but right and true.

Boats. Hang him that halts now.

Boy. Shas us in chase.

Mast. Well spare her our main top-sail,
He shall not look us long, we are no starters.
Down with the foresail too, well spoom before her.

Mart. Gunner, good noble Gunner, for my honor
Load me but these two Minions in the chape there;
And load em right, that they may bid fair welcome,
And be thine eye, and level as thy heart is.

Gun. Madam, Ill scratch em out, Ill piss em out else.

Sayl. above. Ho.

Ses. Of whence now?

Sail. Of Naples, Naples, Naples.
I see her top-Flag, how she quarters Naples.
I hear her Trumpets.

Ses. Down, shes welcome to us. [Exit Mast. Boats. Gun. Sail.
Every man to his charge, mann her ith bow well.
And place your Rakers right, Daughter be sparing.

Mart. I swear Ill be above Sir, in the thickest,
And where most danger is, Ill seek for honor.
They have begun, hark how their Trumpets call us.
Hark how the wide-mouthd Cannons sing amongst us.
Hark how they sail; out of our shels for shame Sir.

Ses. Now fortune and my cause.

Mart. Be bold and conquer. [Exit.

[Charge Trumpets and shot within.

Enter Master and Boatswain.

Mast. Theyll board us once again, theyre tuff and valiant.

Boats. Twice we have blown em into th air like feathers,
And made em dance.

Mast. Good boys, fight bravely, manly.
They come on yet, clap in her stern, and yoke em.

Enter Gunner.

Gun. You should not need, I have provision for em;
Let em board once again, the next is ours.
Stand bravely to your Pikes, away, be valiant.
I have a second course of service for em,
Shall make the bowels of their Bark ake, boy,
The Duke fights like a Dragon. Who dares be idle? [Exit.

[Charge Trumpets, Pieces go off.

Enter Master, Boatswain following.

Mast. Down with em, stow em in.

Boats. Cut their throats, tis brotherhood to fling em into the Sea.
The Duke is hurt, so is his lovely Daughter Martia.
We have the day yet.

Enter Gunner.

Gun. Pox fire em, they have smoakd us, never such plums yet flew.

Boats. They have rent the ship, and bord a hundred holes
She swims still lustily.

Mast. She made a brave fight, and she shall be curd
And make a braver yet.

Gun. Bring us some Canns up, I am as hot as fire.

Enter boy with three Canns.

Boat. I am sure I am none oth coolest.

Gun. My Cannons rung like Bels. Heres to my Mistriss.
The dainty sweet brass Minion: split their Fore-Mast,
She never faild.

Mast. Ye did all well, and truly, like faithful honest men.

Boats. But is she rich Master? [Trumpets flourish.

Enter Sesse, Martia, Virolet, Sailors.

Mast. Rich for my Captains purpose howsoever,
And we are his. How bravely now he shows,
Heated in blood and anger! how do you Sir?
Not wounded mortally I hope?

Sess. No Master, but only wear the livery of fury.
I am hurt, and deep.

Mast. My Mistriss too?

Mart. A scratch man,
My needle would ha done as much good Sir,
Be provident and careful.

Sess. Prethee peace girl,
This wound is not the first blood I have blusht in,
Ye fought all like tall men, my thanks among ye,
That speaks not what my purse means, but my tongue, soldiers.
Now Sir, to you that sought me out, that found me,
That found me what I am, the Tyrants Tyrant;
You that were impd, the weak arm to his folly,
You are welcome to your death.

Vir. I do expect it,
And therefore need no compliment, but wait it.

Ses. Thou borst the face once of a Noble Gentleman,
Rankt in the first file of the virtuous,
By every hopeful spirit, shewed and pointed,
Thy Countries love; one that advancd her honor,
Not tainted with the base and servile uses
The Tyrant ties mens souls to. Tell me Virolet,
If shame have not forsook thee, with thy credit?

Vir. No more of these Racks; what I am, I am.
I hope not to go free with poor confessions;
Nor if I shew ill, will I seem a monster,
By making my mind prisoner; do your worst.
When I came out to deal with you, I cast it,
Only those base inflictions fit for slaves,
Because I am a Gentleman. — 

Sess. Thou art none.
Thou wast while thou stoodst good, th art now a villain.
And agent for the devil.

Vir. That tongue lies.
Give me my sword again, and stand all armd;
Ill prove it on ye all, I am a Gentleman,
A man as fair in honor, rate your prisoners,
How poor and like a Pedagogue it shews!
How far from Nobleness! tis fair, you may kills;
But to defame your victory with foul language.

Ses. Go fling him over-board; Ill teach you sirrah.

Vir. You cannot teach me to die. I could kill you now
With patience, in despising all your cruelties.
And make you choke with anger.

Ses. Away I say.

Mar. Stay Sir, has given you such bold language,
I am not reconcild to him yet, and therefore
He shall not have his wish observd so nearly,
To die when he please; I beseech you stay Sir.

Ses. Do with him what thou wilt.

Mar. Carry him to th Bilboes,
And clap him fast there, with the Prince.

Vir. Do Lady,
For any death you give, I am bound to bless you.

[Exit Virolet; and Sailers.

Mar. Now to your Cabin, Sir; pray lean upon me,
And take your rest, the Surgeons wait all for you.

Ses. Thou makst me blush to see thee bear thy fortunes;
Why, sure I have no hurt, I have not fought sure?

Mast. You bleed apace, Sir.

Mart. Ye grow cold too.

Ses. I must be ruld, no leaning,
My deepest wounds scorn Crutches.

All. A brave General. [Flour. Trumpets, Cornets.

[Exeunt omnes.

1 Sail. Will they not moore her?

2 Sail. Not till we come to the Fort,
This is too weak a place for our defences,
The Carpenters are hard at work; she swims well,
And may hold out another fight. The ship we took
Burns there to give us light.

1 Sayl. She made a brave fight.

2 Sayl. She put us all in fear.

1 Sail. Beshrew my heart did she.
Her men are gone to Candia, they are pepperd,
All but this prisoner.

2 Sayl. Sure hes a brave fellow.

1 Sayl. A stubborn knave, but we have puld his bravery.
[He discovers Virolet and Ascanio in the Bilboes.
Look how he looks now: come lets go serve his dyet,
Which is but bread and water.

2 Sayl. Hell grow fat ont. [Exeunt Sailors.

Asca. I must confess I have endurd much misery,
Even almost to the ruine of my spirit,
But ten times more grows my affliction,
To find my friend here.

Vir. Had we servd our Countrey,
Or honesties, as we have servd our follies,
We had not been here now?

Asca. Tis too true Virolet.

Vir. And yet my end in ventring for your safety,
Pointed at more than Ferrants Will, a base one;
Some service for mine own, some for my Nation,
Some for my friend; but I am rightly paid,
That durst adventure such a noble office,
From the most treacherous command of mischief;
You know him now?

Asca. And when I nearer knew him,
Then when I waited, Heaven be witness with me,
(And if I lie my miseries still load me)
With what tears I have wooed him, with what prayers.
What weight of reasons I have laid, what dangers;
Then, when the peoples curses flew like storms;
And every tongue was whetted to defame him,
To leave his doubts, his tyrannies, his slaughters,
His fell oppressions: I know I was hated too.

Vir. And all mankind that knew him: these confessions
Do no good to the world, to heaven they may.
Lets study to die well, we have livd like coxcombs.

Asca. That my misfortune, should lose you too.

Vir. Yes;
And not only me, but many more, and better:
For my life, tis not this; or might I save yours,
And some brave friends I have engagd, let me go;
It were the meritorious death I wish for,
But we must hang or drown like whelps.

Asca. No remedy.

Vir. On my part I expect none. I know the man,
And know he has been netled to the quick too,
I know his nature.

Asca. A most cruel nature.

Vir. His wrongs have bred him up. I cannot blame him.

Asca. He has a daughter too, the greatest scorner,
And most insulter upon misery.

Vir. For those, they are toys to laugh at, not to lead men:
A womans mirth or anger, like a meteor
Glides and is gone, and leaves no crack behind it;
Our miseries would seem like masters to us,
And shake our manly spirits into feavers,
If we respected those; the more they glory.
And raise insulting Trophies on our ruines;
The more our virtues shine in patience.
Sweet Prince, the name of death was never terrible
To him that knew to live; nor the loud torrent
Of all afflictions, singing as they swim,
A gall of heart, but to a guilty conscience:
Whilst we stand fair, though by a two-edgd storm,
We find untimely falls, like early Roses;
Bent to the earth, we bear our native sweetness.

Asca. Good Sir go on.

Vir. When we are little children,
And cry and fret for every toy comes cross us;
How sweetly do we shew, when sleep steals on us!
When we grow great, but our affections greater,
And struggle with this stubborn twin, born with us;
And tug and pull, yet still we find a Giant:
Had we not then the priviledge to sleep,
Our everlasting sleep? he would make us idiots;
The memory and monuments of good men
Are more than lives, and though their tombs want tongues,
Yet have they eies that daily sweat their losses;
And such a tear from stone, no time can value.
To die both young and good, are natures curses
As the world saies; ask truth, they are bounteous blessings:
For then we reach at Heaven, in our full virtues,
And fix our selves new Stars, crownd with our goodness.

Asc. You have double armd me. [Strange Musick within, Ho[b]oys.
Hark what noise is this?
What horrid noise is the Sea pleasd to sing.
A hideous Dirge to our deliverance?

Vir. Stand fast now.

[Within strange cries, horrid noise, Trumpets.

Asc. I am fixt.

Vir. We fear ye not. [Enter Martia.
Let death appear in all shapes, we smile on him.

Asc. The Lady now.

Vir. The face oth Mask is alterd.

Asc. What will she do?

Vir. Do what she can, I care not.

Asc. She looks on you Sir.

Vir. Rather she looks through me,
But yet she stirs me not.

Mart. Poor wretched slaves,
Why do you live? or if ye hope for mercy,
Why do not you houl out, and fill the hold
With lamentations, cries, and base submissions,
Worthy our scorn?

Vir. Madam, you are mistaken;
We are no slaves to you, but to blind fortune;
And if she had her eyes, and durst be certain,
Certain our friend, I would not bow unto her;
I would not cry, nor ask so base a mercy:
If you see any thing in our appearance,
Worthy your sexes softness and your own glory:
Do it for that, and let that good reward it:
We cannot beg.

Mart. Ill make you beg, and bow too.

Vir. Madam for what?

Mart. For life; and when you hope it,
Then will I laugh and triumph on your baseness.

Asc. Madam, tis true, there may be such a favour
And we may ask it too; ask it with honor;
And thank you for that favour, nobly thank you,
Though it be death; but when we beg a base life,
And beg it of your scorn — 

Vir. Yare couzend woman,
Your handsomness may do much, but not this way;
But for your glorious hate — 

Mart. Are ye so stubborn?
Death, I will make you bow.

Vir. It must be in your bed then;
There you may work me to humility.

Mart. Why, I can kill thee.

Vir. If you do it handsomely;
It may be I can thank you, else — 

Mart. So glorious?

A[sc]. Her cruelty now works.

Mart. Yet woot thou?

Vir. No.

Mart. Wilt thou for life sake?

Vir. No, I know your subtilty.

Mart. For honor sake?

Vir. I will not be a Pageant,
My mind was ever firm, and so Ill lose it.

Mart. Ill starve thee to it.

Vir. Ill starve my self, and cross it.

Mart. Ill lay thee on such miseries — 

Vir. Ill wear em,
And with that wantonness, you do your Bracelets.

Mart. Ill be a month a killing thee.

Vir. Poor Lady,
Ill be a month a dying then: whats that?
Theres many a Calenture out-does your cruelty.

Mart. How might I do in killing of his body,
To save his Noble mind? Who waits there?

Enter a Sailor, with a rich Cap and Mantle.

Sayl. Madam.

Mart. Unbolt this man, and leave those things behind you:
And so away, now put em on. [Exit Sailer.

Vir. To what end?

Mart. To my End, to my Will.

Vir. I will.

Mart. I thank you.

Vir. Nay, now you thank me, Ill do more, Ill tell ye,
I am a servant to your courtesie.
And so far will be wood: but if this triumph
Be only aimd to make your mischief glorious;
Lady, yave put a richer shroud upon me,
Which my strong mind shall suffer in.

Mart. Come hither,
And all thy bravery put into thy carriage,
For I will admire thee.

Vir. Whither will this woman?

Asc. Take heed my friend.

Mart. Look as thou scorndst my cruelty:
I know thou dost.

Vir. I never feard nor flatterd.

Mart. No if thou hadst, thou hadst died, and I had gloried.
I suffer now, and thou which art my prisoner,
Hast nobly won the free power to despise me.
I love thee, and admire thee for thy Nobleness;
And, for thy manly sufferance, am thy servant.

Vir. Good Lady, mock me not.

Mart. By heaven I love thee;
And by the soul of love, am one piece with thee.
Thy mind, thy mind; thy brave, thy manly mind:
That like a Rock, stands all the storms of fortune,
And beats em roaring back they cannot reach thee:
That lovely mind I dote on, not the body;
That mind has robd me of my liberty:
That mind has darkend all my bravery,
And into poor despisd things, turnd my angers.
Receive me to your love Sir, and instruct me;
Receive me to your bed, and marry me;
Ill wait upon you, bless the hour I knew you.

Vir. Is this a new way?

Mart. If you doubt my faith.
First take your liberty; Ill make it perfect,
Or any thing within my power.

Vir. I love you;
But how to recompence your love with marriage?
Alas, I have a wife.

Mart. Dearer tha[n] I am?
That will adventure so much for your safety?
Forget her fathers wrongs, quit her own honor,
Pull on her, for a strangers sake, all curses?

Vir. Shall this Prince have his freedom too?
Else all I love is gone, all my friends perish.

Mart. He shall.

Vir. What shall I do?

Mart. If thou despise my courtesie,
When I am dead, for grief I am forsaken,
And no soft hand left to asswage your sorrows;
Too late, but too true, curse your own cruelties.

Asca. Be wise; if she be true, no thred is left else,
To guide us from this labyrinth of mischief;
Nor no way for our friends.

Vir. Thus then I take you:
I bind ye to my life, my love.

Mart. I take you,
And with the like bond tye my heart your servant;
W are now almost at Harbor, within this hour,
In the dead watch, Ill have the Long-boat ready;
And when I give the word, be sure you enter,
Ill see ye furnisht both immediately,
And like your self; some trusty man shall wait you,
The watch Ill make mine own; only my love
Requires a stronger vow, which Ill administer
Before we go.

Vir. Ill take it to confirm you.

Mart. Goe, in there are the keys, unlock his fetters,
And arm ye Nobly both; Ill be with you presently;
And so this loving kiss.

Ascan. Be constant Lady. [Exeunt omnes.

Enter the Duke of Sesse by
Torch-light, Master and Surgeon with him.

Surg. You grow so angry Sir, your wound goes backward.

Ses. I am angry at the time, at none of you,
That sends but one poor subject for revenge;
I would have all the Court, and all the villanie,
Was ever practisd under that foul Ferrant
Tyrant, and all to quench my wrath.

Mast. Be patient,
Your grace may find occasion every hour,
For certain they will seek you to satisfie,
And to the full, your anger.

Ses. Death, they dare not:
They know that I command death, feed his hunger,
And when I let him loose —— 

Surg. Youll never heal Sir,
If these extreams dwell in you, you are old,
And burn your spirits out with this wild anger.

Ses. Thou liest, I am not old, I am as lusty
And full of manly heat as them, or thou art.

Mast. No more of that.

Ses. And dare seek out a danger;
And hold him at the swords point, when thou tremblest
And creepest into thy box of salves to save thee.
Oh Master, I have had a dreadful dream to night!
Me-thought the ship was all on fire, and my lovd Daughter
To save her life, leapt into the Sea; where suddainly
A stranger snatcht her up, and swam away with her.

Mast. Twas but the heat oth fight Sir.

[Boatswain within, and Sailor.

Boats. Look out, whats that?

Sail. The Long-boat as I live.

Boats. Ho, there ith Long-Boat.

Ses. What noise is that? [Hoy.

[Mast.] I hear Sir, —— [Exit Master.

Boats. The devil or his dam; hail her agen boys.

Sail. The Long-boat, ho, the Long-boat.

Ses. Why, the Long-boat.
Where is the Long-boat?

Boats. She is stolen off.

Enter Master.

Ses. Who stole her?
Oh my prophetique soul!

Mast. Your Daughters gone Sir?
The prisoners and six Sailors, Rogues.

Ses. Mischief, six thousand plagues sail with em;
Theyr in her yet, make out.

Mast. We have ner a Boat.

Enter Gunner.

Gun. Who knew of this trick?

Ses. Weigh Anchors and away.

Boats. We ha no wind Sir,
Theyll beat us with their Oars.

Ses. Then sink em Gunner,
Oh sink em, sink em, sink em, claw em Gunner;
As ever thou hast lovd me.

Gun. Ill do reason,
But Ill be hangd before Ill hurt the Lady. [Exit Gun.

Ses. Who knew of this? [Trump. a piece or two go off.

Mast. We stand all clear.

Ses. What Devil
Put this base trick into her tail? my Daughter,
And run away with rogues! I hope shes sunk, [A piece or two.
Or torn to pieces with the shot, rots find her,
The leprosie of whore stick ever to her,
Oh she has ruind my revenge.

Enter Gunner.

Gun. She is gone, Sir.
I cannot reach her with my shot.

Ses. Rise winds, [blow till you burst the aire,]
Blow till ye burst the Air, and swell the Seas,
That they may sink the Stars, Oh dance her, dance her;
Shees impudently wanton, dance her, dance her,
Mount her upon your surges, cool her, cool her;
She runs hot like a whore, cool her, cool her,
Oh now a shot to sink her, cut Cables,
I will away, and where she sets her foot
Although it be in Ferrants Court, Ill follow her,
And such a Fathers vengeance shall she suffer —— 
Dare any man stand by me?

Mast. All, all.

Boats. All Sir.

Gun. And the same cup you taste.

Ses. Cut Cables then;
For I shall never sleep nor know what peace is,
Till I have pluckt her heart out;

All within. Oh main there. [Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Ferrant, Ronvere,
Castruccio, Villio, and Guard.

Ron. You are too gentle, Sir. [Flourish Cornets.

Fer. You are too careless:
The creatures I have made, no way regard me:
Why should I give you names, titles of honor,
Rob families to fill your private houses.
For your advancement, draw all curses on me,
Wake tedious winter nights, to make them happy
That for me break no slumber?

Ron. What we can,
We dare do.

Fer. Why is your Soverigns life then
(In which you live, and in whose fall your honors,
Your wealth, your pomp, your pride, and all must suffer)
No better guarded? Oh my cruel Stars,
That mark me out a King, raising me on
This pinnacle of greatness, only to be
The nearer blasting!

Vil. What think you now Castruccio?
Is not this a merry life?

Cast. Still thou art couzend;
It is a glorious royal discontentment;
How bravely it becomes him!

Fer. To be made
The common Butt, for every slave to shoot at;
No peace, no rest I take, but their alarms
Beat at my heart: why do I live, or seek then,
To add a day more to these glorious troubles?
Or to what end when all I can arrive at,
Is but the summing up of fears and sorrows?
What power has my command, when from my bosom
Ascanio, my most dear, and lovd Ascanio,
Was snatchd, spite of my Will, spite of my Succor,
And by mine own proud slave, reteind most miserable?
And still that villain lives to nip my pleasures,
It being not within my power to reach him.

Ro[n]. Time may restore all this; and would you hear
Whose counsel never faild you.

Fer. Tell me no more,
I faint beneath the burthen of my cares;
And yield my self most wretched.

Ron. On my knees
I beg it, mighty Sir, vouchsafe me hearing.

Fer. Speak, speak, and I thus low, such is my fortune,
Will hear what thou canst say.

Vil. Look but on this,
Has not a man that has but means to keep
A Hawk, a Greyhound, and a Hunting Nag,
More pleasure than this King?

Cast. A dull fool still,
Make me a King, and let me scratch with care,
And see wholl have the better; give me rule
Command, obedience, pleasure of a King,
And let the Devil roar; The greatest corrosive
A King can have, is of more precious tickling,
And handled to the height, more dear delight,
Than other mens whole lives, let em be safe too.

Vil. Think of the mutinous people.

Cast. Hang the people,
Give me the pleasure, let me do all, awe all,
Enjoy their Wives and States at my discretion,
And peg em when I please, let the slaves mumble.

Vil. But say they should be vexd, and rise against thee?

Cast. Let em rise, let em rise: give me the bridle here,
And see if they can crack my girths: ah Villio,
Under the Sun theres nothing so voluptuous
As riding of this Monster, till he founder.

Fer. Whos that so loud?

Cast. I am dumb: is not this rare?
Kings looks make Pythagoreans; is not this
A happiness Villio?

Vil. Yes, to put to silence
A fawning sycophant.

Fer. Thou speakst truth in all,
And mercy is a vice, when there needs rigor,
Which I, with all severity, will practice;
And since, as subjects they pay not obedience,
They shall be forcd as slaves: I will remove
Their means to hurt, and with the means, my fears;
Goe you the fatal executioners
Of my commands, and in our name proclaim,
That from this hour I do forbid all meetings,
All private conferences in the City:
To feast a neighbor shall be death: to talk,
As they meet in the streets, to hold discourse,
By writing, nay by signs; see this performd,
And I will call your cruelty, to those
That dare repine at this, to me true service.

1 Gard. This makes for us.

2 Gard. I, now we have employments,
If we grow not rich, twere fit we should be beggars.

Fer. Ronvere. [Exit Guard.

Ron. My Lord.

Cast. Thou enemy to Majesty?
What thinkst thou of a kingdom?

Vil. As of a man
That hath power to do ill.

Cast. Or a thing rather
That does divide an Empire with the gods;
Observe but with how little breath he shakes
A populous City, which would stand unmovd
Against a whirlwind.

Vil. Then you make him more
Than him that rules the winds.

Cast. For me I do profess it,
Were I offerd to be any thing on earth
I would be mighty Ferrant.

Fer. Who names me?
Deliver thy thoughts slave, thy thoughts, and truly
Or be no more.

Cast. They rather will deserve
Your favour than your fury; I admire,
(As who does not, that is a loyal subject?)
Your wisdom, power, your perfect happiness,
The most blest of mankind.

Fer. Didst thou but feel
The weighty sorrows that sit on a Crown,
Though thou shouldst find one in the streets Castruccio.
Thou wouldst not think it worth the taking up;
But since thou art enamourd of my fortune,
Thou shalt er long taste of it.

Cast. But one day,
And then let me expire.

Fer. Goe to my Wardrobe,
And of the richest things I wear, cull out,
What thou thinkst fit: do you attend him sirrah?

Vil. I warrant you I shall be at his elbow,
The fool will never leave him. [Exit Cast., Villio.

Cast. Made for ever. [A shout within.

Fer. What shout is that, draw up our Guards.

Enter Virolet, Ascanio, and a Servant.

Ron. Those rather
Speak joy than danger.
Bring her to my house,
I would not have her seen here.

Fer. My Ascanio!
The most desird of all men, let me die
In these embraces; how wert thou redeemd?

Asc. Sir, this is my preserver.

Fer. At more leisure,
I will enquire the manner, and the means,
I cannot spare so much time now from my
More strickt embraces: Virolet, welcome too,
This service weighs down your intended Treason;
You long have been mine enemy, learn now
To be my friend and loyal, I ask no more,
And live as free as Ferrant; let him have
The forty thousand crowns I gladly promisd,
For my Ascanios freedom, and deliver
His Father, and his wife to him in safety,
Something hath passed which I am sorry for,
But twill not now be helpd; come my Ascanio,
And reap the harvest of my winter travels. [Flourish Cornets.
My best Ascanio, my lovd Ascanio.

Vir. My Lord, all former passages forgot, [Exit Fer., Ascanio.
I am become a suitor.

Ron. To me Virolet?

Vir. To you, yet will not beg the courtesie,
But largely pay you for it.

Ron. To the purpose.

Vir. The forty thousand crowns the King hath given me,
I will bestow on you, if by your means
I may have liberty for a divorce
Between me and my wife.

Ron. Your Juliana?
That for you hath indurd so much, so nobly?

Vir. The more my sorrow; but it must be so.

Ron. I will not hinder it: without a bribe,
For mine own ends, I would have furtherd this.
I will use all my power.

Vir. Tis all I aske:
Oh my cursd fate, that ever man should hate
Himself for being belovd, or be compelld
To cast away a Jewel, Kings would buy,
Though with the loss of Crown and Monarchy! [Exeunt.

Enter Sesse, Master, Boatswain, Gunner.

Sesse. How do I look?

Mast. You are so strangely alterd.
We scarce can know you, so young again, and utterly
From that you were, figure, or any favour;
Your friends cannot discern you.

Sesse. I have none,
None but my fair revenge, and let that know me!
You are finely alterd too.

Boats. To please your humour,
But we may pass without disguise, our living
Was never in their element.

Gun. This Jew sure,
That alterd you, is a mad knave.

Ses. Oh! a most excellent fellow.

Gun. How he has mewd your head, has rubd the snow off,
And run your beard into a peak of twenty.

Boats. Stopt all the crannies in your face.

Mast. Most rarely.

Boats. And now you look as plump, your eies as sparkling,
As if you were to leap into a Ladies saddle.
Has he not set your nose awry?

Ses. The better.

Boats. I think it be the better, but tis awry sure;
North and by East, I, theres the point it stands in;
Now halfe a point to the Southward.

Ses. I could laugh,
But that my business requires no mirth now;
Thou art a merry fellow.

Boats. I would the Jew Sir,
Could steer my head right, for I have such a swimming int,
Ever since I went to Sea first.

Mast. Take Wine and purge it.

Boats. I have had a thousand pils of Sack, a thousand;
A thousand pottle Pills.

Gun. Take more.

Boats. Good Doctor,
Your patient is easily perswaded.

Mast. The next fair open weather
Methinks this Jew
If he were truly known to founderd Courtiers,
And decayd Ladies that have lost their fleeces
On every bush, he might pick a pretty living.

Boats. The best of all our gallants, should be glad of him;
For if you mark their marches, they are tender,
Soft, soft, and tender; then but observe their bodies,
And you shall find em cemented by a Surgeon,
Or some Physitian for a year or two,
And then to th tub again, for a new pickle.
This Jew might live a Gentile here.

[Ent. 2 Cittizens at both doors, saluting afar off.

Ses. What are these?
Stand close and mark?

Boats. These are no men, th are motions.

Ses. What sad and ruthful faces!

Boats. How they duck!
This senceless, silent courtesie methinks,
Shews like two Turks, saluting one another,
Upon two French Porters backs.

Ses. They are my Countrey-men,
And this, some forcd infliction from the tyrant;
What are you, why is this? why move thus silent
As if you were wandring shadows? why so sad?
Your tongues seald up; are ye of several Countries?
You understand not one another?

Gun. Thats an Englishman,
He looks as though he had lost his dog.

Ses. Your habits
Shew ye all Neopolitanes; and your faces
Deliver you oppressed things; speak boldly:
Do you groan and labor under this stiff yoak?

Mast. They shake their heads and weep.

Ses. Oh misery!
Give plenteous sorrow, and no tongues to shew em!
This is a studied cruelty.

1 Cit. Begone Sir,
It seems you are a stranger, and save your self.

2 Cit. You wonder here at us; as much we wonder
To hear you speak so openly, and boldly,
The Kings command being publisht to the contrary;
Tis death here, above two, to talk together;
And that must be but common salutation neither,
Short, and so part.

Boats. How should a man buy mustard,
If he be forcd to stay the making of it?

Within 1. Clear all the streets before the King.

1 Cit. Get off Sir,
And shift as we must do. [Exeunt Citizens.

Ses. Ill see his glory.

Mast. Stand fast now and like men. [Flourish Colours.

Enter Castruccio like the King, in the midst of a Guard. Villio.

Cast. Begin the game, Sir,
And pluck me down the Row
Of houses there.
They hide the view oth hill; and sink those Merchants,
Their ships are foul and stink.

Mast. This is a sweet youth.

Cast. All that are taken in assemblies,
Their houses and their wives, their wealths are forfeit,
Their lives at your devotion. Villains, Knaves,
Ill make you bow and shake, Ill make you kneel Rogues.
How brave tis to b[e] a King!

Gun. Heres fine tumbling.

Cast. No man shall sit ith temple near another.

Boats. Nor lie with his own wife.

Cast. All upon pain
Of present death, forget to write.

Boats. Thats excellent,
Carriers and Footposts, will be arrant rebels.

Cast. No character, or stamp, that may deliver
This mans intention, to that man ith Countrey.

Gun. Nay, an you cut off, after my hearty commendati[on]s.
Your friend and Oliver. No more.

Cast. No man smile,
And wear face of mirth; that fellows cunning,
And hides a double heart, hes your prize, smoke him.

Enter Virolet, Ronvero, Ascanio, and Martia passing over.

Ses. What base abuse is this? Ha? tis her face sure,
My prisoners with her too? by heaven wild whore
Now is my time.

Mast. Do what you will.

Ses. Stay hold yet,
My Countrey shall be servd first, let her go,
Well have an hour for her to make her tremble.
Now shew our selves, and bless you with your valours.

Guard. Heres a whole plump of Rogues. [Virolet and they off again.

Ses. Now for your Countrey.

Cast. Away with em and hang em; shew no mercy,
I say no mercy.

Ses. Be it so upon em.

Guard. Treason, treason, treason.

Boats. Cut the sla[ve]s to giggets.

Gun. Down with the Bul-beefs.

Ses. Hold, hold, I command you, —— look here.

Cast. A miserable thing, I am no King Sir.

Ses. Sirrah your fools-face has preservd your life.
Wear no more Kings coats, you have scapd a scouring.

Boats. Ist not the King.

Ses. No, tis a prating Rascal,
The puppy makes him mirth.

Cast. Yes Sir I am a puppy.

Boats. I beseech you let me hang him,
Ill dot in my Belt straight.

Cast. As you are honourable,
It is enough you may hang me.

Gun. Ill hang a squib ats tail
That shall blow both his buttocks; like a petard.

Cast. Do any thing.
But do not kill me Gentlemen. [Enter Citizen.

Boates. Lets flea him, and have him flye blown.

Cit. Away, and save your lives.
The King himself is coming on; if you stay,
You are lost for ever; let not so much nobleness
Wilfully perish.

Sess. How near?

2. Cit. Hes here behind you. [Ex. Sess. Boatsw. Saylers, Citizens.

Sess. We thank you. Vanish.

Enter Ferand, Ronvere. Florish Cornets.

Fer. Double the Guards and take in men that dare,
These slaves are frighted; where are the proud Rebels?
To what protection fled? what villain leads em?
Under our nose distur[b]d our rest?

Ronver. We shall hear,
For such a search I have sent, to hunt the Traytors.

Fer. Yet better men I say, we stand too open:
How now Castruchio? how do you like our glory?

Cast. I must confess, twas somewhat more than my match Sir;
This open glory agrees not with my body,
But if it were ith Castle, or some strength,
Where I might have my swinge.

Vil. You have been swingd brother;
How these delights have tickled you! you itch yet?
Will you walk out again in pomp?

Cast. Good Fool.

Vil. These rogues must be rebuked, they are too sawcy,
These peremptory Knaves. Will you walk out Sir,
And take the remnant of your Coronation?
The people stay to see it.

Fer. Do not vex him,
Has grief enough ins bones; you shall to the Citadel,
And like my self command, there use your pleasure,
But take heed to your person.

Vil. The more danger,
Still the more honor Brother.

Cast. If I reign not then,
And like a King, and thou shalt know it fool,
And thou shalt feel it fool.

Vil. Fools still are freemen,
Ill sue for a protection, till thy reigns out.

Fer. The people have abusd the liberty
I late allowd, I now proclaim it straighter,
No men shall walk together nor salute;
For they that do shall dye.

Ronver. You hit the right Sir;
That liberty cut off, you are free from practise.

Fer. Renew my guards.

Ronver. I shall.

Fer. And keep strict watches;
One hour of joy I ask.

Ron. You shall have many. [Exeunt Flor. Cor.

Pandulfo and Juliana, led by two of the guard,
as not yet fully recovered.

1. Guard. You are now at liberty, in your own house Lady,
And here our charge takes end.

Pand. Tis now a Custom.
We must even wooe those men deserve worst of us,
And so we thank your labors; theres to drink,
For that, and mischief are your occupations;
And to mean well to no man, your chiefst harvests.

2. Gard. You give liberally; we hope Sir, ert be long,
To be oftner acquainted with your bounty,
And so we leave you.

Pand. Do, for I dote not on ye.

Jul. But wheres my Husband? what should I do here?
Or what share have I in this joy, calld liberty,
Without his company? Why did you flatter me,
And tell me he was returnd, his service honord?

1 Gard. He is so, and stands high in the Kings favor,
His friends redeemed, and his own liberty,
From which yours is derivd, confirmd; his service,
To his own wish, rewarded: so fare-well Lady. [Ex. Guard.

Pand. Go persecute the good, and hunt ye hell-hounds,
Ye Leeches of the time, suck till ye burst slaves;
How does my girl?

Jul. Weak yet, but full of comfort.

Pand. Sit down, and take some rest.

Jul. My hearts whole Father;
That joys, and leaps, to hear my Virolet,
My Dear, my life, has conquerd his afflictions.

Pand. Those rude hands, and that bloody will that did this,
That durst upon thy tender body print
These Characters of cruelty; hear me heaven.

Jul. O Sir be sparing.

Pand. Ill speak it, tho I burst;
And tho the ayr had ears, and servd the Tyrant,
Out it should go: O he[a]re me thou great Justice;
The miseries that wait upon their mischiefs,
Let them be numberless, and no eye pitty
Them when their souls are loaden, and in labour,
And wounded through, and through, with guilt and horror;
As mine is now with grief; let men laugh at em
Then, when their monstrous sins, like earth-quakes, shake em,
And those eyes, that forgot heaven would look upward,
The bloody larms, of the conscience beating,
Let mercy flye, and day strook into darkness,
Leave their blind souls, to hunt out their own horrors.

Jul. Enough, enough, we must forget dear Father;
For then we are glorious formes of heaven; and live,
When we can suffer, and as soon forgive.
But wheres my Lord? methinks I have seen this house,
And have been int before.

Pand. Thine own house jewel.

Jul. Mine, without him? or his, without my company?
I think it cannot be; it was not wont Father.

Pand. Some business with the King, (let it be good, heaven)
Reteins him sure. [Enter Boy.

Jul. It must be good and noble,
For all men that he treats with tast of virtue;
His words and actions are his own; and Honours
Not brought, nor compelld from him.

Pand. Heres the Boy.
He can confirm us more, how sad the child looks!
Come hither Lucio; how, and wheres thy Master?

Jul. Speak gentle Boy.

Pand. Is he returnd in safety?

Jul. If not, and that thou knowst is miserable,
Our hopes and happiness declind for ever;
Study a sorrow excellent as thy Master,
Then if thou canst live leave us.

Lucio. Noble Madam,
My Lord is safe returnd, safe to his friends, and fortune,
Safe to his Countrey, entertaind with honour,
Is here within the house.

Jul. Do not mock me.

Lucio. But such a melancholly hangs on his mind,
And in his eyes inhabit such sad shadowes;
But what the cause is —— 

Pand. Go tell him we are here Boy,
There must be no cause now.

Jul. Hast thou forgot me?

Lucio. No noblest Lady.

Jul. Tell him I am here,
Tell him his wife is here, sound my name to him,
And thou shalt see him start; speak Juliana,
And like the Sun that labors through a tempest,
How suddainly he will disperse his sadness!

Pand. Go I command thee instantly,
And charge him on his duty.

Jul. On his love Boy:
I would fain go to him.

Pand. Away, away, you are foolish.

Jul. Bear all my service sweet Boy.

Pand. Art thou here still?

Jul. And tell him what thou wilt that shall become thee.

Pand. Ith house, and know we are here. [Ex. Boy.

Jul. No, no, he did not;
I warrant you he did not: could you think
His love had less than wings, had he but seen me;
His strong affection any thing but fire
Consuming all weak lets and rubs before it,
Till he had met my flame, and made one body?
If ever heavens high blessings met in one man,
And there erected to their holy uses
A sacred mind fit for their services,
Built all of polisht honor, twas in this man:
Misdoubt him not.

Pand. I know hes truely noble;
But why this sadness, when the general cause
Requires a Jubile of joy?

Jul. I know not. [Enter Virolet and Boy.

Pand. Pray heaven you find it not.

Jul. I hope I shall not:
O here he comes, and with him all my happiness;
He stays and thinks, we may be too unmannerly;
Pray give him leave. [they stand off.

Pand. I do not like this sadness.

Vir. O hard condition of my misery!
Unheard of plagues! when to behold that woman,
That chast and virtuous woman, that preservd me,
That pious wife, wedded to my afflictions,
Must be more terrible than all my dangers.
O fortune, thou hast robd me of my making,
The noble building of a man, demolisht,
And flung me headlong, on a sin so base
Man and mankind contemn; even beasts abhor it,
A sin more dull than drink, a shame beyond it;
So foul, and far from faith; I dare not name it,
But it will cry it self out, loud ingratitude.
Your blessing Sir.

Pand. You have it in abundance;
So is our joy, to see you safe.

Vir. My Dear one!

Jul. Has not forgot me yet: O take me to you Sir.

Vir. Must this be added to increase my misery,
That she must weep for joy, and loose that goodness?
My Juliana, even the best of women,
Of wives the perfectest, let me speak this,
And with a modesty declare thy vertues,
Chaster than Chrystal, on the Scythian Clifts
The more the proud winds Court, the more the purer.
Sweeter in thy obedience than a Sacrifice;
And in thy mind a Saint, that even yet living,
Producest miracles, and women daily,
With crooked and lame souls creep to thy goodness,
Which having toucht at, they become examples.
The fortitude of all their sex, is Fable
Compard to thine; and they that filld up glory,
And admiration, in the age behind us,
Out of their celebrated urns, are started,
To stare upon the greatness of thy spirit;
Wondring what new Martyr heaven has begot,
To fill the times with truth, and ease their stories:
Being all these, and excellent in beauty,
(For noble things dwell in the noblest buildings)
Thou hast undone thy husband, made him wretched,
A miserable man, my Juliana,
Thou hast made thy Virolet.

Jul. Now goodness keep me;
Oh! my dear Lord.

Pand. She wrong you? whats the meaning?
Weep not, but speak, I charge you on obedience;
Your Father charges you, she make you miserable?
That you your self confess.

Vir. I do, that kils me;
And far less I have spoke her than her merit.

Jul. It is some sin of weakness, or of Ignorance?
For sure my Will —— 

Vir. No, tis a sin of excellence:
Forgive me heaven, that I prophane thy blessings:
Sit still; Ill shew you all. [Exit Virolet.

Pand. What means this madness?
For sure there is no tast of right man in it;
Grieves he our liberty, our preservation?
Or has the greatness of the deed he has done,
Made him forget, for whom, and how he did it,
And looking down upon us, scorn the benefit?
Well Virolet, if thou beest proud, or treacherous.

Jul. He cannot Sir, he cannot; he will shew us,
And with that reason ground his words.

Enter Virolet, Martia, Ronvere.

Pand. He comes.
What Masque is this? what admirable beauty?
Pray heaven his heart be true.

Jul. A goodly woman.

Vir. Tell me my dear; and tell me without flattery,
As you are nobly honest, speak the truth;
What think you of this Lady?

Jul. She is most excellent.

Vir. Might not this beauty tell me its a sweet one,
Without more setting off, as now it is,
Thanking no greater Mistress than meer nature,
Stagger a constant heart?

Pand. She is full of wonder;
But yet; yet Virolet.

Vir. Pray by your leave Sir!

Jul. She would amaze.

Vir. O! would she so? I thank you;
Say to this beauty, she have all additions,
Wealth, noble birth.

Pand. O hold there.

Vir. All virtues,
A mind as full of candor as the truth is,
I, and a loving Lady.

Jul. She must needs
(I am bound in conscience to confess) deserve much.

Vir. Nay, say beyond all these, she be so pious,
That even on slaves condemnd she showre her benefits,
And melt their stubborn Bolts with her soft pitty,
What think you then?

Pand. For such a noble office,
At these years, I should dote my self; take heed boy.

Jul. If you be he, that have receivd these blessings,
And this the Lady: love her, honor her;
You cannot do too much, to shew your gratitude,
Your greatest service will shew off too slender.

Vir. This is the Lady; Lady of that bounty,
That wealth, that noble name, that all I spoke of:
The Prince Ascanio and my self, the slaves
Redeemd, brought home, still guarded by her goodness,
And of our liberties you tast the sweetness;
Even you she has preservd too, lengthend your lives.

Jul. And what reward do you purpose? it must be a main one
If love will do it well all, so love her, serve her.

Vir. It must be my love.

Jul. Ha!

Vir. Mine, my only love,
My everlasting love!

Pand. How?

Vir. Pray have patience.
The recompence she askd, and I have renderd,
Was to become her husband: then I vowed it,
And since I have made it good.

Pand. Thou durst not.

Vir. Done Sir.

Jul. Be what you please, his happiness yet stays with me,
You have been mine; oh my unhappy fortune.

Pand. Nay, break and dye.

Jul. It cannot yet: I must live,
Till I see this man, blest in his new love,
And then —— 

Pand. What hast thou done? thou base one tell me,
Thou barren thing of honesty, and honor;
What hast thou wrought? Is not this she, look on her,
Look on her, with the eyes of gratitude,
And wipe thy false tears off; Is not this she,
That three times on the Rack, to guard thy safety,
When thou stoodst lost, and naked to the Tyrant;
Thy aged Father here, that shames to know thee,
Ingagd ith jaws of danger; was not this she,
That then gave up her body to the torture?
That tender body, that the wind sings through;
And three times, when her sinews, crackd and torturd,
The beauties of her body turnd to ruines;
Even then, within her patient heart, she lockd thee;
Then hid thee from the Tyrant, then preservd thee,
And canst thou be that slave?

Martia. This was but duty,
She did it for her Husband, and she ought it;
She has had the pleasure of him, many an hour,
And if one minutes pain cannot be sufferd;
Mine was above all these, a nobler venter,
I speak it boldly, for I lost a Father.
He has one still, I left my friends, he has many;
Exposd my life, and honor to a cruelty,
That if it had seizd on me, racks and tortures,
Alas, they are Triumphs to it: and had it hit,
For this mans love, it should have shewed a triumph,
Twise lost, I freed him; Rossana lost before him,
His fortunes with him; and his friends behind him:
Twise was I rackd my self for his deliverance,
In honor first and name, which was a torture
The hang-man never heard of; next at Sea,
In our escape, where the proud waves took pleasure
To toss my little Boat up like a bubble,
Then like a meteor in the ayr he hung,
Then catchd and flung him in the depth of darkness;
The Cannon from my incensed Fathers Ship,
Ringing our Knell, and still as we peepd upward,
Beating the raging surge, with fire and Bullet,
And I stood fixt for this mans sake, and scornd it;
Compare but this.

Vir. Tis too true; O my fortune!
That I must equally be bound to either.

Jul. You have the better and the nobler Lady,
And now I am forcd, a lover of her goodness.
And so far have you wrought for his deliverance,
That is my Lord, so lovingly and nobly,
That now methinks I stagger in my Title.
But how with honesty? for I am a poor Lady,
In all my dutious service but your shadow,
Yet would be just; how with fair fame and credit,
I may go off; I would not be a strumpet:
O my dear Sir, you know:

Vir. O truth, thou knowest too.

Jul. Nor have the world suspect, I fell to mischief.

Law. Take you no care for that, heres that has done it,
A fair divorce, tis honest too.

Pand. The devil,
Honest? to put her off?

Law. Most honest Sir,
And in this point most strong.

Pand. The cause, the cause Sir?

Law. A just cause too.

Pand. As any is in hell, Lawyer.

Law. For barrenness, she never brought him children.

Pand. Why art thou not divorcd? thou canst not get em,
Thy neighbors, thy rank neighbors: O base jugling,
Is she not young?

Jul. Women at more years Sir,
Have met that blessing; tis in heavens high power.

Law. You never can have any.

Pand. Why quick Lawyer?
My Philosophical Lawyer.

Law. The Rack has spoild her
The distentions of those parts, hath stopt all fruitfulness.

Pand. O I could curse.

Jul. And am I grown so miserable,
That mine own pitty must make me wretched?
No cause against me, but my love and duty?
Farewell Sir, like obedience, thus I leave you,
My long farewell: I do not grudge, I grive Sir,
And if that be offensive, I can dye,
And then you are fairly free: good Lady love him;
You have a noble, and an honest Gentleman,
I ever found him so, the world has spoke him,
And let it be your part still to deserve him:
Love him no less than I have done, and serve him,
And heaven shall bless you; you shall bless my ashes;
I give you up the house, the name of wife,
Honor, and all respect I borrowed from him,
And to my grave I turn: one farewell more,
Nothing divide your Loves, not want of Children,
Which I shall pray against, and make you fruitful;
Grow like two equal flames, rise high and glorious,
And in your honord age burn out together:
To all I know, farewell.

Ronver. Be not so grievd Lady,
A nobler fortune.

Jul. Away thou parasite.
Disturb not my sad thoughts, I hate thy greatness.

Ron. I hate not you, I am glad shes off these hinges,
Come, lets pursue. [Ex. Ronvere and Law.

Pand. If I had breath to curse thee,
Or could my great heart utter, farewell villain,
Thy house, nor face agen. [Exit Pand.

Mar. Let em all go.
And now let us rejoyce, now freely take me,
And now embrace me Virolet, give the rites
Of a brave Husband to his love.

Vir. Ill take my leave too.

Mar. How take your leave too?

Vir. The house is furnishd for you,
You are Mistress, may command.

Mar. Will you to bed Sir?

Vir. As soon to hell, to any thing I hate most;
You must excuse me, I have kept my word.
You are my Wife, you now enjoy my fortune.
Which I have done to recompence your bounty:
But to yield up those chast delights and pleasures,
Which are not mine, but my first vowes.

Mar. You jeast.

Vir. You will not find it so, to give you those
I have divorcd, and lost with Juliana,
And all fires of that nature — 

Mar. Are you a Husband?

Vir. To question hers, and satisfie your flames,
That held an equal beauty, equal bounty — 
Good heaven forgive; no, no, the strict forbearance,
Of all those joys, like a full sacrifice,
I offer to the sufferings of my first love,
Honor, and wealth, attendance, state, all duty,
Shall wait upon your will, to make you happy,
But my afflicted mind, you must give leave Lady,
My weary Trunk must wander.

Mart. Not enjoy me?
Go from me too?

Vir. For ever thus I leave you;
And how so ere I fare, live you still happy. [Exit Virol.

Mar. Since I am scornd, Ill hate thee, scorn thy gifts too,
Thou miserable fool, thou fool to pitty,
And such a rude, demolisht thing, Ill leave thee,
In my revenge: for foolish love, farewell now,
And anger, and the spite of woman enter,
That all the world shall say, that read this story,
My hate, and not my love, begot my glory. [Exit Martia.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Sess. Boatswaine, Master, Gunner.

Sess. He that fears death, or tortures, let him leave me.
The stops that we have met with, Crown our Conquest.
Common attempts are fit for common men;
The rare, the rarest spirits. Can we be daunted?
We that have smild at Sea at certain ruines,
Which men on shore but hazarded would shake at:
We that have livd free, in despite of fortune,
Laught at the out-stretchd Arm of Tyranny,
As still too short to reach us, shall we faint now?
No my brave mates, I know your fiery temper,
And that you can, and dare, as much as men:
Calamity, that severs worldly friendships,
Could ner divide us, you are still the same;
The constant followers of my banisht fortunes;
The Instruments of my revenge; the hands
By which I work, and fashion all my projects.

Mast. And such we will be ever.

Gun. Slight Sir, Cramme me
Into a Cannons mouth, and shoot me at
Proud Ferrands head: may only he fall with me,
My life I rate at nothing.

Boatsw. Could I but get,
Within my swords length of him; and if then
He scape me, may th account of all his sins
Be added unto mine.

Mast. Tis not to dye Sir,
But to dye unrevengd, that staggers me:
For were your ends servd, and our Countrey free,
We would fall willing sacrifices.

Sess. To rise up,
Most glorious Martyrs.

Boats. But the reason why
We wear these shapes?

Sess. Only to get access:
Like honest men, we never shall approach him,
Such are his fears, but thus attird like Switzers,
And fashioning our language to our habits;
Bold, bloody, desperate, we may be admitted
Among his guard. But if this fail Ill try
A thousand others, out-do Proteus
In various shapes, but I will reach his heart,
And seal my anger ont.

Enter Ronvere and the Guard.

Mast. The Lord Ronvere.

Boats. Shall we begin with him?

Sess. He is not ripe yet,
Nor fit to fall: as you see me begin,
With all care Imitate.

Gun. We are instructed.

Boats. Would we were at it once.

Ron. Keep a strict watch,
And let the guards be doubled, this last night
The King had fearful dreams.

Sess. Tis a good Omen
To our attempts.

Ron. What men are these? what seek you?

Sess. Imployment.

Ron. Of what nature?

Sess. We are Soldiers;
We have seen Towns and Churches set on fire;
The Kennels runing blood, Coy virgins ravishd;
The Altars ransackd, and the holy reliques,
Yea, and the Saints themselves, made lawful spoyls,
Unto the Conquerors: but these good days are past,
And we made Beggars, by this idle peace,
For want of action. I am Sir no stranger
To the Gover[n]ment of this state, I know the King
Needs men, that only do what he commands,
And search no farther: tis the profession
Of all our Nation, to serve faithfully,
Where th are best payed: and if you entertain us,
I do not know the thing you can command,
Which well not put in act.

Ron. A goodly Personage.

Mast. And if you have an Enemy, or so
That you would have dispatchd.

Gun. They are here, can fit you.

Boats. Or if there be an Itch, though to a man.

Sess. You shall tye
Our consciences in your purse strings.

Ron. Gentlemen,
I like your freedome: I am now in hast,
But wait for my return. I like the Rascals,
They may be useful.

Sess. Well attend you Sir.

Ron. Do, and be confident of entertainment;
I hope you will deserve it. [Exit Ron. and Guard.

Sess. O, no doubt Sir:
Thus far we are prosperous; well be his guard;
Till Tyranny and pride find full reward. [Exeunt.

Enter Pandulfo, and Juliana.

Pand. My blessing? no; a Fathers heavy curse,
Pursue, and overtake him.

Jul. Gentle Sir.

Pand. My name, and Family, end in my self
Rather then live in him.

Jul. Dear Sir forbear,
A fathers curses, hit far off, and kill too,
And like a murthering piece ayms not at one,
But all that stand within the dangerous level.
Some bullet may return upon your self too,
Though against nature, if you still go on
In this unnatural course.

Pand. Thou art not made
Of that same stuff as other women are:
Thy injuries would teach patience to blaspheme,
Yet still thou art a Dove.

Jul. I know not malice, but like an innocent, suffer.

Pand. More miraculous!
Ill have a woman Chronicled, and for goodness,
Which is the greatest wonder. Let me see,
I have no Son to inherit after me;
Him I disclaim.
What then? Ill make thy vertues my sole heir;
Thy story Ill have written, and in Gold too;
In prose and verse, and by the ablest doers:
A word or two of a kind step-father
Ill have put in, good Kings and Queens shall buy it.
And if the actions of ill great women,
And of the modern times too, are remembred,
That have undone their husbands and their families,
What will our story do? It shall be so,
And I will streight about it. [Exit Pand.

Enter Boy.

Jul. Such as love
Goodness for glory, have it for reward;
I love mine for it self: let innocence
Be written on my Tomb, though nere so humble,
Tis all I am ambitious of. But I
Forget my vows.

Boy. Fore me you are not modest,
Nor is this Courtlike. Would you take it well,
If she should rudely press into your Closet,
When from your several Boxes you choose paint,
To make a this days face with?

Jul. Whats the matter?

Boy. Pray know her pleasure first.

Jul. To whom speak you Boy?

Boy. Your Ladiships pardon. That proud Lady thief,
That stole away my Lord from your embraces,
(Wrinckles at two and twenty on her cheeks fort,
Or Mercury unallayed, make blisters on it)
Would force a visit.

Jul. And dare you deny her,
Or any else that I call mine? No more,
Attend her with all reverence and respect;
The want in you of manners, my Lord may
Construe in me for malice. I will teach you
How to esteem and love the beauty he dotes on;
Prepare a Banquet.

Enter Martia and Boy.

Madam, thus my duty
Stoops to the favor you vouchsafe your servant,
In honouring her house.

Mart. Is this in scorn?

Jul. No by the life of Virolet: give me leave
To swear by him, as by a Saint I worship,
But am to know no farther, my heart speaks that
My servants have been rude, and this boy (doting
Upon my sorrows) hath forgot his duty:
In which, that you may think I have no share,
Sirra, upon your knees, desire her pardon.

Boy. I dare not disobey you.

Mart. Prethee rise,
My anger never looks so low: I thank you.
And will deserve it, if we may be private,
I came to see and speak with you.

Jul. Be gone. [Exit Boy.
Good Madam sit.

Mart. I rob you of your place then.

Jul. You have deservd a better, in my bed;
Make use of this too: Now your pleasure Lady.
If in your breast there be a worthy pitty,
That brings you for my comfort, you do nobly:
But if you come to triumph in your conquest,
Or tread on my calamities, twill wrong
Your other excellencies. Let it suffice,
That you alone enjoy the best of men,
And that I am forsaken.

Mart. He the best?
The scum and shame of mankind.

Jul. Virolet, Lady?

Mart. Blest in him? I would my youth had chosen
Consuming feavers, bed-rid age
For my companions, rather then a thing
To lay whose baseness open, would even poyson
The tongue that speaks it.

Jul. Certainly from you
At no part he deserves this; and I tell you,
Durst I pretend but the least title to him,
I should not hear this.

Mart. Hes an impudent villain,
Or a malicious wretch: to you ungrateful;
To me beyond expression barbarous.
I more then hate him; from you he deserves
A death most horrid: from me, to dye for ever,
And know no end of torments. Would you have comfort?
Would you wash off the stain that sticks upon you,
In being refusd? Would you redeem your fame,
Shipwrackd in his base wrongs? if you desire this,
It is not to be done with slavish suffering,
But by a Noble anger, making way
To a most brave revenge, we may call justice;
Our injuries are equal; joyn with me then,
And share the honor.

Jul. I scarce understand you,
And know I shall be most unapt to learn
To hate the man I still must love and honor.

Mar. This foolish dotage in soft-hearted women,
Makes proud men insolent: but take your way,
Ill run another course.

Jul. As you are noble,
Deliver his offence.

Mart. He has denied
The rites due to a wife.

Jul. O me most happy,
How largely am I payd for all my sufferings!
Most honest Virolet, thou just performer
Of all thy promises: I call to mind now,
When I was happy in those joys you speak of,
In a chast bed, and warranted by Law too,
He oft would swear, that if he should survive me,
(Which then I knew he wisht not) never woman
Should tast of his embraces; this one act
Makes me again his debtor.

Mart. And was this
The cause my youth and beauty were contemnd?
If I sit down here! wel —— 

Jul. I dare thy worst,
Plot what thou canst, my piety shall guard him
Against thy malice. Leave my house and quickly,
Thou wilt infect these innocent walls. By virtue
I will inform him of thy bloody purpose,
And turn it on thine own accursed head;
Believt I will. [Exit Juliana.

Mart. But tis not in thy power
To hinder what I have decreed against him.
Ill set my self to sale, and live a strumpet;
Forget my birth, my father, and his honor,
Rather then want an instrument to help me
In my revenge. The Captain of the guard;
Blest opportunity courts me.

Enter Ronvere.

Ron. Sad and troubled?
How brave her anger shews! how it sets off
Her natural beauty! under what happy star
Was Virolet born, to be belovd and sought to,
By two incomparable women? noblest Lady,
I have heard your wrongs and pitty them: and if
The service of my life could give me hope
To gain your favor, I should be most proud
To be commanded.

Mart. Tis in you, my Lord,
To make me your glad servant.

Ron. Name the means.

Mar. Tis not preferment, Jewels, Gold, or Courtship.
He that desires to reap the harvest of
My youth and beauty, must begin in blood,
And right my wrongs.

Ron. I apprehend you Madam,
And rest assured tis done; I am provided
Of instruments to fit you: To the King,
Ill instantly present you; if I fail,
He shall make good your ayms: hes less then man,
That to atchieve your favor, would not do
Deeds, fiends would fear to put their agents to. [Exeunt.

Enter Virolet Reading.

Vir. Quod invitus facis, non est scelus. Tis an axiome,
Now whether willingly I have departed
With that I lovd: with that, above her life
Lovd me again, crownd me a happy husband,
Was full of children: her afflictions,
That I begot, that when our age must perish,
And all our painted frailties turnd to ashes,
Then shall they stand and prop[a]gate our honors.
Whether this done, and taking to protection
A new strange beauty, it was a useful one:
How to my lust? if it be so, I am sinful;
And guilty of that crime I would fling from me.
Was there not in it this fair course of virtue?
This pious course, to save my friends, my Countrey,
That even then had put on a mourning garment,
And wept the desolation of her children?
Her noblest children? Did not she thrust me on,
And to my duty clapt the spur of honor?
Was there a way, without this woman, left me
To bring em off? the marrying of this woman?
If not, why am I stung thus? why tormented?
Or had there been a wild desire joynd with it,
How easily, both these, and all their beauties
Might I have made mine own! why am I toucht thus,
Having performd the great redemption,
Both of my friends and family? fairly done it?
Without base and lascivious ends; O Heaven,
Why am I still at War thus? why this a mischief,
That honesty and honor had propounded,
I, and absolvd my tender will, and chid me,
Nay then unwillingly flung me on?

Enter Juliana and the Boy.

Boy. Hes here Madam;
This is the melancholly walk he lives in,
And chooses ever to increase his sadness.

Jul. Stand by.

Vir. Tis she: how I shake now and tremble!
The virtues of that mind are torments to me.

Jul. Sir, if my hated face shall stir your anger,
Or this forbidden path I tread in vex you;
My love, and fair obedience left behind me,
Your pardon asked, I shall return and bless you.

Vir. Pray stay a little, I delight to see you;
May not we yet, though fortune have divided us,
And set an envious stop between our pleasures,
Look thus one at another? sigh and weep thus?
And read in one anothers eyes, the Legends,
And wonders of our old loves? be not fearful,
Though you be now a Saint, I may adore you:
May I not take this hand, and on it sacrifice
The sorrows of my heart? white seal of virtue.

Jul. My Lord, you wrong your wedlock.

Vir. Were she here,
And with her all severe eyes to behold us,
We might do this; I might name Juliana,
And to the reverence of that name, bow thus:
I might sigh Juliana she was mine once;
But I too weak a guard for that great treasure —— 
And whilst she has a name, believe me Lady,
This broken heart shall never want a sorrow.

Jul. Forget her sir, your honor now commands you
You are anothers, keep those griefs for her,
She richly can reward em. I would have spoken with you.

Vir. What is your will? for nothing you can ask,
So full of goodness are your words and meanings,
Must be denied: speak boldly.

Jul. I thank you sir. I come not
To beg, or flatter, only to be believd,
That I desire: for I shall tell a story,
So far from seeming truth, yet a most true one;
So horrible in nature, and so horrid;
So beyond wickedness, that when you hear it,
It must appear the practice of another,
The cast and malice of some one you have wrongd much,
And me, you may imagine me accuse too,
Unless you call to mind my daily sufferings;
The infinite obedience I have born you,
That hates all name and nature of revenge.
My love, that nothing but my death can sever,
Rather than hers I speak of.

Vir. Juliana,
To make a doubt of what you shall deliver,
After my full experience of your virtues,
Were to distrust a providence; to think you can lie,
Or being wrongd, seek after foul repairings,
To forge a Creed against my faith.

Jul. I must do so, for it concerns your life Sir;
And if that word may stir you, hear and prosper:
I should be dumb else, were not you at stake here.

Vir. What new friend have I found, that dares deliver
This loaden trunk from his afflictions?
What pittying hand, of all that feels my miseries,
Brings such a benefit?

Jul. Be wise and manly,
And with your honor fall, when Heaven shall call you,
Not by a hellish mischief.

Vir. Speak my blest one,
How weak and poor I am, now she is from me!

Jul. Your wife.

Viro. Hows that?

Jul. Your wife.

Vir. Be tender of her, I shall believe else —— 

Jul. I must be true; your ear, sir;
For tis so horrible, if the ayr catch it,
Into a thousand plagues, a thousand monsters,
It will disperse it self, and fright resistance. [Whispers.

Viro. She seek my life with you? make you her agent?
Another love? O speak but truth.

Jul. Be patient,
Dear as I love you, else I leave you wretched.

Vir. Forward, tis well, it shall be welcome to me;
I have livd too long, numbred too many days,
Yet never found the benefit of living;
Now when I come to reap it with my service,
And hunt for that my youth and honor aims at,
The Sun sets on my fortune red and bloody,
And everlasting night begins to close me,
Tis time to dye.

Enter Martia and Ronvere.

Jul. She comes her self.

Ron. Believe Lady,
And on this Angel hand, your servant seals it,
You shall be Mistriss of your whole desires,
And what ye shall command.

Mart. Ha mynion,
My precious Dame, are you there? nay go forward,
Make your complaints, and pour out your faind pitties,
Slave, like to him you serve: I am the same still,
And what I purpose, let the world take witness,
Shall be so finisht, and to such example,
Spite of your poor preventions, my dear Gentleman,
My honorable man, are you there too?
You and your hot desire? your mercy Sir,
I had forgot your greatness.

Jul. Tis not well Lady.

Mart. Lord, how I hate this fellow now; how desperately
My stomach stands against him; this base fellow,
This gelded fool!

Jul. Did you never hear of modesty?

Mart. Yes, when I heard of you and so believd it,
Thou bloodless, brainless fool.

Vir. How?

Mart. Thou despised fool,
Thou only sign of man, how I contemn thee!
Thou woven worthy in a piece of Arras,
Fit only to enjoy a wall; thou beast
Beaten to use; Have I preservd a beauty,
A youth, a love, to have my wishes blasted?
My dotings, and the joys I came to offer,
Must they be lost, and sleighted by a dormouse?

J[u]l. Use more respect; and woman, twill become you;
At least, less tongue.

Mart. Ill use all violence,
Let him look fort.

Jul. Dare you stain those beauties,
Those heavenly stamps, that raise men up to wonder,
With harsh and crooked motions? are you she
That overdid all ages, with your honor;
And in a little hour dare loose this triumph?
Is not this man your husband?

Mart. Hes my halter;
Which (having sued my pardon) I fling off thus,
And with him all I brought him, but my anger;
Which I will nourish to the desolation,
Not only of his folly, but his friends,
And his whole name.

Vir. Tis well, I have deserved it.
And if I were a woman, I would rail too.

Mart. Nature nere promised thee a thing so noble.
Take back your love, your vow, I give it freely;
I poorly scorn it; graze now where you please:
That that the dulness of thy soul neglected,
Kings sue for now. And mark me, Virolet,
Thou image of a man, observe my words well.
At such a bloody rate Ill sell this beauty,
This handsomness thou scornst and flingst away,
Thy proud ungrateful life shall shake at: take your house,
The petty things you left me give another;
And last, take home your trinket: fare you well, Sir.

Ron. You have spoke like your self;
Yare a brave Lady. [Exeunt Ronvere and Martia.

Jul. Why do you smile, Sir?

Vir. O my Juliana,
The happiness this womans scorn has given me,
Makes me a man again; proclaims it self,
In such a general joy, through all my miseries,
That now methinks — 

Jul. Look to your self dear Sir,
And trifle not with danger that attends you;
Be joyful when yare free.

Vir. Did you not hear her?
She gave me back my vow, my love, my freedom;
I am free, free as air; and though to morrow
Her bloody will meet with my life, and sink it,
And in her execution tear me piecemeal:
Yet have I time once more to meet my wishes,
Once more to embrace my best, my noblest, truest;
And time thats warranted.

Jul. Good Sir, forbear it:
Though I confess, equal with your desires
My wishes rise, as covetous of your love,
And to as warm alarums spur my will to:
Yet pardon me, the Seal oth Church dividing us,
And hanging like a threatning flame between us,
We must not meet, I dare not.

Vir. That poor disjoynting
That only strong necessity thrust on you,
Not crime, nor studied cause of mine: how sweetly,
And nobly I will bind again and cherish;
How I will recompence one dear imbrace now,
One free affection! how I burn to meet it!
Look now upon me.

Jul. I behold you willingly,
And willingly would yield, but for my credit.
The love you first had was preservd with honor,
The last shall not cry whore; you shall not purchase
From me a pleasure, that have equally
Lovd your fair fame as you, at such a rate:
Your honesty and virtue must be bankrupt,
If I had lovd your lust, and not your lustre;
The glorious lustre of your matchless goodness,
I would compel you now to be! — forgive me,
Forgive me Sir, how fondly still I love you!
Yet nobly too; make the way straight before me,
And let but holy Hymen once more guide me,
Under the Ax upon the Rack again,
Even in the bed of all afflictions,
Where nothing sings our Nuptials but dire sorrows,
With all my youth and pleasure Ill imbrace you,
Make Tyranny and death stand still affrighted,
And at our meeting souls amaze our mischiefs;
Till when, high heaven defend you, and peace guide you.
Be wise and manly, make your fate your own,
By being master of a providence,
That may controle it.

Vir. Stay a little with me,
My thoughts have chid themselves: may I not kiss you?
Upon my truth I am honest.

Jul. I believe ye;
But yet what that may raise in both our fancies,
What issues such warm parents breed.

Vir. I obey you,
And take my leave as from the Saint that keeps me.
I will be right again, and once more happy
In thy unimitable love.

Jul. Ill pray for ye,
And when you fall I have not long to follow. [Exeunt.

Enter Sesse, Master, Boteswain, and Gunner,
at one door, Martia and Ronvere, at another.

Ses. Now we have got free credit with the Captain.

Mast. Soft, soft, hes here again: Is not that Lady — 
Or have I lost mine eyes? a salt rhume seizes em;
But I should know that face.

Bots. Make him not madder,
Let him forget the woman; steer a lar-board.

Mast. He will not kill her.

Bots. Any thing he meets;
Hes like a Hornet now, he hums, and buzzes;
Nothing but blood and horror.

Mast. I would save the Lady,
For such another Lady.

Bots. Theres the point;
And you know there want women of her mettle.

Mast. Tis true, they bring such children now,
Such demilancies,
Their fathers socks will make them Christning clothes.

Gun. No more, they view us.

Ses. You shall play a while,
And sun your self in this felicity,
You shall you glorious whore, I know you still.
But I shall pick an hour when most securely — 
I say no more.

Ron. Do you see those? those are they
Shall act your will; come hither my good fellows:
You are now the Kings. Are they not goodly fellows?

Mart. They have bone enough, if they have stout heart to it.

Mast. Still the old wench.

Sess. Pray Captain, let me ask you
What Noble Ladys that? tis a rude question,
But I desire to know.

Ron. She is for the King, Sir;
Let that suffice for answer.

Sess. Is she so Sir?
In good time may she curse it.
Must I breed hackneys for his grace?

Ron. What wouldst thou do
To merit such a Ladies favor?

Sess. Any thing.

Ron. That can supply thy wants, and raise thy fortunes?

Ses. Let her command, and see what I dare execute.
I keep my conscience here; if any man
Oppose her will, and she would have him humbled,
Whole families between her and her wishes — 

Mast. We have seen bleeding throats sir, Cities sackt;
And infants stuck upon their pikes.

Botes. Houses a fire, and handsome mothers weeping.

Ses. Which we have heaped upon the pile like sacrifices.
Churches and Altars, Priests and all devotions,
Tumbled together into one rude Chaos.

Gun. We know no fear Sir, but want of imployment.

Sess. Nor other faith but what our purses preach.
To gain our ends we can do any thing,
And turn our souls into a thousand figures;
But when we come to do — 

Mart. I like these fellows.

Ron. Be ready and wait here within this hour
Ill shew you to the King, and he shall like ye:
And if you can devise some entertainment
To fill his mirth, such as your Countrey uses,
Present it, and Ill see it gracd.
After this Comicke Scene we shall imploy you,
For one must dye.

Sess. What is he sir? speak boldly,
For we dare boldly do.

Ron. This Ladies husband;
His name is Virolet.

Sess. We shall dispatch it. [Exit Martia, Ronvere.
O damned, damned thing: a base whore first:
And then a murtherer, Ill look to you.

Bots. Can she be grown so strange?

Ses. She has an itch;
Ill scratch you my dear daughter, Ill so claw you;
Ill curry your hot hide; married and honourd?
And turn those holy blessings into brothels?
Your beauty into blood? Ill hunt your hotness.
Ill hunt you like a train.

Mast. We did all pitty her.

Ses. Hang her, she is not worth mans memory;
Shes false and base, and let her fright all stories.
Well, though thou beest mine enemy, Ill right thee,
And right thee Nobly.

Bots. Faith sir, since she must go,
Lets spare as few as may be.

Ses. Well take all,
And like a torrent sweep the slaves before us.
You dare endure the worst?

Mast. You know our hearts sir,
And they shall bleed the last, ere we start from ye.

Gun. We can but dye, and ere we come to that,
We shall pick out some few examples for us.

Ses. Then wait the first occasion, and like Curtius,
Ill leap the gulph before you, fearless leap it:
Then follow me like men, and if our virtues
May buoy our Countrey up, and set her shining
In her first state; our fair revenges taken,
We have our noble ends or else our ashes. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Ascanio, and Martia above.

Mart. As you are noble, keep me from discovery,
And let me only run a strangers fortune;
For when the King shall find I am his daughter
He ever holds most ominous, and hates most:
With what eyes can he look, how entertain me,
But with his fears and cruelties?

Asc. I have found you,
Suspect not, I am bound to what you like best,
What you intend, I dare not be so curious
To question now, and what you are, lies hid here.

Enter Ferrand and Ronvere above.

The King comes, make your fortune, I shall joy int.

Ron. All things are ready sir to make you merry,
And such a King, you shall behold him now.

Fer. I long fort,
For I have need of mirth.

Ron. The Lady sir.

Fer. Now as I am a King, a sprightly beauty,
A goodly sweet aspect! my thanks Ronvere,
My best thanks; on your lips I seal your wishes,
Be what you can; imagine mine, and happy.
And now sit down and smile; come my Ascanio;
And let this Monarch enter.

Enter Sess. and Mr. B[o]tsw. Gunner, and Saylors.

Ronv. These are the Switzers:
I told your grace of.

Fer. Goodly promising fellows,
With faces to keep fools in awe, I like em;
Go guard the presence well, and do your duties,
To morrow I shall take a farther view:

Sess. You shall Sir,
Or I shall loose my will; how the whores mounted!
How she sits thrond! thou blasing muddy meteor,
That frightest the under world with lustful flashes,
How I shall dash thy flames! away, no word more.

[Ex. Sess. and his company. Florish Cor.

Enter Villio, Castruchio, Doctor, and a Guard.

Fer. Now, here he comes in glory; be merry Masters,
A Banquet too? [meat conveyed away.

Ron. O, he must sit in State Sir!

Asca. How rarely he is usherd! can he think now
He is a King indeed?

Ron. Mark but his countenance.

Cast. Let me have pleasures infinite, and to the height,
And women in abundance, many women,

Enter Ladies.

I will disport my grace,
Stand there and long for me.
What have ye brought me here? is this a Feast
Fit for a Prince? a mighty Prince? are these things,
These preparations, ha?

Doct. May it please your grace?

Cast. It does not please my grace: where are the Marchpanes,
The Custards double royal, and the subtilties?
Why, what weak things are you to serve a Prince thus?
Where be the delicates oth earth and ayr?
The hidden secrets of the Sea? am I a plow-man,
You pop me up with porridge? hang the Cooks.

Fer. O most Kingly:
What a Majestick anger!

Cast. Give me some wine.

Asca. He cools agen now.

Cast. Fool where are my Players?
Let me have all in pomp; let em play some love matter,
To make the Ladies itch, Ill be with you anon Ladies;
You black eyes, Ill be with you.
Give me some wine I say,
And let me have a Masque of Cuckolds enter:
Of mine own Cuckolds,
And let them come in, peeping and rejoycing
Just as I kiss their wives, and somewhat glorying.
Some wine I say, then for an excellent night-piece,
To shew my glory to my loves, and minions,
I will have some great Castle burnt.

Vil. Hark you brother:
If that be to please these Ladies, ten to one
The fire first takes upon your own, look to that;
Then you may shew a night piece.

Cast. Wheres this wine?
Why shall I choak? do ye long all to be torturd?

Doct. Here Sir.

Cast. Why, what is this? why Doctor.

Doct. Wine and water Sir.
Tis Soveraign for your heat, you must endure it.

Vil. Most excellent to cool your night-piece Sir.

Doct. You are of a high and cholerick complexion,
And you must have allayes.

Cast. Shall I have no sheere wine then?

Doct. Not for a world: I tender your dear life Sir;
And he is no faithful subject — 

Vil. No, by no means:
Of this you may drink, and never hang, nor quarter,
Nor never whip the fool, this liquors merciful.

Cast. I will sit down and eat then: Kings when th are hungry,
May eat I hope?

Doct. Yes, but they eat discreetly.

Cast. Come, tast this dish, and cut me liberally;
I like sauce well.

Doct. Fie tis too hot Sir:
Too deeply seasond with the spice, away witht,
You must acquaint your stomach with those dyets
Are temperately nourishing.

Cast. But pray stay Doctor,
And let me have my meat again.

Doct. By no means:
I have a charge concerns my life.

Cast. No meat neither;
Do Kings never eat Doctor?

Doct. Very little Sir.
And that too very choice.

Vil. Your King never sleeps Brother,
He must not sleep, his cares still keep him waking.
Now he that eats and drinks much is a dormouse;
The third part of a wafer is a weeks diet.

Cast. Appoint me something then.

Doct. There.

Cast. This I feel good,
But it melts too suddainly; yet, how, that gone too!
Ye are not mad! I charge you. [take away.

Doct. For your health Sir,
A little quickens nature, much depresses.

Cast. Eat nothing for my health? thats a new dyet,
Let me have something, something has some savor.
Why thou uncourteous Doctor, shall I hang thee?

Doct. Tis better Sir than I should let you surfeit,
My death were nothing.

Vil. To loose a King, were terrible.

Cast. Nay, then Ill carve my self, Ill stay no ceremonies.
This is a Patridge Pye, I am sure thats nourishing,
Or Galen is an Ass: tis rarely seasond:
Ha Doctor have I hit right? a mark a mark there? [take away.

Vil. What ails thy grace?

Cast. Retriv those Patridges.
Or as I am a King — 

Doct. Pray Sir be patient,
They are flowen too far.

Vil. These are breathd pyes ant please you,
And your hawkes are such Buzards.

Cast. A King and have nothing,
Nor can have nothing!

Vil. What think you of pudding?
A pudding Royal?

Cast. To be royally starvd,
Whip me this fool to death; he is a blockhead.

Vil. Let em think they whip me, as we think you a King:
Twill be enough.

Cast. As for your dainty Doctor, the Table taken away,
All gone, all snatchd away, and I unsatisfied,
Without my wits being a King and hungry?
Suffer but this thy treason? I tell thee Doctor.
I tell it thee, in earnest, and in anger,
I am damnably hungry, my very grace is hungry.

Vil. A hungry grace is fittest to no meal Sir.

Doct. Some two hours hence, you shall see more: but still Sir
You must retain an excellent and strict dyet.

Vil. It sharpens you, and makes your wit so poynant, Sir
Your very words will kill.

Doct. A bit of Marmalade
No bigger than a Pease.

Vil. And that well butterd,
The ayr thrice purified, and three times spirited,
Becomes a King: your rare conserve of nothing
Breeds no offence.

Cast. Am I turnd King Camelion,
And keep my Court ith ayr?

Fer. They vex him cruelly.

Asca. In two days more theyll starve him.

Fer. Now the women, theres no food left but they.

Asca. Theyll prove small nourishment.
Yet has another stomach and a great one,
I see by his eye.

Cast. Ill have mine own power here;
Mine own Authority; I need no tutor.
Doctor this is no dyet.

Doct. It may be Sir.

Vil. Birlady, it may turn to a dry dyet;
And how thy grace, will ward that — 

Cast. Stand off Doctor;
And talk to those that want faith.

Fer. Hot and mighty.

Asca. He will cool apace, no doubt.

Cast. Fair, plump, and red,
A forehead high, an eye revives the dead;
A lip like ripest fruit, inviting still.

Vil. But O, the rushy well, below the hill,
Take heed of that, for though it never fail
Take heed I say, for thereby hangs a tail.

Cast. Ill get ye all with Child.

Vil. With one Child Brother,
So many men in a Blew Coat.

Cast. Had I fed well,
And drunk good store of wine, ye had been blest all,
Blest all with double Births; come kiss me greedily,
And think no more upon your foolish Husbands,
They are transitory things: a Kings fame meets you.

Doct. Vanish away. [Ex. Women.

Cast. How, they gone too? my guard there:
Take me this devil Doctor, and that fool there,
And sow em in a sack; bring back the women,
The lovely women, drown these rogues or hang em.

Asca. He is in earnest Sir.

Enter Sess. Master, Boatsw. Gunner and Saylors.

Fer. In serious earnest,
I must needs take him off.

Sess. Now, now be free.
Now liberty, now Countrey-men shake from ye
The Tyrants yoke.
All liberty, liberty, liberty.

Guard. Treason, treason, treason.

Fer. We are betrayd, fly to the Town, cry treason,
And raise our faithful friends; O my Ascanio.

Asca. Make hast, we have way enough.

Guard. Treason, treason. [Ex. Fer. Asca. and guard.

Sess. Spare none, put all to th sword: a vengeance shake thee;
Art thou turnd King again?

Cast. I am a Rascal:
Spare me but this time, if ever I see King more,
Or once believe in King.

Sess. The ports are ours.
The treasure and the port, fight bravely Gentlemen;
Cry to the Town, cry liberty and honor;

[Crying liberty and freedom within.

Waken their persecuted souls, cry loudly,
Well share the wealth among ye.

Cast. Do you hear Captain?
If ever you hear me, name a King.

Sess. You shall not.

Cast. Or though I live under one, obey him.

Gun. This Rogue again.

Sess. Away with him good Gunner.

Cast. Why look ye Sir? Ill put you to no charge;
Ill never eat.

Gun. Ill take a course, you shall not,
Come, no more words.

Enter Boatsw[a]ine.

Cast. Say nothing when you kill me.

Sess. Hes taken to the Towers strength;
Now stand sure Gentlemen.
We have him in a pen, he cannot scape us,
The rest othCastles ours; liberty, liberty:
What is this City up?

Boatsw. They are up and glorious,
And rouling like a storm they come; their Tents
Ring nothing but liberty and freedome.
The women are in Arms too.

Sess. Let em come all.
Honour and liberty.

All. Honor and liberty. [Exeunt.

Enter Juliana.

Jul. This woman threats, her eyes, even red with fury
Which like prodigious meteors, foretold
Assurd destruction, are still before me.
Besides I know such natures unacquainted
With any mean, or in their love, or hatred,
And she that dard all dangers to possess him,
Will check at nothing, to revenge the loss
Of what she held so dear, I first discoverd
Her bloody purposes, which she made good,
And openly professd em; that in me
Was but a cold affection; charity
Commands so much to all; for Virolet
Methinks I should forget my Sexes weakness,
Rise up, and dare beyond a womans strength;
Then do, not counsel: he is too secure,
And in my judgment, twere a greater service
To free him from a deadly Enemy,
Then to get him a friend. I undertook too,
To cross her plots, opposd my piety,
Against her malice; and shall vertue suffer?
No Martia, wert thou here equally armed,
I have cause, spite of thy masculine breeding,
That would assure the victory: my angel
Direct and help me.

Enter Virolet, like Ronvere.

Vir. The State in Combustion,
Part of the Cittadel forcd, the treasure seizd on;
The guards corrupted, arm themselves against
Their late protected Master; Ferrant fled too,
And with small strength, into the Castles Tower,
The only Aventine, that now is left him!
And yet the undertakers, nay, performers,
Of such a brave and glorious enterprize,
Are yet unknown: they did proceed like men,
I like a child; and had I never trusted
So deep a practice unto shallow fools,
Besides my souls peace, in my Juliana,
The honor of this action had been mine,
In which, accursd, I now can claim no share.

Jul. Ronvere! tis he, a thing, next to the devil
I most detest and like him terrible;
Martias right hand, the instrument I fear too,
That is put to her bloody will, into act.
Have I not will enough, and cause too mighty?
Weak womens fear, fly from me.

Vir. Sure this habit,
This likeness to Ronvere, which I have studied,
Either admits me safe to my design,
Which I too cowardly have halted after,
And sufferd to be ravisht from my glory;
Or sinks me and my miseries together;
Either concludes me happy.

Jul. He stands musing,
Some mischief is now hatching:
In the full meditation, of his wickedness,
Ill sink his cursed soul: guide my hand heaven,
And to my tender arm give strength, and fortune,
That I may do a pious deed, all ages
Shall bless my name for; all remembrance crown me.

Vir. It shall be so.

Jul. It shall not, take that token,
And bear it to the lustful arms of Martia,
Tell her, for Virolets dear sake, I sent it.

Vir. O I am happy, let me see thee,
That I may bless the hand that gave me liberty,
O courteous hand, nay thou hast done most nobly,
And heaven has guided thee, twas their great justice;
O blessed wound that I could come to kiss thee!
How beautiful, and sweet thou shewst!

Jul. Oh!

Vir. Sigh not,
Nor weep not dear, shed not those sovereign Balsames
Into my blood; which must recover me;
Then I shall live again, to do a mischief,
Against the mightiness of love and virtue,
Some base unhallowed hand shall rob thy right of.
Help me, I faint: so.

Jul. O unhappy wench!
How has my zeal abusd me; you that guard virtue,
Were ye asleep? or do you laugh at innocence?
You sufferd this mistake? O my dear Virolet!
An everlasting curse follow that forme
I strook thee in, his name be ever blasted:
For his accursed shadow has betrayd
The sweetness of all youth, the nobleness,
The honour, and the valor; witherd for ever
The beauty and the bravery of all mankind:
O my dull, devils eyes.

Vir. I do forgive you,
By this, and this I do; I know you were cozend;
The shadow of Ronvere, I know you aymd at,
And not at me; but twas most necessary,
I should be struck, some hand above directed you:
For Juliana could not shew her justice
Without depriving high heaven of his glory,
Or any subject fit for her, but Virolet:
Forgive me too, and take my last breath sweet one,
This the new marriage of our souls together;
Think of me Juliana, but not often,
For fear my faults should burthen your affections,
Pray for me, for I faint.

Jul. O stay a little,
A little little Sir. [Offers to kill her self.

Vir. Fye Juliana.

Jul. Shall I outlive the virtue, I have murderd?

Vir. Hold, or thou hatst my peace, give me the dagger,
On your obedience, and your love, deliver it.
If you do thus; we shall not meet in heaven sweet;
No guilty blood comes there; kill your intentions,
And then you conquer: there where I am going,
Would you not meet me Dear?

Jul. Yes.

Vir. And still love me?

Jul. And still behold you.

Vir. Live then till heaven calls you.
Then ripe and full of sweetness you rise sainted.
Then I that went before you to prepare,
Shall meet and welcome you, and daily court you
With Hymnes of holy Love — I go out,
Give me your hand, farewell, in peace farewell,
Remember me, farewell. [dyes.

Jul. Sleep you sweet glasses,
An everlasting slumber crown those Chrystals,
All my delight adue, farewell, Dear Virolet,
Dear, Dear, most Dear; O I can weep no more,
My body now is fire, and all consuming,
Here will I sit, forget the world and all things,
And only wait what heaven shall turn me to,
For now methinks I should not live. [She sits down.

Enter Pandulfo.

P[a]nd. O my sweet daughter,
The work is finisht now, I promisd thee:
Here are thy virtues shewed, here registerd,
And here shall live for ever.

Jul. Blot it, burn it,
I have no virtue, hateful I am as hell is.

Pand. Is not this Virolet?

Jul. Ask no more questions,
Mistaking him I killd him.

Pand. O my Son,
Nature turns to my heart again, my dear Son,
Son of my age, wouldst thou go out so quickly?
So poorly take thy leave, and never see me?
Was this a kind stroak daughter? could you love him?
Honour his Father, and so deadly strike him?
O witherd timeless youth, are all thy promises,
Thy goodly growth of Honors come to this?
Do I halt still ith world, and trouble nature,
When her main pieces founder, and fail dayly?

Enter Boy, and three Servants.

Boy. He does weep certain: what bodies that lies by him?
How do you do Sir?

Pand. O look there Lucio,
Thy Master, thy best Master.

Boy. Woe is me.
They have killd him, slain him basely, O my Master!

Pand. Well daughter well; what heart had you to do this?
I know he did you wrong; but twas his fortune,
And not his fault, for my sake that have lovd you,
But I see now you scorn me too.

Boy. O Mistress?
Can you [si]t there, and his cold body breathless?
Basely upon the earth?

Pand. Let her alone Boy,
She glories in his end.

Boy. You shall not sit here,
And suffer him you loved — ha! good Sir come hither,
Come hither quickly, heave her up; O heaven Sir,
O God, my heart, shs cold; cold and stiff too:
Stiff as a stake, shes dead.

Pand. Shes gone, nere bend her.
I know her heart, she could not want his company:
Blessing go with thy soul, sweet Angels shadow it
O, that I were the third now, what a happiness!
But I must live, to see you layd in earth both,
Then build a Chapel to your memories,
Where all my wealth shall fashion out your stories.
Then dig a little grave besides, and alls done.
How sweet she looks, her eyes are open smiling,
I thought she had been alive, you are my charge Sir,
And amongst you, Ill see his goods distributed.
Take up the bodies, mourn in heart my friends,
You have lost two noble succors; follow me,
And thou sad Countrey, weep this misery. [Exeunt.

Enter Sess. Boatswaine, Master, Gunner,
Citizens, and Souldiers, as many as may be.

Sess. Keep the Ports strongly mannd, and let none enter,
But such as are known Patriots.

All. Liberty, liberty.

Sess. Tis a substantial thing, and not a word
You men of Naples, which if once taken from us,
All other blessings leave us; tis a jewel
Worth purchasing, at the dear rate of life,
And so to be defended. O remember
What you have sufferd, since you parted with it;
And if again you wish not to be slaves,
And properties to Ferrands pride and lust,
Take noble courage, and make pe[r]fect what
Is happily begun.

1. Cit. Our great preserver,
You have infranchisd us, from wretched bondage.

2. Cit. And might be known, to whom we owe our freedom,
We to the death would follow him.

3. Cit. Make him King,
The Tyrant once removd.

Sess. Thats not my end.
Twas not ambition that brought me hither,
With these my faithful friends, nor hope of spoil;
For when we did possess the Tyrants treasure,
By force extorted from you, and employed,
To load you with most miserable thraldome,
We did not make it ours, but with it purchasd
The help of these, to get you liberty,
That for the same price kept you in subjection.
Nor are we Switzers, worthy Countrey-men,
But Neapolitans, now eye me well;
And tho the reverend Emblems of mine age,
My silver locks are shorne, my beard cut off,
Partaking yet of an adulterate Colour;
Tho 14 years you have not seen this face,
You may remember it, and call to mind,
There was a Duke of Sess, A much wrongd Prince,
Wrongd by this Tyrant Ferrand.

1. Cit. Now I know him.

2. Cit. Tis he, long live the Duke of Sess.

Sess. I thank you.
The injuries I receivd, I must confess,
Made me forget the love I owed this Country,
For which I hope, I have given satisfaction,
In being the first that stird, to give it freedome;
And with your loves and furtherance, will call back,
Long banisht peace, and plenty, to this people.

2. Cit. Lead where you please, well follow.

1. Cit. Dare all dangers.

Enter Pandulf, the Bodies of
Virolet, and Juliana upon a Hearse.

Sess. What solemn funerals this?

Pand. There rest a while,
And ift be possible there can be added
Wings to your swift desire of just revenge,
Hear, (if my tears will give way to my words)
In brief a most sad story.

Sess. Speak, what are they?
I know thee well Pandulfe.

Pand. My best Lord?
As far as sorrow will give leave, most welcome;
This Virolet was, and but a Son of mine,
I might say, the most hopeful of our Gentry;
And though unfortunate, never ignoble:
But Ill speak him no farther. Look on this,
This face, that in a savage would move pitty,
The wonder of her Sex, and having said
Tis Juliana, Eloquence will want words
To set out her deservings; this blest Lady
That did indure the Rack, to save her Husband,
That Husband, who, in being forcd to leave her,
Indurd a thousand tortures; by what practise,
I know not, (but twas sure a cunning one)
Are made, the last I hope, but sad examples
Of Ferrands tyranny. Convey the bodies hence.

Sess. Express your sorrow
In your revenge, not teares, my worthy Soldiers:
That fertile earth that teemd so many children,
To feed his cruelty, in her wounded wombe,
Can hardly now receive em.

Boats. We are cold,
Cold walls shall not keep him from us.

Gun. Were he coverd with mountains, and room only for a
Bullet to be sent level at him, I would speed him.

M[r]. Lets scale this petty Tower; at Sea we are Falcons,
And fly unto the main top in a moment.
What then can stop us here?

1 Cit. Well tear him piece-meal.

2 Cit. Or eat a passage to him.

Ses. Let discretion
Direct your anger; thats a victory,
Which is got with least loss, let us make ours such:
And therefore friends, while we hold parley here,
Raise your scalado on the other side,
But enterd wreak your suffrings.

[Exit Saylors and Soldiers.

1 Cit. In our wrongs:
There was no mean.

2 Cit. Nor in our full revenge
Will we know any.

Sess. Be appeasd good man,
No sorrow can redeem them from deaths Prison;
What his inevitable hand hath seizd on,
The world cannot recover. All the comfort
That I can give to you, is to see vengeance
Pourd dreadfully upon the Authors head,
Of which their ashes may be sensible,
That have fain by him. [Sound a parley.

Enter Ferrand, Martia, Ascanio, and Ronvere, above.

Pand. They appear.

Fer. Tis not that we esteem rebellious Traytors
Worthy an answer to their proudest Summons
That we vouchsafe our presence; or to exchange
One syllable with em: but to let such know,
Though circled round with treason, all points bent
As to their Center at my heart, tis free,
Free from fear, villains, and in this weak Tower
Ferrand commands as absolute, as when
He trod upon your necks, and as much s[c]orns you.
And when the Sun of Majesty shall break through
The clouds of your rebellion, every beam
Instead of comfortable heat shall send
Consuming plagues among you; and you call
That government which you termd tyrannous
Hereafter, gentle.

Sess. Flatter not thy self
With these deluding hopes, thou cruel beast,
Thou art ith toyle, and the glad Huntsman prouder,
By whom thou art taken, of his prey, than if
(Like thee) he should command, and spoil his Forrest.

Fer. What art thou?

Sess. To thy horror Duke of Sesse.

Fer. The Divel.

Sess. Reservd for thy damnation.

Fer. Why shakes my love?

Mart. O I am lost for ever;
Mountains divide me from him; some kind hand
Prevent our fearful meeting: Or lead me
To the steep rock, whose rugged brows are bent
Upon the swelling main; there let me hide me:
And as our bodies then shall be divided,
May our souls never meet.

Fer. Whence grows this, Sweetest?

Mar. There are a thousand furies in his looks;
And in his deadly silence more loud horror,
Than when in hell the torturd and tormentors
Contend whose shreeks are greater. Wretched me!
It is my father.

Sess. Yes, and I will own her, Sir,
Till my revenge. It is my daughter, Ferrand;
My daughter thou hast whord.

Fer. I triumph in it:
To know shes thine, affords me more true pleasure,
Than the act gave me, when even at the height,
I crackd her Virgin zone. Her shame dwell on thee,
And all thy family; may they never know
A female issue, but a whore; Ascanio.
Ronvere, look cheerfull; be thou a man too,
And learn of me to dye. That we might fall,
And in our ruines swallow up this Kingdom,
Nay the whole world, and make a second Chaos.
And if from thence a new beginning rise,
Be it recorded this did end with us;
And from our dust hath embryon.

Ron. I livd with you,
And will dye with you; your example makes me
Equally bold.

Asc. And I resolvd to bear
What ere my fate appoints me.

Sess. They are ours,
Now to the spoyl.

Boats. Pitty the Lady; to all else be deaf. [Exeunt.
Within, Kill, kill, kill. [Alarum Flo. Trumpets. Retreat.

Enter Sesse with Ferrands head, the Citizens, Master,
Boteswaine, Gunner, Souldiers bringing in Ascanio, and
Martia.

Sess. Cruel beginnings meet with cruel ends;
And the best sacrifice to Heaven for peace,
Is tyrants blood: and those that stuck fast to him,
Fleshd instruments in his commands to mischief,
With him dispatchd.

Boats. They are cut off.

Sess. Tis well.

All. Thanks to the Duke of Sesse.

Sess. Pay that to Heaven,
And for a general joy, give general thanks:
For blessings nere descend from Heaven, but when
A grateful Sacrifice ascends from men.
To your devotion, leave me, theres a Scene,
Which I would act alone; yet you may stay,
For wanting just spectators, twill be nothing.
The rest forbear me.

Cit. Liberty, liberty, liberty.

Mar. I would I were as far beneath the Centre,
As now I stand above it; how I tremble!
Thrice happy they that dyed; I dying live
To stand the whirlwind of a fathers fury.
Now it moves toward me.

Sess. Thou, I want a name,
By which to stile thee: All articulate sounds
That do express the mischief of vile woman,
That are, or have been, or shall be, are weak
To speak thee to the height. Witch, Parricide,
For thou, in taking leave of modesty,
Hast kild thy father, and his honor lost;
Hes but a walking shadow to torment thee.
To leave, and rob thy father; then set free
His foes, whose slavery he did prefer
Above all treasure, was a strong defeazance
To cut off, even the surest bonds of mercy.
After all this, having given up thy self,
Like to a sensual beast, a slave to lust,
To play the whore, and then (high Heaven it racks me)
To find out none to quench thy appetite,
But the most cruel King, whom next to Hell,
Thy father hated; and whose black imbraces
Thou shouldst have fled from, as the whips of furies;
What canst thou look for?

Enter Pandulph, and bodies born on the Herse.

Mart. Death; and tis not in you
To hurt me farther: my old resolution,
Take now the place of fear; in this I livd,
In this Ill dye, your daughter.

Pand. Look but here;
You had I know, a guilty hand in this;
Repent it Lady.

Mart. Juliana dead?
And Virolet?

Pand. By her unwilling hand.

Mart. Fates you are equal. What can now fall on me,
That I will shrink at? now unmovd I dare
Look on your anger, and not bend a knee
To ask your pardon; let your rage run higher
Than billows raisd up by a violent Tempest,
And be, as that is, deaf to all intreaties:
They are dead, and I prepard; for in their fall
All my desires are summd up.

Sess. Impudent too?
Die in it wretch.

Boats. Stay Sir. [Boats. kills her.

Sess. How darst thou villain,
Snatch from my sword the honor of my justice?

Boats. I never did you better service Sir,
Yet have been ever faithful. I confess
That she deservd to dye; but by whose hand?
Not by a fathers. Double all her guilt,
It could not make you innocent, had you done it.
In me tis murder, in you twere a crime
Heaven could not pardon. Witness that I love you,
And in that love I did it.

Sess. Thou art Noble,
I thank thee fort; the thought of her dye with her.

Asc. My turn is next: since she could find no mercy,
What am I to expect?

Cit. With one voyce, Sir,
The Citizens salute you with the stile
Of King of Naples.

Sess. I must be excusd,
The burden is too heavy for my shoulder,
Bestow it where tis due. Stand forth Ascanio,
It does belong to you; live long and wear it,
And warnd by the example of your Unkle,
Learn that you are to govern men, not beasts:
And that it is a most improvident head,
That strives to hurt the limbs that do support it.
Give burial to the dead; for me, and mine,
We will again to Sea, and never know,
The place, which in my birth first gave me woe. [Exeunt.

[Flor. of Trumpets.
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ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER ACHILLAS, AND Achoreus.

[Ach.] I love the King, nor do dispute his power,
(For that is not confind, nor to be censurd
By me, that am his Subject) yet allow me
The liberty of a Man, that still would be
A friend to Justice, to demand the motives
That did induce young Ptolomy, or Photinus,
(To whose directions he gives up himself,
And I hope wisely) to commit his Sister,
The Princess Cleopatra (if I said
The Queen) Achillas twere (I hope) no treason,
She being by her Fathers Testament
(Whose memory I bow to) left Co-heir
In all he stood possest of.

Achil. Tis confest
(My good Achoreus) that in these Eastern Kingdoms
Women are not exempted from the Sceptre,
But claim a priviledge, equal to the Male;
But how much such divisions have taen from
The Majesty of Egypt, and what factions
Have sprung from those partitions, to the ruine
Of the poor Subject, (doubtful which to follow,)
We have too many, and too sad examples,
Therefore the wise Photinus, to prevent
The Murthers, and the Massacres, that attend
On disunited Government, and to shew
The King without a Partner, in full splendour,
Thought it convenient the fair Cleopatra,
(An attribute not frequent to the Climate)
Should be committed in safe Custody,
In which she is attended like her Birth,
Until her Beauty, or her royal Dowre,
Hath found her out a Husband.

Ach. How this may
Stand with the rules of policy, I know not;
Most sure I am, it holds no correspondence
With the Rites of Ægypt, or the Laws of Nature;
But grant that Cleopatra can sit down
With this disgrace (though insupportable)
Can you imagine, that Romes glorious Senate
(To whose charge, by the will of the dead King
This government was deliverd) or great Pompey,
(That is appointed Cleopatras Guardian
As well as Ptolomies) will ere approve
Of this rash counsel, their consent not sought for,
That should authorize it?

Achil. The Civil war
In which the Roman Empire is embarqud
On a rough Sea of danger, does exact
Their whole care to preserve themselves, and gives them
No vacant time to think of what we do,
Which hardly can concern them.

Ach. Whats your opinion
Of the success? I have heard, in multitudes
Of Souldiers, and all glorious pomp of war,
Pompey is much superiour.

Achil. I could give you
A Catalogue of all the several Nations
From whence he drew his powers: but that were tedious.
They have rich arms, are ten to one in number,
Which makes them think the day already won;
And Pompey being master of the Sea,
Such plenty of all delicates are brought in,
As if the place on which they are entrenchd,
Were not a Camp of Souldiers, but Rome,
In which Lucullus and Apicius joynd,
To make a publique Feast: they at Dirachium
Fought with success; but knew not to make use of
Fortunes fair offer: so much I have heard
Cæsar himself confess.

Ach. Where are they now?

Achil. In Thessalie, near the Pharsalian plains
Where Cæsar with a handfull of his Men
Hems in the greater number: his whole troops
Exceed not twenty thousand, but old Souldiers
Fleshd in the spoils of Germany and France,
Inurd to his Command, and only know
To fight and overcome; And though that Famine
Raigns in his Camp, compelling them to tast
Bread made of roots, forbid the use of man,
(Which they with scorn threw into Pompeys Camp
As in derision of his Delicates)
Or corn not yet half ripe, and that a Banquet:
They still besiege him, being ambitious only
To come to blows, and let their swords determine
Who hath the better Cause.

Enter Septi[m]ius.

Ach. May Victory
Attend ont, where it is.

Achil. We every hour
Expect to hear the issue.

Sep. Save my good Lords;
By Isis and Osiris, whom you worship;
And the four hundred gods and goddesses
Adord in Rome, I am your honours servant.

Ach. Truth needs, Septimius, no oaths.

Achil. You are cruel,
If you deny him swearing, you take from him
Three full parts of his language.

Sep. Your Honours bitter,
Confound me, where I love I cannot say it,
But I must sweart: yet such is my ill fortune,
Nor vows, nor protestations win belief,
I think, and (I can find no other reason)
Because I am a Roman.

Ach. No Septimius,
To be a Roman were an honour to you,
Did not your manners, and your life take from it,
And cry aloud, that from Rome you bring nothing
But Roman Vices, which you would plant here,
But no seed of her vertues.

Sep. With your reverence
I am too old to learn.

Ach. Any thing honest,
That I believe, without an oath.

Sep. I fear
Your Lordship has slept ill to night, and that
Invites this sad discourse: twill make you old
Before your time: — O these vertuous Morals,
And old religious principles, that fool us!
I have brought you a new Song, will make you laugh,
Though you were at your prayers.

A[c]h. What is the subject?
Be free Septimius.

Sep. Tis a Catalogue
Of all the Gamesters of the Court and City,
Which Lord lyes with that Lady, and what Gallant
Sports with that Merchants wife; and does relate
Who sells her honour for a Diamond,
Who, for a tissew robe: whose husbands jealous,
And who so kind, that, to share with his wife,
Will make the match himself:
Harmless conceits,
Though fools say they are dangerous: I sang it
The last night at my Lord Photinus table.

Ach. How? as a Fidler?

Sep. No Sir, as a Guest,
A welcom guest too: and it was approvd of
By a dozen of his friends, though they were touchd int:
For look you, tis a kind of merriment,
When we have laid by foolish modesty
(As not a man of fashion will wear it)
To talk what we have done; at least to hear it;
If meerily set down, it fires the blood,
And heightens Crest-faln appetite.

Ach. New doctrine!

Achil. Wast of your own composing?

Sep. No, I bought it
Of a skulking Scribler for two Ptolomies:
But the hints were mine own; the wretch was fearfull:
But I have damnd my self, should it be questiond,
That I will own it.

Ach. And be punished for it:
Take heed: for you may so long exercise
Your scurrilous wit against authority,
The Kingdoms Counsels; and make profane Jests,
(Which to you (being an atheist) is nothing)
Against Religion, that your great maintainers
(Unless they would be thought Co-partners with you)
Will leave you to the Law: and then, Septimius,
Remember there are whips.

Sep. For whores I grant you,
When they are out of date, till then are safe too,
Or all the Gallants of the Court are Eunuchs,
And for mine own defence Ile only add this,
Ile be admitted for a wanton tale
To some most private Cabinets, when your Priest-hood
(Though laden with the mysteries of your goddess)
Shall wait without unnoted: so I leave you
To your pious thoughts. [Exit.

Achil. Tis a strange impudence,
This fellow does put on.

Ach. The wonder great,
He is accepted of.

Achil. Vices, for him,
Make as free way as vertues doe for others.
Tis the times fault: yet Great ones still have graced
To make them sport, or rub them ore with flattery,
Observers of all kinds.

Enter Photinus, and Septimius.

Ach. No more of him,
He is not worth our thoughts: a Fugitive
From Pompeys army: and now in a danger
When he should use his service.

Achil. See how he hangs
On great Photinus Ear.

Sep. Hell, and the furies,
And all the plagues of darkness light upon me:
You are my god on earth: and let me have
Your favour here, fall what can fall hereafter.

Pho. Thou art believd: dost thou want mony?

Sep. No Sir.

Pho. Or hast thou any suite? these ever follow
Thy vehement protestations.

Sep. You much wrong me;
How can I want, when your beams shine upon me,
Unless employment to express my zeal
To do your greatness service? do but think
A deed so dark, the Sun would blush to look on,
For which Man-kind would curse me, and arm all
The powers above, and those below against me:
Command me, I will on.

Pho. When I have use,
Ile put you to the test.

Sep. May it be speedy,
And something worth my danger: you are cold,
And know not your own powers: this brow was fashiond
To wear a Kingly wreath, and your grave judgment,
Given to dispose of monarchies, not to govern
A childs affairs, the peoples eyes upon you,
The Souldier courts you: will you wear a garment
Of sordid loyalty when tis out of fashion?

Pho. When Pompey was thy General, Septimius,
Thou saidst as much to him.

Sep. All my love to him,
To Cæsar, Rome, and the whole world is lost
In the Ocean of your Bounties: I have no friend,
Project, design, or Countrey, but your favour,
Which Ile preserve at any rate.

Pho. No more;
When I call on you, fall not off: perhaps
Sooner than you expect, I may employ you,
So leave me for a while.

Sep. Ever your Creature. [Exit.

Pho. Good day Achoreus; my best friend Achillas,
Hath fame deliverd yet no certain rumour
Of the great Roman Action?

Achil. That we are
To enquire, and learn of you Sir: whose grave care
For Egypts happiness, and great Ptolomies good,
Hath eyes and ears in all parts.

Enter Ptolomy, Labienus, Guard.

Pho. Ile not boast,
What my Intelligence costs me: but ere long
You shall know more. The King, with him a Roman.

Ach. The scarlet livery of unfortunate war
Dyd deeply on his face.

Achil. Tis Labienus
Cæsars Lieutenant in the wars of Gaul,
And fortunate in all his undertakings:
But since these Civil jars he turnd to Pompey,
And though he followed the better Cause
Not with the like success.

Pho. Such as are wise
Leave falling buildings, flye to those that rise;
But more of that hereafter.

Lab. In a word, Sir,
These gaping wounds, not taken as a slave,
Speak Pompeys loss: to tell you of the Battail,
How many thousand several bloody shapes
Death wore that day in triumph: how we bore
The shock of Cæsars charge: or with what fury
His Souldiers came on as if they had been
So many Cæsars, and like him ambitious
To tread upon the liberty of Rome:
How Fathers killd their Sons, or Sons their Fathers,
Or how the Roman Piles on either side
Drew Roman blood, which spent, the Prince of weapons,
(The sword) succeeded, which in Civil wars
Appoints the Tent on which wingd victory
Shall make a certain Stand; then, how the Plains
Flowd ore with blood, and what a cloud of vulturs
And other birds of prey, hung ore both armies,
Attending when their ready Servitors,
(The Souldiers, from whom the angry gods
Had took all sense of reason, and of pity)
Would serve in their own carkasses for a feast,
How Cæsar with his Javelin forced them on
That made the least stop, when their angry hands
Were lifted up against some known friends face;
Then coming to the body of the army
He shews the sacred Senate, and forbids them
To wast their force upon the Common Souldier,
Whom willingly, if ere he did know pity,
He would have spard.

Ptol. The reason Labienus?

Lab. Full well he knows, that in their blood he was
To pass to Empire, and that through their bowels
He must invade the Laws of Rome, and give
A period to the liberty of the world.
Then fell the Lepidi, and the bold Corvini,
The famd Torquati, Scipios, and Marcelli,
(Names next to Pompeys, most renownd on Earth)
The Nobles, and the Commons lay together,
And Pontique, Punique, and Assyrian blood
Made up one crimson Lake: which Pompey seeing,
And that his, and the fate of Rome had left him
Standing upon the Rampier of his Camp,
Though scorning all that could fall on himself,
He pities them whose fortunes are embarqud
In his unlucky quarrel; cryes aloud too
That they should sound retreat, and save themselves:
That he desird not, so much noble blood
Should be lost in his service, or attend
On his misfortunes: and then, taking horse
With some few of his friends, he came to Lesbos,
And with Cornelia, his Wife, and Sons,
Hes touchd upon your shore: the King of Parthia,
(Famous in his defeature of the Crassi)
Offerd him his protection, but Pompey
Relying on his Benefits, and your Faith,
Hath chosen Ægypt for his Sanctuary,
Till he may recollect his scattered powers,
And try a second day: now Ptolomy,
Though he appear not like that glorious thing
That three times rode in triumph, and gave laws
To conquerd Nations, and made Crowns his gift
(As this of yours, your noble Father took
From his victorious hand, and you still wear it
At his devotion) to do you more honour
In his declind estate, as the straightst Pine
In a full grove of his yet flourishing friends,
He flyes to you for succour, and expects
The entertainment of your Fathers friend,
And Guardian to your self.

Ptol. To say I grieve his fortune
As much as if the Crown I wear (his gift)
Were ravishd from me, is a holy truth,
Our Gods can witness for me: yet, being young,
And not a free disposer of my self;
Let not a few hours, borrowed for advice,
Beget suspicion of unthankfulness,
(Which next to Hell I hate) pray you retire,
And take a little rest, and let his wounds
Be with that care attended, as they were
Carvd on my flesh: good Labienus, think
The little respite, I desire shall be
Wholly emploid to find the readiest way
To doe great Pompey service.

Lab. May the gods
(As you intend) protect you. [Exit.

Ptol. Sit: sit all,
It is my pleasure: your advice, and freely.

Ach. A short deliberation in this,
May serve to give you counsel: to be honest,
Religious and thankfull, in themselves
Are forcible motives, and can need no flourish
Or gloss in the perswader; your kept faith,
(Though Pompey never rise to th height hes fallen from)
Cæsar himself will love; and my opinion
Is (still committing it to graver censure)
You pay the debt you owe him, with the hazard
Of all you can call yours.

Ptol. Whats yours, (Photinus?)

Pho. Achoreus (great Ptolomy) hath counselld
Like a Religious, and honest man,
Worthy the honour that he justly holds
In being Priest to Isis: But alas,
What in a man, sequesterd from the world,
Or in a private person, is preferd,
No policy allows of in a King,
To be or just, or thankfull, makes Kings guilty,
And faith (though praisd) is punishd that supports
Such as good Fate forsakes: joyn with the gods,
Observe the man they favour, leave the wretched,
The Stars are not more distant from the Earth
Than profit is from honesty; all the power,
Prerogative, and greatness of a Prince
Is lost, if he descend once but to steer
His course, as whats right, guides him: let him leave
The Scepter, that strives only to be good,
Since Kingdomes are maintaind by force and blood.

Ach. Oh wicked!

Ptol. Peace: goe on.

Pho. Proud Pompey shews how much he scorns your youth,
In thinking that you cannot keep your own
From such as are ore come. If you are tired
With being a King, let not a stranger take
What nearer pledges challenge: resign rather
The government of Egypt and of Nile
To Cleopatra, that has title to them,
At least defend them from the Roman gripe,
What was not Pompeys, while the wars endured,
The Conquerour will not challenge; by all the world
Forsaken and despisd, your gentle Guardian
His hopes and fortunes desperate, makes choice of
What Nation he shall fall with: and pursud
By their pale ghosts, slain in this Civil war,
He flyes not Cæsar only, but the Senate,
Of which, the greater part have cloid the hunger
Of sharp Pharsalian fowl, he flies the Nations
That he drew to his Quarrel, whose Estates
Are sunk in his: and in no place receivd,
Hath found out Egypt, by him yet not ruind:
And Ptolomy, things considerd, justly may
Complain of Pompey: wherefore should he stain
Our Egypt, with the spots of civil war?
Or make the peaceable, or quiet Nile
Doubted of Cæsar? wherefore should he draw
His loss, and overthrow upon our heads?
Or choose this place to suffer in? already
We have offended Cæsar, in our wishes,
And no way left us to redeem his favour
But by the head of Pompey.

Ach. Great Osiris,
Defend thy Ægypt from such cruelty,
And barbarous ingratitude!

Pho. Holy trifles,
And not to have place in designs of State;
This sword, which Fate commands me to unsheath,
I would not draw on Pompey, if not vanquishd.
I grant it rather should have passd through Cæsar,
But we must follow where his fortune leads us;
All provident Princes measure their intents
According to their power, and so dispose them:
And thinkst thou (Ptolomy) that thou canst prop
His Ruines, under whom sad Rome now suffers?
Or tempt the Conquerours force when tis confirmd?
Shall we, that in the Battail sate as Neuters
Serve him thats overcome? No, no, hes lost.
And though tis noble to a sinking friend
To lend a helping hand, while there is hope
He may recover, thy part not engagd
Though one most dear, when all his hopes are dead,
To drown him, set thy foot upon his head.

Ach. Most execrable Counsel.

Pho. To be followd,
Tis for the Kingdoms safety.

Ptol. We give up
Our absolute power to thee: dispose of it
As reason shall direct thee.

Pho. Good Achillas,
Seek out Septimius: do you but sooth him,
He is already wrought: leave the dispatch
To me of Labienus: tis determind
Already how you shall proceed: nor Fate
Shall alter it, since now the dye is cast,
But that this hour to Pompey is his last. [Exit.

SCENA II.

Enter Apollodorus, Eros, Arsino.

Apol. Is the Queen stirring, Eros?

Eros. Yes, for in truth
She touchd no bed to night.

Apol. I am sorry for it,
And wish it were in me, with my hazard,
To give her ease.

Ars. Sir, she accepts your will,
And does acknowledge she hath found you noble,
So far, as if restraint of liberty
Could give admission to a thought of mirth,
She is your debtor for it.

Apol. Did you tell her
Of the sports I have prepard to entertain her?
She was usd to take delight, with her fair hand,
To angle in the Nile, where the glad fish
(As if they knew who twas sought to deceive em)
Contended to be taken: other times
To strike the Stag, who wounded by her arrows,
Forgot his tears in death, and kneeling thanks her
To his last gasp, then prouder of his Fate,
Than if with Garlands Crownd, he had been chosen
To fall a Sacrifice before the altar
Of the Virgin Huntress: the King, nor great Photinus
Forbid her any pleasure; and the Circuit
In which she is confind, gladly affords
Variety of pastimes, which I would
Encrease with my best service.

Eros. O, but the thought
That she that was born free, and to dispense
Restraint, or liberty to others, should be
At the devotion of her Brother, whom
She only knows her equal, makes this place
In which she lives (though stord with all delights)
A loathsome dungeon to her.

Apol. Yet, (howere
She shall interpret it) Ile not be wanting
To do my best to serve her: I have prepard
Choise Musick near her Cabinet, and composd
Some few lines, (set unto a solemn time)
In the praise of imprisonment. Begin Boy.

THE SONG.

Look out bright eyes, and bless the air:
Even in shadows you are fair.
Shut-up-beauty is like fire,
That breaks out clearer still and higher.
Though your body be confind,
And soft Love a prisoner bound,
Yet the beauty of your mind
Neither check, nor chain hath found.
Look out nobly then, and dare
Even the Fetters that you wear.

Enter Cleopatra.

Cleo. But that we are assurd this tastes of duty,
And love in you, my Guardian, and desire
In you, my Sister, and the rest, to please us,
We should receive this, as a sawcy rudeness
Offerd our private thoughts. But your intents
Are to delight us: alas, you wash an Ethiop:
Can Cleopatra, while she does remember
Whose Daughter she is, and whose Sister? (O
I suffer in the name) and that (in Justice)
There is no place in Ægypt, where I stand,
But that the tributary Earth is proud
To kiss the foot of her, that is her Queen,
Can she, I say, that is all this, ere relish
Of comfort, or delight, while base Photinus,
Bond-man Achillas, and all other monsters
That raign ore Ptolomy, make that a Court,
Where they reside, and this, where I, a Prison?
But theres a Rome, a Senate, and a Cæsar,
(Though the great Pompey lean to Ptolomy)
May think of Cleopatra.

Ap. Pompey, Madam?

Cleo. What of him? speak: if ill, Apollodorus,
It is my happiness: and for thy news
Receive a favour (Kings have kneeld in vain for)
And kiss my hand.

Ap. Hes lost.

Cleo. Speak it again!

Ap. His army routed: he fled and pursud
By the all-conquering Cæsar.

Cleo. Whither bends he?

Ap. To Egypt.

Cleo. Ha! in person?

Ap. Tis receivd
For an undoubted truth.

Cleo. I live again,
And if assurance of my love, and beauty
Deceive me not, I now shall find a Judge
To do me right: but how to free my self,
And get access? the Guards are strong upon me,
This door I must pass through. Apollodorus,
Thou often hast professd (to do me service,)
Thy life was not thine own.

Ap. I am not alterd;
And let your excellency propound a means,
In which I may but give the least assistance,
That may restore you, to that you were born to,
(Though it call on the anger of the King,
Or, (whats more deadly) all his Minion
Photinus can do to me) I, unmovd,
Offer my throat to serve you: ever provided,
It bear some probable shew to be effected.
To lose my self upon no ground, were madness,
Not loyal duty.

Cleo. Stand off: to thee alone,
I will discover what I dare not trust
My Sister with, Cæsar is amorous,
And taken more with the title of a Queen,
Than feature or proportion, he lovd Eunoe,
A Moor, deformed too, I have heard, that brought
No other object to inflame his blood,
But that her Husband was a King, on both
He did bestow rich presents; shall I then,
That with a princely birth, bring beauty with me,
That know to prize my self at mine own rate,
Despair his favour? art thou mine?

Ap. I am.

Cleo. I have found out a way shall bring me to him,
Spight of Photinus watches; if I prosper,
(As I am confident I shall) expect
Things greater than thy wishes; though I purchase
His grace with loss of my virginity,
It skills not, if it bring home Majesty. [Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER SEPTIMIUS, WITH a head, Achillas, Guard.

Sep. Tis here, tis done, behold you fearfull viewers,
Shake, and behold the model of the world here,
The pride, and strength, look, look again, tis finishd;
That, that whole Armies, nay whole nations,
Many and mighty Kings, have been struck blind at,
And fled before, wingd with their fears and terrours,
That steel war waited on, and fortune courted,
That high plumd honour built up for her own;
Behold that mightiness, behold that fierceness,
Behold that child of war, with all his glories;
By this poor hand made breathless, here (my Achillas)
Egypt, and Cæsar, owe me for this service,
And all the conquerd Nations.

Ach. Peace Septimius,
Thy words sound more ungratefull than thy actions,
Though sometimes safety seek an instrument
Of thy unworthy nature, thou (loud boaster)
Think not she is bound to love him too, thats barbarous.
Why did not I, if this be meritorious,
And binds the King unto me, and his bounties,
Strike this rude stroke? Ile tell thee (thou poor Roman)
It was a sacred head, I durst not heave at,
Not heave a thought.

Sep. It was.

Ach. Ile tell thee truely,
And if thou ever yet heardst tell of honour,
Ile make thee blush: It was thy Generals;
That mans that fed thee once, that mans that bred thee,
The air thou breathdst was his; the fire that warmd thee,
From his care kindled ever, nay, Ile show thee,
(Because Ile make thee sensible of the business,
And why a noble man durst not touch at it)
There was no piece of Earth, thou putst thy foot on
But was his conquest; and he gave thee motion.
He triumphd three times, who durst touch his person?
The very walls of Rome bowd to his presence,
Dear to the Gods he was, to them that feard him
A fair and noble Enemy. Didst thou hate him?
And for thy love to Cæsar, sought his ruine?
Armd in the red Pharsalian fields, Septimius,
Where killing was in grace, and wounds were glorious,
Where Kings were fair competitours for honour,
Thou shouldst have come up to him, there have fought him,
There, Sword to Sword.

Sep. I killd him on commandment,
If Kings commands be fair, when you all fainted,
When none of you durst look — 

Ach. On deeds so barbarous,
What hast thou got?

Sep. The Kings love, and his bounty,
The honour of the service, which though you rail at,
Or a thousand envious souls fling their foams on me,
Will dignifie the cause, and make me glorious:
And I shall live.

Ach. A miserable villain,
What reputation, and reward belongs to it
Thus (with the head) I seize on, and make mine;
And be not impudent to ask me why, Sirrah,
Nor bold to stay, read in mine eyes the reason:
The shame and obloquy I leave thine own,
Inherit those rewards, they are fitter for thee,
Your oyls spent, and your snuff stinks: go out basely.

[Exit.

Sep. The King will yet consider.

Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Photinus.

Achil. Here he comes Sir.

Ach. Yet if it be undone: hear me great Sir,
If this inhumane stroak be yet unstrucken,
If that adored head be not yet severd
From the most noble Body, weigh the miseries,
The desolations that this great Eclipse works,
You are young, be provident: fix not your Empire
Upon the Tomb of him will shake all Egypt,
Whose warlike groans will raise ten thousand Spirits,
(Great as himself) in every hand a thunder;
Destructions darting from their looks, and sorrows
That easy womens eyes shall never empty.

Pho. You have done well; and tis done, see Achillas,
And in his hand the head.

Ptol. Stay come no nearer,
Me thinks I feel the very earth shake under me,
I do remember him, he was my guardian,
Appointed by the Senate to preserve me:
What a full Majesty sits in his face yet?

Pho. The King is troubled: be not frighted Sir,
Be not abusd with fears; his death was necessary,
If you consider, Sir, most necessary,
Not to be missd: and humbly thank great Isis,
He came so opportunely to your hands;
Pity must now give place to rules of safety.
Is not victorious Cæsar new arrivd,
And enterd Alexandria, with his friends,
His Navy riding by to wait his charges?
Did he not beat this Pompey, and pursud him?
Was not this great man, his great enemy?
This Godlike vertuous man, as people held him,
But what fool dare be friend to flying vertue?

Enter Cæsar, Anthony, Dolabella, Sceva.

I hear their Trumpets, tis too late to stagger,
Give me the head, and be you confident:
Hail Conquerour, and head of all the world,
Now this heads off.

Cæsar. Ha?

Pho. Do not shun me, Cæsar,
From kingly Ptolomy I bring this present,
The Crown, and sweat of thy Pharsalian labour:
The goal and mark of high ambitious honour.
Before thy victory had no name, Cæsar,
Thy travel and thy loss of blood, no recompence,
Thou dreamst of being worthy, and of war;
And all thy furious conflicts were but slumbers,
Here they take life: here they inherit honour,
Grow fixt, and shoot up everlasting triumphs:
Take it, and look upon thy humble servant,
With noble eyes look on the Princely Ptolomy,
That offers with this head (most mighty Cæsar)
What thou wouldst once have given for it, all Egypt.

Ach. Nor do not question it (most royal Conquerour)
Nor dis-esteem the benefit that meets thee,
Because tis easily got, it comes the safer:
Yet let me tell thee (most imperious Cæsar)
Though he opposd no strength of Swords to win this,
Nor labourd through no showres of darts, and lances:
Yet here he found a fort, that faced him strongly,
An inward war: he was his Grand-sires Guest;
Friend to his Father, and when he was expelld
And beaten from this Kingdom by strong hand,
And had none left him, to restore his honour,
No hope to find a friend, in such a misery;
Then in stept Pompey; took his feeble fortune:
Strengthend, and cherishd it, and set it right again,
This was a love to Cæsar.

Sceva. Give me, hate, Gods.

Pho. This Cæsar may account a little wicked,
But yet remember, if thine own hands, Conquerour,
Had fallen upon him, what it had been then?
If thine own sword had touchd his throat, what that way!
He was thy Son in Law, there to be tainted,
Had been most terrible: let the worst be renderd,
We have deservd for keeping thy hands innocent.

Cæsar. Oh Sceva, Sceva, see that head: see Captains,
The head of godlike Pompey.

Sceva. He was basely ruind,
But let the Gods be grievd that sufferd it,
And be you Cæsar — 

Cæsar. Oh thou Conquerour,
Thou glory of the world once, now the pity:
Thou awe of Nations, wherefore didst thou fall thus?
What poor fate followd thee, and pluckt thee on
To trust thy sacred life to an Egyptian;
The life and light of Rome, to a blind stranger,
That honorable war ner taught a nobleness,
Nor worthy circumstance shewd what a man was,
That never heard thy name sung, but in banquets;
And loose lascivious pleasures? to a Boy,
That had no faith to comprehend thy greatness,
No study of thy life to know thy goodness;
And leave thy Nation, nay, thy noble friend,
Leave him (distrusted) that in tears falls with thee?
(In soft relenting tears) hear me (great Pompey)
(If thy great spirit can hear) I must task thee:
Thou hast most unnobly robd me of my victory,
My love, and mercy.

Ant. O how brave these tears shew!
How excellent is sorrow in an Enemy!

Dol. Glory appears not greater than this goodness.

Cæsar. Egyptians, dare you think your high Pyramides,
Built to out-dare the Sun, as you suppose,
Where your unworthy Kings lye rakd in ashes,
Are monuments fit for him? no, (brood of Nilus)
Nothing can cover his high fame, but Heaven;
No Pyramides set off his memories,
But the eternal substance of his greatness
To which I leave him: take the head away,
And (with the body) give it noble burial,
Your Earth shall now be blessd to hold a Roman,
Whose braverys all the worlds-Earth cannot ballance.

Sce. If thou beest thus loving, I shall honour thee,
But great men may dissemble, tis held possible,
And be right glad of what they seem to weep for,
There are such kind of Philosophers; now do I wonder
How he would look if Pompey were alive again,
But how he would set his face?

Cæsar. You look now, King,
And you that have been Agents in this glory,
For our especial favour?

Ptol. We desire it.

Cæsar. And doubtless you expect rewards.

Sceva. Let me give em:
Ile give em such as nature never dreamt of,
Ile beat him and his Agents (in a morter)
Into one man, and that one man Ile bake then.

Cæsar. Peace: I forgive you all, thats recompence:
You are young, and ignorant, that pleads your pardon,
And fear it may be more than hate provokd ye,
Your Ministers, I must think, wanted judgment,
And so they errd: I am bountiful to think this;
Believe me most bountiful; be you most thankful,
That bounty share amongst ye: if I knew
What to send you for a present, King of Egypt,
(I mean a head of equal reputation
And that you lovd) though it were your brightest Sisters,
(But her you hate) I would not be behind ye.

Ptol. Hear me, (Great Cæsar.)

Cæs. I have heard too much,
And study not with smooth shews to invade
My noble Mind as you have done my Conquest.
Ye are poor and open: I must tell ye roundly,
That Man that could not recompence the Benefits,
The great and bounteous services of Pompey,
Can never dote upon the Name of Cæsar;
Though I had hated Pompey, and allowd his ruine,
[I gave you no commission to performe it:]
Hasty to please in Blood are seldome trusty;
And but I stand invirond with my Victories,
My Fortune never failing to befriend me,
My noble strengths, and friends about my Person,
I durst not try ye, nor expect: a Courtesie,
Above the pious love you shewd to Pompey.
You have found me merciful in arguing with you;
Swords, Hangmen, Fires, Destructions of all natures,
Demolishments of Kingdoms, and whole Ruines
Are wont to be my Orators; turn to tears,
You wretched and poor seeds of Sun-burnt Egypt,
And now you have found the nature of a Conquerour,
That you cannot decline with all your flatteries,
That where the day gives light will be himself still,
Know how to meet his Worth with humane Courtesies,
Go, and embalm those bones of that great Souldier;
Howl round about his Pile, fling on your Spices,
Make a Sabæan Bed, and place this Phoenix
Where the hot Sun may emulate his Vertues,
And draw another Pompey from his ashes
Divinely great, and fix him mongst the Worthies.

Ptol. We will do all.

Cæs. You have robd him of those tears
His Kindred and his Friends kept sacred for him;
The Virgins of their Funeral Lamentations:
And that kind Earth that thought to cover him,
(His Countries Earth) will cry out gainst your Cruelty,
And weep unto the Ocean for revenge,
Till Nilus raise his seven heads and devour ye;
My grief has stopt the rest: when Pompey livd
He usd you nobly, now he is dead use him so. [Exit.

Ptol. Now, wheres your confidence? your aim (Photinus)
The Oracles, and fair Favours from the Conquerour
You rung into mine Ears? how stand I now?
You see the tempest of his stern displeasure,
The death of him you urged a Sacrifice
To stop his Rage, presaging a full ruine;
Where are your Counsels now?

Acho. I told you, Sir,
(And told the truth) what danger would flye after;
And though an Enemy, I satisfied you
He was a Roman, and the top of Honour;
And howsoever this might please Great Cæsar,
I told ye that the foulness of his Death,
The impious baseness — 

Pho. Peace, you are a Fool,
Men of deep ends must tread as deep ways to em;
Cæsar I know is pleasd, and for all his sorrows
(Which are put on for forms and meer dissemblings)
I am confident hes glad; to have told ye so,
And thank ye outwardly, had been too open,
And taken from the Wisedom of a Conquerour.
Be confident and proud ye have done this service;
Ye have deservd, and ye will find it highly:
Make bold use of this benefit, and be sure
You keep your Sister, (the high-sould Cleopatra)
Both close and short enough, she may not see him;
The rest, if I may counsel, Sir — 

Ptol. Do all;
For in thy faithful service rests my safety. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Septimius.

Sept. Heres a strange alteration in the Court;
Mens Faces are of other setts and motions,
Their minds of subtler stuff; I pass by now
As though I were a Rascal, no man knows me,
No Eye looks after; as I were a Plague
Their doors shut close against me; and I wondred at
Because I have done a meritorious Murther;
Because I have pleasd the Time, does the Time plague me?
I have known the day they would have hugd me for it,
For a less stroke than this have done me Reverence;
Opend their Hearts and secret Closets to me,
Their Purses, and their Pleasures, and bid me wallow.
I now perceive the great Thieves eat the less,
And the huge Leviathans of Villany
Sup up the merits, nay the men and all
That do them service, and spowt em out again
Into the air, as thin and unregarded
As drops of Water that are lost ith Ocean:
I was lovd once for swearing, and for drinking,
And for other principal Qualities that became me,
Now a foolish unthankful Murther has undone me,
If my Lord Photinus be not merciful

Enter Photinus.

That set me on; And he comes, now Fortune.

Pho. Cæsars unthankfulness a little stirs me,
A little frets my bloud; take heed, proud Roman,
Provoke me not, stir not mine anger farther;
I may find out a way unto thy life too,
(Though armd in all thy Victories) and seize it.
A Conquerour has a heart, and I may hit it.

Sept. May it please your Lordship?

Pho. O Septimius!

Sept. Your [Lordship] knows my wrongs.

Pho. Wrongs?

Sept. Yes, my Lord,
How the Captain of the Guard, Achillas, slights me.

Pho. Think better of him, he has much befriended thee,
Shewd thee much love in taking the head from thee.
The times are alterd (Souldier) Cæsars angry,
And our design to please him lost and perishd;
Be glad thou art unnamd, tis not worth the owning;
Yet, that thou maist be useful — 

Sept. Yes, my Lord,
I shall be ready.

Pho. For I may employ thee
To take a rub or two out of my way,
As time shall serve, say that it be a Brother?
Or a hard Father?

Sept. Tis most necessary,
A Mother, or a Sister, or whom you please, Sir.

Pho. Or to betray a noble Friend?

Sept. Tis all one.

Pho. I know thou wilt stir for Gold.

Sept. Tis all my motion.

Pho. There, take that for thy service, and farewel;
I have greater business now.

Sept. I am still your own, Sir.

Pho. One thing I charge thee, see me no more, Septimius,
Unless I send. [Exit.

Sept. I shall observe your hour.
So, this brings something in the mouth, some savour;
This is the Lord I serve, the Power I worship,
My Friends, Allies, and here lies my Allegiance.
Let People talk as they please of my rudeness,
And shun me for my deed; bring but this to em,
(Let me be damnd for blood) yet still I am honourable,
This God creates new tongues, and new affections;
And though I had killd my Father, give me Gold
Ill make men swear I have done a pious Sacrifice;
Now I will out-brave all; make all my Servants,
And my brave deed shall be writ in Wine, for vertuous. [Exit.

SCENE III.

Enter Cæsar, Antony, Dolabella, Sceva.

Cæs. Keep strong Guards, and with wary eyes (my friends)
There is no trusting to these base Egyptians;
They that are false to pious benefits,
And make compelld necessities their faiths
Are Traitors to the gods.

Ant. Well call ashore
A Legion of the best.

Cæs. Not a Man, Antony,
That were to shew our fears, and dim our greatness:
No, tis enough my Names ashore.

Sce. Too much too,
A sleeping Cæsar is enough to shake them;
There are some two or three malicious Rascals
Traind up in Villany, besides that Cerberus
That Roman Dog, that lickd the blood of Pompey.

Dol. Tis strange, a Roman Souldier?

Sce. You are cozend,
There be of us as be of all other Nations,
Villains, and Knaves; tis not the name contains him,
But the obedience; when thats once forgotten,
And Duty flung away, then welcome Devil.
Photinus and Achillas, and this Vermine
Thats now become a natural Crocodile
Must be with care observd.

Ant. And tis well counseld
No Confidence, nor trust — 

Sce. Ill trust the Sea first,
When with her hollow murmurs she invites me,
And clutches in her storms, as politick Lions
Conceal their Claws; Ill trust the Devil first.

Cæs. Go to your rests, and follow your own Wisedoms,
And leave me to my thoughts: pray no more complement,
Once more strong Watches.

Dol. All shall be observd, Sir. [Exit.

Cæs. I am dull and heavy, yet I cannot sleep,
How happy was I in my lawful Wars,
In Germany, and Gaul, and Britanny
When every night with pleasure I set down
What the day ministred! The sleep came sweetly:
But since I undertook this home-division,
This civil War, and past the Rubicon;
What have I done that speaks an ancient Roman?
A good, great man? I have enterd Rome by force,
And on her tender Womb (that gave me life)
Let my insulting Souldiers rudely trample,
The dear Veins of my Country I have opend,
And saild upon the torrents that flowd from her,
The bloody streams that in their confluence
Carried before em thousand desolations;
I robd the Treasury, and at one gripe
Snatchd all the wealth, so many worthy triumphs
Placd there as sacred to the Peace of Rome;
I razd Massilia, in my wanton anger:
Petreius and Afranius I defeated:
Pompey I overthrew: what did that get me?
The slubberd Name of an authorizd Enemy. [Noise within.
I hear some Noise; they are the Watches sure.
What Friends have I tyd fast by these ambitions?
Cato, the Lover of his Countries freedom,
Is now past into Africk to affront me,
Fuba (that killd my friend) is up in Arms too;
The Sons of Pompey are Masters of the Sea,
And from the reliques of their scatterd faction,
A new heads sprung; Say I defeat all these too;
I come home crownd an honourable Rebel.
I hear the Noise still, and it still comes nearer;
Are the Guards fast? Who waits there?

Enter Sceva with a Packet, Cleopatra in it.

Sce. Are ye awake Sir?

Cæs. Ith name of Wonder.

Sce. Nay, I am a Porter,
A strong one too, or else my sides would crack, Sir,
And my sins were as weighty, I should scarce walk with em.

Cæs. What hast thou there?

Sce. Ask them which stay without,
And brought it hither, your Presence I denyd em,
And put em by; took up the load my self,
They say tis rich, and valud at the Kingdome,
I am sure tis heavy; if you like to see it
You may: if not, Ill give it back.

Cæs. Stay Sceva,
I would fain see it.

Sce. Ill begin to work then;
No doubt, to flatter ye they have sent ye something,
Of a rich value, Jewels, or some rich Treasure;
May be a Rogue within to do a mischief;
I pray you stand farther off, if there be villany,
Better my danger first; he shall scape hard too,
Ha! what art thou?

Cæs. Stand farther off, good Sceva,
What heavenly Vision! do I wake or slumber?
Farther off that hand, Friend.

Sce. What Apparition?
What Spirit have I raisd? sure tis a Woman,
She looks like one; now she begins to move too:
A tempting Devil, o my life; go off, Cæsar,
Bless thy self, off: a Bawd grown in mine old days?
Bawdry advancd upon my back? tis noble:
Sir, if you be a Souldier come no nearer,
She is sent to dispossess you of your honour,
A Spunge, a Spunge to wipe away your Victories:
And she would be coold, Sir, let the Souldiers trim her!
Theyll give her that she came for, and dispatch her;
Be loyal to your self. Thou damned Woman,
Dost thou come hither with thy flourishes,
Thy flaunts, and faces to abuse mens manners?
And am I made the instrument of Bawdry?
Ill find a Lover for ye, one that shall hug ye.

Cæs. Hold, on thy life, and be more temperate,
Thou Beast.

Sce. Thou Beast?

Cæs. Couldst thou be so inhumane,
So far from noble Men, to draw thy Weapon
Upon a thing divine?

Sce. Divine, or humane,
They are never better pleasd, nor more at hearts ease,
Than when we draw with full intent upon em.

Cæs. Move this way (Lady)
Pray ye let me speak to ye.

Sce. And Woman, you had best stand.

Cæs. By the gods,
But that I see her here, and hope her mortal,
I should imagine some celestial sweetness,
The treasure of soft love.

Sce. Oh, this sounds mangily,
Poorly, and scurvily in a Souldiers mouth:
You had best be troubled with the Tooth-ach too,
For Lovers ever are, and let your Nose drop
That your celestial Beauty may befriend ye;
At these years do you learn to be fantastical?
After so many bloody fields, a Fool?
She brings her Bed along too, shell lose no time,
Carries her Litter to lye soft, do you see that?
Invites ye like a Gamester: note that impudence,
For shame reflect upon your self, your honour,
Look back into your noble parts, and blush:
Let not the dear sweat of the hot Pharsalia,
Mingle with base Embraces; am I he
That have receivd so many wounds for Cæsar?
Upon my Target groves of darts still growing?
Have I endurd all hungers, colds, distresses,
And (as I had been bred that Iron that armd me)
Stood out all weathers, now to curse my fortune?
To ban the blood I lost for such a General?

Cæsar. Offend no more: be gone.

Sce. I will, and leave ye,
Leave ye to womens wars, that will proclaim ye:
Youl conquer Rome now, and the Capitol
With Fans, and Looking-glasses, farewel Cæsar.

Cleo. Now I am private Sir, I dare speak to ye:
But thus low first, for as a God I honour ye.

Sce. Lower youl be anon.

Cæsar. Away.

Sce. And privater,
For that you covet all. [Exit.

Cæsar. Tempt me no farther.

Cleo. Contemn me not, because I kneel thus, Cæsar,
I am a Queen, and coheir to this country,
The Sister to the mighty Ptolomy,
Yet one distressd, that flyes unto thy justice,
One that layes sacred hold on thy protection
As on an holy Altar, to preserve me.

Cæsar. Speak Queen of beauty, and stand up.

Cleo. I dare not,
Till I have found that favour in thine eyes,
That godlike great humanity to help me,
Thus, to thy knees must I grow (sacred Cæsar,)
And if it be not in thy will, to right me,
And raise me like a Queen from my sad ruines,
If these soft tears cannot sink to thy pity,
And waken with their murmurs thy compassions;
Yet for thy nobleness, for vertues sake,
And if thou beest a man, for despisd beauty,
For honourable conquest, which thou doatst on,
Let not those cankers of this flourishing Kingdom,
Photinus, and Achillas, (the one an Eunuch,
The other a base bondman) thus raign over me.
Seize my inheritance, and leave my Brother
Nothing of what he should be, but the Title,
As thou art wonder of the world.

Cæsar. Stand up then
And be a Queen, this hand shall give it to ye,
Or choose a greater name, worthy my bounty:
A common love makes Queens: choose to be worshipped,
To be divinely great, and I dare promise it;
A suitor of your sort, and blessed sweetness,
That hath adventurd thus to see great Cæsar,
Must never be denied, you have found a patron
That dare not in his private honour suffer
So great a blemish to the Heaven of beauty:
The God of love would clap his angry wings,
And from his singing bow let flye those arrows
Headed with burning griefs, and pining sorrows,
Should I neglect your cause, would make me monstrous,
To whom and to your service I devote me.

Enter Sceva.

Cleo. He is my conquest now, and so Ile work him,
The conquerour of the world will I lead captive.

Sce. Still with this woman? tilting still with Babies?
As you are honest think the Enemy,
Some valiant Foe indeed now charging on ye:
Ready to break your ranks, and fling these — 

Cæsar. Hear me,
But tell me true, if thou hadst such a treasure,
(And as thou art a Souldier, do not flatter me)
Such a bright gem, brought to thee, wouldst thou not
Most greedily accept?

Sce. Not as an Emperour,
A man that first should rule himself, then others;
As a poor hungry Souldier, I might bite, Sir,
Yet thats a weakness too: hear me, thou Tempter:
And hear thou Cæsar too, for it concerns thee,
And if thy flesh be deaf, yet let thine honour,
The soul of a commander, give ear to me,
Thou wanton bane of war, thou guilded Lethargy,
In whose embraces, ease (the rust of Arms)
And pleasure, (that makes Souldiers poor) inhabites.

Cæsar. Fye, thou blasphemst.

Sce. I do, when she is a goddess.
Thou melter of strong minds, darst thou presume
To smother all his triumphs, with thy vanities,
And tye him like a slave, to thy proud beauties?
To thy imperious looks? that Kings have followd
Proud of their chains? have waited on? I shame Sir. [Exit.

Cæsar. Alas thou art rather mad: take thy rest Sceva,
Thy duty makes thee erre, but I forgive thee:
Go, go I say, shew me no disobedience:
Tis well, farewel, the day will break dear Lady,
My Souldiers will come in; please you retire,
And think upon your servant.

Cleo. Pray you Sir, know me,
And what I am.

Cæsar. The greater, I more love ye,
And you must know me too.

Cleo. So far as modesty,
And majesty gives leave Sir, ye are too violent.

Cæsar. You are too cold to my desires.

Cleo. Swear to me,
And by your self (for I hold that oath sacred)
You will right me as a Queen — 

Cæsar. These lips be witness,
And if I break that oath — 

Cleo. You make me blush Sir,
And in that blush interpret me.

Cæsar. I will do,
Come lets go in, and blush again: this one word,
You shall believe.

Cleo. I must, you are a conquerour. [Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER PTOLOMY, PHOTINUS.

Pho. Good Sir, but hear.

Ptol. No more, you have undone me,
That, that I hourly feard, is fain upon me,
And heavily, and deadly.

Pho. Hear a remedy.

Ptol. A remedy now the disease is ulcerous?
And has infected all? your secure negligence
Has broke through all the hopes I have, and ruind me:
My Sister is with Cæsar, in his chamber,
All night she has been with him; and no doubt
Much to her honour.

Pho. Would that were the worst, Sir,
That will repair it self: but I fear mainly,
She has made her peace with Cæsar.

Ptol. Tis most likely,
And what am I then?

Pho. Plague upon that Rascal
Apollod[or]us, under whose command,
Under whose eye — 

Enter Achillas.

Ptol. Curse on you all, ye are wretches.

Pho. Twas providently done, Achillas.

Achil. Pardon me.

Pho. Your guards were rarely wise, and wondrous watchfull.

Achil. I could not help it, if my life had lain fort,
Alas, who would suspect a pack of bedding,
Or a small Truss of houshold furniture?
And as they said, for Cæsars use: or who durst
(Being for his private chamber) seek to stop it?
I was abusd.

Enter Achoreus.

Ach. Tis no hour now for anger:
No wisdom to debate with fruitless choler,
Let us consider timely what we must do,
Since she is flown to his protection,
From whom we have no power to sever her,
Nor force conditions — 

Ptol. Speak (good Achoreus)

Ach. Let indirect and crooked counsels vanish,
And straight, and fair directions — 

Pho. Speak your mind Sir.

Ach. Let us choose Cæsar, (and endear him to us,)
An Arbitrator in all differences
Betwixt you, and your Sister; this is safe now:
And will shew off, most honourable.

Pho. Base,
Most base and poor; a servile, cold submission:
Hear me, and pluck your hearts up, like stout Counsellours,
Since we are sensible this Cæsar loathes us,
And have begun our fortune with great Pompey,
Be of my mind.

Ach. Tis most uncomely spoken,
And if I say most bloodily, I lye not:
The law of hospitality it poysons,
And calls the Gods in question that dwell in us,
Be wise O King.

Ptol. I will be: go my counsellour,
To Cæsar go, and do my humble service:
To my fair Sister my commends negotiate,
And here I ratifie what ere thou treatst on.

Ach. Crownd with fair peace, I go. [Exit.

Ptol. My love go with thee,
And from my love go you, you cruel vipers:
You shall know now I am no ward, Photinus. [Exit.

Pho. This for our service?
Princes do their pleasures,
And they that serve obey in all disgraces:
The lowest we can fall to, is our graves,
There we shall know no diffrence: heark Achillas,
I may do something yet, when times are ripe,
To tell this raw unthankful! King.

Achil. Photinus,
What ere it be I shall make one: and zealously:
For better dye attempting something nobly,
Than fall disgraced.

Pho. Thou lovst me and I thank thee. [Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Antony, Dolabella, Sceva.

Dol. Nay theres no rowsing him: he is bewitchd sure,
His noble blood curdled, and cold within him;
Grown now a womans warriour.

Sce. And a tall one:
Studies her fortifications, and her breaches,
And how he may advance his ram to batter
The Bullwork of her chastitie.

Ant. Be not too angry,
For by this light, the womans a rare woman,
A Lady of that catching youth, and beauty,
That unmatchd sweetness — 

Dol. But why should he be foold so?
Let her be what she will, why should his wisdom,
His age, and honour — 

Ant. Say it were your own case,
Or mine, or any mans, that has heat in him:
Tis true at this time when he has no promise
Of more security than his sword can cut through,
I do not hold it so discreet: but a good face, Gentlemen,
And eyes that are the winningst Orators:
A youth that opens like perpetual spring,
And to all these, a tongue that can deliver
The Oracles of Love — 

Sce. I would you had her,
With all her Oracles, and Miracles,
She were fitter for your turn.

Ant. Would I had, Sceva,
With all her faults too: let me alone to mend em,
Othat condition I made thee mine heir.

Sce. I had rather have your black horse, than your harlots.

Dol. Cæsar writes Sonnetts now, the sound of war
Is grown too boystrous for his mouth: he sighs too.

Sce. And learns to fiddle most melodiously,
And sings, twould make your ears prick up, to hear him Gent.
Shortly shel make him spin: and tis thought
He will prove an admirable maker of Bonelace,
And what a rare gift will that be in a General!

Ant. I would he could abstain.

Sce. She is a witch sure,
And works upon him with some damnd inchantment.

Dol. How cunning she will carry her behaviours,
And set her countenance in a thousand postures,
To catch her ends!

Sce. She will be sick, well, sullen,
Merry, coy, over-joyd, and seem to dye
All in one half hour, to make an asse of him:
I make no doubt she will be drunk too damnably,
And in her drink will fight, then she fits him.

Ant. That thou shouldst bring her in!

Sce. Twas my blind fortune,
My Souldiers told me, by the weight twas wicked:
Would I had carried Milos Bull a furlong,
When I brought in this Cow-Calf: he has advanced me
From an old Souldier, to a bawd of memory:
O, that the Sons of Pompey were behind him,
The honourd Cato, and fierce Juba with em,
That they might whip him from his whore, and rowze him:
That their fierce Trumpets, from his wanton trances,
Might shake him like an Earth-quake.

Enter Septimius.

Ant. Whats this fellow?

Dol. Why, a brave fellow, if we judge men by their clothes.

Ant. By my faith he is brave indeed: hes no commander?

Sce. Yes, he has a Roman face, he has been at fair wars
And plenteous too, and rich, his Trappings shew it.

Sep. And they will not know me now, theyl never know me.
Who dare blush now at my acquaintance? ha?
Am I not totally a span-new Gallant,
Fit for the choycest eyes? have I not gold?
The friendship of the world? if they shun me now
(Though I were the arrantest rogue, as I am well forward)
Mine own curse, and the Devils too light on me.

Ant. Ist not Septimius?

Sce. Yes.

Dol. He that killd Pompey?

Sce. The same Dog, Scab; that guilded botch, that rascal.

Dol. How glorious villany appears in Egypt!

Sep. Gallants, and Souldiers, sure they do admire me.

Sce. Stand further off, thou stinkest.

Sep. A likely matter:
These Cloaths smell mustily, do they not, Gallants?
They stink, they stink, alas poor things, contemptible.
By all the Gods in Egypt, the perfumes
That went to trimming these cloathes, cost me — 

Sce. Thou stinkest still.

Sep. The powdering of this head too — 

Sce. If thou hast it,
Ile tell thee all the Gumms in sweet Arabia
Are not sufficient, were they burnt about thee,
To purge the scent of a rank Rascal from thee.

Ant. I smell him now: fie, how the Knave perfumes him,
How strong he scents of Traitor!

Dol. You had an ill Millener,
He laid too much of the Gum of Ingratitude
Upon your Coat, you should have washt off that Sir,
Fie, how it choaks! too little of your loyaltie,
Your honesty, your faith, that are pure Ambers;
I smell the rotten smell of a hired Coward,
A dead Dog is sweeter.

Sep. Ye are merry Gentlemen,
And by my troth, such harmless mirth takes me too,
You speak like good blunt Souldiers; and tis well enough:
But did you live at Court, as I do, Gallants,
You would refine, and learn an apter language;
I have done ye simple service on your Pompey,
You might have lookt him yet this brace of twelve months
And hunted after him, like foundred Beagles,
Had not this fortunate hand — 

Ant. He brags ont too:
By the good Gods, rejoyces int; thou wretch
Thou most contemptible Slave.

Sce. Dog, mangy Mongrel,
Thou murdring mischief, in the shape of Souldier
To make all Souldiers hatefull; thou disease
That nothing but the Gallows can give ease to. — 

Dol. Thou art so impudent, that I admire thee,
And know not what to say.

Sep. I know your anger
And why you prate thus: I have found your melancholy:
Ye all want mony, and you are liberal Captains,
And in this want will talk a little desperately:
Heres gold, come share; I love a brave Commander:
And be not peevish, do as Cæsar does:
Hes merry with his wench now, be you jovial,
And lets all laugh and drink: would he have partners?
I do consider all your wants, and weigh em,
He has the Mistris, you shall have the maids,
Ile bring em to ye, to your arms.

Ant. I blush,
All over me, I blush, and sweat to hear him:
Upon my conscience, if my arms were on now
Through them I should blush too: pray ye lets be walking.

Sce. Yes, yes: but ere we goe, Ile leave this lesson,
And let him study it: first Rogue, then Pander,
Next Devil that will be; get thee from mens presence,
And where the name of Souldier has been heard of
Be sure thou live not: to some hungry desert
Where thou canst meet with nothing but thy conscience,
And that in all the shapes of all thy vill[anie]s
Attend thee still, where bruit Beasts will abhor thee,
And even the Sun will shame to give thee light,
Goe hide thy head: or if thou thinkst it fitter
Goe hang thy self.

Dol. Hark to that clause.

Sce. And that speedily,
That nature may be easd of such a Monster. [Exit.

Sep. Yet all this moves not me: nor reflects on me:
I keep my gold still, and my confidence,
Their want of breeding makes these fellows murmur,
Rude valors, so I let em pass; rude honours:
There is a wench yet, that I know, affects me
And company for a King: a young plump villain,
That when she sees this gold, shel leap upon me.

Enter Eros.

And here she comes: I am sure of her at midnight,
My pretty Eros welcom.

Eros. I have business.

Sep. Above my love, thou canst not.

Eros. Yes indeed Sir,
Far, far above.

Sep. Why, why so coy? pray ye tell me
We are alone.

Eros. I am much ashamd we are so.

Sep. You want a new Gown now, & a handsom Petticoat,
A Skarf, and some odd toyes: I have gold here ready,
Thou shal[t] have any thing.

Eros. I want your absence:
Keep on your way, I care not for your company.

Sep. How? how? you are very short: do you know me Eros?
And what I have been to ye?

Eros. Yes I know ye:
And I hope I shall forget ye: Whilst you were honest
I lovd ye too.

Sep. Honest? come prethee kiss me.

Eros. I kiss no knaves, no Murderers, no Beasts,
No base betrayers of those men that fed em,
I hate their looks; and though I may be wanton,
I scorn to nourish it with bloody purchase,
Purchase so foully got; I pray ye unhand me
I had rather touch the plague, than one unworthy:
Goe seek some Mistris that a horse may marry,
And keep her company, she is too good for ye. [Exit.

Sep. Marry this goes near; now I perceive I am hatefull,
When this light stuff can distinguish, it grows dangerous,
For mony, seldom they refuse a Leper:
But sure I am more odious, more diseasd too:

Enter three lame Souldiers.

It sits cold here; what are these? three poor Souldiers?
Both poor and lame: their misery may make em
A little look upon me, and adore me,
If these will keep me company, I am made yet.

1 Sol. The pleasure Cæsar sleeps in, makes us miserable,
We are forgot, our maims and dangers laughd at;
He Banquets, and we beg.

2 Sol. He was not wont
To let poor Souldiers that have spent their Fortunes,
Their Bloods, and limbs, walk up and down like vagabonds.

Sep. Save ye good Souldiers: good poor men, heaven help ye:
You have born the brunt of war, and shew the story,

1 Sol. Some new commander sure.

Sep. You look (my good friends)
By your thin faces, as you would be Suitors.

2 Sol. To Cæsar, for our means, Sir.

Sep. And tis fit Sir.

3 Sol. We are poor men, and long forgot.

Sep. I grieve for it:
Good Souldiers should have good rewards, and favours,
Ile give up your petitions, for I pity ye,
And freely speak to Cæsar.

All. O we honour ye.

1 Sol. A good man sure ye are: the Gods preserve ye.

Sep. And to relieve your wants the while, hold Soldiers,
Nay tis no dream: tis good gold: take it freely,
Twill keep ye in good heart.

2 Sol. Now goodness quit ye.

Sep. Ile be a friend to your afflictions,
And eat, and drink with ye too, and wel be merry:
And every day Ile see ye.

1 Sol. You are a Souldier,
And one sent from the Gods, I think.

Sep. Ile cloth ye,
Ye are lame, and then provide good lodging for ye:
And at my Table, where no want shall meet ye.

Enter Sceva.

All. Was never such a man.

1 Sold. Dear honourd Sir,
Let us but know your name, that we may worship ye.

2 Sold. That we may ever thank.

Sep. Why, call me any thing,
No matter for my name, that may betray me.

Sce. A cunning thief, call him Septimius, Souldiers,
The villain that killd Pompey.

All. How?

Sce. Call him the shame of men. [Exit.

1 Sold. O that this mony
Were weight enough to break thy brains out: fling all:
And fling our curses next: let them be mortal,
Out bloody wolf, dost thou come guilded over,
And painted with thy charitie, to poyson us?

2 Sold. I know him now: may never Father own thee,
But as a monstrous birth shun thy base memory:
And if thou hadst a Mother (as I cannot
Believe thou wert a natural Burden) let her womb
Be cursd of women for a bed of vipers.

3 Sol. Me thinks the ground shakes to devour this rascal,
And the kind air turns into foggs and vapours,
Infectious mists, to crown his villanies.
Thou maist go wander, like a thing heaven hated.

1 Sold. And valiant minds hold poysonous to remember.
The Hangman will not keep thee company,
He has an honourable house to thine,
No, not a thief though thou couldst save his life fort
Will eat thy bread, nor one, for thirst starvd, drink with thee.

2 Sol. Thou art no company for an honest dog,
And so wel leave thee to a ditch (thy destiny.) [Exeunt.

Sep. Contemnd of all? and kickt too? now I find it;
My valours fled too, with mine honesty,
For since I would be knave I must be Coward:
This tis to be a Traitor, and betrayer.
What a deformity dwells round about me!
How monstrous shews that man, that is ungratefull!
I am afraid the very beasts will tear me,
Inspird with what I have done: the winds will blast me:
Now I am paid, and my reward dwells in me,
The wages of my fact, my souls opprest;
Honest and noble minds, you find most rest. [Exit.

SCENA III.

Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Photinus, Achillas.

Ptol. I have commanded, and it shall be so,
A preparation I have set o foot,
Worthy the friendship and the fame of Cæsar,
My Sisters favours shall seem poor and witherd:
Nay she her self, (trimd up in all her beautys)
Compard to what Ile take his eyes withall,
Shall be a dream.

Pho. Do you mean to shew the glory,
And wealth of Egypt?

Ptol. Yes: and in that lustre,
Rome shall appear in all her famous Conquests,
And all her riches of no note unto it.

Ach. Now you are reconcild to your fair Sister,
Take heed Sir, how you step into a danger:
A danger of this precipice: but note Sir,
For what Rome ever raisd her mighty armies;
First for ambition, then for wealth: tis madness,
Nay more, a secure impotence, to tempt
An armed Guest: feed not an eye, that conquers,
Nor teach a fortunate sword the way to be covetous.

Ptol. Ye judge amiss, and far too wide to alter me,
Yet all be ready, as I gave direction:
The secret way of all our wealth appearing
Newly, and handsomely: and all about it:
No more disswading: tis my will.

Ach. I grieve fort.

Ptol. I will dazel Cæsar, with excess of glory.

Pho. I fear youl curse your will, we must obey ye. [Exit.

SCENA IV.

Enter Cæsar, Antony, Dolabella, Sceva, above.

Cæsar. I wonder at the glory of this Kingdom,
And the most bounteous preparation,
Still as I pass, they court me with.

Sceva. Ile tell ye:
In Gaul, and Germany, we saw such visions,
And stood not to admire em, but possess em:
When they are ours, they are worth our admiration.

Enter Cleopatra.

Ant. The young Queen comes: give room.

Cæsar. Welcom (my dearest)
Come bless my side.

Sceva. I marry: heres a wonder,
As she appears now, I am no true Souldier,
If I be not readie to recant.

Cleo. Be merry Sir,
My Brother will be proud to do you honour
That now appears himself.

Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Achillas, Photinus, Apollodorus.

Pto. Haile to great Cæsar
My Royal Guest, first I will feast thine eyes
With wealthy Ægypts store, and then thy palate,
And wait my self upon thee. [Treasure brought in.

Cæsar. What rich Service!
What mines of treasure!

Cleo. My Cæsar,
What do you admire? pray ye turn, and let me talk to ye.
Have ye forgot me Sir? how, a new object?
Am I grown old oth sudden, Cæsar?

Cæsar. Tell me
From whence comes all this wealth?

Cleo. Is your eye that way?
And all my Beauties banisht?

Ptol. Ile tell thee Cæsar,
We owe for all this wealth to the old Nilus:
We need no dropping rain to cheer the husband-man,
Nor Merchant that ploughs up the Sea, to seek us;
Within the wealthy womb of reverent Nilus,
All this is nourishd: who to do thee honour,
Comes to discover his seven Deities,
(His conceald heads) unto thee: see with pleasure.

Cæsar. The matchless wealth of this Land!

Cleo. Come, ye shall hear me.

Cæsar. Away: let me imagine.

Cleo. How? frown on me?
The eyes of Cæsar wrapt in storms?

Cæsar. I am sorry:
But let me think — 

MUSTEK, SONG.

Enter Isis, and three Labourers.

Isis, the Goddess of this Land,
Bids thee (great Cæsar) understand
And mark our Customes, and first know,
With greedy eyes these watch the flow
Of plenteous Nilus: when he comes,
With Songs, with Daunces, Timbrels, Drums
They entertain him, cut his way,
And give his proud Heads leave to play:
Nilus himself shall rise, and show
His matchless wealth in Over-flow.

LABOURERS SONG.

Come let us help the reverend Nile,
Hes very old (alas the while)
Let us dig him easie wayes,
And prepare a thousand Playes:
To delight his streams lets sing
A loud welcom to our Spring.
This way let his curling Heads
Fall into our new made Beds.
This way let his wanton spawns,
Frisky and glide it ore the Lawns.
This way profit comes, and gain:
How he tumbles here amain!
How his waters haste to fall
Into our Channels! Labour all
And let him in: Let Nilus flow,
And perpetuall plenty show.
With Incense let us bless the brim,
And as the wanton fishes swim,
Let us Gums, and Garlands fling,
And loud our Timbrels ring.
Come (old Father) come away,
Our labour is our holy day.

Isis. Here comes the aged River now
With Garlands of great Pearl, his Brow
Begirt and rounded: In his Flow
All things take life; and all things grow.
A thousand wealthy Treasures still,
To do him service at his will
Follow his rising Flood, and pour
Perpetuall blessings in our store.
Hear him: and next there will advance,
His sacred Heads to tread a Dance,
In honour of my Royal Guest,
Mark them too: and you have a Feast.

Cleo. A little dross betray me?

Cæsar. I am ashamd I warrd at home, (my friends)
When such wealth may be got abroad: what honour?
Nay everlasting glory had Rome purchasd,
Had she a just cause but to visit Ægypt?


NILUS SONG, AND DANCE.
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Make room for my rich waters fall, and bless my Flood,
Nilus comes flowing, to you all encrease and good.
Now the Plants and Flowers shall spring,
And the merry Plough-man sing
In my bidden waves I bring
Bread, and wine, and every thing.
Let the Damsells sing me in:
Sing aloud that I may rise:
Your holy Feasts and hours begin,
And each hand bring a Sacrifice.
Now my wanton Pearls I show
That to Ladies fair necks grow.
Now my gold
And treasures that can nere be told,
Shall bless this Land, by my rich Flow,
And after this, to crown your Eyes,
My hidden holy head arise.

Cæsar. The wonder of this wealth so troubles me,
I am not well: good-night.

Sce. I am glad ye have it:
Now we shall stir again.

Ptol. Thou wealth, still haunt him.

Sce. A greedy spirit set thee on: we are happy.

Ptol. Lights: lights for Cæsar, and attendance.

Cleo. Well,
I shall yet find a time to tell thee Cæsar,
Thou hast wrongd her Love: the rest here.

Ptol. Lights along still:
Musick, and Sacrifice to sleep for Cæsar. [Exeunt.


ACTUS QUARTUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER PTOLOMY, PHOTINUS, Achillas, Achoreus.

Ach. I told ye carefully, what this would prove to,
What this inestimable wealth and glory
Would draw upon ye: I advisd your Majesty
Never to tempt a Conquering Guest: nor add
A bait, to catch a mind, bent by his Trade
To make the whole world his.

Pho. I was not heard Sir:
Or what I said, lost, and contemnd: I dare say,
(And freshly now) twas a poor weakness in ye,
A glorious Childishness: I watchd his eye,
And saw how Faulcon-like it towrd, and flew
Upon the wealthy Quarry: how round it markd it:
I observd his words, and to what it tended;
How greedily he askd from whence it came,
And what Commerce we held for such abundance:
The shew of Nilus, how he laboured at
To find the secret wayes the Song delivered.

Ach. He never smild, I noted, at the pleasures,
But fixt his constant eyes upon the treasure;
I do not think his ears had so much leisure
After the wealth appeard, to hear the Musique?
Most sure he has not slept since, his minds troubled
With objects that would make their own still labour.

Pho. Your Sister he nere gazd on: thats a main note,
The prime beauty of the world had no power over him.

Ach. Where was his mind the whilst?

Pho. Where was your carefulness
To shew an armed thief the way to rob ye?
Nay, would you give him this, twill excite him
To seek the rest. Ambition feels no gift,
Nor knows no bounds, indeed ye have done most weakly.

Ptol. Can I be too kind to my noble friend?

Pho. To be unkind unto your noble self, but savours
Of indiscretion, and your friend has found it.
Had ye been traind up in the wants and miseries
A souldier marches through, and known his temperance
In offerd courtesies, you would have made
A wiser Master of your own, and stronger.

Ptol. Why, should I give him all, he would return it:
Tis more to him, to make Kings.

Pho. Pray be wiser,
And trust not with your lost wealth, your lovd liberty.
To be a King still at your own discretion
Is like a King; to be at his, a vassail.
Now take good counsel, or no more take to ye
The freedom of a Prince.

Achil. Twill be too late else:
For, since the Masque, he sent three of his Captains
(Ambitious as himself) to view again
The glory of your wealth.

Pho. The next himself comes,
Not staying for your courtesie, and takes it.

Ptol. What counsel, my Achoreus?

Ach. Ile goe pray Sir,
(For that is best counsel now) the gods may help ye. [Ex.

Pho. I found ye out a way but twas not credited,
A most secure way: whither will ye flye now?

Achil. For when your wealth is gone, your power must follow.

Pho. And that diminisht also, whats your life worth?
Who would regard it?

Ptol. You say true.

Achil. What eye
Will look upon King Ptolomy? if they do look,
It must be in scorn:
For a poor King is a monster;
What ear remember ye? twill be then a courtesie
(A noble one) to take your life too from ye:
But if reservd, you stand to fill a victory,
As who knows Conquerours minds? though outwardly
They bear fair streams.
O Sir, does this not shake ye?
If to be honyed on to these afflictions — 

Ptol. I never will: I was a Fool.

Pho. For then Sir
Your Countreys cause falls with ye too, and fetterd:
All Ægypt shall be ploughd up with dishonour.

Ptol. No more: I am sensible: and now my spirit
Burns hot within me.

Achil. Keep it warm and fiery.

Pho. And last be counseld.

Ptol. I will, though I perish.

Pho. Goe in; wel tell you all: and then wel execute.

[Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Cleopatra, Arsino, Eros.

Ars. You are so impatient.

Cleo. Have I not cause?
Women of common Beauties, and low Births,
When they are slighted, are allowd their angers,
Why should not I (a Princess) make him know
The baseness of his usage?

Ars. Yes: tis fit:
But then again you know what man.

Cleo. He is no man:
The shadow of a Greatness hangs upon him,
And not the vertue: he is no Conquerour,
Has sufferd under the base dross of Nature:
Poorly delivered up his power to wealth,
(The god of bed-rid men) taught his eyes treason
Against the truth of love: he has raisd rebellion:
Defid his holy flames.

Eros. He will fall back again,
And satisfie your Grace.

Cleo. Had I been old,
Or blasted in my bud, he might have shewd
Some shadow of dislike: But, to prefer
The lustre of a little art, Arsino,
And the poor glow-worm light of some faint Jewels,
Before the life of Love, and soul of Beauty,
Oh how it vexes me! he is no Souldier,
(All honourable Souldiers are Loves servants)
He is a Merchant; a meer wandring Merchant,
Servile to gain: he trades for poor Commodities,
And makes his Conquests, thefts; some fortunate Captains
That quarter with him, and are truly valiant,
Have flung the name of happy Cæsar on him,
Himself nere won it: he is so base and covetous,
Hel sell his sword for gold.

Ars. This is too bitter.

Cleo. Oh I could curse my self, that was so foolish,
So fondly childish to believe his tongue,
His promising tongue, ere I could catch his temper,
I had trash enough to have cloyd his eyes withal,
His covetous eyes; such as I scorn to tread on:
Richer than ere he saw yet, and more tempting;
Had I known he had stoopd at that, I had savd mine honour,
I had been happy still: but let him take it,
And let him brag how poorly I am rewarded:
Let him goe conquer still weak wretched Ladies:
Love has his angry Quiver too, his deadly,
And when he finds scorn, armed at the strongest:
I am a fool to fret thus, for a fool:
An old blind fool too: I lose my health? I will not:
I will not cry: I will not honour him
With tears diviner than the gods he worships:
I will not take the pains to curse a poor thing.

Eros. Doe not: you shall not need.

Cleo. Would I were prisoner
To one I hate, that I might anger him,
I will love any man, to break the heart of him:
Any, that has the heart and will to kill him.

Ars. Take some fair truce.

Cleo. I will goe study mischief,
And put a look on, armd with all my cunnings,
Shall meet him like a Basilisque, and strike him:
Love, put destroying flames into mine eyes,
Into my smiles, deceits, that I may torture him,
That I may make him love to death, and laugh at him.

Enter Apollodorus.

Ap. Cæsar commends his Service to your Grace.

Cleo. His service? whats his service?

Eros. Pray ye be patient,
The noble Cæsar loves still.

Cleo. Whats his will?

Ap. He craves access unto your Highness.

Cleo. No:
Say no: I will have none to trouble me.

Ars. Good Sister.

Cleo. None I say: I will be private.
Would thou hadst flung me into Nilus, keeper,
When first thou gavst consent, to bring my body
To this unthankfull Cæsar.

Ap. Twas your will, Madam,
Nay more, your charge upon me, as I honoured ye:
You know what danger I endured.

Cleo. Take this,
And carry it to that Lordly Cæsar sent thee:
Theres a new Love, a handsom one, a rich one:
One that will hug his mind: bid him make love to it:
Tell the ambitious Broker, this will suffer — 

Enter Cæsar.

Ap. He enters.

Cleo. How?

Cæsar. I do not use to wait, Lady,
Where I am, all the dores are free, and open.

Cleo. I ghess so, by your rudeness.

Cæsar. Ye are not angry?
Things of your tender mold, should be most gentle;
Why do you frown? good gods, what a set-anger
Have you forcd into your face! Come, I must temper ye:
What a coy smile was there, and a disdainfull!
How like an ominous flash it broke out from ye!
Defend me, Love, Sweet, who has angerd ye?

Cleo. Shew him a glass; that false face has betraid me:
That base heart wrought me — 

Cæsar. Be more sweetly angry;
I wrongd ye fair?

Cleo. Away with your foul flatteries:
They are too gross: but that I dare be angry,
And with as great a god as Cæsar is,
To shew how poorly I respect his memory,
I would not speak to ye.

Cæsar. Pray ye undoe this riddle,
And tell me how I have vext ye?

Cleo. Let me think first
Whether I may put on a Patience
That will with honour suffer me: know, I hate ye,
Let that begin the story: Now Ile tell ye.

Cæsar. But do it milder: In a noble Lady,
Softness of spirit, and a sober nature,
That moves like summer winds, cool, and blows sweetness;
Shews blessed like her self.

Cleo. And that great blessedness
You first reapd of me: till you taught my nature
Like a rude storm to talk aloud, and thunder,
Sleep was not gentler than my soul, and stiller;
You had the Spring of my affections:
And my fair fruits I gave you leave to taste of:
You must expect: the winter of mine anger:
You flung me off, before the Court disgracd me,
When in the pride I appeard of all my beauty,
Appeard your Mistress; took into your eyes
The common-strumpet love of hated lucre,
Courted with covetous heart, the slave of nature,
Gave all your thoughts to gold, that men of glory,
And minds adornd with noble love, would kick at:
Souldiers of royal mark, scorn such base purchase:
Beauty and honour are the marks they shoot at;
I spake to ye then; I courted ye, and wood ye:
Calld ye dear Cæsar, hung about ye tenderly:
Was proud to appear your friend.

Cæsar. You have mistaken me.

Cleo. But neither Eye, nor Favour, not a Smile
Was I blessed back with; but shook off rudely,
And, as ye had been sold to sordid infamy,
You fell before the Images of treasure,
And in your soul you worshipd: I stood slighted,
Forgotten and contemnd; my soft embraces,
And those sweet kisses you calld Elyzium,
As letters writ in sand, no more remembred:
The name and glory of your Cleopatra
Laughd at, and made a story to your Captains,
Shall I endure?

Cæsar. You are deceivd in all this,
Upon my life you are, tis your much tenderness.

Cleo. No, no, I love not that way; you are cozend:
I love with as much ambition as a Conquerour,
And where I love, will triumph.

Cæsar. So you shall:
My heart shall be the Chariot that shall bear ye,
All I have won shall wait upon ye: By the gods
The bravery of this womans mind, has fired me:
Dear Mistress shall I but this night? — 

Cleo. How Cæsar?
Have I let slip a second vanity
That gives thee hope?

Cæsar. You shall be absolute,
And Reign alone as Queen: you shall be any thing.

Cleo. Make me a maid again, and then Ile hear thee;
Examine all thy art of War, to do that;
And if thou findst it possible, Ile love thee:
Till when, farewel, unthankfull.

Cæsar. Stay.

Cleo. I will not.

Cæsar. I command.

Cleo. Command, and goe without, Sir.
I do command thee be my slave for ever,
And vex while I laugh at thee.

Cæsar. Thus low, beauty.

Cleo. It is too late; when I have found thee absolute,
The man that Fame reports thee, and to me,
May be I shall think better. Farewel Conquerour. [Exit.

Cæsar. She mocks me too: I will enjoy her Beauty:
I will not be denid; Ile force my longing.
Love is best pleasd, when roundly we compel him,
And as he is Imperious, so will I be.
Stay fool, and be advisd: that dulls the appetite,
Takes off the strength and sweetness of delight.
By Heaven she is a miracle, I must use
A handsom way to win: how now; what fear
Dwells in your faces? you look all distracted.

Enter Sceva, Anthony, Dolabella.

Sceva. If it be fear, tis fear of your undoing,
Not of our selves: fear of your poor declining:
Our lives and deaths are equall benefits,
And we make louder prayers to dye nobly,
Than to live high, and wantonly: whilst you are secure here,
And offer Hecatombs of lazie kisses
To the lewd god of love, and cowardize,
And most lasci[v]iously dye in delights,
You are begirt with the fierce Alexandrians.

Dol. The spawn of Egypt flow about your Palace,
Armd all: and ready to assault.

Ant. Led on
By the false and base Photinus and his Ministers;
No stirring out; no peeping through a loop-hole,
But straight saluted with an armed Dart.

Sce. No parley: they are deaf to all but danger,
They swear they will fley us, and then dry our Quarters:
A rasher of a salt lover, is such a Shooing-horn:
Can you kiss away this conspiracy, and set us free?
Or will the Giant god of love fight for ye?
Will his fierce war-like bow kill a Cock-sparrow?
Bring out the Lady, she can quel this mutiny:
And with her powerfull looks strike awe into them:
She can destroy, and build again the City,
Your Goddesses have mighty gifts: shew em her fair brests,
The impregnable Bulworks of proud Love, and let em
Begin their battery there: she will laugh at em;
They are not above a hundred thousand, Sir.
A mist, a mist, that when her Eyes break out,
Her powerfull radiant eyes, and shake their flashes,
Will flye before her heats.

Cæsar. Begirt with Villains?

S[ce]. They come to play you, and your Love a Huntsup.
You were told what this same whorson wenching, long agoe would
come to:
You are taken napping now: has not a Souldier,
A time to kiss his friend, and a time to consider,
But he must lye still digging, like a Pioneer,
Making of mines, and burying of his honour there?
Twere good you would think — 

Dol. And time too, or you will find else
A harder task, than Courting a coy Beauty.

Ant. Look out and then believe.

Sce. No, no, hang danger:
Take me provoking broth, and then goe to her:
Goe to your Love, and let her feel your valour;
Charge her whole body, when the swords in your throat (Sir,)
You may cry, Cæsar, and see if that will help ye.

Cæsar. Ile be my self again, and meet their furies,
Meet, and consume their mischiefs: make some shift, Sceva,
To recover the Fleet, and bring me up two Legions,
And you shall see me, how Ile break like thunder
Amongst these beds of slimy Eeles, and scatter em.

Sce. Now ye speak sense Ile put my life to the hazard,
Before I goe No more of this warm Lady,
She will spoil your sword-hand.

Cæsar. Goe: come, lets to Counsel
How to prevent, and then to execute.

SCENA III.

Enter Souldiers.

1 Sold. Did ye see this Penitence?

2 Sold. Yes: I saw, and heard it.

3 Sold. And I too: lookd upon him, and observd it,
Hes the strangest Septimus now — 

1 Sold. I heard he was altered,
And had given away his Gold to honest uses:
Cryd monstrously.

2 Sold. He cryes abundantly:
He is blind almost with weeping.

3 Sold. Tis most wonderfull
That a hard hearted man, and an old Souldier
Should have so much kind moisture: when his Mother dyd
He laughd aloud, and made the wickedst Ballads — 

1 Sold. Tis like enough: he never lovd his parents;
Nor can I blame him, for they ner lovd him.
His Mother dreamd before she was deliverd
That she was brought abed with a Buzzard, and ever after
She whistld him up to th world: his brave clothes too
He has flung away, and goes like one of us now:
Walks with his hands ins pockets, poor and sorrowfull,
And gives the best instructions. — 

2 Sold. And tells stories
Of honest and good people that were honourd
And how they were remembred: and runs mad
If he but hear of any ungratefull person,
A bloudy, or betraying man — 

3 Sold. If it be possible
That an Arch-Villain may ever be recovered,
This penitent Rascal will put hard: twere worth our labour
To see him once again.

Enter Septimius.

1 Sold. He spares us that labour,
For here he comes.

Sep. — Bless ye my honest friends,
Bless ye from base unworthy men; come not near me,
For I am yet too taking for your company.

1 Sold. Did I not tell ye?

2 Sold. What books that?

1 Sold. No doubt
Some excellent Salve for a sore heart: are you
Septimius, that base knave, that betrayd Pompey?

Sep. I was, and am; unless your honest thoughts
Will look upon my penitence, and save me,
I must be ever Villain: O good Souldiers
You that have Roman hearts, take heed of falsehood:
Take heed of blood; take heed of foul ingratitude.
The Gods have scarce a mercy for those mischiefs,
Take heed of pride, twas that that brought me to it.

2 Sol. This fellow would make a rare speech at the gallows.

[3] Sol. Tis very fit he were hangd to edifie us:

Sep. Let all your thoughts be humble, and obedient,
Love your Commanders, honour them that feed ye:
Pray, that ye may be strong in honesty
As in the use of arms; Labour, and diligently
To keep your hearts from ease, and her base issues,
Pride, and ambitious wantonness, those spoild me.
Rather lose all your limbs, than the least honesty,
You are never lame indeed, till loss of credit
Benumb ye through: Scarrs, and those maims of honour
Are memorable crutches, that shall bear
When you are dead, your noble names to Eternity.

1 Sol. I cry.

2 Sol. And so do I.

3 Sol. An excellent villain.

1 Sol. A more sweet pious knave I never heard yet.

2 Sol. He was happie he was Rascal, to come to this.

Enter Achoreus.

Whos this? a Priest?

Sep. O stay, most holy Sir!
And by the Gods of Egypt, I conjure ye,
(Isis, and great Osiris) pity me,
Pity a loaden man, and tell me truly
With what most humble Sacrifice I may
Wash off my sin, and appease the powers that hate me?
Take from my heart those thousand thousand furies,
That restless gnaw upon my life, and save me.
Orestes bloody hands fell on his Mother,
Yet, at the holy altar he was pardond.

Ach. Orestes out of madness did his murther,
And therefore he found grace: thou (worst of all men)
Out of cold blood, and hope of gain, base lucre,
Slewst thine own Feeder: come not near the altar,
Nor with thy reeking hands pollute the Sacrifice,
Thou art markt for shame eternal. [Exit.

Sep. Look all on me,
And let me be a story left to time
Of blood and Infamy, how base and ugly
Ingratitude appears, with all her profits,
How monstrous my hopd grace, at Court! good souldiers
Let neither flattery, nor the witching sound
Of high and soft preferment, touch your goodness:
To be valiant, old, and honest, O what blessedness — 

1 Sold. Dost thou want any thing?

Sep. Nothing but your prayers.

2 Sol. Be thus, and let the blind Priest do his worst,
We have gods as well as they, and they will hear us.

3 Sol. Come, cry no more: thou hast wept out twenty Pompeys.

Enter Photinus, Achillas.

Pho. So penitent?

Achil. It seems so.

Pho. Yet for all this
We must employ him.

1 Sol. These are the armd Souldier leaders:
Away: and lets toth Fort, we shall be snapt else. [Exeunt.

Pho. How now? why thus? what cause of this dejection?

Achil. Why dost thou weep?

Sep. Pray leave me, you have ruind me,
You have made me a famous Villain.

Pho. Does that touch thee?

Achil. He will be hard to win: he feels his lewdness.

Pho. He must be won, or we shall want our right hand.
This fellow dares, and knows, and must be heartned.
Art thou so poor to blench at what thou hast done?
Is Conscience a comrade for an old Soldier?

Achil. It is not that: it may be some disgrace
That he takes heavily; and would be cherishd,
Septimius ever scornd to shew such weakness.

Sep. Let me alone; I am not for your purpose,
I am now a new man.

Pho. We have new affairs for thee,
Those that would raise thy head.

Sep. I would twere off,
And in your bellies for the love you bear me.
Ile be no more Knave: I have stings enough
Already in my breast.

Pho. Thou shalt be noble:
And who dares think then that thou art not honest?

Achil. Thou shalt command in Chief, all our strong Forces
And if thou servst an use, must not all justifie it?

S[e]p. I am Rogue enough.

Pho. Thou wilt be more, and baser:
A poor Rogue is all Rogues: open to all shames:
Nothing to shadow him: dost thou think crying
Can keep thee from the censure of the Multitude?
Or to be kneeling at the altar save thee?
Tis poor and servile:
Wert thou thine own Sacrifice
Twould seem so low, people would spit the fire out.

Achil. Keep thy self glorious still, though nere so staind,
And that will lessen it, if not work it out.
To goe complaining thus, and thus repenting
Like a poor Girl that had betraid her maide[n]-head — 

Sep. Ile stop mine ears.

Achil. Will shew so in a Souldier,
So simply, and so ridiculously, so tamely — 

Pho. If people would believe thee, twere some honesty,
And for thy penitence would not laugh at thee
(As sure they will) and beat thee for thy poverty:
If they would allow thy foolery, there were some hope.

Sep. My foolery?

Pho. Nay, more than that, thy misery,
Thy monstrous misery.

A[c]hil. He begins to hearken:
Thy misery so great, men will not bury thee.

Sep. That this were true!

Pho. Why does this conquering Cæsar
Labour through the worlds deep Seas of toyls and troubles,
Dangers, and desperate hopes? to repent afterwards?
Why does he slaughter thousands in a Battel,
And whip his Country with the sword? to cry fort?
Thou killdst great Pompey; hel kill all his kindred,
And justifie it: nay raise up Trophies to it.
When thou hearst him repent, (hes held most holy too)
And cry for doing daily bloody murthers,
Take thou example, and go ask forgiveness,
Call up the thing thou namst thy conscience,
And let it work: then twill seem well Septimius.

Sep. He does all this.

Achil. Yes: and is honourd for it;
Nay calld the honourd Cæsar, so maist thou be:
Thou wert born as near a Crown as he.

Sep. He was poor.

Pho. And desperate bloody tricks got him this credit.

Sep. I am afraid you will once more — 

Pho. Help to raise thee:
Off with thy pining black, it dulls a Souldier,
And put on resolution like a man,
A noble Fate waits on thee.

Sep. I now feel
My self returning Rascal speedily.
O that I had the power — 

Achil. Thou shalt have all:
And do all through thy power, men shall admire thee,
And the vices of Septimius shall turn vertues.

Sep. Off: off: thou must off: off my cowardize,
Puling repentance off.

Pho. Now thou speakst nobly.

Sep. Off my dejected looks: and welcom impudence:
My daring shall be Deity, to save me:
Give me instructions, and put action on me:
A glorious cause upon my swords point, Gentlemen,
And let my wit, and valour work: you will raise me,
And make me out-dare all my miseries?

Pho. All this, and all thy wishes.

Sep. Use me then,
Womanish fear farewell: Ile never melt more,
Lead on, to some great thing, to wake my spirit:
I cut the Cedar Pompey, and Ile fell
This huge Oak Cæsar too.

Pho. Now thou singst sweetly:
And Ptolomy shall crown thee for thy service.

Achil. Hes well wrought: put him on apace for cooling.
[Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER CÆSAR, ANTONY, Dolabella.

Ant. The tumult still encreases.

Cæsar. O my fortune!
My lustfull folly rather! but tis well,
And worthily I am made a bondsmans prey,
That after all my glorious victories,
In which I passd so many Seas of dangers,
When all the Elements conspird against me,
Would yield up the dominion of this head
To any mortal power: so blind and stupid,
To trust these base Egyptians, that proclaimd
Their perjuries, in noble Pompeys death,
And yet that could not warn me.

Dol. Be still Cæsar,
Who ever lovd to exercise his fate,
Where danger lookt most dreadful.

Ant. If you fall,
Fall not alone: let the King and his Sister
Be buried in your ruines: on my life
They both are guilty: reason may assure you
Photinus nor Achillas durst attempt you,
Or shake one Dart, or sword, aimd at your safety,
Without their warrant.

Cæsar. For the young King I know not
How he may be misled; but for his Sister
(Unequalld Cleopatra) twere a kind
Of blasphemy to doubt her: ugly treason
Durst never dwell in such a glorious building,
Nor can so clear and great a spirit, as hers is,
Admit of falsehood.

Ant. Let us seize on him then:
And leave her to her fortune.

Dol. If he have power
Use it to your security, and let
His honesty acquit him: if he be false
It is too great an honour he should dye
By your victorious hand.

Cæsar. He comes: and I
Shall do as I find cause.

Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Apollodorus.

Ptol. Let not great Cæsar
Impute the breach of hospitality,
To you (my guest) to me; I am contemnd,
And my rebellious subjects lift their hands
Against my head: and would they aimd no farther,
Provided that I fell a sacrifice
To gain you safety: that this is not feignd,
The boldness of my innocence may confirm you:
Had I been privy to their bloody plot,
I now had led them on, and given fair gloss
To their bad cause, by being present with them:
But I that yet taste of the punishment,
In being false to Pompey, will not make
A second fault to Cæsar uncompeld
With such as have not yet shook off obedience,
I yield my self to you, and will take part
In all your dangers.

Cæsar. This pleads your excuse,
And I receive it.

Ach. If they have any touch
Of justice, or religion, I will use
The authority of our Gods, to call them back
From their bad purpose.

Apo. This part of the palace
Is yet defensible: we may make it good,
Till your powers rescue us.

Cæsar. Cæsar besiegd?
O stain to my great actions: twas my custom,
An Army routed, as my feet had wings
To be first in the chase: nor walls, nor Bulworks
Could guard those that escapd the Battels fury
From this strong Arm; and I to be enclosd?
My heart! my heart! but tis necessity,
To which the Gods must yield, and I obey,
Till I redeem it by some glorious way. [Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Photinus, Achillas, Septimius, Souldiers.

Pho. Theres no retiring now, we are broke in:
The deed past hope of pardon: if we prosper
Twill be stild lawful!, and we shall give laws
To those that now command us: stop not at
Or loyalty, or duty: bold ambition,
To dare and power to do, gave the first difference
Between the King, and subject, Cæsars Motto,
Aut Cæsar aut Nihil, each of us must claim,
And use it as our own.

Achil. The deed is bloody
If we conclude in Ptolomies death.

Pho. The better,
The globe of Empire must be so manurd.

Sep. Rome, that from Romulus first took her name,
Had her walls waterd with a Crimson showr
Draind from a Brothers heart: nor was she raisd
To this prodigious height, that overlooks
Three full parts of the Earth, that pay her tribute,
But by enlarging of her [n]arrow bounds
By the Sack of Neighbour Cities, not made hers
Till they were Cemented with the Blood of those
That did possess em: Cæsar, Ptolomy,
(Now I am steeld) to me are empty names
Esteemd as Pompeys was.

Pho. Well said Septimius,
Thou now art right again.

Achil. But what course take we
For the Princess Cleopatra?

Pho. Let her live
Awhile to make us sport: she shall authorize
Our undertakings to the ignorant people,
As if what we do were by her command:
But our triumvirat Government once confirmd,
She bears her Brother company, thats my Province:
Leave me to work her.

Achil. I will undertake
For Ptolomy.

Sep. Cæsar shall be my task,
And as in Pompey I began a name
Ile perfect it in Cæsar.

Enter (above) Cæsar, Ptolomy, Achoreus, Apollodorus, Antony,
Dolabella.

Pho. Tis resolvd then,
Well force our passage.

Achil. See, they do appear
As they desird a Parley.

Pho. I am proud yet
I have brought em to capitulate.

Ptol. Now, Photinus?

Pho. Now, Ptolomy?

Ptol. No addition?

Pho. We are equal,
Though Cæsars name were put into the scale,
In which our worth is weighd.

Cæs. Presumptuous Villain,
Upon what grounds hast thou presumd to raise
Thy servile hand against the King, or me,
That have a greater name?

Pho. On those, by which
Thou didst presume to pass the Rubicon
Against the Laws of Rome; and at the name
Of Traitor smile; as thou didst when Marcellus,
The Consul, with the Senates full consent
Pronouncd thee for an Enemy to thy Country,
Yet thou wentst on, and thy rebellious Cause
Was crownd with fair success: Why should we fear then?
Think on that, Cæsar.

Cæs. O the gods! be bravd thus,
And be compelld to bear this from a Slave
That would not brook Great Pompey his Superiour?

Achil. Thy glories now have toucht the highest point,
And must descend.

Pho. Despair, and think we stand
The Champions of Rome, to wreak her wrongs,
Upon whose liberty thou hast set thy foot.

Sept. And that the Ghosts of all those noble Romans
That by thy Sword fell in this Civil War
Expect revenge.

Ant. Darst thou speak, and remember
There was a Pompey?

Pho. There is no hope to scape us:
If that against the odds we have upon you
You dare come forth, and fight, receive the honour
To dye like Romans, if ye faint, resolve
To starve like Wretches; I disdain to change
Another syllable with you. [Exeunt.

Ant. Let us dye nobly;
And rather fall upon each others Sword
Than come into these Villains hands.

Cæs. That Fortune,
Which to this hour hath been a Friend to Cæsar,
Though for a while she cloath her Brow with frowns,
Will smile again upon me: who will pay her,
Or sacrifice, or Vows, if she forsake
Her best of works in me? or suffer him,
Whom with a strong hand she hath led triumphant
Through the whole western world, and Rome acknowledgd
Her Soveraign Lord, to end in-gloriously
A life admird by all? The threatned danger
Must by a way more horrid be avoided,
And I will run the hazard; Fire the Palace,
And the rich Magazines that neighbour it,
In which the Wealth of Egypt is containd:
Start not, it shall be so; that while the people
Labour in quenching the ensuing flames,
Like Cæsar, with this handful of my friends
Through Fire, and Swords I force a passage to
My conquering Legions. King, if thou dard follow
Where Cæsar leads, or live or dye a Free-man;
If not, stay here a Bond-man to thy Slave,
And dead, be thought unworthy of a Grave. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Septimius.

Sept. I feel my resolution melts again
And that I am not Knave alone, but fool,
In all my purposes. The Devil, Photinus,
Employs me as a Property, and grown useless
Will shake me off again; he told me so
When I killd Pompey; nor can I hope better,
When Cæsar is dispatchd; Services done
For such as only study their own ends,
Too great to be rewarded, are returnd
With deadly hate; I learnd this Principle
In his own School, yet still he fools me, well;
And yet he trusts me: Since I in my nature
Was fashiond to be false, wherefore should I
That killd my General, and a Roman, one
To whom I owd all nourishments of life,
Be true to an Egyptian? To save Cæsar,
And turn Photinuss plots on his own head,
As it is in my power, redeem my credit,
And live to lye and swear again in fashion,
Oh, twere a master-piece! ha! — me Cæsar,
Hows he got off?

Enter Cæsar, Ptolomy, Antony, Dolabella, Achoreus,
Apollodorus, Souldiers.

Cæs. The fire has took,
And shews the City like a second Troy,
The Navy too is scorchd, the people greedy
To save their Wealth and Houses, whilst their Souldiers
Make spoil of all; only Achillass Troops
Make good their Guard, break through them, we are safe;
Ill lead you like a Thunder-bolt.

Sept. Stay, Cæsar.

Cæs. Whos this? the Dog, Septimius?

Ant. Cut his throat.

Dol. You barkd but now, fawn you so soon?

Sept. O hear me,
What Ill deliver is for Cæsars safety,
For all your good.

Ant. Good from a mouth like thine,
That never belchd but blasphemy, and treason on Festival days!

Sept. I am an altered man, altered indeed,
And will give you cause to say I am a Roman.

Dol. Rogue, I grant thee.

Sept. Trust me, Ill make the passage smooth, and easie
For your escape.

Ant. Ill trust the Devil sooner,
And make a safer Bargain.

Sept. I am trusted
With all Photinuss secrets.

Ant. Theres no doubt then
Thou wilt be false.

Sept. Still to be true to you.

Dol. And very likely.

Cæs. Be brief, the means?

Sept. Thus, Cæsar,
To me alone, but bound by terrible oaths
Not to discover it, he hath reveald
A dismal Vault, whose dreadful mouth does open
A mile beyond the City: in this Cave
Lye but two hours conceald.

Ant. If you believe him,
Hell bury us alive.

Dol. Ill flye in the Air first.

Sept. Then in the dead of night Ill bring you back
Into a private room, where you shall find
Photinus, and Achillas, and the rest
Of their Commanders close at Council.

Cæs. Good, what follows?

Sept. Fall me fairly on their throats,
Their heads cut off and shorn, the multitude
Will easily disperse.

Cæs. O Devil! away with him;
Nor true to Friend nor Enemy? Cæsar scorns
To find his safety, or revenge his wrongs
So base a way; or owe the means of life
To such a leprous Traytor, I have towrd
For Victory like a Faulcon in the Clouds,
Nor digd fort like a Mole; our Swords and Cause
Make way for us, and that it may appear
We took a noble Course, and hate base Treason,
Some Souldiers that would merit Cæsars favour,
Hang him on yonder Turret, and then follow
The lane this Sword makes for you. [Exit.

1 Sold. Heres a Belt,
Though I dye for it Ill use it.

2 Sold. Tis too good
To truss a Cur in.

Sept. Save me, heres Gold.

1 Sold. If Rome
Were offered for thy ransom, it could not help thee.

2 Sold. Hang not an arse.

1 Sold. Goad him on with thy Sword;
Thou dost deserve a worser end, and may
All such conclude so, that their friends betray. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter (severally) Arsino, Eros, Cleopatra.

Ars. We are lost.

Eros. Undone.

Ars. Confusion, Fire, and Swords,
And fury in the Souldiers face more horrid
Circle us round.

Eros. The Kings Command they laugh at,
And jeer at Cæsars threats.

Ars. My Brother seizd on
By the Roman, as thought guilty of the tumult,
And forcd to bear him company, as markd out
For his protection or revenge.

Eros. They have broke
Into my Cabinet; my Trunks are ransackd.

Ars. I have lost my jewels too: but thats the least:
The barbarous Rascals, against all humanity,
Or sense of pity, have killd my little Dog,
And broke my Monkeys Chain.

Eros. They rifled me:
But that I could endure, would they proceed no further.

Ars. O my Sister!

Eros. My Queen, my Mistress!

Ars. Can you stand unmovd
When the Earth-quake of Rebellion shakes the City,
And the Court trembles?

Cleo. Yes, Arsino,
And with a Masculine Constancy deride
Fortunes worst malice, as a Servant to
My Vertues, not a Mistress; then we forsake
The strong Fort of our selves, when we once yield,
Or shrink at her assaults; I am still my self,
And though disrobd of Soveraignty, and ravishd
Of ceremonious duty, that attends it,
Nay, grant they had slavd my Body, my free mind
Like to the Palm-tree walling fruitful Nile,
Shall grow up straighter and enlarge it self
Spight of the envious weight that loads it with:
Think of thy Birth (Arsino) common burdens
Fit common Shoulders; teach the multitude
By suffering nobly what they fear to touch at;
The greatness of thy mind does soar a pitch,
Their dim eyes (darkened by their narrow souls)
Cannot arrive at.

Ars. I am new created,
And owe this second being to you (best Sister)
For now I feel you have infusd into me
Part of your fortitude.

Eros. I still am fearful;
I dare not tell a lie; you that were born
Daughters and Sisters unto Kings, may nourish
Great thoughts, which I, that am your humble handmaid
Must not presume to rival.

Cleo. Yet (my Eros)
Though thou hast profited nothing by observing
The whole course of my life, learn in my death,
Though not to equal, yet to imitate
Thy fearless Mistress.

Enter Photinus.

Eros. O, a man in Arms!
His Weapon drawn too?

Cleo. Though upon the point
Death sate, Ill meet it, and outdare the danger.

Pho. Keep the Watch strong, and guard the passage sure
That leads unto the Sea.

Cleo. What Sea of rudeness
Breaks in upon us? or what Subjects Breath
Dare raise a storm, when we command a calm?
Are Duty and Obedience fled to Heaven?
And in their room ambition and pride
Sent into Egypt? That Face speaks thee, Photinus,
A thing thy Mother brought into the World;
My Brothers and my Slave: but thy behaviour,
Opposd to that, an insolent intruder
Upon that Soveraignty thou shouldst bow to.
If in the Gulph of base ingratitude,
All loyalty to Ptolomy the King
Be swallowed up, remember who I am,
Whose Daughter and whose Sister; or suppose
That is forgot too; let the name of Cæsar
Which Nations quake at, stop the desperate madness
From running headlong on to thy Confusion.
Throw from thee quickly those rebellious Arms,
And let me read submission in thine Eyes;
Thy wrongs to us we will not only pardon,
But be a ready advocate to plead for thee
To Cæsar, and my Brother.

Pho. Plead my Pardon?
To you I bow, but scorn as much to stoop thus
To Ptolomy or Cæsar, Nay, the gods,
As to put off the figure of a man,
And change my Essence with a sensual Beast;
All my designs, my counsels, and dark ends
Were aimd to purchase you.

Cleo. How durst thou, being
The scorn of baseness, nourish such a thought?

Pho. They that have power are royal; and those base
That live at the devotion of another.
What birth gave Ptolomy, or fortune Cæsar,
By Engines fashiond in this Protean Anvil
I have made mine; and only stoop at you,
Whom I would still preserve free to command me;
For Cæsars frowns, they are below my thoughts,
And but in these fair Eyes I still have read
The story of a supream Monarchy,
To which all hearts with mine gladly pay tribute,
Photinuss Name had long since been as great
As Ptolomies er was, or Cæsars is,
This made me as a weaker tye to unloose
The knot of Loyalty, that chaind my freedom,
And slight the fear that Cæsars threats might cause,
That I and they might see no Sun appear
But Cleopatra in the Egyptian Sphear.

Cleo. O Giant-like Ambition! marryed to
Cymmerian darkness! inconsiderate Fool,
(Though flatterd with self-love) couldst thou believe,
Were all Crowns on the Earth made into one,
And that (by Kings) set on thy head; all Scepters,
Within thy grasp, and laid down at my feet,
I would vouchsafe a kiss to a no-man?
A guelded Eunuch?

Pho. Fairest, that makes for me,
And shews it is no sensual appetite,
But true love to the greatness of thy Spirit,
That when that you are mine shall yield me pleasures,
Hymen, though blessing a new married Pair
Shall blush to think on, and our certain issue,
The glorious splendor of dread Majesty,
Whose beams shall dazel Rome, and aw the world,
My wants in that kind others shall supply,
And I give way to it.

Cleo. Baser than thy Birth;
Can there be gods, and hear this, and no thunder
Ram thee into the Earth?

Pho. They are asleep,
And cannot hear thee;
Or with open Eyes,
Did Jove look on us, I would laugh and swear
That his artillery is cloyd by me:
Or if that they have power to hurt, his Bolts
Are in my hand.

Cleo. Most impious!

Pho. They are dreams,
Religious Fools shake at: yet to assure thee,
If Nemesis, that scourges pride and scorn,
Be any thing but a name, she lives in me;
For by my self (an oath to me more dreadful
Than Stix is to your gods) weak Ptolomy dead,
And Cæsar (both being in my toil) removd,
The poorest Rascals that are in my Camp
Shall in my presence quench their lustful heat
In thee, and young Arsino, while I laugh
To hear you howl in vain:
I deride those gods,
That you think can protect you.

Cleo. To prevent thee,
In that I am the Mistress of my Fate;
So hope I of my sister to confirm it.
I spit at thee, and scorn thee.

Pho. I will tame
That haughty courage, and make thee stoop too.

Cleo. Never,
I was born to command, and will dye so.

Enter Achillas, and Souldiers, with the Body of Ptolomy.

Pho. The King dead? this is a fair entrance to
Our future happiness.

Ars. Oh my dear Brother!

Cleo. Weep not, Arsino, common women do so,
Nor lose a tear for him, it cannot help him;
But study to dye nobly.

Pho. Cæsar fled!
Tis deadly aconite to my cold heart,
It choaks my vital Spirits: where was your care?
Did the Guards sleep?

Achil. He rowzd them with his Sword;
We talk of Mars, but I am sure his Courage
Admits of no comparison but it self,
And (as inspird by him) his following friends
With such a confidence as young Eagles prey
Under the large wing of their fiercer Dam,
Brake through our Troops and scatterd them, he went on
But still pursud by us, when on the sudden,
He turnd his head, and from his Eyes flew terrour;
Which strook in us no less fear and amazement,
Than if we had encounterd with the lightning
Hurld from Joves cloudy Brow.

Cleo. Twas like my Cæsar.

Achil. We faln back, he made on, and as our fear
Had parted from us with his dreadful looks,
Again we followd; but got near the Sea;
On which his Navy anchord; in one hand
Holding a Scroll he had above the waves,
And in the other grasping fast his Sword,
As it had been a Trident forgd by Vulcan
To calm the raging Ocean, he made away
As if he had been Neptune, his friends like
So many Tritons followd, their bold shouts
Yielding a chearful musick; we showrd darts
Upon them, but in vain, they reachd their ships
And in their safety we are sunk; for Cæsar
Prepares for War.

Pho. How fell the King?

Achil. Unable
To follow Cæsar, he was trod to death
By the Pursuers, and with him the Priest
Of Isis, good Achoreus.

Ars. May the Earth
Lye gently on their ashes.

Pho. I feel now,
That there are powers above us; and that tis not
Within the searching policies of man
To alter their decrees.

Cleo. I laugh at thee;
Where are thy threats now, Fool, thy scoffs and scorns
Against the gods? I see calamity
Is the best Mistress of Religion,
And can convert an Atheist. [Shout within.

Pho. O they come,
Mountains fall on me! O for him to dye
That placd his Heaven on Earth, is an assurance
Of his descent to Hell; where shall I hide me?
The greatest daring to a man dishonest,
Is but a Bastard Courage, ever fainting. [Exit.

Enter Cæsar, Sceva, Antony, Dolabella.

Cæs. Look on your Cæsar; banish fear, my fairest,
You now are safe.

Sce. By Venus, not a kiss
Till our work be done; the Traitors once dispatchd
To it, and well cry aim.

Cæs. I will be speedy. [Exeunt.

Cleo. Farewel again, Arsino; how now, Eros?
Ever faint-hearted?

Eros. But that I am assurd,
Your Excellency can command the General,
I fear the Souldiers, for they look as if
They would be nibling too.

Cleo. He is all honour,
Nor do I now repent me of my favours,
Nor can I think that Nature er made a Woman
That in her prime deservd him.

Enter Cæsar, Sceva, Antonie, Dolabella, Souldiers, with the
Heads.

Ars. Hes come back,
Pursue no further; curb the Souldiers fury.

Cæs. See (beauteous Mistris) their accursed heads
That did conspire against us.

Sce. Furies plague em,
They had too fair an end to dye like Souldiers,
Pompey fell by the Sword, the Cross or Halter
Should have dispatchd them.

Cæs. All is but death, good Sceva,
Be therefore satisfied: and now my dearest,
Look upon Cæsar, as he still appeard
A Conquerour, and this unfortunate King
Entombd with honour, well to Rome, where Cæsar
Will shew he can give Kingdoms; for the Senate,
(Thy Brother dead) shall willingly decree
The Crown of Egypt (that was his) to thee. [Exeunt omnes.


PROLOGUE.
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New Titles warrant not a Play for new,
The Subject being old; and tis as true,
Fresh and neat matter may with ease be framd
Out of their Stories, that have oft been namd
With glory on the Stage; what borrows he
From him that wrote old Priams Tragedy,
That writes his love to Hecuba? Sure to tell
Of Cæsars amorous heats, and how he fell
In the Capitol, can never be the same
To the Judicious; Nor will such blame
Those who pend this, for Barrenness when they find
Young Cleopatra here, and her great Mind
Expressed to the height, with us a Maid, and free,
And how he rated her Virginitie.
We treat not of what boldness she did dye,
Nor of her fatal Love to Antony.
What we present and offer to your view,
Upon their faiths the Stage yet never knew.
Let Reason then first to your Wills give laws,
And after judge of them and of their cause.


EPILOGUE.
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I Now should wish another had my place,
But that I hope to come off, and with Grace;
And but express some sign that you are pleasd,
We of our doubts, they of their fears are easd.
I would beg further (Gentlemen) and much say
In favour of our selves, them, and the Play;
Did I not rest assured, the most I see
Hate Impudence, and cherish Modestie.


The Prophetess (1622)
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Niger.

Cha. You buz into my head strange likelihoods,
And fill me full of doubts; but what proofs, Niger,
What certainties, that my most noble Brother
Came to his end by murther? Tell me that,
Assure me by some circumstance.

Niger. I will, Sir,
And as I tell you truth, so the gods prosper me,
I have often namd this Aper.

Char. True, ye have done;
And in mysterious senses I have heard ye
Break out oth sudden, and abruptly.

Niger. True, Sir;
Fear of your unbelief, and the times giddiness
Made me I durst not then go farther. So your Grace please,
Out of your wonted goodness, to give credit,
I shall unfold the wonder.

Aur. Do it boldly;
You shall have both our hearty loves, and hearings.

Niger. This Aper then, this too much honourd Villain,
(For he deserves no mention of a good man)
Great Sir, give ear; this most ungrateful, spightful,
Above the memory of mankind, mischievous,
With his own bloody hands.

Char. Take heed.

Nig. I am in, Sir;
And if I make not good my story.

Aur. Forward;
I see a truth would break out; be not fearful.

Nig. I say this Aper, and his damnd Ambition,
Cut off your Brothers hopes, his life, and fortunes;
The honourd Numerianus fell by him,
Fell basely, most untimely, and most treacherously:
For in his Litter, as he bore him company,
Most privately and cunningly he killd him;
Yet still he fills the faithful Souldiers ears
With stories of his weakness, of his life,
That he dare not venture to appear in open,
And shew his warlike face among the Souldiers;
The tenderness and weakness of his eyes
Being not able to endure the Sun yet.
Slave that he is, he gives out this infirmity
(Because he would dispatch his honour too)
To arise from wantonness, and love of women,
And thus he juggles still.

Aur. O most pernicious,
Most bloody, and most base! Alas, dear Brother,
Art thou accusd, and after death thy memory
Loaden with shames and lies? Those pious tears
Thou daily showerst upon my Fathers monument,
(When in the Persian Expedition
He fell unfortunately by a stroke of Thunder)
Made thy defame and sins? those wept out eyes,
The fair examples of a noble nature,
Those holy drops of Love, turnd by depravers
(Malicious poysond tongues) to thy abuses?
We must not suffer this.

Char. It shows a truth now;
And sure this Aper is not right nor honest,
He will not [now] come near me.

Nig. No, he dare not;
He has an inmate here, thats calld a conscience,
Bids him keep off.

Char. My Brother honourd him,
Made him first Captain of his Guard, his next friend;
Then to my Mother (to assure him nearer)
He made him Husband.

Nig. And withal ambitious;
For when he trod so nigh, his false feet itchd, Sir,
To step into the State.

Aur. If ye believe, Brother,
Aper a bloody Knave (as tis apparent)
Lets leave disputing, and do something noble.

Char. Sister, be ruld, I am not yet so powerful
To meet him in the field; he has under him
The Flower of all the Empire, and the strength,
The Britain, and the German Cohorts; pray ye be patient,
Niger, how stands the Souldier to him?

Nig. In fear more, Sir,
Than love or honour; he has lost their fair affections,
By his most covetous and greedy griping:
Are ye desirous to do something on him,
That all the World may know ye lovd your Brother?
And do it safely too without an Army?

Char. Most willingly.

Nig. Then send out a Proscription,
Send suddenly; And to that man that executes it
(I mean, that brings his head) add a fair payment,
No common Summ; then ye shall see I fear not,
Even from his own Camp, from those men that follow him,
Follow, and flatter him, we shall find one,
And if he miss, one hundred that will venture it.

Aur. For his reward, it shall be so, dear Brother,
So far Ill honour him that kills the Villain;
For so far runs my love to my dead Brother,
Let him be what he will, base, old, or crooked,
He shall have me; nay, which is more, Ill love him.
I will not be denyd.

Char. You shall not, Sister;
But ye shall know, my love shall go along too;
See a Proscription drawn; and for his recompence,
My Sister, and half Partner in the Empire;
And I will keep my word.

Aur. Now ye do bravely.

Nig. And though it cost my life, Ill see it publishd.

Char. Away then for the business.

Nig. I am gone, Sir;
You shall have all dispatchd to night.

Char. Be prosperous.

Aur. And let the Villain fall.

Nig. Fear nothing, Madam. [Exeunt.



SCENE II.

Enter Delphia, and Drusilla.

Dru. Tis true, that Diocles is courteous,
And of a pleasant nature, sweet and temperate;
His Cousin Maximinian proud and bloudy.

Delph. Yes, and mistrustful too, my Girl, take heed,
Although he seem to love thee, and affect
Like the more Courtier, curious complement;
Yet have a care.

Dru. You know all my affection,
And all my heart-desires are set on Diocles;
But, Aunt, how coldly he requites this courtesie!
How dull and heavily he looks upon me!
Although I woo him sometimes beyond modesty,
Beyond a Virgins care; how still he slights me,
And puts me still off with your Prophecy,
And the performance of your late prediction,
That when he is Emperour, then he will marry me;
Alas, what hope of that?

Del. Peace, and be patient,
For though he be now a man most miserable,
Of no rank, nor no badge of honour on him,
Bred low and poor, no eye of favour shining;
And though my sure Prediction of his Rising
(Which can no more fail than the day or night does,
Nay, let him be asleep, will overtake him)
Hath found some rubs and stops, yet hear me, Neece,
And hear me with a faith, it shall come to him;
Ill tell thee the occasion.

Dru. Do, good Aunt;
For yet I am ignorant.

Del. Chiding him one day
For being too near, and sparing for a Souldier,
Too griping, and too greedy; he made answer,
When I am Cæsar, then I will be liberal.
I, presently inspird with holy fire,
And my prophetick Spirit burning in me,
Gave answer from the gods, and this it was,
Imperator eris Romæ, cum Aprum grandem interfeceris:
Thou shalt be Emperour, O Diocles,
When thou hast killd a mighty Boar. From that time
(As giving credit to my words) he has employd
Much of his life in hunting; many Boars
Hideous and fierce, with his own hands he has killd too,
But yet not lighted on the fatal one,
Should raise him to the Empire; Be not sad, Neece,
Ere long he shall; Come, lets go entertain him,
For by this time I guess he comes from hunting;
And by my Art I find this very instant
Some great designs o foot.

Dru. The gods give good, Aunt. [Exeunt.



SCENE III.

Enter Diocles, Maximinian, Geta, with a Boar.

Dio. Lay down the Boar.

Get. With all my heart; I am weary ont;
I shall turn Jew if I carry many such burthens:
Do you think, Master, to be Emperour
With killing Swine? you may be an honest Butcher,
Or allied to a seemly family of sowse-wives.
Can you be such an Ass, my Reverend Master,
To think these springs of Pork will shoot up Cæsars?

Max. The fool says true.

Dio. Come, leave your fooling, Sirrah,
And think of what thou shalt be when I am Emperour.

Get. Would it would come with thinking, for then o my conscience,
I should be at least a Senator.

Max. A Sowter;
For thats a place more fitted to thy nature,
If there could be such an expectation;
Or say, the Devil could perform this wonder;
Can such a Rascal as thou art, hope for honour?
Such a log-carrying Lowt?

Get. Yes, and bear it too,
And bear it swimmingly. I am not the first Ass, Sir,
Has born good office, and performd it reverendly.

Dio. Thou being the Son of a Tiler, canst thou hope to be a Senator?

Get. Thou being the Son of a Tanner, canst thou hope to be an
Emperor?

Dio. Thou sayst true, Geta, theres a stop indeed;
But yet the bold and vertuous — 

Get. Ye are right, Master,
Right as a Gun; For we the vertuous,
Though we be Kennel-rakers, Scabs, and Scoundrels,
We the discreet and bold; and yet, now I remember it,
We Tilers may deserve to be Senators;
And there we step before you thick-skind Tanners,
For we are born three stories high; no base ones,
None of your groundlings, master.

Dio. I like thee well,
Thou hast a good mind, as I have, to this Honour.

Get. As good a mind, Sir, of a simple plaisterer — 
And when I come to execute my office,
Then you shall see.

Max. What?

Get. An Officer in fury;
An Officer as he ought to be; do you laugh at it?
Is a Senator (in hope) worth no more reverence?
By these hands Ill clap you by th heels the first hour of it.

Max. O my Conscience, the fellow believes.

Dio. I, do, do, Geta,
For if I once be Emperour — 

Get. Then will I
(For wise men must be had to prop the Republick)
Not bate ye a single ace of a sound Senator.

Dio. But what shall we do the whilst?

Get. Kill Swine, and sowse em,
And eat em when we have bread.

Max. Why didst thou run away
When the Boar made toward thee? art thou not valiant?

Get. No indeed am I not; and tis for mine honour too;
I took a Tree, tis true, gave way to the Monster;
Hark what discretion says, let fury pass;
From the tooth of a mad Beast, and the tongue of a Slanderer
Preserve thine honour.

Dio. He talks like a full Senator:
Go, take it up, and carry it in, tis a huge one,
We never killd so large a Swine, so fierce too,
I never met with yet.

Max. Take heed, it stirs again;
How nimbly the Rogue runs up! he climbs like a Squirrel.

Dio. Come down, ye Dunce, is it not dead?

Get. I know not.

Dio. His throat is cut, and his bowels out.

Get. Thats all one,
I am sure his teeth are in; and for any thing I know,
He may have Pigs of his own nature ins Belly.

Dio. Come, take him up I say, and see him drest,
He is fat, and will be lusty meat: away with him,
And get some of him ready for our Dinner.

Get. Shall he be roasted whole,
And servd up in a souce-tub? a portly service,
Ill run ith wheel my self.

Max. Sirrah, leave your prating,
And get some piece of him ready presently,
We are weary both, and hungry.

Get. Ill about it.
What an inundation of Brewiss shall I swim in! [Exit.

Dio. Thou art ever dull and melancholy, Cousin,
Distrustful of my hopes.

Max. Why, can you blame me?
Do men give credit to a Jugler?

Dio. Thou knowst she is a Prophetess.

Max. A small one,
And as small profit to be hopd for by her.

Dio. Thou art the strangest man; how does thy hurt?
The Boar came near you, Sir.

Max. A scratch, a scratch.

Dio. It akes and troubles thee, and that makes thee angry.

Max. Not at the pain, but at the practice, Uncle,
The butcherly, base custom of our lives now;
Had a brave enemies Sword drawn so much from me,
Or danger met me in the head oth Army,
To have blushd thus in my blood, had been mine honour.
But to live base, like Swine-herds, and believe too,
To be foold out with tales, and old wives dreams,
Dreams, when they are drunk.

Dio. Certain you much mistake her.

Max. Mistake her? hang her; to be made her Purveyors,
To feed her old Chaps; to provide her daily,
And bring in Feasts while she sits farting at us,
And blowing out her Prophecies at both ends.

Dio. Prithee be wise; Dost thou think, Maximinian,
So great a reverence, and so staid a knowledge — 

Max. Sur-reverence, you would say; what truth? what knowledg?
What any thing but eating is good in her?
Twould make a fool prophesie to be fed continually;
What do you get? your labour and your danger;
Whilst she sits bathing in her larded fury,
Inspird with full deep Cups, who cannot prophesie?
A Tinker, out of Ale, will give Predictions;
But who believes?

Dio. She is a holy Druid,
A woman noted for that faith, that piety,
Belovd of Heaven.

Max. Heaven knows, I do not believe it:
Indeed I must confess they are excellent Juglers;
Their age upon some fools too flings a confidence:
But what grounds have they? what elements to work on:
Show me but that; the Sieve, and Sheers? a learned one,
I have no patience to dispute this Question,
Tis so ridiculous; I think the Devil does help em,
Or (rather mark me well) abuse em, Uncle;
For they are as fit to deal with him; these old women,
They are as jump, and squard out to his nature — 

Dio. Thou hast a perfect malice.

Max. So I would have
Against these purblind Prophets; for look ye, Sir,
Old women will lie monstrously; so will the Devil,
Or else he has had much wrong; upon my knowledge,
Old women are malicious; so is he;
They are proud and covetous, revengeful, lecherous;
All which are excellent attributes of the Devil;
They would at least seem holy; so would he;
And to vail over these villainies, they would prophesie;
He gives them leave now and then to use their cunnings,
Which is, to kill a Cow, or blast a Harvest,
Make young Pigs pipe themselves to death, choak poultry,
And chase a dairy-wench into a feaver
With pumping for her butter.
But when he makes these Agents to raise Emperours,
When he disposes Fortune as his Servant,
And tyes her to old wives tails — 

Dio. Go thy ways,
Thou art a learned Scholar, against credit,
You hear the Prophecie?

Max. Yes, and I laugh at it;
And so will any man can tell but twenty,
That is not blind, as you are blind and ignorant:
Do you think she knows your fortune?

Dio. I do think it.

Max. I know she has the name of a rare Sooth-sayer;
But do you in your Conscience believe her holy?
Inspird with such prophetick Fire?

Dio. Yes, in my conscience.

Max. And that you must upon necessity,
From her words, be a Cæsar?

Dio. If I live.

Max. Theres one stop yet.

Dio. And follow her directions.

Max. But do not juggle with me.

Dio. In faith, Cousin,
So full a truth hangs ever on her Prophecies,
That how I should think otherwise.

Max. Very well, Sir;
You then believe (for methinks tis most necessary)
She knows her own Fate?

Dio. I believe it certain.

Max. Dare you but be so wise to let me try it,
For I stand doubtful.

Dio. How?

Max. Come nearer to me,
Because her cunning Devil shall not prevent me;
Close, close, and hear; If she can turn this destiny,
Ill be of your faith too.

Dio. Forward, I fear not;
For if she knows not this, sure she knows nothing;

Enter Delphia.

I am so confident — 

Max. Faith, so am I too,
That I shall make her Devils sides hum.

Dio. She comes here;
Go take your stand.

Max. Now holly, or you howl fort. [Exit.

Dio. Tis pity this young man should be so stubborn.
Valiant he is, and to his valour temperate,
Only distrustful of delays in Fortune;
I love him dearly well.

Del. Now, my Son Diocles,
Are ye not weary of your game to day?
And are ye well?

Dio. Yes, Mother, well and lusty,
Only ye make me hunt for empty shadows.

Del. You must have patience, Rome was not built in one day:
And he that hopes, must give his hopes their Currents.
You have killd a mighty Boar.

Dio. But I am no Emperour:
Why do you fool me thus, and make me follow
Your flattering expectation hour by hour?
Rise early, and sleep late? to feed your appetites,
Forget my Trade, my Arms? forsake mine honour,
Labour and sweat to arrive at a base memory?
Oppose my self to hazards of all sorts,
Only to win the barbarous name of Butcher?

Del. Son, you are wise.

Dio. But you are cunning, Mother;
And with that Cunning, and the faith I give you,
Ye lead me blindly to no end, no honour:
You find ye are daily fed, you take no labour;
Your family at ease, they know no market,
And therefore to maintain this, you speak darkly,
As darkly still ye nourish it, whilst I,
Being a credulous and obsequious Coxcomb,
Hunt daily, and sweat hourly, to find out
To clear your mystery; kill Boar on Boar,
And make your Spits and Pots bow with my Bounties;
Yet I still poorer, further still — 

Del. Be provident,
And tempt not the gods dooms; stop not the glory
They are ready to fix on ye. Ye are a fool then;
Chearful and grateful takers, the gods love,
And such as wait their pleasures with full hopes;
The doubtful and distrustful man Heaven frowns at.
What I have told you by my inspiration,
I tell ye once again, must, and shall find ye.

Dio. But when? or how?

Del. Cum Aprum interfeceris.

Dio. I have killd many.

Del. Not the Boar they point ye;
Nor must I reveal further, till you clear it.
The lots of glorious men are wrapt in mysteries,
And so deliverd; common and slight Creatures,
That have their ends as open as their actions,
Easie and open fortunes follow.

Max. I shall try
How deep your inspiration lies hid in ye,
And whether your brave spirit have a buckler
To keep this arrow off, Ill make you smoke else.

Dio. Knowing my fortune so precisely, punctually,
And that it must fall without contradiction,
Being a stranger, of no tye unto ye,
Methinks you should be studied in your own,
In your own destiny, methinks, most perfect,
And every hour, and every minute, Mother,
So great a care should Heaven have of her Ministers;
Methinks your fortunes both ways should appear to ye,
Both to avoid and take. Can the Stars now,
And all those influences you receive into you,
Or secret inspirations ye make shew of,
If an hard fortune hung, and were now ready
To pour it self upon your life, deliver ye?
Can they now say, take heed?

Del. Ha? pray ye come hither.

Max. I would know that; I fear your Devil will cozen ye,
And stand as close as ye can, I shall be with ye.

Del. I find a present ill.

Dio. How?

Del. But I scorn it.

Max. Do ye so? do ye so?

Del. Yes, and laugh at it, Diocles.
Is it not strange these wild and foolish men
Should dare to oppose the power of Destiny?
That power the gods shake at? Look yonder, Son.

Max. Have ye spyd me? then have at ye.

Del. Do, shoot boldly,
Hit me, and spare not, if thou canst.

Dio. Shoot, Cousin.

Max. I cannot; mine arms dead, I have no feeling;
Or if I could shoot, so strong is her armd Vertue,
She would catch the arrow flying.

Del. Poor doubtful people,
I pity your weak faiths.

Dio. Your mercy, Mother,
And from this hour a Deity I crown ye.

Del. No more of that.

Max. O let my Prayers prevail too,
Here like a tree, I dwell else; free me, Mother,
And greater than great Fortune, Ill adore thee.

Del. Be free again, and have more pure thoughts in ye.

Dio. Now I believe your words most constantly,
And when I have that power ye have promisd to me.

Del. Remember then your Vow, my Niece Drusilla,
I mean to marry her, and then ye prosper.

Dio. I shall forget my life else.

Del. I am a poor weak woman, to me no worship.

Enter Niger, Geta, and Souldiers.

Get. And shall he have as you say, that kills this Aper?

Del. Now mark and understand.

Nig. The Proscriptions up
Ith Market place, tis up, there ye may read it,
He shall have half the Empire.

Get. A pretty farm i faith.

Nig. And the Emperours Sister, bright Aurelia,
Her to his wife.

Get. Ye say well, Friend, but hark ye,
Who shall do this?

Nig. You, if you dare.

Get. I think so;
Yet I could poyson him in a Pot of Perry,
He loves that vengancely; But when I have done this,
May I lye with the Gentlewoman?

Nig. Lye with her? what else, man?

Get. Yes, man,
I have known a man married that never lay with his Wife:
Those dancing days are done.

Nig. These are old Souldiers,
And poor it seems, Ill try their appetites.
Save ye, brave Souldiers.

Max. Sir, ye talkt of Proscriptions?

Nig. Tis true, there is one set up from the Emperour
Against Volutius Aper.

Dio. Aper?

Del. Now;
Now have you found the Boar?

Dio. I have the meaning;
And blessed Mother — 

Nig. He has scornd his Master,
And bloodily cut off by treachery
The noble Brother to him.

Dio. He lives here, Sir,
Sickly and weak.

Nig. Did you see him?

Max. No.

Nig. He is murthered;
So ye shall find it mentioned from the Emperour;
And honest faithful Souldiers, but believe it;
For, by the gods, ye will find it so, he is murthered,
The manner how, read in the large Proscription.

Del. It is most true, Son; and he cozens ye,
Apers a Villain false.

Dio. I thank ye, Mother,
And dare believe ye; hark ye, Sir, the recompence?
As ye related.

Nig. Is as firm as faith, Sir;
Bring him alive or dead.

Max. You took a fit time,
The General being out o th Town; for though we love him not,
Yet had he known this first, you had paid fort dearly.

Dio. Tis Niger, now I know him; honest Niger,
A true sound man, and I believe him constantly;
Your business may be done, make no great hurry
For your own safety.

Nig. No, I am gone; I thank ye. [Exit.

Dio. Pray, Maximinian, pray.

Max. Ill pray, and work too.

Dio. Ill to the Market-place, and read the offer,
And now I have found the Boar.

Del. Find your own faith too,
And remem[b]er what ye have vowd.

Dio. O Mother.

Del. Prosper.

Get. If my master and I do this, theres two Emperours,
And what a show will that make! how we shall bounce it! [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Drusilla, and Delphia.

Dru. Leave us, and not vouchsafe a parting kiss
To her that in his hopes of greatness lives,
And goes along with him in all his dangers?

Del. I grant twas most inhumane.

Dru. O, you give it
Too mild a name; twas more than barbarous,
And you a Partner int.

Del. I, Drusilla?

Dru. Yes,
You have blown his swoln Pride to that vastness,
As he believes the Earth is in his fathom,
This makes him quite forget his humble Being;
And can I hope that he, that only fed
With the imagind food of future Empire,
Disdains even those that gave him means and life
To nourish such desires, when hes possessd
Of his ambitious ends (which must fall on him,
Or your Predictions are false) will ever
Descend to look on me!

Del. Were his intents
Perfidious as the Seas or Winds, his heart
Composd of falshood; yet the benefit,
The greatness of the good he has from you,
(For what I have conferd, is thine, Drusilla)
Must make him firm, and thankful; But if all
Remembrance of the debts he stands engagd for,
Find a quick Grave in his Ingratitude,
My powerful Art, that guides him to this height
Shall make him curse the hour he er was raisd,
Or sink him to the Centre.

Dru. I had rather
Your Art could force him to return that ardour
To me, I bear to him; or give me power
To moderate my passions; yet I know not,
I should repent your grant, though you had signd it,
(So well I find hes worthy of all service)
But to believe that any check to him
In his main hopes, could yield content to me,
Were treason to true love, that knows no pleasure,
The object that it dotes on ill affected.

Del. Pretty simplicity; I love thee fort,
And will not sit an idle looker on,
And see it cozend; dry thy innocent eyes,
And cast off jealous fears, (yet promises
Are but lip comfort) and but fancy ought
Thats possible in Nature, or in Art,
That may advance thy comfort, and be bold
To tell thy Soul tis thine; therefore speak freely.

Dru. You new create me. To conceal from you
My virgin-fondness, were to hide my sickness
From my Physician. O dear Aunt, I languish
For want of Diocless sight; he is the Sun
That keeps my blood in a perpetual Spring;
But in his absence, cold benumming Winter
Seizes on all my faculties. Would you bind me
(That am your Slave already) in more fetters,
And (in the place of service) to adore you?
O bear me then (but tis impossible,
I fear to be effected) where I may
See how my Diocles breaks thorow his dangers,
And in what heaps his honours flow upon him,
That I may meet him, in the height and pride
Of all his glories, and there (as your gift)
Challenge him as mine own.

Del. Enjoy thy wishes;
This is an easie Boon, which at thy years,
I could have given to any; but now grown
Perfect in all the hidden mysteries
Of that inimitable Art, which makes us
Equal even to the gods, and Natures wonders,
It shall be done, as fits my skill and glory:
To break thorow bolts, and locks, a Scholars prize
For Thieves, and Pick-locks: to pass thorow an Army
Coverd with night, or some disguise, the practice
Of poor and needy Spies: No, my Drusilla,
From Ceres I will force her winged Dragons,
And in the air hung over the Tribunal;
(The Musick of the Spheres attending on us.)
There, as his good Star, thou shalt shine upon him,
If he prove true, and as his Angel guard him.
But if he dare be false, I, in a moment
Will put that glorious light out, with such horrour,
As if the eternal Night had seizd the Sun,
Or all things were returnd to the first Chaos,
And then appear like Furies.

Dru. I will do
What ere you shall command.

Del. Rest then assurd,
I am the Mistris of my Art, and fear not. [Exeunt.

[Soft Musick.



SCENE II.

Enter Aper, Camurius, Guard, a Litter covered.

Aper. Your care of your sick Emperour, fellow-souldiers,
In colours to the life, doth shew your love,
And zealous duty: O continue in it.
And though I know you long to see and hear him,
Impute it not to pride, or Melancholy,
That keeps you from your wishes: such State-vices
(Too too familiar with great Princes) are
Strangers to all the actions of the life
Of good Numerianus: Let your patience
Be the Physitian to his wounded eyes,
(Wounded with pious sorrow for his Father)
Which time and your strong Patience will recover,
Provided it prove constant.

1 Guard. If he counterfeit,
I will hereafter trust a prodigal heir,
When he weeps at his Fathers Funeral.

2 Guard. Or a young widow following a bed-rid husband,
(After a three years groaning) to the Fire.

3 Guard. Note his humility, and with what soft murmurs
He does enquire his pleasures.

1 Guard. And how soon
He is instructed.

2 Guard. How he bows again too.

Aper. All your commands (dread Cæsar) Ill impart
To your most ready Souldier, to obey them;
So take your rest in peace. It is the pleasure
Of mighty Cæsar (his thanks still remembred
For your long patience, which a donative,
Fitting his State to give, shall quickly follow)
That you continue a strict Guard upon
His sacred person, and admit no stranger
Of any other Legion, to come near him;
You being most trusted by him. I receive
Your answer in your silence. Now, Camurius,
Speak without flattery; Hath thy Aper acted
This passion to the life?

Cam. I would applaud him,
Were he saluted Cæsar: but I fear
These long protracted counsels will undo us;
And tis beyond my reason, he being dead,
You should conceal your self, or hope it can
Continue undiscoverd.

Aper. That I have killd him,
Yet feed these ignorant fools with hopes he lives,
Has a main end int. The Pannonian Cohorts
(That are my own, and sure) are not come up,
The German Legions waver, and Charinus
(Brother to this dead dog) (hells plagues on Niger)
Is jealous of the murther; and, I hear,
Is marching up against me. Tis not safe,
Till I have power, to justifie the Act,
To shew my self the authour: be therefore careful
For an hour or two (till I have fully sounded
How the Tribunes and Centurio[n]s stand affected)
That none come near the Litter. If I find them
Firm on my part, I dare profess my self,
And then live Apers equal.

Cam. Does not the body
Begin to putrifie?

Aper. That exacts my haste:
When, but even now, I feignd obedience to it,
As I had some great business to impart,
The scent had almost choakd me: be therefore curious:
All keep at distance. [Exit.

Cam. I am taught my part;
Haste you to perfect yours.

1 Guard. I had rather meet
An enemy in the field, than stand thus nodding
Like to a rug-gownd Watch-man.

Enter Diocles, Maximinian, Geta.

Geta. The Watch at noon?
This is a new device.

Cam. Stand.

Dio. I am armd
Against all danger.

Max. If I fear to follow,
A Cowards name pursue me.

Dio. Now my Fate
Guide and direct me.

Cam. You are rude and sawcy,
With your forbidden feet to touch this ground,
Sacred to Cæsar only, and to these
That do attend his person; Speak, what are you?

Dio. What thou, nor any of thy faction are,
Nor ever were: Souldiers, and honest men.

Cam. So blunt?

Geta. Nay, you shall find hes good at the sharp too.

Dio. No instruments of craft: engines of murther,
That serve the Emperour only with oild tongues,
Sooth and applaud his vices, play the Bauds
To all his appetites; and when you have wrought
So far upon his weakness, that hes grown
Odious to the subject and himself,
And can no further help your wicked ends,
You rid him out of the way.

Cam. Treason?

Dio. Tis truth,
And I will make it good.

Cam. Lay hands upon em,
Or kill them suddenly.

Geta. I am out at that;
I do not like the sport.

Dio. Whats he that is
Owner of any vertue worth a Roman,
Or does retain the memory of the Oath
He made to Cæsar, that dares lift his Sword
Against the man that (careless of his life)
Comes to discover such a horrid Treason,
As when you heart, and understand how long
Yave been abusd, will run you mad with fury?
I am no stranger, but (like you) a Souldier,
Traind up one from my youth: and there are some
With whom I have servd, and (not to praise my self)
Must needs confess they have seen Diocles
In the late Britain wars, both dare and do
Beyond a common man.

1 Guard. Diocles?

2 Guard. I know him,
The bravest Souldier of the Empire.

Cam. Stand:
If thou advance an inch, thou art dead. [Dio. kills Camu.

Dio. Die thou,
That durst oppose thy self against a truth
That will break out, though mountains cover it.

Get. I fear this is a sucking Pig; no Boar,
He falls so easie.

Dio. Hear me, fellow Souldiers;
And if I make it not apparent to you
This is an act of Justice, and no Murther,
Cut me in pieces; Ile disperse the cloud
That hath so long obscurd a bloody act
Ner equalld yet: you all knew with what favours
The good Numerianus ever gract
The Provost Aper?

Guard. True.

Dio. And that those bounties
Should have containd him (if he ere had learnd
The Elements of honesty and truth)
In loyal duty: But ambition never
Looks backward on desert, but with blind haste
Boldly runs on. But I lose time. You are here
Commanded by this Aper to attend
The Emperours person; to admit no stranger
To have access to him, or come near his Litter,
Under pretence (forsooth) his eyes are sore,
And his minde troubled: no, my friends, you are cozend;
The good Numerianus now is past
The sense of wrong or injury.

Guard. How, dead?

Dio. Let your own eyes inform you.

Get. An Emperours Cabinet?
Fough, I have known a Charnel-house smell sweeter.
If Emperours flesh have this savour, what will mine do,
When I am rotten?

1 Guard. Most unheard of villany.

2 Guard. And with all cruelty to be revengd.

3 Guard. Who is the murtherer? name him, that we may
Punish it in his family.

Dio. Who but Aper?
The barbarous and most ingrateful Aper,
His desperate Poniard printed on his breast
This deadly wound: hate to vowd enemies
Finds a full satisfaction in death;
And Tyrants seek no farther. He (a Subject,
And bound by all the Ties of love and duty)
Ended not so; but does deny his Prince
(Whose ghost forbad passage to his rest,
Mourns by the Stygian shore) his Funeral-Rites.
Nay, weep not; let your loves speak in your anger;
And, to confirm you gave no suffrage to
The damned Plot, lend me your helping hands
To wreak the Parricide: and if you find
That there is worth in Diocles to deserve it,
Make him your leader.

Guard. A Diocles, a Diocles.

Dio. Well force him from his Guards. And now, my Stars,
If you have any good for me in store,
Shew it, when I have slain this fatal Boar. [Exeunt.



SCENE III.

Enter Delphia and Drusilla, in a Throne drawn
by Dragons.

Del. Fix here, and rest a while your Sail-stretchd wings
That have out-stript the winds: the eye of Heaven
Durst not behold your speed, but hid it self
Behind the grossest clouds; and the pale Moon
Pluckt in her silver horns, trembling for fear
That my strong Spells should force her from her Sphere;
Such is the power of Art.

Dru. Good Aunt, where are we?

Del. Look down, Drusilla, on these lofty Towers,
These spacious streets, where every private house
Appears a Palace to receive a King:
The site, the wealth, the beauty of the place,
Will soon inform thee tis imperious Rome,
Rome, the great Mistris of the conquerd world.

Dru. But without Diocles, it is to me
Like any wilderness we have passd ore:
Shall I not see him?

Del. Yes, and in full glory,
And glut thy greedy eyes with looking on
His prosperous success: Contain thy self;
For though all things beneath us are transparent,
The sharpest sighted, were he Eagle-eyd,
Cannot discover us: nor will we hang
Idle Spectators to behold his triumph:

Enter Diocles, Maximinian, Guard, Aper,
Senators, Geta, Officers, with Litter.

But when occasion shall present it self,
Do something to add to it. See, he comes.

Dru. How god-like he appears! with such a grace
The Giants that attempted to scale Heaven,
When they lay dead on the Phlegrean plain,
Mars did appear to Jove.

Del. Forbear.

Dio. Look on this,
And when with horrour thou hast viewd thy deed,
(Thy most accursed deed) be thine own judge,
And see (thy guilt considerd) if thou canst
Perswade thy self (whom thou standst bound to hate)
To hope or plead for mercy.

Aper. I confess
My lifes a burden to me.

Dio. Thou art like thy name,
A cruel Boar, whose snout hath rooted up
The fruitfull Vineyard of the common-wealth:
I long have hunted for thee, and since now
Thou art in the Toyl, it is in vain to hope
Thou ever shalt break out: thou dost deserve
The Hangmans hook, or to be punished
More majorum, whipt with rods to death,
Or any way, that were more terrible.
Yet, since my future fate depends upon thee,
Thus, to ful[fi]ll great Delphias Prophecie,
Aper (thou fatal Boar) receive the honour [Kills Aper.
To fall by Diocles hand. Shine clear, my Stars,
That usherd me to taste this common air
In my entrance to the world, and give applause
To this great work. [Musick.

Del. Strike Musick from the Spheres.

Dru. O now you honour me.

Dio. Ha! in the Air!

All. Miraculous.

Max. This shews the gods approve
The Person, and the Act: then if the Senate
(For in their eyes I read the Souldiers love)
Think Diocles worthy to supply the place
Of dead Numerianus, as he stands
His Heir, in his revenge, with one consent
Salute him Emperour.

Senat. Long live Diocles:
Augustus, Pater Patriæ, and all Titles,
That are peculiar only to the Cæsars,
We gladly throw upon him.

Guard. We confirm it,
And will defend his honour with our Swords
Against the world: raise him to the Tribunal.

1 Sen. Fetch the Imperial Robes: and as a sign
We give him absolute power of life and death,
Bind this Sword to his side.

2 Sen. Omit no Ceremony
That may be for his honour. SONG.

Max. Still the gods
Express that they are pleasd with this election.

Geta. My Master is an Emperour, and I feel
A Senators Itch upon me: would I could hire
These fine invisible Fidlers to play to me
At my instalment.

Dio. I embrace your loves,
And hope the honours that you heap upon me,
Shall be with strength supported. It shall be
My studie to appear another Atlas,
To stand firm underneath this heaven of Empire,
And bear it boldly. I desire no Titles,
But as I shall deserve em. I will keep
The name I had, being a private man,
Only with some small difference; I will add
To Diocles but two short syllables,
And be called Dioclesianus.

Geta. That is fine:
Ile follow the fashion; and when I am a Senator,
I will be no more plain Geta, but be calld
Lord Getianus.

Dru. He neer thinks of me,
Nor of your favour.

Enter Niger.

Del. If he dares prove false,
These glories shall be to him as a dream,
Or an inchanted banquet.

Niger. From Charinus,
From great Charinus, who with joy hath heard
Of your proceedings, and confirms your honours:
He, with his beauteous Sister, fair Aurelia,
Are come in person, like themselves attended
To gratulate your fortune. [Loud Musick.

Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Attendants.

Dio. For thy news,
Be thou in France Pro-consul: let us meet
The Emperour with all honour, and embrace him.

Dru. O Aunt, I fear this Princess doth eclipse
Th opinion of my beauty, though I were
My self to be the judge.

Del. Rely on me.

Char. Tis vertue, and not birth that makes us noble:
Great actions speak great minds, and such should govern;
And you are gract with both. Thus, as a Brother,
A fellow, and Co-partner in the Empire,
I do embrace you: may we live so far
From difference, or emulous Competition,
That all the world may say, Although two Bodies,
We have one Mind.

Aur. When I look on the Trunk
Of dear Numerianus, I should wash
His wounds with tears, and pay a Sisters sorrow
To his sad fate: but since he lives again
In your most brave Revenge, I bow to you,
As to a power that gave him second life,
And will make good my promise. If you find
That there is worth in me that may deserve you,
And that in being your wife, I shall not bring
Disquiet and dishonour to your Bed,
Although my youth and fortune should require
Both to be sud and sought to, here I yield
My self at your devotion.

Dio. O you gods,
Teach me how to be thankful: you have pourd
All blessings on me, that ambitious man
Could ever fancie: till this happy minute,
I nere saw beauty, or believd there could be
Perfection in a woman. I shall live
To serve and honour you: upon my knees
I thus receive you; and, so you vouchsafe it,
This day I am doubly married; to the Empire,
And your best-self.

Del. False and perfidious villain. — 

Dru. Let me fall headlong on him: O my stars!
This I foresaw and feard.

Cha. Call forth a Flamen
This knot shall now be tid.

Del. But I will loose it,
If Art or Hell have any strength.

Enter a Flamen, Thunder, and Lightning.

Cha. Prodigious!

Max. How soon the days orecast!

Fla. The Signs are fatal:
Juno smiles not upon this Match, and shews too
She has her thunder.

Dio. Can there be a stop
In my full fortune?

Cha. We are too violent,
And I repent the haste: we first should pay
Our latest duty to the dead, and then
Proceed discreetly. Lets take up the body,
And when we have placd his ashes in his Urn,
Well try the gods again, for wise men say,
Marriage and Obsequies do not suit one day. [Senate Exit.

Del. So, tis deferrd yet, in despite of falshood:
Comfort Drusilla, for he shall be thine,
Or wish, in vain, he were not. I will punish [Ascend.
His perjury to the height. Mount up, my birds;
Some Rites I am to perform to Hecate,
To perfect my designs; which once performd,
He shall be made obedient to thy Call,
Or in his ruine I will bury all. [Ascends throne.


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.
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Enter Maximinian, (solus.)

Max. What powerful Star shind at this mans Nativity?
And blessd his homely Cradle with full glory?
What throngs of people press and buz about him,
And with their humming flatteries sing him Cæsar?
Sing him aloud, and grow hoarse with saluting him?
How the fierce-minded Souldier steals in to him,
Adores and courts his honour? at his devotion
Their lives, their vertues, and their fortunes laying?
Charinus sues, the Emperour intreats him,
And as a brighter flame, takes his beams from him.
The blessd and bright Aurelia, she doats on him,
And, as the god of Love, burns incense to him.
All eyes live on him. Yet I am still Maximinian,
Still the same poor and wretched thing, his servant.
What have I got by this? where lies my glory?
How am I raisd and honourd? I have gone as far
To woo this purblind honour, and have passd
As many dangerous Expeditions,
As noble, and as high; nay, in his destinie
(Whilst twas unknown) have run as many hazards,
And done as much; sweat thorow as many perils;
Only the Hang-man of Volutius Aper
(Which I mistook) has made him Emperour,
And me his slave.

Enter Delphia, and Drusilla.

Del. Stand still; he cannot see us,
Till I please: mark him well, this discontentment
I have forcd into him, for thy cause, Drusilla.

Max. Can the gods see this;
See it with justice, and confer their blessings
On him, that never flung one grain of incense
Upon their Altars? never bowd his knee yet;
And I that have marchd foot by foot, struck equally,
And whilst he was a gleaning, have been praying,
Contemning his base covetous — 

Del. Now well be open.

Max. Bless me, and with all reverence.

Del. Stand up, Son,
And wonder not at thy ungratefull Uncle:
I know thy thoughts, and I appear to ease em.

Max. O Mother, did I stand the tenth part to ye
Engagd and fetterd, as mine Uncle does,
How would I serve, how would I fall before ye!
The poorer powers we worship.

Del. Peace, and flatter not;
Necessitie and anger draws this from ye;
Of both which I will quit ye: For your Uncle
I spoke this honour, and it fell upon him;
Fell, to his full content: he has forgot me,
For all my care; forgot me, and his vow too:
As if a dream had vanishd, so has lost me,
And I him: let him now stand fast. Come hither;
My care is now on you.

Max. O blessed Mother!

Del. Stand still, and let me work. So now, Maximinian,
Go, and appear in Court, and eye Aurelia:
Believe, what I have done, concerns ye highly.
Stand in her view, make your addresses to her:
She is the Stair of honour. Ile say no more,
But Fortune is your servant: go.

Max. With reverence; — 
All this as holy truths. [Exit.

Del. Believe, and prosper.

Dru. Yet all this cures not me; but as much credit,
As much belief from Dioclesian.

Enter Geta, Lictors, and Suitors,
(with Petitions.)

Del. Be not dejected; I have warnd ye often:
The proudest thoughts he has, Ile humble. Whos this?
O tis the fool and knave grown a grave Officer:
Heres hot and high preferment.

Get. Whats your Bill?
For Gravel for the Appian way, and Pills?
Is the way rheumatick?

1 Suitor. Tis Piles, andt please you.

Get. Remove me those Piles to Port Esquiline,
Fitter the place, my friend: you shall be paid.

1 Suitor. I thank your worship.

Get. Thank me when ye have it;
Thank me another way, ye are an Asse else.
I know my office: you are for the streets, Sir.
Lord, how ye throng! that knave has eaten Garlick;
Whip him, and bring him back.

3 Suitor. I beseech your Worship;
Heres an old reckoning for the dung and dirt, Sir.

Get. It stinks like thee: away. Yet let him tarry,
His Bill shall quit his Breath. Give your Petitions
In seemly sort, and keep your hat off, decently.
For scowring the water-courses thorow the Cities?
A fine periphrasis of a kennel-raker.
Did ye scour all, my friend? ye had some business:
Who shall scour you? you are to be paid, I take it,
When Surgeons swear you have performd your office.

4 Suit. Your Worships merry.

Get. We must be sometimes wittie,
To nick a knave; tis as useful as our gravitie.
Ile take no more Petitions; I am pesterd;
Give me some rest.

4 Suit. I have brought the gold (andt please ye)
About the Place ye promised.

Get. See him enterd.
How does your Daughter?

4 Suit. Better your worship thinks of her.

Get. This is with the least. But let me see your Daughter.
Tis a good forward maid; Ile joyn her with ye.
I do beseech ye, leave me.

Lictor. Ye see the Ediles busie.

Get. And look to your places, or Ile make ye smoke else.
Sirrah, I drank a cup of wine at your house yesterday;
A good smart wine.

Lictor. Send him the piece, he likes it.

Get. And ate the best wild Boar at that same Farmers.

2 Su. I have half left yet: your worship shall command it.

Get. A bit will serve: give me some rest: gods help me.
How shall I labour when I am a Senator?

Del. Tis a fit place indeed. Save your Mastership;
Do you know us, Sir?

Get. These women are still troublesom.
There be houses providing for such wretched women,
And some small Rents, to set ye a spinning.

Dru. Sir,
We are no Spinsters; nor, if you look upon us,
So wretched as you take us.

Del. Does your Mightiness
That is a great destroyer of your Memorie,
Yet understand our faces?

Get. Prethee keep off, woman;
It is not fit I should know every creature.
Although I have been familiar with thee heretofore,
I must not know thee now: my place neglects thee.
Yet, because I daign a glimpse of your remembrances,
Give me your Suits, and wait me a month hence.

Del. Our Suits are, Sir, to see the Emperour,
The Emperour Dioclesian, to speak to him,
And not to wait on you. We have told you all, Sir.

Get. I laugh at your simplicitie, poor women:
See the Emperour? why you are deceivd: now
The Emperour appears but once in seven years,
And then he shines not on such weeds as you are.
Forward, and keep your State, and keep beggers from me.

Drus. Here is a prettie youth. [Exeunt.

Enter Diocles.

Del. He shall be prettie,
Or I will want my will, since ye are so high, Sir:
Ile raise ye higher, or my art shall fail me.
Stand close, he comes.

Dio. How am I crossd and torturd!
My most wishd happiness, my lovely Mistris,
That must make good my hopes, and link my greatness,
Yet severd from mine arms! Tell me, high heaven,
How have I sinnd, that you should speak in thunder,
In horrid thunder, when my heart was ready
To leap into her breast? the Priest was ready?
The joyful virgins and the young men ready?
When Hymen stood with all his flames about him
Blessing the bed? the house with full joy sweating?
And expectation, like the Roman Eagle,
Took stand, and calld all eyes? It was your honour;
And ere you give it full, do you destroy it?
Or was there some dire Star? some Devil that did it?
Some sad malignant Angel to mine honour?
With you I dare not rage.

Del. With me thou canst not,
Though it was I. Nay, look not pale and frighted;
Ile fright thee more. With me thou canst not quarrel;
I raisd the thunder, to rebuke thy falshood:
Look here, to her thy falshood. Now be angry,
And be as great in evil as in Empire.

Dio. Bless me, ye Powers.

Del. Thou hast full need of blessing.
Twas I, that at thy great Inauguration,
Hung in the air unseen: twas I that honourd thee
With various Musicks, and sweet sounding airs:
Twas I inspird the Souldiers heart with wonder,
And made him throw himself, with love and duty,
Low at thy feet: twas I that fixd him to thee,
But why did I all this? To keep thy honestie,
Thy vow and faith; that once forgot and slighted
Aurelia in regard, the Marriage ready,
The Priest and all the Ceremonies present,
Twas I that thundred loud; twas I that threatned;
Twas I that cast a dark face over heaven,
And smote ye all with terrour.

Dru. Yet consider,
As ye are noble, as I have deservd ye;
For yet ye are free: if neither faith nor promise,
The deeds of elder times may be remembred,
Let these new-dropping tears; for I still love ye,
These hands held up to heaven.

Dio. I must not pity ye;
Tis not wise in me.

Del. How? not wise?

Dio. Nor honourable.
A Princess is my Love, and doats upon me:
A fair and lovely Princess is my Mistris.
I am an Emperour: consider, Prophetess,
Now my embraces are for Queens and Princesses,
For Ladies of high mark, for divine beauties:
To look so low as this cheap common sweetness,
Would speak me base, my names and glories nothing.
I grant I made a vow; what was I then?
As she is now, of no sort, (hope made me promise)
But now I am; to keep this vow, were monstrous,
A madness, and a low inglorious fondness.

Del. Take heed, proud man.

Drus. Princes may love with Titles,
But I with Truth.

Del. Take heed; here stands thy destinie;
Thy Fate here follows.

Dio. Thou doating Sorceress,
Wouldst have me love this thing, that is not worthy
To kneel unto my Saint? to kiss her shadow?
Great Princes are her slaves; selected beauties
Bow at her beck: the mighty Persians Daughter
(Bright as the breaking East, as mid-day glorious)
Waits her commands, and grows proud in her pleasures.
Ile see her honourd: some Match I shall think of,
That shall advance ye both; mean time Ill favour ye. [Exit.

Del. Mean time Ile haunt thee. Cry not (wench) be confident,
Ere long, thou shalt more pity him (observe me)
And pity him in truth, than now thou seekst him:
My art and I are yet companions. Come, Girl. [Exeunt.



SCENE II.

Enter Geta, Lictors.

Get. I am too merciful, I find it, friends,
Of too soft a nature to be an Officer;
I bear too much remorse.

1 Lict. Tis your own fault, Sir;
For look you, one so newly warm in Office
Should lay about him blindfold, like true Justice,
Hit where it will: the more ye whip and hang, Sir,
(Though without cause; let that declare it self afterward)
The more ye are admired.

Get. I think I shall be. — 

2 Lict. Your worship is a man of a spare body,
And prone to anger.

Get. Nay, I will be angry,
And, the best is, I need not shew my reason.

2 Lict. You need not, Sir, your place is without reason;
And what you want in growth and full proportion,
Make up in rule and rigour.

Get. A rare Counsellor;
Instruct me further. Is it fit, my friends,
The Emperour my Master Dioclesian
Should now remember or the times or manners
That calld him plain down Diocles?

1 Lict. He must not,
It stands not with his Royaltie.

Get. I grant ye,
I being then the Edile Getianus,
A man of place, and Judge, is it held requisite
I should commit to my consideration
Those Rascals of removed and ragged hours,
That with unreverend mouths calld me Slave Geta?

2 Lict. You must forget their names; your honour bids ye.

Get. I do forget; but Ile hang their natures:
I will ascend my place, which is of Justice;
And mercy, I forget thee.

Suitor. A rare Magistrate!
Another Solon sure.

Get. Bring out the offenders.

1 Lict. There are none yet, Sir, but no doubt there will be.
But if you please touch some things of those natures.

Get. And am I ready, and mine anger too?
The melancholy of a Magistrate upon me,
And no offenders to execute my fury?
Ha? no offenders, knaves?

1 Lict. There are knaves indeed, Sir,
But we hope shortly to have em for your worship.

Get. No men to hang or whip? are you good officers,
That provide no fuel for a Judges fury?
In this place something must be done; this Chair, I tell ye,
When I sit down, must savour of Severitie:
Therefore I warn ye all, bring me lewd people,
Or likely to be lewd; twigs must be cropt too:
Let me have evil persons in abundance,
Or make em evil; tis all one, do but say so,
That I may have fit matter for a Magistrate;
And let me work. If I sit empty once more,
And lose my longing, as I am true Edile,
And as I hope to rectifie my Countrie,
You are those scabs I will scratch off from the Commonwealth,
You are these Rascals of the State I treat of,
And you shall find and feel. — 

2 Lict. You shall have many,
Many notorious people.

Get. Let em be people,
And take ye notorious to your selves. Mark me, my Lictors,
And you, the rest of my Officials;
If I be angry, as my place will ask it,
And want fit matter to dispose my Authoritie,
Ile hang a hundred of ye: Ile not stay longer,
Nor enquire no further into your offences:
It is sufficient that I find no Criminals,
And therefore I must make some: if I cannot,
Suffer my self; for so runs my Commission.

Suitor. An admirable, zealous and true Justice.

1 Lict. I cannot hold: if there be any people,
Of what degree soever, or what qualitie,
That would behold the wonderful works of Justice
In a new Officer, a man conceald yet,
Let him repair, and see, and hear, and wonder
At the most wise and gracious Getianus.

Enter Delphia, and Drusilla.

Get. This qualifies a little. What are these?

Del. You shall not mourn still: times of recreation,
To allay this sadness, must be sought. Whats here?
A superstitious flock of sensless people
Worshipping a sign in Office?

Get. Lay hold on her,
And hold her fast,
Shell slip thorow your fingers like an Eel else;
I know her tricks: hold her, I say, and bind her,
Or hang her first, and then Ile tell her wherefore.

Del. What have I done?

Get. Thou hast done enough to undo thee;
Thou hast pressed to the Emperours presence without my warrant,
I being his key and image.

Del. You are an image indeed,
And of the coursest stuff, and the worst making
That ere I lookd on yet: Ile make as good an image of an Asse.

Get. Besides, thou art a woman of a lewd life.

Del. I am no whore, Sir, nor no common fame
Has yet proclaimd me to the people, vitious.

Get. Thou art to me a damnable lewd woman,
Which is as much as all the people swore it;
I know thou art a keeper of tame Devils:
And whereas great and grave men of my place
Can by the Laws be allowd but one apiece,
For their own services and recreations;
Thou, like a traiterous quean, keepst twenty devils;
Twenty in ordinary.

Del. Pray ye, Sir, be pacified,
If that be all: and if ye want a servant,
You shall have one of mine shall serve for nothing,
Faithful, and diligent, and a wise Devil too;
Think for what end.

Get. Let her alone, tis useful;
We men of business must use speedie servants:
Let me see your family.

Del. Think but one, he is ready.

Get. A Devil for intelligence? No, no,
He will lye beyond all travellers. A State-Devil?
Neither; he will undo me at mine own weapon.
For execution? he will hang me too.
I would have a handsom, pleasant and a fine she-devil,
To entertain the Ladies that come to me;
A travelld Devil too, that speaks the tongues,
And a neat carving Devil. [Musick.

Enter a she-devil.

Del. Be not fearful.

Get. A prettie brown devil ifaith; may I not kiss her?

Del. Yes, and embrace her too; she is your servant.
Fear not; her lips are cool enough.

Get. She is marvellous well mounted; whats her name?

Del. Lucifera.

Get. Come hither, Lucifera. and kiss me.

Del. Let her sit on your knee.

Get. The Chair turns: hey-boys:
Pleasant ifaith, and a fine facetious Devil. [Dance.

Del. She would whisper in your ear, and tell ye wonders.

Get. Come; whats her name?

Del. Lucifera.

Get. Come, Lucie, come, speak thy mind. I am certain burnt
to ashes. [Exeunt.
I have a kind of Glasse-house in my cod-piece.
Are these the flames of State? I am rosted over,
Over, and over-rosted. Is this Office?
The pleasure of authoritie? Ile no more ont,
Till I can punish Devils too; Ile quit it.
Some other Trade now, and some course less dangerous,
Or certainly Ile tyle again for two pence. [Exit.



SCENE III.

Enter Charinus, Aurelia, Cassana, Ambassadours,
Attendants.

Aur. Never dispute with me; you cannot have her:
Nor name the greatness of your King; I scorn him:
Your knees to me are nothing; should he bow too,
It were his dutie, and my power to slight him.

Cha. She is her woman; never sue to me;
And in her power to render her, or keep her;
And she, my Sister, not to be compelld,
Nor have her own snatchd from her.

Amb. We desire not,
But for what ransom she shall please to think of;
Jewels, or Towns, or Provinces.

Aur. No ransom,
No, not your Kings own head, his crown upon it,
And all the low subjections of his people.

Amb. Fair Princes should have tender thoughts.

Aur. Is she too good
To wait upon the mighty Emperours Sister?
What Princess of that sweetness, or that excellence,
Sprung from the proudest, and the mightiest Monarchs,
But may be highly blest to be my servant?

Cas. Tis most true, mighty Lady.

Aur. Has my fair usage
Made you so much despise me and your fortune,
That ye grow weary of my entertainments?
Henceforward, as ye are, I will command ye,
And as you were ordaind my prisoner,
My slave, and one I may dispose of any way,
No more my fair Companion: tell your King so:
And if he had more Sisters, I would have em,
And use em as I please. You have your answer.

Amb. We must take some other way: force must compel it. [Ex.

Enter Maximinian.

Max. Now if thou beest a Prophetess, and canst do
Things of that wonder that thy tongue delivers,
Canst raise me too: I shall be bound to speak thee:
I half believe, confirm the other to me,
And Monuments to all succeeding Ages,
Of thee, and of thy piety. — Now she eyes me.
Now work great power of art: she moves unto me:
How sweet, how fair, and lovely her aspects are!
Her eyes like bright Eoan flames shoot thorow me.

Aur. O my fair friend, where have you been?

Max. What am I?
What does she take me for? work still, work strongly.

Aur. Where have you fled, my loves and my embraces?

Max. I am beyond my wits.

Aur. Can one poor Thunder,
Whose causes are as common as his noises,
Make ye defer your lawful and free pleasures?
Strike terrour to a Souldiers heart, a Monarchs?
Thorow all the fires of angry heaven, thorow tempests
That sing of nothing but destruction,
Even underneath the bolt of Jove, then ready,
And aiming dreadfully, I would seek you,
And flie into your arms.

Max. I shall be mighty,
And (which I never knew yet) I am goodly;
For certain, a most handsom man.

Cha. Fie, Sister,
What a forgetful weakness is this in ye?
What a light presence? these are words and offers
Due only to your husband Dioclesian;
This free behaviour only his.

Aur. Tis strange
That only empty names compel affections:
This man, ye see, give him what name or title,
Let it be nere so poor, nere so despisd, Brother,
This lovely man. — 

Max. Though I be hangd, Ile forward:
For, certain, I am excellent, and knew not.

Aur. This rare and sweet young man, see how he looks, Sir.

Max. Ile justle hard, dear Uncle.

Aur. This thing, I say,
Let him be what he will, or bear what fortune,
This most unequalld man, this spring of beauty
Deserves the bed of Juno.

Cha. You are not mad.

Max. I hope she be; I am sure I am little better.

Aur. O fair, sweet man!

Cha. For shame refrain this impudence.

Max. Would I had her alone, that I might seal this blessing:
Sure, sure she should not beg: if this continue,
As I hope, Heaven, it will; Uncle, Ile nick ye,
Ile nick ye, by this life. Some would fear killing
In the pursuit now of so rare a venture;

Enter Diocles.

I am covetous to die for such a beauty.
Mine Uncle comes: now, if she stand, I am happie.

Cha. Be right again, for honours sake.

Dio. Fair Mistris — 

Aur. What man is this? Away. What sawcy fellow?
Dare any such base groom press to salute me?

Dio. Have ye forgot me, Fair, or do you jest with me?
Ile tell ye what I am: come, pray ye look lovely.
Nothing but frowns and scorns?

Aur. Who is this fellow?

Dio. Ile tell ye who I am: I am your husband.

Aur. Husband to me?

Dio. To you. I am Dioclesian.

Max. More of this sport, and I am made, old Mother:
Effect but this thou hast begun.

Dio. I am he, Lady,
Revengd your Brothers death; slew cruel Aper;
I am he the Souldier courts, the Empire honours,
Your Brother loves; am he (my lovely Mistriss)
Will make you Empress of the World.

Max. Still excellent;
Now I see too, mine Uncle may be cozend:
An Emperour may suffer like another.
Well said, old Mother, hold up this miracle.

Aur. Thou lyest, thou art not he: thou a brave fellow?

Char. Is there no shame, no modesty in women?

Aur. Thou one of high and full mark?

Dio. Gods! what ails she?

Aur. Generous and noble? Fie, thou liest most basely.
Thy face, and all aspects upon thee, tell me
Thou art a poor Dalmatian Slave, a low thing,
Not worth the name of Roman; stand off farther.

Dio. What may this mean?

Aur. Come hither, my Endymion;
Come, shew thy self, and all eyes be blessed in thee.

Dio. Ha? what is this?

Aur. Thou fair star that I live by,
Look lovely on me, break into full brightness;
Look, heres a face now, of another making,
Another mold; heres a divine proportion,
Eyes fit for Phoebus self to gild the World with;
And theres a brow archd like the State of Heaven;
Look how it bends, and with what radiance,
As if the Synod of the gods sate under;
Look there, and wonder; now behold that fellow,
That admirable thing, cut with an Axe out.

Max. Old Woman, though I cannot give thee recompence,
Yet certainly, Ill make thy name as glorious.

Dio. Is this in truth?

Char. She is mad, and you must pardon her.

Dio. She hangs upon him; see.

Char. Her fit is strong now,
Be not you passionate.

Dio. She kisses.

Char. Let her;
Tis but the fondness of her fit.

Dio. I am foold,
And if I suffer this.

Char. Pray ye, friend, be pacified,
This will be off anon; she goes in. [Exit Aurelia.

Dio. Sirrah.

Max. What say you, Sir?

Dio. How dare thy lips, thy base lips?

Max. I am your Kinsman, Sir, and no such base one;
I sought no kisses, nor I had no reason
To kick the Princess from me; twas no manners;
I never yet compelld her; of her courtesie,
What she bestows, Sir, I am thankful for.

Dio. Be gone, Villain.

Max. I will, and I will go off with that glory,
And magnifie my fate. [Exit.

Dio. Good Brother, leave me,
I am to my self a trouble now.

Char. I am sorry fort;
Youll find it but a woman-fit to try ye.

Dio. It may be so, I hope so.

Char. I am ashamd, and what I think I blush at. [Exit.

Dio. What misery hath my fortune bred me?
And how far must I suffer? Poor and low States,
Though they know wants and hungers, know not these,
Know not these killing Fates; little contents them,
And with that little they live, Kings commanding,
And ordering both their ends and loves. O Honour!
How greedily men seek thee, and once purchased,
How many Enemies to mans peace bringst thou!
How many griefs and sorrows, that like sheers,
Like fatal Sheers, are sheering off our lives still!
How many sad Eclipses do we shine thorow!

Enter Delphia, Drusilla, vaild.

When I presumd I was blessed in this fair woman.

Del. Behold him now, and tell me how thou likst him.

Dio. When all my hopes were up, and Fortune dealt me
Even for the greatest, and the happiest Monarch,
Then to be cozend, to be cheated basely?
By mine own Kinsman crossd? O villain Kinsman!
Curse of my blood; because a little younger,
A little smoother facd; O false, false woman,
False and forgetful of thy faith; Ill kill him.
But can I kill her hate too? No, he woos not,
Nor worthy is of death, because she follows him,
Because she courts him; Shall I kill an innocent?
O Diocles! would thou hadst never known this,
Nor surfeited upon this sweet Ambition,
That now lies bitter at thy heart; O Fortune,
That thou hast none to fool, and blow like bubbles,
But Kings, and their Contents!

Del. What think you now, Girl?

Dru. Upon my life, I pity his misfortune:
See how he weeps; I cannot hold.

Del. Away, fool;
He must weep bloody tears before thou hast him.
How fare ye now, brave Dioclesian?
What! lazy in your loves? has too much pleasure
Dulld your most mighty faculties?

Dio. Art thou there!
More to torment me? dost thou come to mock me?

Del. I do, and I do laugh at all thy sufferings:
I, that have wrought em, come to scorn thy wailings;
I told thee once, this is thy fate, this woman,
And as thou usest her, so thou shall prosper.
It is not in thy power to turn this destiny,
Nor stop the torrent of those miseries
(If thou neglectst her still) shall fall upon thee.
Sith that thou art dishonest, false of faith,
Proud, and dost think no Power can cross thy pleasures;
Thou wilt find a Fate above thee.

Dru. Good Aunt, speak mildly;
See how he looks and suffers.

Dio. I find and feel, woman,
That I am miserable.

Del. Thou art most miserable.

Dio. That as I am the most, I am most miserable.
But didst thou work this?

Del. Yes, and will pursue it.

Dio. Stay there, and have some pity, fair Drusilla
Let me perswade thy mercy, thou hast lovd me,
Although I know my suit will sound unjustly
To make thy love the means to lose it self,
Have pity on me.

Dru. I will do.

Del. Peace, Niece,
Although this softness may become your love,
Your care must scorn it. Let him still contemn thee,
And still Ill work; the same affection
He ever shews to thee, be it sweet or bitter,
The same Aurelia shall shew him; no further;
Nor shall the wealth of all his Empire free this.

Dio. I must speak fair. Lovely young Maid, forgive me,
Look gently on my sorrows; you that grieve too,
I see it in your eyes, and thus I meet it.

Dru. O Aunt, I am blessd.

Dio. Be not both young and cruel,
Again I beg it thus.

Dru. Thus, Sir, I grant it.

Enter Aurelia.

Hes mine own now, Aunt.

Del. Not yet, Girl, thou art cozend.

Aur. O my dear Lord, how have I wrongd your patience!
How wandred from the truth of my affections!
How (like a wanton fool) shund that I lovd most!
But you are full of goodness, to forgive, Sir,
As I of grief to beg, and shame to take it;
Sure I was not my self, some strange illusion,
Or what you please to pardon.

Dio. All, my Dearest;
All, my Delight; and with more pleasure take thee,
Than if there had been no such dream: for certain,
It was no more.

Aur. Now you have seald forgiveness,
I take my leave, and the gods keep your goodness. [Exit.

Del. You see how kindness prospers; be but so kind
To marry her, and see then what new fortunes,
New joys and pleasures; far beyond this Lady,
Beyond her Greatness too.

Dio. Ill dye a dog first.
Now I am reconcild, I will enjoy her
In spight of all thy spirits, and thy witchcrafts.

Del. Thou shalt not, fool.

Dio. I will, old doting Devil;
And wert thou any thing but air and spirit,
My Sword should tell thee.

Del. I contemn thy threatnings,
And thou shalt know I hold a power above thee.
We must remove Aurelia; Come, farewel, fool,
When thou shalt see me next, thou shalt bow to me.

Dio. Look thou appear no more to cross my pleasures. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
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Enter CHORUS.

So full of matter is our Historie,
Yet mixt I hope with sweet varietie,
The accidents not vulgar too, but rare,
And fit to be presented, that there wants
Room in this narrow Stage, and time to express
In Action to the life, our Dioclesian
In his full lustre: Yet (as the Statuary,
That by the large size of Alcidess foot,
Guessd at his whole proportion) so we hope
Your apprehensive judgments will conceive
Out of the shadow we can only shew,
How fair the Body was; and will be pleasd,
Out of your wonted goodness, to behold
As in a silent Mirrour, what we cannot
With fit conveniency of time, allowd
For such Presentments, cloath in vocal sounds.
Yet with such Art the Subject is conveighd,
That every Scene and passage shall be clear
Even to the grossest Understander here.

[Loud Musick.

Dumb Shew.

Enter, at one Door, Delphia,
Ambassadours, They whisper
together; they take an Oath
upon her hand; She circles them
(kneeling) with her Magick-rod;
they rise and draw their Swords.
Enter, at the other door,
Dioclesian, Charinus,
Maximinian, Niger, Aurelia,
Cassana, Guard; Charinus and
Niger perswading Aurelia; She
offers to embrace Maximinian;
Diocles draws his Sword,
keeps off Maximinian, turns
to Aurelia, kneels to her,
lays his Sword at her feet, she
scornfully turns away: Delphia
gives a sign; the Ambassadours and
Souldiers rush upon them, seize on
Aurelia, Cassana, Charinus,
and Maximinian; Dioclesian,
and others offer to rescue them;
Delphia raises a mist; Exeunt
Ambassadours and Prisoners, and the
rest discontented.

The skilful Delphia finding by sure proof
The presence of Aurelia dimd the Beauty
Of her Drusilla; and in spight of Charms,
The Emperour her Brother, Great Charinus,
Still urgd her to the love of Dioclesian,
Deals with the Persian Legats, that were bound
For the Ransom of Cassana, to remove
Aurelia, Maximinian, and Charinus
Out of the sight of Rome; but takes their Oaths
(In lieu of her assistance) that they shall not
On any terms, when they were in their power,
Presume to touch their lives; This yielded to,
They lye in ambush for em. Dioclesian
Still mad for fair Aurelia, that doted
As much on Maximinian, twice had killd him,
But that her frown restraind him: He pursues her
With all humility; but she continues
Proud and disdainful. The sign given by Delphia,
The Persians break thorow, and seize upon
Charinus and his Sister, with Maximinian,
And free Cassana. For their speedy rescue,
Enraged Dioclesian draws his Sword,
And bids his Guard assist him; Then too weak
Had been all opposition and resistance
The Persians could have made against their fury,
If Delphia by her Cunning had not raised
A foggy Mist, which, as a Cloud, conceald them,
Deceiving their Pursuers. Now be pleased,
That your imaginations may help you
To think them safe in Persia, and Dioclesian
For this disaster circled round with sorrow,
Yet mindful of the wrong. Their future fortunes
We will present in Action; and are bold,
In that which follows, that the most shall say,
Twas well begun, but the End crownd the Play. [Exit.



SCENE II.

Enter Diocles, Niger, Senators, Guard.

Dio. Talk not of comfort; I have broke my faith,
And the gods fight against me; and proud man,
However magnified, is but as dust
Before the raging whirl-wind of their justice.
What is it to be great? adord on Earth?
When the immortal Powers that are above us
Turn all our Blessings into horrid Curses,
And laugh at our resistance, or prevention
Of what they purpose? O the Furies that
I feel within me! whipt on, by their angers,
For my tormentors. Could it else have been
In Nature, that a few fugitive Persians,
Unfriended, and unarmed too, could have robd me
(In Rome, the Worlds Metropolis, and her glory;
In Rome, where I command, invirond round
With such invincible Troops that know no fear,
But want of noble Enemies) of those jewels
I prizd above my life, and I want power
To free them, if those gods I have provokd
Had not given spirit to the undertakers,
And in their deed protected em?

Nig. Great Cæsar,
Your safety does confirm you are their care,
And that hower their practices reach others,
You stand above their malice.

1 Sen. Rome in us
Offers (as means to further your revenge)
The lives of her best Citizens,
And all they stand possessd of.

1 Guard. Do but lead us on
With that invincible and undaunted Courage
Which waited bravely on you, when you appeard
The minion of Conquest; married rather
To glorious Victory, and we will drag
(Though all the Enemies of life conspire
Against our undertakings) the proud Persian,
Out of his strongest hold.

2 Guard. Be but your self,
And do not talk but do.

3 Guard. You have hands and swords,
Limbs to make up a well proportiond Army,
That only want in you an Head to lead us.

Dio. The gods reward your goodness; and believe,
Hower (for some great sin) I am markt out
The object of their hate, though Jove stood ready
To dart his three-fold thunder on this head,
It could not fright me from a fierce pursuit
Of my revenge; I will redeem my friends,
And with my friends mine honour; at least fall
Like to my self, a Souldier.

Nig. Now we hear
Great Dioclesian speak.

Dio. Draw up our Legions,
And let it be your care (my much lovd Niger)
To hasten the remove; And, fellow Souldiers,
Your love to me will teach you to endure
Both long and tedious Marches.

1 Guard. Dye he accursd
That thinks of rest or sleep, before he sets
His foot on Persian-Earth.

Nig. We know our glory;
The dignity of Rome, and whats above
All can be urgd, the quiet of your mind
Depends upon our haste.

Dio. Remove to night;
Five days shall bring me to you.

All. Happiness
To Cæsar, and glorious victory. [Exeunt.

Dio. The cheerfulness of my Souldiers gives assurance
Of good success abroad; if first I make
My peace at home here. There is something chides me,
And sharply tells me, that my breach of faith
To Delphia and Drusilla, is the ground
Of my misfortunes; And I must remember,
While I was lovd, and in great Delphias Grace,
She was as my good Angel, and bound Fortune
To prosper my designs; I must appease her;
Let others pay their Knees, their Vows, their Prayers
To weak imagind Powers; She is my All,
And thus I do invoke her. Knowing Delphia,
Thou more than Woman, and though thou vouchsafest
To grace the Earth with thy celestial Steps,
And taste this grosser air, thy heavenly Spirit
Hath free access to all the secret Counsels
Which a full Senate of the gods determine
When they consider man: The brass leavd Book
Of Fate lies open to thee, where thou readst,
And fashionest the destinies of men
At thy wishd pleasures; Look upon thy creature,
And as thou twice hast pleased to appear
To reprehend my falshood, now vouchsafe
To see my low submission. [Delphia and Drusilla appear.

Del. Whats thy Will?
False, and unthankful, (and in that deserving
All humane sorrows) darst thou hope from me
Relief or Comfort?

Dio. Penitence does appease
Th incensed Powers, and Sacrifice takes off
Their heavy angers; thus I tender both;
The Master of great Rome, and in that, Lord
Of all the Sun gives heat and being to,
Thus sues for mercy; Be but as thou wert,
The Pilot to the Bark of my good fortunes,
And once more steer my actions to the Port
Of glorious Honour, and if I fall off
Hereafter from my faith to this sweet Virgin,
Joyn with those Powers that punish perjury,
To make me an example to deter
Others from being false.

Dru. Upon my soul,
You may believe him; nor did he er purpose
To me but nobly; he made tryal how
I could endure unkindness; I see Truth
Triumphant in his sorrow. Dearest Aunt,
Both credit him, and help him; and on assurance
That what I plead for, you cannot deny,
I raise him thus, and with this willing kiss
I seal his pardon.

Dio. O that I er lookt
Beyond this abstract of all womans goodness.

Del. I am thine again; thus I confirm our league;
I know thy wishes, and how much thou sufferst
In honour for thy friends; thou shalt repair all;
For to thy Fleet Ill give a fore-right wind
To pass the Persian Gulf; remove all lets
That may molest thy Souldiers in their March
That pass by land, and destiny is false,
If thou prove not victorious; Yet remember,
When thou art raisd up to the highest point
Of humane happiness, such as move beyond it
Must of necessity descend. Think ont,
And use those Blessings that the gods pour on you
With moderation.

Dio. As their Oracle
I hear you, and obey you, and will follow
Your grave directions.

Del. You will not repent it. [Exeunt.



SCENE III.

Enter Niger, Geta, Guard, Souldiers, Ensigns.

Nig. How do you like your entrance to the War?
When the whole Body of the Army moves,
Shews it not gloriously?

Get. Tis a fine May-game;
But eating and drinking I think are forbad int,
(I mean, with leisure) we walk on, and feed
Like hungry Boys that haste to School; or as
We carried Fish to the City, dare stay no where,
For fear our ware should stink.

1 Guard. Thats the necessity
Of our speedy March.

Get. Sir, I do love my ease,
And though I hate all Seats of Judicature,
I mean in the City, for conveniency,
I still will be a Justice in the War,
And ride upon my foot-cloth. I hope a Captain
(And a gownd-Captain too) may be dispencd with.
I tell you, and do not mock me, when I was poor,
I could endure like others, cold and hunger;
But since I grew rich, let but my finger ake,
Or feel but the least pain in my great Toe,
Unless I have a Doctor, mine own Doctor,
That may assure me, I am gone.

Nig. Come, fear not;
You shall want nothing.

1 Guard. We will make you fight,
As you were mad.

Get. Not too much of fighting, friend;
It is thy trade, that art a common Souldier;
We Officers, by our place, may share the spoil,
And never sweat fort.

2 Guard. You shall kill for practice
But your dozen or two a day.

Get. Thou talkst as if
Thou wert lousing thy self; but yet I will make danger,
If I prove one of the Worthies, so; However,
Ill have the fear of the gods before my eyes,
And do no hurt I warrant you.

Nig. Come, march on,
And humour him for our mirth.

1 Guard. Tis a fine peak-Goose.

Nig. But one that fools to the Emperour, and in that,
A wise man, and a Souldier.

1 Guard. True morality. [Exeunt.



SCENE IV.

Enter Cosroe, Cassana, Persians; and Charinus,
Maximinian, Aurelia, bound, with Souldiers.

Cos. Now by the Persian gods, most truly welcome,
Encompassd thus with tributary Kings,
I entertain you. Lend your helping hands
To seat her by me; and thus raisd, bow all
To do her honour; O my best Cassana,
Sister, and Partner of my Life and Empire,
Well teach thee to forget with present pleasures
Thy late Captivity; and this proud Roman,
That usd thee as a Slave, and did disdain
A Princely Ransome, shall, if she repine,
Be forcd by various Tortures, to adore
What she of late contemnd.

Cas. All greatness ever
Attend Cosroe; though Persia be styld
The Nurse of Pomp and Pride, well leave to Rome
Her native Cruelty. For know, Aurelia,
A Roman Princess, and a Cæsars Sister
Though late, like thee captivd, I can forget
Thy barbarous usage; and though thou to me
(When I was in thy power) didst shew thy self,
A most insulting Tyranness, I to thee
May prove a gentle Mistriss.

Aur. O my Stars,
A Mistriss? can I live and owe that name
To flesh and blood? I was born to command,
Traind up in Soveraignty; and I, in death
Can quit the name of Slave; she that scorns life,
May mock Captivity.

Char. Rome will be Rome
When we are nothing; and her powers the same
Which you once quakd at.

Max. Dioclesian lives;
Hear it and tremble; Lives (thou King of Persia)
The Master of his Fortune, and his Honour;
And though by devilish arts we were surprizd,
And made the prey of Magick and of Theft,
And not won nobly, we shall be redeemd,
And by a Roman War; and every wrong
We suffer here, with interest, be returnd
On the insulting doer.

1 Per. Sure these Romans
Are more than men.

2 Per. Their great hearts will not yield,
They cannot bend to any adverse Fate,
Such is their Confidence.

Cos. They then shall break.
Why, you rebellious Wretches, dare you still
Contend when the last breath, or nod of mine
Marks you out for the fire? or to be made
The prey of Wolves or Vulturs? the vain name
Of Roman Legions, I slight thus, and scorn;
And for that boasted bug bear, Dioclesian,
(Which you presume on) would he were the master
But of the spirit, to meet me in the field,
He soon should find that our immortal Squadrons,
That with full numbers ever are supplyd,
(Could it be possible they should decay)
Dare front his boldest Troops, and scatter him,
As an high towring Falcon on her stretches,
Severs the fearful fowl. And by the Sun,
The Moon, the Winds, the nourishers of life,
And by this Sword, the instrument of death,
Since that you fly not humbly to our mercy
But yet dare hope your liberty by force;
If Dioclesian dare not attempt
To free you with his Sword, all slavery
That cruelty can find out to make you wretched,
Falls heavy on you.

Max. If the Sun keep his course,
And the Earth can bear his Souldiers march, I fear not.

Aur. Or liberty, or revenge.

Char. On that I build too. [A Trumpet.

Aur. A Roman Trumpet!

Max. Tis; comes it not like
A pardon to a man condemnd?

Cos. Admit him.

Enter Niger.

The purpose of thy coming?

Nig. My great Master,
The Lord of Rome, (in that all Power is spoken)
Hoping that thou wilt prove a noble Enemy,
And (in thy bold resistance) worth his conquest,
Defies thee, Cosroe.

Max. There is fire in this.

Nig. And to encourage thy laborious powers
To tug for Empire, dares thee to the field,
With this assurance, if thy Sword can win him,
Or force his Legions with thy barbed horse,
But to forsake their ground, that not alone
Wingd Victory shall take stand on thy Tent,
But all the Provinces, and Kingdoms held
By the Roman Garrisons in this Eastern World,
Shall be deliverd up, and he himself
Acknowledge thee his Sovereign. In return
Of this large offer, he asks only this,
That till the doubtful Die of War determine
Who has most power, and should command the other,
Thou wouldst entreat thy Prisoners like their Births,
And not their present Fortune; and to bring em,
Guarded, into thy Tent, with thy best strengths,
Thy ablest men of War, and thou thy self
Sworn to make good the place. And if he fail
(Maugre all opposition can be made)
In his own person to compel his way,
And fetch them safely off, the day is thine,
And he, like these, thy Prisoner.

Cos. Though I receive this
But as a Roman Brave, I do embrace it,
And love the sender. Tell him, I will bring
My Prisoners to the field, and without odds,
Against his single force, alone defend em;
Or else with equal numbers. Courage, noble Princes,
And let Posterity record, that we
This memorable day restord to Persia,
That Empire of the World, great Philips Son,
Ravishd from us, and Greece gave up to Rome.
This our strong comfort, that we cannot fall
Ingloriously, since we contend for all. [Exeunt.
[Flourish. Alarms.



SCENE V.

Enter Geta, Guard, Souldiers.

Get. Ill swear the Peace against em, I am hurt,
Run for a Surgeon, or I faint.

1 Guard. Bear up, man,
Tis but a scratch.

Get. Scoring a man or the Coxcomb
Is but a scratch with you! —— o your occupation,
Your scurvy scuffling trade; I was told before
My face was bad enough; but now I look
Like bloody Bone, and raw head, to fright Children;
I am for no use else.

2 Guard. Thou shalt fright men.

1 Guard. You look so terrible now; but see your face
In the Pummel of my Sword.

Get. I dye, I am gone.
Oh my sweet physiognomy.

Enter three Persians.

2 Guard. They come,
Now fight, or dye indeed.

Get. I will scape this way;
I cannot hold my Sword; what would you have
Of a maimd man?

1 Guard. Nay, then I have a goad
To prick you forward, Oxe.

2 Guard. Fight like a Man,
Or dye like a Dog.

Get. Shall I, like Cæsar, fall
Among my friends? no mercy? Et tu Brute?
You shall not have the honour of my death,
Ill fall by the Enemy first.

1 Guard. O brave, brave Geta, [Persians driven off.
He plays the Devil now.

Enter Niger.

Nig. Make up for honour,
The Persians shrink. The passage is laid open,
Great Dioclesian, like a second Mars,
His strong arm governd by the fierce Bellona,
Performs more than a man; his shield struck full
Of Persian Darts, which now are his defence
Against the Enemies Swords, still leads the way.
Of all the Persian Forces, one strong Squadron,

[Alarms continued.

In which Cosroe in his own person fights,
Stands firm, and yet unrouted; Break thorow that,
The day, and all is ours. [Retreat.

All. Victory, Victory. [Exeunt. Flourish.



SCENE VI.

Enter, in Triumph with Roman
Ensigns, Guard, Dioclesian,
Charinus, Aurelia, Maximinian,
Niger, Geta, Cosroe, Cassana,
Persians, as Prisoners; Delphia,
and Drusilla, privately.

Dio. I am rewarded in the Act; your freedome
To mes ten thousand Triumphs; You Sir, share,
In all my glories. And unkind Aurelia,
From being a Captive, still command the Victor.
Nephew, remember by whose gift you are free;
You I afford my pity; baser minds
Insult on the afflicted, you shall know,
Vertue and Courage are admird and lovd
In Enemies; but more of that hereafter.
Thanks to your valour; to your Swords I owe
This Wreath triumphant. Nor be thou forgot
My first poor Bondman, Geta, I am glad
Thou art turnd a fighter.

Get. Twas against my will;
But now I am content witht.

Char. But imagine
What honours can be done to you beyond these,
Transcending all example; tis in you
To will, in us to serve it.

Nig. We will have
His Statue of pure gold set in the Capitol,
And he that bows not to it as a god,
Makes forfeit of his head.

Max. I burst with envy;
And yet these honours, which conferrd on me,
Would make me pace on air, seem not to move him.

Dio. Suppose this done, or were it possible
I could rise higher still, I am a man,
And all these glories, Empires heapd upon me,
Confirmd by constant friends, and faithful Guards,
Cannot defend me from a shaking Feaver,
Or bribe the uncorrupted Dart of Death
To spare me one short minute. Thus adornd
In these triumphant Robes, my body yields not
A greater shadow, than it did when I
Livd both poor and obscure; a Swords sharp point
Enters my flesh as far; dreams break my sleep
As when I was a private man; my passions
Are stronger tyrants on me; nor is Greatness
A saving Antidote to keep me from
A Traytors poyson. Shall I praise my fortune,
Or raise the building of my happiness
On her uncertain favour? or presume
She is mine own, and sure, that yet was never
Constant to any? Should my reason fail me
(As flattery oft corrupts it) heres an example,
To speak how far her smiles are to be trusted;
The rising Sun, this morning, saw this man
The Persian Monarch, and those Subjects proud
That had the honour but to kiss his feet;
And yet ere his diurnal progress ends,
He is the scorn of Fortune: but youll say,
That she forsook him for his want of courage,
But never leaves the bold. Now by my hopes
Of peace and quiet here, I never met
A braver Enemy; and to make it good,
Cosroe, Cassana and the rest, be free,
And ransomless return.

Cos. To see this vertue
Is more to me than Empire; and to be
Orcome by you, a glorious victory.

Max. What o Devil means he next?

Dio. I know that glory
Is like Alcidess Shirt, if it stay on us
Till pride hath mixt it with our blood; nor can we
Part with it at pleasure: when we would uncase,
It brings along with it both flesh and sinews,
And leaves us living Monsters.

Max. Would it were come
To my turn to put it on: Id run the hazard.

Dio. No, I will not be pluckd out by the ears
Out of this glorious Castle; uncompelld
I will surrender rather; Let it suffice
I have toucht the height of humane happiness,
And here I fix nil ultra. Hitherto
I have livd a servant to ambitious thoughts,
And fading glories; what remains of life,
I dedicate to Vertue; and to keep
My faith untainted, farewel Pride and Pomp,
And circumstance of glorious Majestie,
Farewel for ever. Nephew, I have noted,
That you have long with sore eyes lookd upon
My flourishing Fortune; you shall have possession
Of my felicity; I deliver up
My Empire, and this gem I prizd above it,
And all things else that made me worth your envy,
Freely unto you. Gentle Sir, your suffrage,
To strengthen this; the Souldiers love I doubt not;
His valour, Gentlemen, will deserve your favours,
Which let my prayers further. All is yours;
But I have been too liberal, and givn that
I must beg back again.

Max. What am I faln from!

Dio. Nay, start not; it is only the poor Grange,
The Patrimony which my father left me,
I would be Tenant to.

Max. Sir, I am yours;
I will attend you there.

Dio. No, keep the Court;
Seek you in Rome for honour: I will labour
To find content elswhere. Disswade me not,
By —— , I am resolvd. And now Drusilla,
Being as poor as when I vowd to make thee
My wife, if thy love since hath felt no change,
I am ready to perform it.

Dru. I still lovd
Your Person, not your fortunes: in a cottage,
Being yours, I am an Empress.

Del. And Ile make
The change most happy.

Dio. Do me then the honour,
To see my vow performd. You but attend
My Glories to the urn; where be it ashes,
Welcom my mean estate: and as a due,
Wish rest to me, I honour unto you. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima.
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Enter CHORUS.

Cho. The War with glory ended; and Cosroe
(Acknowledging his fealtie to Charinus)
Dismissd in peace, returns to Persia:
The rest, arriving safely unto Rome,
Are entertained with triumphs: Maximinian,
By the grace and intercession of his Uncle,
Saluted Cæsar: but good Dioclesian,
Weary of Pomp and State, retires himself
With a small Train, to a most private Grange
In Lombardie; where the glad Countrey strives
With Rural Sports to give him entertainment:
With which delighted, he with ease forgets
All specious trifles, and securely tastes
The certain pleasures of a private life.
But oh Ambition, that eats into
With venomd teeth, true thankfulness, and honour,
And to support her greatness, fashions fears,
Doubts, and preventions to decline all dangers,
Which in the place of safetie, prove her ruine:
All which be pleasd to see in Maximinian,
To whom, his conferd Sovera[ignt]y was like
A large sail filld full with a fore-right wind,
That drowns a smaller Bark: and he once faln
Into ingratitude, makes no stop in mischief,
But violently runs on. Allow Maximinian all,
Honour, and Empire, absolute command;
Yet being ill, long great he cannot stand. [Exit.



SCENE II.

Enter Maximinian, and Aurelia.

Aur. Why droops my Lord, my Love, my life, my Cæsar?
How ill this dulness doth comport with greatness!
Does not (with open arms) your fortune court you?
Rome know you for her Master, I my self
Confess you for my husband? love, and serve you?
If you contemn not these, and think them curses,
I know no blessings that ambitious flesh
Could wish to feel beyond em.

Max. Best Aurelia,
The parent and the nurse to all my Glories,
Tis not that thus embracing you, I think
There is a Heaven beyond it, that begets
These sad retirements; but the fear to lose
What it is hell to part with: better to have livd
Poor and obscure, and never scald the top
Of hilly Empire, than to die with fear
To be thrown headlong down, almost as soon
As we have reachd it.

Aur. These are Pannick terrours
You fashion to your self: Is not my Brother
(Your equal and copartner in the Empire)
Vowd and confirmd your friend? the Souldier constant?
Hath not your Uncle Dioclesian taken
His last farewel oth world? What then can shake ye?

Max. The thought I may be shaken: and assurance
That what we do possess is not our own,
But has depending on anothers favour:
For nothings more uncertain (my Aurelia)
Than power that stands not on his proper Basis,
But borrows his foundation. Ile make plain
My cause of doubts and fears; for what should I
Conceal from you, that are to be familiar
With my most private thoughts? Is not the Empire
My Uncles gift? and may he not resume it
Upon the least distaste? Does not Charinus
Cross me in my designs? And what is Majestie
When tis divided? Does not the insolent Souldier
Call my command his donative? And what can take
More from our honour? No (my wise Aurelia,)
If I to you am more than all the world,
As sure you are to me; as we desire
To be secure, we must be absolute,
And know no equal: when your Brother borrows
The little splendor that he has from us,
And we are servd for fear, not at entreaty,
We may live safe; but till then, we but walk
With heavie burthens on a sea of glass,
And our own weight will sink us.

Aur. Your Mother brought you
Into the world an Emperour: you perswade
But what I would have counselld: Nearness of blood,
Respect of pietie, and thankfulness,
And all the holy dreams of vertuous fools
Must vanish into nothing, when Ambition
(The maker of great minds, and nurse of honour)
Puts in for Empire. On then, and forget
Your simple Uncle; think he was the Master
(In being once an Emperour) of a Jewel,
Whose worth and use he knew not: For Charinus,
No more my Brother, if he be a stop
To what you purpose; he to Mes a stranger,
And so to be removd.

Max. Thou more than woman,
Thou masculine Greatness, to whose soaring spirit
To touch the stars seems but an easie flight;
O how I glory in thee! those great women
Antiquitie is proud of, thou but namd,
Shall be no more remembred: but persevere,
And thou shalt shine among those lesser lights,

Enter Charinus, Niger, Guard.

To all posteritie like another Phebe,
And so adord as she is.

Aur. Heres Charinus,
His brow furrowd with anger.

Max. Let him storm,
And you shall hear me thunder.

Cha. He dispose of
My Provinces at his pleasure? and confer
Those honours (that are only mine to give)
Upon his creatures?

Nig. Mighty Sir, ascribe it
To his assurance of your love and favour,
And not to pride or malice.

Cha. No, good Niger,
Courtesie shall not fool me; he shall know
I lent a hand to raise him, and defend him,
While he continues good: but the same strength
If pride make him usurp upon my Right,
Shall strike him to the Center. You are well met, Sir.

Max. As you make the Encounter: Sir, I hear,
That you repine, and hold your self much grievd,
In that, without your good leave, I bestowd
The Gallian Proconsulship upon
A follower of mine.

Cha. Tis true: and wonder
You durst attempt it.

Max. Durst, Charinus?

Cha. Durst:
Again, I speak it: Think you me so tame,
So leaden and unactive, to sit down
With such dishonour? But, recal your grant,
And speedily; or by the Roman —— 
Thou tripst thine own heels up, and hast no part
In Rome, or in the Empire.

Max. Thou hast none,
But by permission: Alas, poor Charinus,
Thou shadow of an Emperour, I scorn thee,
Thee, and thy foolish threats: the gods appoint him
The absolute disposer of the Earth,
That has the sharpest sword. I am sure, Charinus,
Thou wearst one without edge. When cruel Aper
Had killd Numerianus, thy Brother,
(An act that would have made a trembling coward
More daring than Alcides) thy base fear
Made thee wink at it: then rose up my Uncle
(For the honour of the Empire, and of Rome)
Against the Traitor, and among his Guards
Punishd the treason: This bold daring act
Got him the Souldiers suffrages to be Cæsar.
And howsoever his too gentle nature
Allowd thee the name only, as his gift,
I challenge the succession.

Cha. Thou ar[t] cozend.
When the receiver of a courtesie
Cannot sustain the weight it carries with it,
Tis but a Trial, not a present Act.
Thou hast in a few dayes of thy short Reign,
In over-weening pride, riot and lusts,
Shamd noble Dioclesian, and his gift:
Nor doubt I, when it shall arrive unto
His certain knowledge, how the Empire groans
Under thy Tyranny, but he will forsake
His private life, and once again resume
His laid-by Majestie: or at least, make choice
Of such an Atlas as may bear this burthen,
Too heavie for thy shoulders. To effect this,
Lend your assistance, Gentlemen, and then doubt not
But that this mushroom (sprung up in a night)
Shall as soon wither. And for you, Aurelia,
If you esteem your honour more than tribute
Paid to your loathsome appetite, as a Furie
Flie from his loose embraces: so farewel;
Ere long you shall hear more. [Exeunt.

Aur. Are you struck dumb,
That you make no reply?

Max. Sweet, I will do,
And after talk: I will prevent their plots,
And turn them on their own accursed heads.
My Uncle? good: I must not know the names
Of Pietie or Pitie. Steel my heart,
Desire of Empire, and instruct me, that
The Prince that over others would bear sway,
Checks at no Let that stops him in his way. [Exeunt.



SCENE III.

Enter three Shepherds, and two Countreymen.

1 Shep. Do you think this great man will continue here?

2 Shep. Continue here? what else? he has bought the great Farm;
A great man, with a great Inheritance,
And all the ground about it, all the woods too;
And stockd it like an Emperour. Now, all our sports again
And all our merry Gambols, our may-Ladies,
Our evening-daunces on the Green, our Songs,
Our Holiday good cheer, our Bag-pipes now Boyes,
Shall make the wanton Lasses skip again,
Our Sheep-sheerings, and all our knacks.

3 Shep. But hark ye,
We must not call him Emperour.

1 Countr. Thats all one;
He is the King of good fellows, thats no treason;
And so Ile call him still, though I be hangd fort.
I grant ye, he has given his honour to another man,
He cannot give his humour: he is a brave fellow,
And will love us, and wel love him. Come hither Ladon,
What new Songs, and what geers?

3 Shep. Enough: Ile tell ye
He comes abroad anon to view his grounds,
And with the help of Thirsis, and old Egon,
(If his whorson could be gon) and Amaryllis,
And some few more oth wenches, we will meet him,
And strike him such new springs, and such free welcoms,
Shall make him scorn an Empire, forget Majestie,
And make him bless the hour he livd here happy.

2 Countr. And we will second ye, we honest Carters,
We lads oth lash, with some blunt entertainment,
Our Teams to two pence, will give him some content,
Or well bawl fearfully.

3 Shep. He cannot expect now
His Courtly entertainments, and his rare Musicks,
And Ladies to delight him with their voyces;
Honest and cheerful toyes from honest meanings,
And the best hearts they have. We must be neat all:
On goes my russet jerkin with blue buttons.

1 Shep. And my green slops I was married in; my bonnet
With my carnation point with Silver tags, boyes:
You know where I won it.

1 Countr. Thou wilt nere be old, Alexis.

1 Shep. And I shall find some toyes that have been favors,
And nose-gayes, and such knacks: for there be wenches.

3 Shep. My mantle goes on too I plaid young Paris in,
And the new garters Amaryllis sent me.

1 Count. Yes, yes: wel all be handsom, and wash our faces.
Neighbour, I see a remnant of March dust
Thats hatchd into your chaps: I pray ye be carefull,

Enter Geta.

And mundifie your muzzel.

2 Countr. Ile to th Barbers,
It shall cost me I know what. Whos this?

3 Shep. Give room, neighbours,
A great man in our State: gods bless your worship.

2 Countr. Encrease your Mastership.

Get. Thanks, my good people:
Stand off, and know your duties: as I take it
You are the labouring people of this village,
And you that keep the sheep. Stand farther off yet,
And mingle not with my authoritie,
I am too mighty for your companie.

3 Shep. We know it Sir; and we desire your worship
To reckon us amongst your humble servants,
And that our Country Sports, Sir, — 

Get. For your Sports, Sir,
They may be seen, when I shall think convenient,
When out of my discretion, I shall view em,
And hold em fit for licence. Ye look upon me,
And look upon me seriously, as ye knew me:
Tis true, I have been a Rascal, as you are,
A fellow of no mention, nor no mark,
Just such another piece of durt, so fashiond:
But Time, that purifies all things of merit,
Has set another stamp. Come nearer now,
And be not fearfull; I take off my austeritie:
And know me for the great and mighty Steward
Under this man of honour: know ye for my vassals,
And at my pleasure I can dispeople ye,
Can blow you and your cattel out oth Country:
But fear me, and have favour. Come, go along with me,
And I will hear your Songs, and perhaps like em.

3 Shep. I hope you will, Sir.

Geta. Tis not a thing impossible,
Perhaps Ile sing my self, the more to grace ye,
And if I like your women.

3 Shep. Wel have the best, Sir,
Handsom young Girls.

Geta. The handsomer, the better.

Enter Delphia.

May bring your wives too, twill be all one charge to ye;
For I must know your families.

Del. Tis well said,
Tis well said, honest friends; I know ye are hatching
Some pleasurable sports for your great Landlord:
Fill him with joy, and win him a friend to ye,
And make this little Grange seem a large Empire,
Let out with home-contents: Ile work his favour,
Which daily shall be on ye.

3 Shep. Then wel sing daily,
And make him the best Sports.

Del. Instruct em Geta,
And be a merry man again.

Geta. Will ye lend me a devil,
That we may dance a while?

Del. Ile lend thee two.
And Bag-pipes that shall blow alone.

Get. I thank ye:
But Ile know your devils of a cooler complexion first.
Come, follow, follow; Ile go sit and see ye. [Exeunt.

Enter Diocles, and Drusilla.

Del. Do; and be ready an hour hence, and bring em;
For in the Grove youl find him.

Dio. Come Drusilla,
The partner of my best contents: I hope now
You dare believe me.

Dru. Yes, and dare say to ye,
I think ye now most happie.

Dio. You say true, Sweet,
For by my —— , I find now by experience,
Content was never Courtier.

Dru. I pray ye walk on, Sir;
The cool shades of the Grove invite ye.

Dio. O my Dearest!
When man has cast off his ambitious greatness,
And sunk into the sweetness of himself;
Built his foundation upon honest thoughts,
Not great, but good desires his daily servants;
How quie[t]ly he sleeps! how joyfully
He wakes again, and looks on his possessions,
And from his willing labours feeds with pleasure?
Here hang no Comets in the shapes of Crowns,
To shake our sweet contents: nor here, Drusilla,
Cares, like Eclipses, darken our endeavours:
We love here without rivals, kiss with innocence;
Our thoughts as gentle as our lips; our children
The double heirs both of our forms and faiths.

Dru. I am glad ye make this right use of this sweetness,
This sweet retiredness.

Dio. Tis sweet indeed, love,
And every circumstance about it, shews it.
How liberal is the spring in every place here?
The artificial Court shews but a shadow,
A painted imitation of this glory.
Smell to this flower, here nature has her excellence:
Let all the perfumes of the Empire pass this,
The carefullst Ladies cheek shew such a colour,
They are gilded and adulterate vanities.
And here in Povertie dwells noble nature.
What pains we take to cool our wines, to allay us, [Musick below.
And bury quick the fuming god to quench us,
Methinks this Crystal Well. — Ha! what strange Musick?
Tis underneath, sure: how it stirs and joys me?
How all the birds set on? the fields redouble
Their odoriferous sweets? Hark how the echos — 

Enter a Spirit from the Well.

Drus. See, Sir, those flowers
From out the Well, spring to your entertainment.

Enter Delphia.

Dio. Bless me.

Dru. Be not afraid, tis some good Angel
Thats come to welcome ye.

Del. Go near and hear, Son. [SONG.

Dio. O Mother, thank ye, thank ye, this was your will.

Del. You shall not want delights to bless your presence.
Now ye are honest, all the Stars shall honour ye.

Enter Shepherds and dancers.

Stay, here are Country-shepherds; here is some sport too,
And you must grace it, Sir; twas meant to welcom ye;
A King shall never feel your joy. Sit down Son.

A dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses; Pan leading
the men, Ceres the maids.

Hold, hold, my Messenger appears: leave off, friends,
Leave off a while, and breathe.

Dio. What news? ye are pale, Mother.

Del. No, I am careful of thy safety, Son,
Be not affrighted, but sit still; I am with thee.

Enter Maximinian, Aurelia, Souldiers.

And now dance out your dance. Do you know that person?
Be not amazd, but let him shew his dreadfullest.

Max. How confident he sits amongst his pleasures,
And what a chearful colour shews ins face,
And yet he sees me too, the Souldiers with me.

Aur. Be speedie in your work, (you will be stopt else)
And then you are an Emperour.

Max. I will about it.

Dio. My Royal Cousin, how I joy to see ye,
You, and your Royal Emperess!

Max. You are too kinde, Sir.
I come not to eat with ye, and to surfeit
In these poor Clownish pleasures; but to tell ye
I look upon ye like my Winding-sheet,
The Coffin of my Greatness, nay, my Grave:
For whilst you are alive — 

Dio. Alive, my Cousin?

Max. I say, Alive. I am no Emperour;
I am nothing but mine own disquiet.

Dio. Stay, Sir.

Max. I cannot stay. The Souldiers doat upon ye.
I would fain spare ye; but mine own securitie
Compels me to forget you are my Uncle,
Compels me to forget you made me Cæsar:
For whilst you are remembred, I am buried.

Dio. Did not I make ye Emperour, dear [C]ousin,
The free gift from my special grace?

Del. Fear nothing.

Dio. Did not I chuse this povertie, to raise you?
That Royal woman gave into your arms too?
Blessd ye with her bright beautie? gave the Souldiers,
The Souldier that hung to me, fixd him on ye?
Gave ye the worlds command?

Max. This cannot help ye.

Dio. Yet this shall ease me. Can ye be so base, Cousin,
So far from Nobleness, so far from nature,
As to forget all this? to tread this Tie out?
Raise to your self so foul a monument
That every common foot shall kick asunder?
Must my blood glue ye to your peace?

Max. It must, Uncle;
I stand too loose else, and my foot too feeble:
You gone once, and their love retird, I am rooted.

Dio. And cannot this removd poor State obscure me?
I do not seek for yours, nor enquire ambitiously
After your growing fortunes. Take heed, my kinsman,
Ungratefulness and blood mingled together,
Will, like two furious Tides — 

Max. I must sail thorow em:
Let em be Tides of death, Sir, I must stem up.

Dio. Hear but this last, and wisely yet consider:
Place round about my Grange a Garison,
That if I offer to exceed my limits,
Or ever in my common talk name Emperour,
Ever converse with any greedy Souldier,
Or look for adoration, nay, for courtesie
Above the days salute. — Think who has fed ye,
Think, Cousin, who I am. Do ye slight my misery?
Nay, then I charge thee; nay, I meet thy crueltie.

Max. This cannot serve; prepare: now fall on, souldiers,
And all the treasure that I have. [Thunder and Lightning.

Sould. The Earth shakes;
We totter up and down; we cannot stand, Sir;
Me thinks the mountains tremble too.

2 Sould. The flashes
How thick and hot they come? we shall be burnd all.

Del. Fall on, Souldiers:
You that sell innocent blood, fall on full bravely.

Sould. We cannot stir.

Del. You have your libertie,
So have you, Lady. One of you come do it.

[A hand with a Bolt appears above.

Do you stand amazd? Look ore thy head, Maximinian,
Look to thy terrour, what over-hangs thee:
Nay, it will nail thee dead; look how it threatens thee:
The Bolt for vengeance on ungrateful wretches;
The Bolt of innocent blood: read those hot characters,
And spell the will of heaven. Nay, lovely Lady,
You must take part too, as spur to ambition,
Are ye humble? Now speak; my parts ended.
Does all your glory shake?

Max. Hear us, great Uncle,
Good and great Sir, be pitiful unto us:
Below your feet we lay our lives: be merciful:
Begin you, heaven will follow.

Aur. Oh, it shakes still.

Max. And dreadfully it threatens. We acknowledge
Our base and foul intentions. Stand between us;
For faults confessd, they say, are half forgiven.
We are sorry for our sins. Take from us, Sir,
That glorious weight that made us swell, that poisond us;
That mass of Majestie I laboured under,
(Too heavie and too mighty for my manage)
That my poor innocent days may turn again,
And my mind pure, may purge me of these curses;
By your old love, the blood that runs between us.

[The hand taken in.

Aur. By that love once ye bare to me, by that Sir,
That blessed maid enjoys — 

Dio. Rise up, dear Cousin,
And be your words your judges: I forgive ye:
Great as ye are, enjoy that greatness ever,
Whilst I mine own content make mine own Empire.
Once more I give ye all; learn to deserve it,
And live to love your Good more than your Greatness.
Now shew your loves to entertain this Emperour
My honest neighbours. Geta, see all handsom.
Your Grace must pardon us, our house is little;
But such an ample welcom as a poor man
And his true love can make you and your Empress.
Madam, we have no dainties.

Aur. Tis enough, Sir;
We shall enjoy the riches of your goodness.

Sould. Long live the good and gracious Dioclesian.

Dio. I thank ye, Souldiers, I forgive your rashness.
And Royal Sir, long may they love and honour ye.

[Drums march afar off.

What Drums are those?

Del. Meet em, my honest Son,
They are thy friends, Charinus and the old Souldiers
That come to rescue thee from thy hot Cousin.
But all is well, and turn all into welcoms:
Two Emperours you must entertain now.

Dio. O dear Mother,
I have will enough, but I want room and glory.

Del. That shall be my care. Sound your pipes now merrily,
And all your handsom sports. Sing em full welcoms.

Dio. And let em know, our true love breeds more stories
And perfect joys, than Kings do, and their glories.

[Exeunt


The Sea Voyage (1622)

[image: img23.jpg]

CONTENTS

The Persons represented in the Play.

Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.

Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.

Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.

Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.

Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.


The Persons represented in the Play.

[image: img47.jpg]

Albert, a French Pirat, in love with Aminta.
Tibalt du Pont, a merry Gentleman, friend to Albert.
Master of the Ship, an honest merry man.
Lamure, an usuring Merchant.
Franville, a vain-glorious gallant.
Morillat, a shallow-braind Gentleman.
Bo[a]tswain, an honest man.
Sebastian, a noble Gentleman of Portugal, Husband to Rosellia.
Nicusa, Nephew to Sebastian, both cast upon a desart Island.
Raimond, brother to Aminta.
Surgeon.
Sailors.

WOMEN.

Aminta, Mistriss to Albert, a noble French Virgin.
Rosellia, Governess of the Amazonian Portugals.
Clarinda, Daughter to Rosellia, in love with Albert.
Hippolita, } three Ladies, Members
Crocale, } of the Female Common-wealth.
Juletta. }

The Scene, First at Sea, then in the desart Islands.

The Principal Actors were

Joseph Taylor,
William Eglestone,
Nich. Toolie,
Joh Lowin,
John Underwood.


Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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A TEMPEST, THUNDER and Lightning.

Enter Master and two Sailors.

Master.
Lay her aloof, the Sea grows dangerous,
How it spits against the clouds, how it capers,
And how the fiery Element frights it back
There be Devils dancing in the air I think
I saw a Dolphin hang ith horns oth moon
Shot from a wave, hey day, hey day,
How she kicks and yerks!
Down with the Main Mast, lay her at hull,
Farle up all her Linnens, and let her ride it out.

1 Sailor. Shell never brook it Master.
Shes so deep laden that shell bulge.

Master. Hang her.
Can she not buffet with a storm a little?
How it tosses her, she reels like a Drunkard.

2 Sail. We have discoverd the Land, Sir,
Pray lets make in, shes so drunk else,
She may chance to cast up all her Lading.

1 Sail. Sland in, sland in, we are all lost else, lost and perishd.

Mast. Steer her a Star-board there.

2 Sail. Bear in with all the sail we can, see Master
See, what a clap of Thunder there is,
What a face of heaven, how dreadfully it looks!

Mast. Thou rascal, thou fearful rogue, thou hast been praying;
I seet in thy face, thou hast been mumbling,
When we are split you slave; is this a time,
To discourage our friends with your cold orizons?
Call up the Boatswain; how it storms; holla.

Boats. What shall we do Master?
Cast over all her lading? she will not swim
An hour else;

Enter Albert, Franvile, Lamure, Tibalt de pont. Morillat.

Mast. The storm is loud,
We cannot hear one another,
Whats the coast?

Boats. We know not ye[t]; shall we make in?

Albert. What comfort Sailors?
I never saw, since I have known the Sea,
(which has been this twenty years) so rude a tempest:
In what State are we?

Mast. Dangerous enough Captain,
We have sprung five leaks, and no little ones;
Still rage; besides, her ribs are open;
Her rudder almost spent; prepare your selves;
And have good courages, death comes but once,
And let him come in all his frights.

Albert. Ist not possible,
To make in to th Land? tis here before us.

Morill. Here hard by Sir.

Mast. Death is nearer, Gentlemen.
Yet do not cry, lets dye like men.

Tib. Shalls hoise the Boat out,
And goe all at one cast? the more the merrier.

Enter Amint.

Mast. You are too hasty Mounsieur,
Do ye long to be ith Fish-market before your time?
Hold her up there.

Amint. Oh miserable fortune,
Nothing but horror sounding in mine ears,
No minute to promise to my frighted soul.

Tib. Peace woman,
We ha storms enough already; no more howling.

Amint. Gentle Master.

Mast. Clap this woman under hatches.

Alb. Prethe speak mildly to her.

Amint. Can no help?

Mast. None that I know.

Amint. No promise from your goodness.

Mast. Am I a God? for heavens sake stow this [woman].

Tib. Go: take your gilt [Prayer-Book];
And to your business; wink and die,
Theres an old Haddock staies for ye.

Amint. Must I die here in all the frights[, the] terrors,
The thousand several shapes death triumphs in?
No friend to counsel me?

Alb. Have peace sweet Mistriss.

Amint. No kindreds tears upon me? oh! my countrey?
No gentle hand to close mine eyes?

Alb. Be comforted, heaven has the same
Power still, and the same mercy.

Amint. Oh, that wave will devour me.

Mast. Carry her down Captain;
Or by these hands Ill give no more direction,
Let the Ship sink or swim, we ha neer better luck,
When we ha such stowage as these trinkets with us;
These sweet sin-breeders: how can heaven smile on us,
When such a burthen of iniquity
Lies tumbling like a potion in our ships belly? [Exit.

Tib. Away with her, and if she have a Prayer,
Thats fit for such an hour, let her sayt quickly,
And seriously. [Exit.

Alb. Come, I see it clear Lady, come in,
And take some comfort. Ill stay with ye.

Amint. Where should I stay? to what end should I hope,
Am not I circled round with misery?
Confusions in their full heights dwell about me:
Oh Mounsieur Albert, How am I bound to curse ye,
If curses could redeem me! how to hate ye!
You forcd me from my quiet, from my friends;
Even from their Arms, that were as dear to me,
As day-light is, or comfort to the wretched;
You forcd my friends from their peaceful rest,
Some your relentless sword gave their last groans;
Would I had there been numbred;
And to fortunes never satisfied afflictions,
Ye turnd my Brother; and those few friends Id left,
Like desperate creatures, to their own fears
And the worlds stubborn pitties: Oh merciless!

Alb. Sweet Mistriss.

Amint. And wh[e]ther they are wandred to avoid ye,
Or wh[e]ther dead, and no kind earth to cover em;
Was this a Lovers part? but heaven has found ye,
And in his loudest voice, his voice of thunder,
And in the mutiny of his deep wonders,
He tells ye now, ye weep too late:

Alb. Let these tears tell how I honor ye;
Ye know dear Lady, since ye are mine,
How truly I have lovd ye, how sanctimoniously
Observd your honor; not one lascivious word,
Not one touch Lady; no, not a hope that might not render me
The unpolluted servant of your chastity;
For you I put to sea, to seek your Brother;
Your Captain, yet your slave, that his redemption,
If he be living, where the Sun has circuit,
May expiate your rigor, and my rashness.

Amint. The storm grows greater, what shall we do?

Alb. Lets in:
And ask heavens mercy; my strong mind yet presages,
Through all these dangers, we shall see a day yet
Shall crown your pious hopes, and my fair wishes. [Exit.

Enter Master, Sailors, Gentlemen, and Boatswain.

Mast. It must all over-board.

Boats. It clears to Sea-ward Mast.
Fling oer the Lading there, and lets lighten her;
All the meat, and the Cakes, we are all gone else;
That we may find her Leaks, and hold her up;
Yet save some little Bisket for the Lady,
Till we come to the Land.

Lam. Must my Goods over too?
Why honest Master? here lies all my money;
The Money I ha wrackt by usury,
To buy new Lands and Lordships in new Countreys,
Cause I was banishd from mine own
I ha been this twenty years a raising it.

Tib. Out with it:
The devils are got together by the ears, who shall have it;
And here they quarrel in the clouds.

Lam. I am undone Sir:

Tib. And be undone, tis better than we [perish].

Lam. Oh save one Chest of Plate.

Tib. Away with it lustily, Sailors;
It was some pawn that he has got unjustly;
Down with it low enough, and let Crabs breed int.

Mast. Over with the Trunks too.

Enter Albert.

Alb. Take mine and spare not.

Mast. We must over with all.

Fran. Will ye throw away my Lordship
That I sold, put it into cloaths and necessaries,
To goe to sea with?

Tib. Over with it; I love to see a Lordship sink;
Sir, you left no wood upont, to buoy it up;
You might ha savd it else.

Fran. I am undone for ever.

Alb. Why we are all undone; would you be only happy?

Lam. Sir, you may loose too.

Tib. Thou liest; I ha nothing but my skin,
And my cloaths; my sword here, and my self;
Two Crowns in my pocket; two pair of Cards;
And three false Dice: I can swim like a fish
Rascal, nothing to hinder me.

Boatsw. In with her of all hands.

Mast. Come Gentlemen, come Captain, ye must help all;
My life now for the Land,
Tis high, and rocky, and full of perils.

Alb. However lets attempt it.

Mast. Then cheer lustily my hearts. [Exit.

Enter Sebastian and Nicusa.

Sebast. Yes, tis a Ship, I see it now, a tall Ship;
She has wrought lustily for her deliverance;
Heavens mercy, what a wretched day has here been!

Nicu. To still and quiet minds that knew no misery,
It may seem wretched, but with us tis ordinary;
Heaven has no storm in store, nor earth no terror,
That can seem new to us.

Sebast. Tis true Nicusa, if fortune were determind
To be wanton, and would wipe out the stories
Of mens miseries: yet we two living,
We could cross her purpose; for tis impossible
She should cure us, we are so excellent in our afflictions;
It would be more than glory to her blindness,
And stile her power beyond her pride, to quit us.

Nicu. Do they live still?

Sebast. Yes, and make to harbor:

Nicu. Most miserable men; I grieve their fortunes.

Sebast. How happy had they been, had the Sea coverd em!
They leap from one calamity to another;
Had they been drownd, they had ended all their sorrows.
What shouts of joy they make!

Nicu. Alas poor wretches, had they but once experience
Of this Island, theyd turn their tunes to wailings.

Sebast. Nay, to curses.
That ever they set foot on such calamities;
Heres nothing but Rocks and barrenness,
Hunger, and cold to eat; heres no Vineyards
To cheer the heart of man, no Christal Rivers,
After his labour, to refresh his body,
If he be feeble; nothing to restore him,
But heavenly hopes, nature that made those remedies,
Dares not come here, nor look on our distresses,
For fear she turn wild, like the place, and barren.

Nicu. Oh Uncle, yet a little memory of what we were,
Twill be a little comfort in our calamities;
When we were seated in our blessed homes,
How happy in our kindreds, in our families,
In all our fortunes!

Sebast. Curse on those French Pirats, that displanted us;
That flung us from that happiness we found there;
Constraind us to Sea, to save our lives, honors, and our riches,
With all we had, our kinsmen, and our jewels,
In hope to find some place free from such robbers,
Where a mighty storm severd our Barks,
That, where my Wife, my Daughter
And my noble Ladies that went with her,
Virgins and loving souls, to scape those Pirats.

Nicus. They are yet living; such goodness cannot perish.

Sebast. But never to me Cosin;
Never to me again; what bears their Flag-staves?

Nicu. The Arms of France sure;
Nay, doe not start, we cannot be more miserable;
Death is a cordial, now, come when it will.

Sebast. They get to shore apace, theyll flie as fast
When once they find the place; whats that which swims there?

Ni. A strong young man, Sir, with a handsom woman.
Hanging about his neck.

Sebast. That shews some honor;
May thy brave charity, what eer thou art,
Be spoken in a place that may renown thee,
And not dye here.

Nicus. The Boat it seems turnd over,
So forced to their shifts; yet all are landed:
Theyre Pirates on my life.

Sebast. They will not rob us;
For none will take out misery for riches:
Come Cosin, lets descend, and try their pities;
If we get off, a little hope walks with us;
If not, we shall but load this wretched Island
With the same shadows still, that must grow shorter. [Ex.

Enter Albert, Aminta, Tibalt, Morillat, Lamure,
Master, Franvile, Surgeon, Sailors.

Tib. Wet come ashore my mates, we are safe arrived yet.

Mast. Thanks to heavens goodness, no man lost;
The Ship rides fair too, and her leaks in good plight.

Alb. The weathers turnd more courteous;
How does my Dear?
Alas, how weak she is, and wet!

Amint. I am glad yet, I scapd with life;
Which certain, noble Captain, next to heavens goodness,
I must thank you for, and which is more,
Acknowledge your dear tenderness, your firm love
To your unworthy Mistriss, and recant too
(Indeed I must) those harsh opinions,
Those cruel unkind thoughts, I heapt upon ye;
Farther than that, I must forget your injuries.
So far I am tid, and fetred to your service,
Believe me, I will learn to love.

Alb. I thank ye Madam,
And it shall be my practise to serve.
What cheer companions?

Tib. No great cheer Sir, a piece of soucd Bisket
And halfe a hard egg; for the Sea has taken order;
Being young and strong, we shall not surfet Captain.
For mine own part, Ill dance till Im dry;
Come Surgeon, out with your Clister-pipe,
And strike a Galliard.

Alb. What a brave day again!
And what fair weather, after so foul a storm!

La mure. I, ant pleasd the Master he might ha seen
This weather, and ha sayd our goods.

Alb. Never think on em, we have our lives and healths.

Lam. I must think on em, and think
Twas most maliciously done to undoe me.

Fran. And me too, I lost all;
I hant another shirt to put upon me, nor cloaths
But these poor rags; I had fifteen fair suits,
The worst was cut upon Taffaty.

Tib. I am glad you ha lost, give me thy hand,
Is thy skin whole? art thou not purld with scabs?
No antient monuments of Madam Venus?
Thou hast a suit then will pose the cunningst Tailor,
That will never turn fashion, nor forsake thee,
Till thy executors the Worms, uncase thee,
They take off glorious sutes Franvile: thou art happy,
Thou art deliverd of em; here are no Brokers;
No Alchymists to turn em into Mettal;
Nor leatherd Captains, with Ladies to adore em;
Wilt thou see a Dog-fish rise in one of thy brave doublets,
And tumble like a tub to make thee merry,
Or an old Haddock rise with thy hatchd sword
Thou paidst a hundred Crowns for?
A Mermaid in a Mantle of your Worships,
Or a Dolphin in your double Ruffe?

Fran. Ye are merry, but if I take it thus,
If I be foisted and jeerd out of my goods.

Lam. Nor I, I vow thee.
Nor Master, nor Mate, I see your cunning.

Alb. Oh be not angry Gentlemen.

Moril. Yes Sir, we have reason.
And some friends I can make.

Mast. What I did Gentlemen, was for the general safety.
If ye aim at me, I am not so tame.

Tib. Pray take my counsel Gallants.
Fight not till the Surgeon be well,
Hes damnable sea-sick, and may spoil all;
Besides he has lost his Fiddlestick, and the best
Box of Bores-grease; why do you make such faces,
And hand your swords?

Alb. Who would ye fight with Gentlemen?
Who has done ye wrong? for shame be better temperd.
No sooner come to give thanks for our safeties,
But we must raise new civil broils amongst us
Inflame those angry powers, to shower new vengeance on us?
What can we expect for these unmanly murmurs,
These strong temptations of their holy pitties,
But plagues in another kind, a fuller, so dreadful,
That the singing storms are slumbers to it?

Tib. Be men, and rule your minds;
If you will needs fight, Gentlemen,
And think to raise new riches by your valours,
Have at ye, I have little else to do now
I have said my prayers; you say you have lost,
And make your loss your quarrel.
And grumble at my Captain here, and the Master
Two worthy persons, indeed too worthy for such rascals,
Thou Galloon gallant, and Mammon you
That build on golden Mountains, thou Money-Maggot;
Come all, draw your swords, ye say ye are miserable.

Alb. Nay, hold good Tibalt.

Tib. Captain, let me correct em;
Ill make ye ten times worse, I will not leave em;
For look ye, fighting is as nourishing to me as eating,
I was born quarrelling.

Mast. Pray Sir.

Tib. I will not leave em skins to cover em;
Do ye grumble, when ye are well, ye rogues?

Mast. Noble Du-pont.

Tib. Ye have cloaths now: and ye prate.

Amin. Pray Gentlemen, for my sake be at peace.
Let it become me to make all friends.

Fran. You have stopt our angers Lady.

Alb. This shews noble.

Tib. Tis well: tis very well: theres half a Bisket,
Breakt amongst ye all, and thank my bounty.
This is Cloaths and Plate too; come no more quarrelling.

Amin. But ha! what things are these,
Are they humane creatures?

Enter Sebastian and Nicusa.

Tib. I have heard of Sea-Calves.

Alb. They are no shadows sure, they have Legs and Arms.

Tib. They hang but lightly on though.

Amint. How they look, are they mens faces?

Tib. They have horse-tails growing to em.
Goodly long manes.

Amint. Alas what sunk eyes they have!
How they are crept in, as if they had been frighted!
Sure they are wretched men.

Tib. Where are their Wardrobes?
Look ye Franvile, here are a couple of Courtiers.

Amint. They kneel, alas poor souls.

Alb. What are ye? speak; are ye alive,
Or wandring shadows, that find no peace on earth,
Till ye reveal some hidden secret?

Sebast. We are men as you are;
Only our miseries make us seem monsters,
If ever pitty dwelt in noble hearts.

Alb. We understand em too: pray mark [em] Gentlemen.

Sebast. Or that heaven is pleasd with humane charity;
If ever ye have heard the name of friendship,
Or suffered in your selves, the least afflictions,
Have gentle Fathers that have bred ye tenderly,
And Mothers that have wept for your misfortunes,
Have mercy on our miseries.

Alb. Stand up wretches;
Speak boldly, and have release.

Nicus. If ye be Christians,
And by that blessed name, bound to relieve us,
Convey us from this Island.

Alb. Speak; what are ye?

Seb. As you are, Gentle born; to tell ye more,
Were but to number up our own calamities,
And turn your eyes wild with perpetual weepings;
These many years in this most wretched Island
We two have livd: the scorn and game of fortune;
Bless your selves from it Noble Gentlemen;
The greatest plagues that humane nature suffers,
Are seated here, wildness, and wants innumerable.

Alb. How came ye hither?

Nicus. In a ship as you do, and [as] you might have been.
Had not Heaven preservd ye for some more noble use;
Wrackt desperately; our men, and all consumd,
But we two; that still live, and spin out
The thin and ragged threds of our misfortunes.

Alb. Is there no meat above?

Sebast. Nor meat nor quiet;
No summer here, to promise any thing;
Nor Autumn, to make full the reapers hands;
The earth obdurate to the tears of heaven,
Lets nothing shoot but poisond weeds.
No Rivers, nor no pleasant Groves, no Beasts;
All that were made for mans use, flie this desart;
No airy Fowl dares make his flight over it,
It is so ominous.
Serpents, and ugly things, the shames of nature,
Roots of malignant tasts, foul standing waters;
Sometimes we find a fulsome Sea-root,
And thats a delicate: a Rat sometimes,
And that we hunt like Princes in their pleasure;
And when we take a Toad, we make a Banquet.

Amint. For heavens sake lets aboard.

Alb. Dye know no farther?

Nicu. Yes, we have sometimes seen the shadow of a place inhabited;
And heard the noise of hunters;
And have attempted [t]o find it, [s]o far as a River,
Deep, slow, and dangerous, fenced with high Rocks,
We have gone; but not able to atchieve that hazard,
Return to our old miseries.
If this sad story may deserve your pities.

Alb. Ye shall aboard with us, we will relieve your miseries:

Sebast. Nor will we be unthankful for this benefit,
No Gentlemen, well pay for our deliverance;
Look ye that plough the Seas for wealth and pleasures,
That out-run day and night with your ambitions,
Look on those heaps, they seem hard ragged quarries;
Remove em, and view em fully.

Mast. Oh heaven, they are Gold and Jewels.

Sebast. Be not too hasty, here lies another heap.

Moril. And here another,
All perfect Gold.

Alb. Stand farther off, you must not be your own carvers.

Lam. We have shares, and deep ones.

Fran. Yes Sir, well maintaint: ho fellow Sailors.

Lam. Stand all to your freedoms;
Ill have all this.

Fran. And I this.

Tib. You shall be hangd first.

Lam. My losses shall be made good.

Fran. So shall mine, or with my sword Ill dot;
All that will share with us, assist us.

Tib. Captain, lets set in.

Alb. This money will undo us, undo us all:

Sebast. This Gold was the overthrow of my happiness;
I had command too, when I landed here,
And lead young, high, and noble spirits under me,
This cursed Gold enticing em, they set upon their Captain,
On me that ownd this wealth, and this poor Gentleman,
Gave us no few wounds, forcd us from our own;
And then their civil swords, who should be owners,
And who Lords over all, turnd against their own lives,
First in their rage, consumd the Ship,
That poor part of the Ship that scapd the first wrack,
Next their lives by heaps; Oh be you wise and careful:

Lam. Well ha more: sirrah, come shew it.

Fran. Or ten times worse afflictions than thou speakst of.

Alb. Nay, and ye will be dogs. [Beats em out.

Tib. Let me come, Captain:
This Golden age must have an Iron ending.
Have at the bunch. [He beats em off. Exit.

Amint. Oh Albert; Oh Gentlemen, Oh Friends. [Exit.

Sebast. Come noble Nephew, if we stay here, we dye,
Here rides their Ship, yet all are gone to th spoil,
Lets make a quick use.

Nicus. Away dear Uncle.

Sebast. This Gold was our overthrow. [Exit.

Nicus. It may now be our happiness.

Enter Tibalt and the rest.

Tib. You shall have Gold: yes, Ill cram it intye;
You shall be your own carvers; yes, Ill carve ye.

Morill. I am sore, I pray hear reason:

Tib. Ill hear none.
Covetous base minds have no reason;
I am hurt my self; but whilst I have a leg left,
I will so haunt your gilded souls; how dye Captain?
Ye bleed apace, curse on the causers ont;
Ye do not faint?

Alb. No, no; I am not so happy.

Tib. Dye howl, nay, ye deserve it:
Base greedy rogues; come, shall we make an end of em?

Alb. They are our Countrey-men, for heavens sake spare em.
Alas, they are hurt enough, and they relent now. [Aminta above.

Aminta. Oh Captain, Captain.

Alb. Whose voice is that?

Tib. The Ladies.

Amint. Look Captain, look; ye are undone: poor Captain,
We are all undone, all, all: we are all miserable,
Mad wilful men; ye are undone, your Ship, your Ship.

Alb. What of her?

Amint. Shes under sail, and floating;
See where she flies: see to your shames, you wretches:
These poor starvd things that shewd you Gold.

[Lam. and Franvile goes up to see the Ship.

1 Sail. They have cut the Cables,
And got her out; the Tide too has befriended em.

Mast. Where are the Sailors that kept her?

Boats. Here, here [in] the mutiny, to take up money,
And left no creature, left the Boat ashore too;
This Gold, this damnd enticing Gold.

2 Sail. How the wind drives her,
As if it vied to force her from our furies!

Lam. Come back good old men:

Fran. Good honest men, come back.

Tib. The winds against ye, speak louder.

Lam. Ye shall have all your Gold again: they see us.

Tib. Hold up your hands, and kneel,
And howl ye block-heads; theyll have compassion on ye;
Yes, yes, tis very likely, ye have deservd it,
Dye look like dogs now?
Are your mighty courages abated?

Alb. I bleed apace Tibalt:

Tib. Retire Sir: and make the best use of our miseries.
They but begin now.

Enter Aminta.

Amint. Are ye alive still?

Alb. Yes sweet.

Tib. Help him off Lady;
And wrap him warm in your arms,
Heres something thats comfortable; off with him handsomely,
Ill come to ye straight; but vex these rascals a little.

[Exit Albert, Aminta.

Fran. Oh, I am hungry, and hurt, and I am weary.

Tib. Heres a Pestle of a Portigue, Sir;
Tis excellent meat, with sour sauce;
And heres two Chains, suppose em Sausages;
Then there wants Mustard;
But the fearful Surgeon will supply ye presently:

Lam. Oh for that Surgeon, I shall die else.

Tib. Faith there he lies in the same pickle too.

Surg. My Salves, and all my Instruments are lost;
And I am hurt and starvd;
Good Sir, seek for some herbs.

Tib. Heres Herb-graceless, will that serve?
Gentlemen will ye go to supper?

All. Wheres the meat?

Tib. Wheres the meat? what a Veal voice is there?

Fran. Would we had it Sir, or any thing else.

Tib. I would now cut your throat you dog,
But that I wonot doe you such a courtesie;
To take you from the benefit of starving,
Oh! what a comfort will your worship have some three days hence!
Ye things beneath pitty, Famine shall be your harbinger;
You must not look for Down-beds here,
Nor Hangings; though I could wish ye strong ones;
Yet there be many lightsome cool Star-chambers,
Open to every sweet air, Ill assure ye,
Ready provided for ye, and so Ill leave ye;
Your first course is servd, expect the second. [Exit.

Fran. A vengeance on these Jewels.

Lam. Oh! this cursed Gold. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Albert, Aminta.

Alb. Alas dear soul ye faint.

Amint. You speak the language
Which I should use to you, heaven knows, my weakness
Is not for what I suffer in my self,
But to imagine what you endure, and to what fate
Your cruel Stars reserve ye.

Alb. Do not add to my afflictions
By your tender pitties; sure we have changd Sexes;
You bear calamity with a fortitude
Would become a man; I like a weak girl, suffer.

Amint. Oh, but your wounds,
How fearfully they gape! and every one
To me is a Sepulchre: if I lovd truly,
(Wise men affirm, that true love can [doe] wonders,)
These bathd in my warm tears, would soon be curd,
And leave no orifice behind; pray give me leave
To play the Surgeon, and bind em up;
The raw air rankles em.

Alb. Sweet, we want means.

Amint. Love can supply all wants.

Alb. What have ye done Sweet?
Oh sacriledge to beauty: theres no hair
Of these pure locks, by which the greatest King
Would not be gladly bound, and love his Fetters.

Amint. Oh Albert, I offer this sacrifice of service
To the Altar of your staid temperance, and still adore it,
When with a violent hand you made me yours,
I cursd the doer: but now I consider,
How long I was in your power: and with what honor;
You entertaind me, it being seldom seen,
That youth, and heat of bloud, could er prescribe
Laws to it self; your goodness is the Lethe,
In which I drown your injuries, and now live
Truly to serve ye: how do you Sir?
Receive you the least ease from my service?
If you do, I am largely recompencd.

Alb. You good Angels,
That are ingagd, when mans ability fails,
To reward goodness: look upon this Lady
Though hunger gripes my croaking entrails,
Yet when I kiss these Rubies, methinks
Im at a Banquet, a refreshing Banquet;
Speak my blessd one, art not hungry?

Amint. Indeed I could eat, to bear you company.

Alb. Blush unkind nature,
If thou hast power: or being to hear
Thy self, and by such innocence accusd;
Must print a thousand kinds of shame, upon
Thy various face: canst thou supply a drunkard,
And with a prodigal hand reach choice of Wines,
Till he cast up thy blessings? or a glutton,
That robs the Elements, to sooth his palat,
And only eats to beget appetite,
Not to be satisfied? and suffer here
A Virgin which the Saints would make their guest,
To pine for hunger? ha, if my sence [Horns within.
Deceive me not, these Notes take Being
From the breath of men; confirm me my Aminta;
Again, this way the gentle wind conveys it to us,
Hear you nothing?

Amint. Yes, it seems free hunters Musick.

Alb. Still tis louder; and I remember the Portugals
Informd us, they had often heard such sounds,
But ner could touch the shore from whence it came;
Follow me, my Aminta: my good genius,
Shew me the way still; still we are directed;
When we gain the top of this near rising hill,
We shall know further. [Exit. And Enter above.

Alb. Courteous Zephyrus,
On his dewy wings, carries perfumes to cheer us;
The air clears too;
And now, we may discern another Island,
And questionless, the seat of fortunate men:
Oh that we could arrive there.

Amint. No Albert, tis not to be hopd;
This envious Torrents cruelly interposd;
We have no vessel that may transport us;
Nor hath nature given us wings to flie.

Alb. Better try all hazards,
Than perish here remediless; I feel
New vigor in me, and a spirit that dares
More than a man, to serve my fair Aminta;
These Arms shall be my oars, with which Ill swim;
And my zeal to save thy innocent self,
Like wings, shall bear me up above the brackish waves.

Amint. Will ye then leave me?

Alb. Till now I neer was wretched.
My best Aminta, I swear by goodness
Tis nor hope, nor fear, of my self that invites me
To this extream; tis to supply thy wants; and believe me
Though pleasure met me in most ravishing forms,
And happiness courted me to entertain her,
I would nor eat nor sleep, till I returnd
And crownd thee with my fortunes.

Amin. Oh but your absence.

Alb. Suppose it but a dream, and as you may,
Endeavour to take rest; and when that sleep
Deceives your hunger with imagind food,
Think you have sent me for discovery
Of some most fortunate Continent, yet unknown,
Which you are to be Queen of.
And now ye Powers, that eer heard Lovers Prayers,
Or cherisht pure affection; look on him
That is your Votary; and make it known
Against all stops, you can defend your own. [Exit.

Enter Hippolita, Crocale, Juletta.

Hip. How did we lose Clarinda?

Cro. When we believd the Stag was spent, and would take soil,
The sight of the black lake which we supposd
He chose for his last refuge, frighted him more
Than we that did pursue him.

Jul. Thats usual; for, death it self is not so terrible
To any beast of chase.

Hip. Since we livd here, we neer could force one to it.

Cro. Tis so dreadful,
Birds that with their pinions cleave the air
Dare not flie over it: when the Stag turnd head,
And we, even tird with labor, Clarinda, as if
She were made of Air and Fire,
And had no part of earth in her, eagerly pursud him;
Nor need we fear her safety, this place yields not
Fawns nor Satyrs, or more lustful men;
Here we live secure,
And have among our selves a Common-wealth,
Which in our selves begun, with us must end.

Jul. I, theres the misery.

Cro. But being alone,
Allow me freedom but to speak my thoughts;
The strictness of our Governess, that forbids us,
On pain of death, the sight and use of men,
Is more than tyranny: for her self, shes past
Those youthful heats, and feels not the want
Of that which young maids long for: and her daughter
The fair Clarinda, though in few years
Improvd in height and large proportion,
Came here so young,
That scarce remembring that she had a father,
She never dreams of man; and should she see one,
In my opinion, a would appear a strange beast to her.

Jul. Tis not so with us.

Hip. For my part, I confess it, I was not made
For this single life; nor do I love hunting so,
But that I had rather be the chace my self.

Cro. By Venus (out upon me) I should have sworn
By Diana, I am of thy mind too wench;
And though I have taen an oath, not alone
To detest, but never to think of man,
Every hour something tels me I am forsworn;
For I confess, imagination helps me sometimes,
And thats all is left for us to feed on,
We might starve else, for if I have any pleasure
In this life, but when I sleep, I am a Pagan;
Then from the Courtier to the Countrey-clown,
I have strange visions.

Jul. Visions Crocale?

Cro. Yes, and fine visions too;
And visions I hope in dreams are harmless,
And not forbid by our Canons; the last night
(Troth tis a foolish one, but I must tell it)
As I lay in my Cabin, betwixt sleeping and waking.

Hip. Upon your back?

Cro. How should a young Maid lie, fool,
When she would be intrancd?

Hip. We are instructed; forward I prethee.

Cro. Methought a sweet young man
In years some twenty, with a downy chin,
Promising a future beard, and yet no red one,
Stole slylie to my Cabin all unbracd,
Took me in his arms, and kissd me twenty times,
Yet still I slept.

Jul. Fie; thy lips run over Crocale.
But to the rest.

Cro. Lord, What a man is this thought I,
To do this to a Maid!
Yet then for my life I could not wake.
The youth, a little danted, with a trembling hand
Heavd up the clothes.

Hip. Yet still you slept?

Cro. Yfaith I did; and when, methoughts, he was warm
by my side,
Thinking to catch him, I stretcht out both mine armes;
And when I felt him not, I shreekt out,
And wakd for anger.

Hip. Twas a pretty dream.

Cro. I, if it had been a true one.

Enter Albert.

Jul. But stay, Whats here cast oth shore?

Hip. Tis a man;
Shall I shoot him?

Cro. No, no, tis a handsome beast;
Would we had more oth breed; stand close wenches,
And lets hear if he can speak.

Alb. Do I yet live?
Sure it is ayr I breathe; What place is this?
Sure something more than humane keeps residence here,
For I have past the Stygian gulph,
And touch upon the blessed shore? tis so;
This is the Elizian shade; these happy spirits,
That here enjoy all pleasures.

Hip. He makes towards us.

Jul. Stand, or Ill shoot.

Cro. Hold, he makes no resistance.

Alb. Be not offended Goddesses, that I fall
Thus prostrate at your feet: or if not such,
But Nymphs of Dians train, that range these groves,
Which you forbid to men; vouchsafe to know
I am a man, a wicked sinful man; and yet not sold
So far to impudence, as to presume
To press upon your privacies, or provoke
Your Heavenly angers; tis not for my self
I beg thus poorly, for I am already wounded,
Wounded to death, and faint; my last breath
Is for a Virgin, comes as near your selves
In all perfection, as whats mortal may
Resemble things divine. O pitty her,
And let your charity free her from that desart,
If Heavenly charity can reach to Hell,
For sure that place comes near it: and where ere
My ghost shall find abode,
Eternally I shall powre blessings on ye.

Hip. By my life I cannot hurt him.

Cro. Though I lose my head for it, nor I.
I must pitty him, and will.

Enter Clarinda.

Jul. But stay, Clarinda?

Cla. What new game have ye found here, ha!
What beast is this lies wallowing in his gore?

Cro. Keep off.

Cla. Wherefore, I pray? I neer turnd
From a fell Lioness robd of her whelps,
And, Shall I fear dead carrion?

Jul. O but.

Cla. But, What ist?

Hip. It is infectious.

Cla. Has it not a name?

Cro. Yes, but such a name from which
As from the Devil your Mother commands us flie.

Cla. Ist a man?

Clo. It is.

Cla. What a brave shape it has in death;
How excellent would it appear had it life!
Why should it be infectious? I have heard
My Mother say, I had a Father,
And was not he a Man?

Cro. Questionless Madam.

Cla. Your fathers too were Men?

Jul. Without doubt Lady.

Cla. And without such it is impossible
We could have been.

Hip. A sin against nature to deny it.

Cla. Nor can you or I have any hope to be a Mother,
Without the help of Men.

Cro. Impossible.

Cla. Which of you then most barbarous, that knew
You from a man had Being, and owe to it
The name of parent, durst presume to kill
The likeness of that thing by which you are?
Whose Arrowes made these wounds? speak, or by Dian
Without distinction Ill let fly at ye all.

Jul. Not mine.

Hip. Nor mine.

Cro. Tis strange to see her movd thus.
Restrain your fury Madam; had we killd him,
We had but performd your Mothers command.

Cla. But if she command unjust and cruel things,
We are not to obey it.

Cro. We are innocent; some storm did cast
Him shipwrackt on the shore, as you see wounded:
Nor durst we be Surgeons to such
Your Mother doth appoint for death.

Cla. Weak excuse; Wheres pity?
Wheres soft compassion? cruel, and ungrateful
Did providence offer to your charity
But one poor Subject to express it on,
And int to shew our wants too; and could you
So carelessly neglect it?

Hip. For ought I know, hes living yet;
And may tempt your Mother, by giving him succor.

Cla. Ha, come near I charge ye.
So, bend his body softly; rub his temples;
Nay, that shall be my office: how the red
Steales into his pale lips! run and fetch the simples
With which my Mother heald my arme
When last I was wounded by the Bore.

Cro. Doe: but remember her to come after ye,
That she may behold her daughters charity.

Cla. Now he breathes; [Exit Hippolita.
The ayr passing through the Arabian groves
Yields not so sweet an odour: prethee taste it;
Taste it good Crocale; yet I envy thee so great a blessing;
Tis not sin to touch these Rubies, is it?

Jul. Not, I think.

Cla. Or thus to live Camelion like?
I could resign my essence to live ever thus.
O welcome; raise him up Gently. Some soft hand
Bound up these wounds; a womans hair. What fury
For which my ignorance does not know a name,
Is crept into my bosome? But I forget.

Enter Hippolita.

My pious work. Now if this juyce hath power,
Let it appear; his eyelids ope: Prodigious!
Two Suns break from these Orbes.

Alb. Ha, Where am I? What new visions this?
To what Goddess do I owe this second life?
Sure thou art more than mortal:
And any Sacrifice of thanks or duty
In poor and wretched man to pay, comes short
Of your immortal bounty: but to shew
I am not unthankful, th[u]s in humility
I kiss the happy ground you have made sacred,
By bearing of your weight.

Cla. No Goddess, friend: but made
Of that same brittle mould as you are;
One too acquainted with calamities,
And from that apt to pity. Charity ever
Finds in the act reward, and needs no Trumpet
In the receiver. O forbear this duty;
I have a hand to meet with yours,
And lips to bid yours welcome.

Cro. I see, that by instinct,
Though a young Maid hath never seen a Man,
Touches have titillations, and inform her.

Enter Rosella.

But heres our Governess;
Now I expect a storme.

Ros. Child of my flesh,
And not of my fair unspotted mind,
Un-hand this Monster.

Cla. Monster, Mother?

Ros. Yes; and every word he speaks, a Syrens note,
To drown the careless hearer. Have I not taught thee
The falshood and the perjuries of Men?
On whom, but for a woman to shew pity,
Is to be cruel to her self; the Soveraignty
Proud and imperious men usurp upon us,
We conferr on our selves, and love those fetters
We fasten to our freedomes. Have we, Clarinda,
Since thy fathers wrack, sought liberty,
To lose it un-compeld? Did fortune guide,
Or rather destiny, our Barke, to which
We could appoint no Port, to this blest place,
Inhabited heretofore by warlike women,
That kept men in subjection? Did we then,
By their example, after we had lost
All we could love in man, here plant our selves,
With execrable oaths never to look
On man, but as a Monster? and, Wilt thou
Be the first president to infringe those vows
We made to Heaven?

Cla. Hear me; and hear me with justice.
And as ye are delighted in the name
Of Mother, hear a daughter that would be like you.
Should all Women use this obstinate abstinence,
You would force upon us; in a few years
The whole World would be peopled
Onely with Beasts.

Hip. We must, and will have Men.

Cro. I, or weell shake off all obedience.

Ros. Are ye mad?
Can no perswasion alter ye? suppose
You had my suffrage to your sute;
Can this Shipwrackt wretch supply them all?

Alb. Hear me great Lady!
I have fellowes in my misery, not far hence,
Divided only by this hellish River,
There live a company of wretched Men,
Such as your charity may make your slaves;
Imagine all the miseries mankind
May suffer under: and they groan beneath em.

Cla. But are they like to you?

Jul. Speak they your Language?

Cro. Are they able, lusty men?

Alb. They were good, Ladies;
And in their May of youth of gentle blood,
And such as may deserve ye; now cold and hunger
Hath lessend their perfection: but restord
To what they were, I doubt not theyll appear
Worthy your favors.

Jul. This is a blessing
We durst not hope for.

Cla. Dear Mother, be not obdurate.

Ros. Hear then my resolution: and labor not
To add to what Ill grant, for twill be fruitless,
You shall appear as good Angels to these wretched Men;
In a small Boat weell pass oer to em;
And bring em comfort: if you like their persons,
And they approve of yours: for weell force nothing;
And since we want ceremonies,
Each one shall choose a husband, and injoy
His company a Month, but that expird,
You shall no more come near em; if you prove fruitful,
The Males ye shall return to them, the Females
We will reserve our selves: this is the utmost,
Ye shall eer obtain: as ye think fit;
Ye may dismiss this stranger,
And prepare to morrow for the journey. [Exit.

Cla. Come, Sir, Will ye walk?
We will shew ye our pleasant Bowers,
And something ye shall find to cheer your heart.

Alb. Excellent Lady;
Though twill appear a wonder one near starvd
Should refuse rest and meat, I must not take
Your noble offer: I left in yonder desart
A Virgin almost pind.

Cla. Shees not your Wife?

Alb. No Lady, but my Sister (tis now dangerous
To speak truth) To her I deeply vowd
Not to tast food, or rest, if fortune brought it me,
Till I blessd her with my return: now if you please
To afford me an easie passage to her,
And some meat for her recovery,
I shall live your slave: and thankfully
She shall ever acknowledge her life at your service.

Cla. You plead so well, I can deny ye nothing;
I my self will see you furnisht;
And with the next Sun visit and relieve thee.

Alb. Ye are all goodness — [Exit.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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Enter severally, Lamure, Franvile, Morillat.

Lam. Oh! What a tempest have I in my stomach!
How my empty guts cry out! my wounds ake,
Would they would bleed again, that I might get
Something to quench my thirst.

Fran. O Lamure, the happiness my dogs had
When I kept house at home! they had a storehouse,
A storehouse of most blessed bones and crusts,
Happy crusts: Oh! how sharp hunger pinches me! [Exit Franvile.

Mor. O my importunate belly, I have nothing
To satisfie thee; I have sought,
As far as my weak legs would carry me,
Yet can find nothing: neither meat nor water;
Nor any thing thats nourishing,
My bellies grown together like an empty sachel.

Enter Franvile.

Lam. How now, What news?

Mor. Hast any meat yet?

Fran. Not a bit that I can see;
Here be goodly quarries, but they be cruel hard
To gnaw: I ha got some mud, well eat it with spoons,
Very good thick mud: but it stinks damnably;
Theres old rotten trunks of Trees too,
But not a leafe nor blossome in all the Island.

Lam. How it looks!

Mor. It stinks too.

Lam. It may be poyson.

Fran. Let it be any thing;
So I can get it down: Why Man,
Poysons a Princely dish.

Mor. Hast thou no Bisket?
No crumbs left in thy pocket: heres my dublet,
Give me but three small crumbes.

Fran. Not for three Kingdoms,
If I were master of em: Oh Lamure,
But one poor joynt of Mutton: we ha scornd (Man).

Lam. Thou speakst of Paradis.

[Fran.] Or but the snuffes of those healths,
We have lewdly at midnight flang away.

Mor. Ah! but to lick the Glasses.

Enter Surgeon.

Fran. Here comes the Surgeon: What
Hast thou discoverd? smile, smile, and comfort us.

Sur. I am expiring;
Smile they that can: I can find nothing Gentlemen,
Heres nothing can be meat, without a miracle.
Oh that I had my boxes, and my lints now,
My stupes, my tents, and those sweet helps of nature,
What dainty dishes could I make of em.

Mor. Hast neer an old suppository?

Sur. Oh would I had Sir.

Lam. Or, but the paper where such a Cordial
Potion, or Pills hath been entombd.

Fran. Or the best bladder where a cooling-glister.

Mor. Hast thou no searcloths left?
Nor any old pultesses?

Fran. We care not to what it hath been ministred.

Sur. Sure I have none of these dainties Gentlemen.

Fran. Wheres the great Wen
Thou cutst from Hugh the saylers shoulder?
That would serve now for a most Princely banquet.

Sur. I, if we had it Gentlemen.
I flung it over-board, slave that I was.

Lam. A most unprovident villain.

Sur. If I had any thing that were but supple now!
I could make Sallads of your shoos Gentlemen,
And rare ones: any thing unctious.

Mor. I, and then we might fry the soals ith Sun.
The soals would make a second dish.

Lam. Or, souce em in the salt-water,
An inner soal well soucd.

En. Aminta.

Fran. Here comes the Woman;
It may be she has meat, and may relieve us,
Lets withdraw, and mark, and then be ready,
Shell hide her store else, and so cozen us.

Amin. How weary, and how hungry am I,
How feeble, and how faint is all my body!
Mine eyes like spent Lamps glowing out, grow heavy,
My sight forsaking me, and all my spirits,
As if they heard my passing bell go for me,
Pull in their powers, and give me up to destiny,
Oh! for a little water: a little, little meat,
A little to relieve me ere I perish:
I had whole floods of tears awhile that nourisht me,
But they are all consumd for thee dear Albert;
For thee they are spent, for thou art dead;
Merciless fate has swallowd thee.
Oh —— I grow heavy: sleep is a salve for misery;
Heaven look on me, and either take my life,
Or make me once more happy.

Lam. Shees fast asleep already,
Why should she have this blessing, and we wake still,
Wake to our wants?

Mor. This thing hath been our overthrow,
And all these biting mischiefs that fall on us
Are come through her means.

Fran. True, we were bound ye all know,
For happy places, and most fertile Islands,
Where we had constant promises of all things,
She turnd the Captains mind,
And must have him go in search, I know not of who,
Nor to what end: of such a fool her brother,
And such a coxcomb her kinsman, and we must put in every where,
She has put us in now yfaith.

Lam. Why should we consume thus, and starve,
Have nothing to relieve us;
And she live there that bred all our miseries,
Unrosted, or unsod?

Mor. I have read in stories.

Lam. Of such restoring meates,
We have examples;
Thousand examples, and allowd for excellent;
Women that have eate their Children,
Men their slaves, nay their brothers: but these are nothing;
Husbands devoured their Wives: (th[ey] are their Chattels,)
And of a Schoolmaster, that in a time of famine,
Powdered up all his Scholars.

Mor. Shees young and tydie,
In my conscience shell eat delicately;
Just like young Pork a little lean,
Your opinion Surgeon.

Sur. I think she may be made good meat,
But look we shall want Salt.

Fran. Tush, she needs no powdering.

Sur. I grant ye;
But to suck out the humorous parts: by all means,
Lets kill her in a chafe, shell eat the sweeter.

Lam. Lets kill her any way: and kill her quickly,
That we might be at our meat.

Sur. How if the Captain?

Mor. Talk not of him, hes dead, and the rest famishd.
Wake her Surgeon, and cut her throat,
And then divide her, every Man his share.

Fran. She wakes her self.

Amin. Holy and good things keep me!
What cruel dreams have I had! Who are these?
O they are my friends; for heavens sake Gentlemen
Give me some food to save my life: if ye have ought to spare;
A little to relieve me: I may bless ye;
For weak and wretched, ready to perish,
Even now I die.

Mor. Youll save a labor then,
You bred these miseries, and you shall pay fort;
We have no meat, nor where to have we know not,
Nor how to pull our selves from these afflictions,
We are starvd too, famisht, all our hopes deluded;
Yet ere we die thus, weell have one dainty meal.

Amin. Shall I be with ye Gentlemen?

Lam. Yes mary shall ye: in our bellies Lady.
We love you well — 

Amin. What said you Sir?

Lam. Mary weell eat your Ladiship.

Fran. You that have buried us in this base Island,
Weell bury ye in a more noble Monument.

Sur. Will ye say your prayers, that I may perform Lady?
We are wondrous sharp set; come Gentlemen,
Who are for the hinder parts?

Mor. I.

Fran. I.

Lam. And I.

Sur. Be patient;
They will not fall to every Mans share.

Amin. O hear me;
Hear me ye barbarous men.

Mor. Be short and pithy,
Our stomachs cannot stay a long discourse.

Sur. And be not fearful,
For Ill kill ye daintily.

Amin. Are ye not Christians?

Lam. Why, do not Christians eat Women?

Enter Tibalt, Master, Saylors.

Amin. Eat one another? tis most impious.

Sur. Come, come.

Amin. Oh, help, help, help.

Tib. The Ladies voice! stand off slaves,
What do you intend villains?
I have strength enough left me, if you abuse this soul,
To — 

Ma. They would have ravisht her upon my life,
Speak, how was it Lady?

Amin. Forgive em, twas their hungers.

Tib. Ha, their hungers!

Ma. They would have eaten her.

Tib. O damd villains; speak, Is it true?

Sur. I confess an appetite.

Tib. An appetite, Ill fit ye for an appetite.
Are ye so sharp set, that her flesh must serve you?
Murthers a main good service with your Worships;
Since ye would be such Devils,
Why did you not begin with one another handsomly,
And spare the Woman to beget more food on?

Amin. Good Sir.

Tib. You shall grow mummy rascals;
Ill make you fall to your brawns, and your buttocks,
And worry one another like keen bandogs.

Amin. Good Sir be merciful.

Tib. You shall know what tis to be damnd, Canibals.

Amin. O my best friend!

Enter Albert.

Al. Alas poor heart! here,
Heres some meat and sovereign drink to ease you,
Sit down gentle Sweet.

Amin. I am blest to see you.

Tib. Stir not within forty foot of this food,
If you do dogs!

All. Oh, Captain, Captain, Captain.

Alb. Ye shall have meat all of you.

Tib. Captain, hear me first: hark,
Tis so inhumane! I would not ha the air corrupted with it.

Alb. O barbarous men! sit down Du-pont,
Good Master, and honest Saylors.

Tib. But stand you off,
And waite upon our charity; Ill wait on you else;
And touch nothing but whats flung ye; as if you were dogs;
If you do, Ill cut your fingers; friends,
Ill spoil your carving.

Amin. There wretches, there.

Tib. Eat your meat handsomely now,
And give Heaven thanks.

Alb. Theres more bread.

Tib. See, they snarle like dogs;
Eat quietly you Rascals, eat quietly.

Alb. There is drink too.

Tib. Come, come, Ill fill you each your cups,
Ye shall not surfet.

Amin. And what have you discoverd?

Alb. Sweet, a paradise,
A paradise inhabited with Angels,
Such as you are: their pitties make m Angels,
They gave me these viands, and supplyd me
With these pretious drinks.

Amin. Shall not we see em?

Alb. Yes, they will see you
Out of their charities, having heard our story,
They will come, and comfort us, come presently;
We shall no more know wants nor miseries.

Amin. Are they all women?

Alb. All, and all in love with us.

Amin. How!

Alb. Do not mistake: in love with our misfortunes,
They will cherish and relieve our men.

Tib. Do you shrug now,
And pull up your noses? you smell comfort,
See they stretch out their Legs like Dottrels,
Each like a new Saint Dennis.

Alb. Dear Mistris,
When you would name me, and the women hear,
Call me your brother, you Ill call my sister,
And pray observe this all — 
Why do you change color sweet.

Amin. Eating too much meat.

Alb. Sawct with jealousie;
Fie, fie, dear saint, yfaith ye are too blame,
Are ye not here? here fixt in my heart?

All. Hark, hark;

Enter Rosella, Clarinda, Crocale, Hipollitta, Juletta.

Alb. They are come, stand ready, and look nobly,
And with all humble reverence receive em,
Our lives depend upon their gentle pitties,
And death waits on their anger.

Mor. Sure they are Fairies.

Tib. Be they Devils: Devils of flesh and blood;
After so long a Lent, and tedious voyage,
To me they are Angels.

Fran. O for some Eringoes!

Lam. Potatoes, or Cantharides.

Tib. Peace you Rogues, that buy abilities of your pothecaries,
Had I but took the diet of green Cheese,
And Onions for a month, I could do wonders.

Ros. Are these the Jewels you run mad for?
What can you see in one of these,
To whom you would vouchsafe a gentle touch?
Can nothing perswade you
To love your selves, and place your happiness
In cold and chast embraces of each other.

Ju. This is from the purpose.

Hip. We had your grant to have them as they were.

Cla. Tis a beauteous Creature,
And to my self, I do appear deformd,
When I consider her, and yet she is
The strangers sister; Why then should I fear?
She cannot prove my rival.

Ros. When you repent,
That you refusd my counsel, may it add
To your afflictions, that you were forward;
Yet leapd into the Gulfe of your misfortunes,
But have your wishes.

Mast. Now she makes to us.

Amin. I am instructed, but take heed Albert,
You prove not false.

Alb. Ye are your own assurance,
And so acquainted with your own perfections,
That weak doubts cannot reach you; therefore fear not.

Ros. That you are poor and miserable men,
My eyes inform me: that without our succors,
Hope cannot flatter you to dream of safety;
The present plight you are in, can resolve you
That to be merciful, is to draw near
The Heavenly essence: whether you will be
Thankful, I do not question; nor demand
What country bred you, what names, what maners;
To us it is sufficient we relieve
Such as have shapes of men: and I command you,
As we are not ambitious to know
Farther of you, that on pain of death
You presume not to enquire what we are,
Or whence derivd.

Alb. In all things we obey you,
And thankfully we ever shall confess
Our selves your creatures.

Ros. You speak as becomes you;
First then, and willingly, deliver up
Those weapons we could force from you.

Alb. We lay em down
Most gladly at your feet.

Tib. I have had many a combat with a tall wench;
But never was disarmd before.

Ros. And now hear comfort,
Your wants shall be supplyd, and though it be
A debt women may challenge to be sued to,
Especially from such they may command;
We give up to you that power, and therefore
Freely each make his choice.

Fran. Then here I fix.

Mor. Nay, she is mine: I eyed her first.

Lam. This mine.

Tib. Stay good rascals;
You are too forward, sir Gallant,
You are not giving order to a Taylor
For the fashion of a new suit;
Nor are you in your warehouse, master Merchant,
Stand back, and give your betters leave: your betters;
And grumble not: if ye do, as I love meat
I will so swinge the salt itch out on you.
Captain, Master, and the rest of us,
That are brothers, and good fellows: we have been
Too late by the ears: and yet smart for our follies;
To end therefore all future emulation: if you please,
To trust to my election, you shall say,
I am not partial to my self; I doubt not
Give content to all.

All. Agreed, agreed.

Tib. Then but observe, how learned and discreetly,
I will proceed, and as a skilful Doctor
In all the quirks belonging to the game;
Read over your complexions: for you Captain
Being first in place, and therefore first to be servd,
I give my judgment thus, for your aspect,
Yare much inclind to melancholy: and that tells me,
The sullen Saturne had predominance
At your nativity, a malignant Planet,
And if not qualified by a sweet conjunction
Of a soft and ruddy wench, born under Venus,
It may prove fatal: therefore to your armes,
I give this rose-cheekt Virgin.

Cla. To my wish;
Till now I never was happy.

Amin. Nor I accursd.

Tib. Master, you are old;
Yet love the game, that I perceive too,
And if not well spurrd up, you may prove rusty;
Therefore to help ye heres a Bradamanta,
Or I am cosend in my calculation.

Cro. A poor old man alloted to my share.

Ti. Thou wouldst have two;
Nay, I think twenty: but fear not wench,
Though he be old hes tough: look ons making,
Heell not fail I warrant thee.

Ros. A merry fellow,
And were not man a creature I detest,
I could indure his company.

Ti. Heres a fair heard of Does before me,
And now for a barren one:
For, though I like the sport: I do not love
To Father children: like the Grand Signior,
Thus I walk in my Seraglio,
And view em as I pass: then draw I forth
My handkercher, and having made my choice,
I thus bestow it.

Ros. On me.

Ti. On you: now my choice is made;
To it you hungry Rascals.

Alb. Excellent.

Amin. As I love goodness,
It makes me smile ith height of all my fears.

Cla. What a strong contention you may behold
Between my Mothers mirth and anger.

Tib. Nay, no coyness: be Mistriss of your word,
I must, and will enjoy you.

Ros. Be advisd fool: alas I am old;
How canst thou hope content from one thats fifty.

Ti. Never talk ont;
I have known good ones at threescore and upwards;
Besides the weathers hot: and men
That have experience, fear Fevers:
A temperate diet is the onely Physick,
Your Julips, nor Guajacum prunellos,
Camphire pills, nor Goord-water,
Come not near your old Woman;
Youthful stomachs are still craving,
Though there be nothing left to stop their mouths with;
And believe me I am no frequent giver of those bounties:
Laugh on: laugh on: good Gentlemen do,
I shall make holiday and sleep, when you
Dig in the mines till your hearts ake.

Ros. A mad fellow;
[Well,] Sir, Ill give you hearing: and as I like
Your wooing, and discourse: but I must tell ye Sir,
That rich Widows look for great sums in present,
Or assurances of ample Joynters.

Ti. That to me is easie,
For instantly Ill do it, hear me comrades.

Alb. What sayst thou Tibalt?

Tib. Why, that to woo a Wench with empty hands
Is no good Heraldry, therefore lets to the gold,
And share it equally: twill speak for us
More than a thousand complements or cringes,
Ditties stolen from Petrarch, or Discourse from Ovid,
Besides, twill beget us respect,
And if ever fortune friend us with a Barque,
Largely supply us with all provision.

Alb. Well advisd, defer it not.

Ti. Are ye all contented.

All. We are!

Ti. Lets away then,
Strait weell return, [Exit.
And you shall see our riches.

Ros. Since I knew what wonder and amazement was,
I neer was so transported.

Cla. Why weep ye gentle Maid?
There is no danger here to such as you;
Banish fear: for with us I dare promise,
You shall meet all courteous entertainment.

Cro. We esteem our selves most happy in you.

Hip. And bless fortune that brought you hither.

Cla. Hark in your ear;
I love you as a friend already,
Ere long you shall call me by a nearer name,
I wish your brother well: I know you apprehend me.

Amin. I, to my grief I do;
Alas good Ladies, there is nothing left me,
But thanks, to pay ye with.

Clar. Thats more,
Than yet you stand ingagd for.

Enter Albert, Tibalt, and the rest with treasure.

Ros. So soon returnd!

Alb. Here: see the Idol of the Lapidary.

Ti. These Pearls, for which the slavish Negro
Dives to the bottom of the Sea.

Lam. To get which the industrious Merchant
Touches at either pole.

Fran. The never-fayling purchase
Of Lordships, and of honors.

Mor. The Worlds Mistriss,
That can give every thing to the possessors.

Ma. For which the Saylors scorn tempestuous Winds.
And spit defiance in the Sea.

Ti. Speak Lady: Look we not lovely now?

Ros. Yes, yes, O my Stars,
Be now for ever blest, that have brought
To my revenge these Robbers; take your arrowes,
And nayl these Monsters to the earth.

Alb. What mean ye Lady?
In what have we offended?

Ros. O my daughter!
And you companions with me in all fortunes,
Look on these Caskets, and these Jewels,
These were our own, when first we put to Sea
With good Sebastian: and these the Pyrats
That not alone deprivd him of this treasure,
But also took his life.

Cro. Part of my present
I will remember was mine own.

Hip. And these were mine.

Ju. Sure, I have worn this Jewel.

Ros. Wherefore do ye stay then,
And not perform my command?

Al. O Heaven!
What cruel fate pursues us.

Ti. I am well enough servd,
That must be offring Joyntures, Jewels,
And precious stones, more than I brought with me.

Ros. Why shoot ye not?

Cla. Hear me dear Mother;
And when the greatest cruelty, is Justice,
Do not shew mercy: death to these starvd wretches
Is a reward, not punishment: let em live
To undergoe the full weight of your displeasure.
And that they may have sence to feel the torments
They have deservd: allow em some small pittance,
To linger out their tortures.

Ros. Tis well counselld.

All. And weell follow it.

Alb. Hear us speak.

Ros. Peace dogs.
Bind em fast: when fury hath given way to reason,
I will determine of their sufferings,
Which shall be horrid. Vengeance, though slow pacd,
At length ortakes the guilty; and the wrath
Of the incensed powers, will fall most sure
On wicked men, when they are most secure. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Raymond, Sebastian, Nicusa, Saylors.

1 Sayl. Heres nothing, Sir, but poverty and hunger;
No promise of inhabitance; neither track
of Beast,
Nor foot of Man: we have searcht
All this Rocky desart, yet cannot discover any assurance
Here is, or hath been such men.

2 Sayl. Not a relique of any thing they wore;
Nor mark left by em, either to find relief,
Or to warn others from the like misfortune.
Believe it, these fellows are both false,
And, to get a little succor in their misery,
Have framd this cunning Tale.

Ray. The Ship, I know, is French, and ownd by Pirats,
If not by Albert my arch enemy.
You told me too there was a woman with em.
A young and handsome Woman.

Sebast. There was so Sir.

Raym. And such, and such young gallants.

Nic. We told you true, Sir,
That they had no means to quit this Island.

Raym. And that amidst their mutiny to save your lives,
You got their Ship.

Sebast. All is most certain, Sir.

Raym. Where are they then? Where are these Men
Or Woman? we are landed where your faiths
Did assure us, we could not miss their sights.
For this news we took ye to our mercy,
Relievd ye, when the furious Sea, and Famine
Strove, which should first devour ye;
Cloathd, and cherisht ye; usd ye as those ye say ye are.
Fair Gentlemen, now keep your words,
And shew us this company, your own free pitties spoke of;
These men ye left in misery; the Woman.
Men of those noble breedings you pretend to
Should scorn to lie, or get their food with falshood;
Come, direct us.

Sebast. Alass, Sir, they are gone,
But by what means, or providence, we know not.

2 Sayl. Was not the Captain
A fellow of a fiery, yet brave nature,
A middle stature, and of brown complexion?

Nic. He was, Sir.

Raym. Twas Albert,
And my poor wretched sister.

1 Sayl. Twas he certain,
I ha been at Sea with him; many times at Sea.

Raym. Come, shew us these Men;
Shew us presently, and do not dally with us.

Seb. We left em here; What should we say, Sir?
Here, in this place.

2 Sayl. The earth cannot swallow em;
They have no wings, they cannot fly sure.

Raym. You told us too
Of heaps of treasure, and of sums conceald,
That set their heart[s] a fire; we see no such thing,
No such sign; What can ye say to purge ye?
What have ye done with these men?

Nic. We, Sir?

Raym. You Sir;
For certain I believe ye saw such people.

Sebast. By all thats good,
By all thats pure and honest,
By all thats holy.

Raym. I dare not credit ye,
Ye have so abusd my hope, that now I hate ye.

1 Sayl. Lets put em in their ragged clothes again Captain,
For certain they are knaves, lets een deliver em
To their old fruitful Farm; here let em walk the Island.

Sebast. If ye do so, we shall curse your mercies.

Nic. Rather put us to Sea again.

Raym. Not so.
Yet this Ill do, because ye say ye are Christians,
Though I hardly credit it: bring in the boat,
And all aboard again, but these two wretches;
Yet leave em four dayes meat. If in that time,
(For I will search all nookes of this strange Island)
I can discover any tract of these men,
Alive or dead, Ill bear ye off, and honor ye;
If not, ye have found your Graves; so farewell. [Exit.

Nic. That goodness dwells above, and knows us innocent,
Comfort our lives, and at his pleasure quit us.

Sebast. Come Cousin, come; old time will end our story:
But no time (if we end well) ends our glory. [Exit.

Enter Rosella, Clarinda, Crocale, Hippolita, Juletta.

Ros. Use em with all the austerity that may be,
They are our slaves; turn all those pitties,
Those tender reluctations that should become your sex,
To stern anger; and when ye look upon em,
Look with those eyes that wept those bitter sorrows,
Those cruelties ye sufferd by their Rapines.
Some five dayes hence that blessed hour comes
Most happy to me, that knit this hand to my dear husbands,
And both our hearts in mutual bands.
That hour Ladies.

Cla. What of that hour?

Ros. Why, on that hour daughter,
And in the height of all our celebrations,
Our dear remembrances of that dear Man,
And those that sufferd with him, our fair kinsmen,
Their lives shall fall a sacrifice to vengeance,
Their lives that ruind his; tis a full justice.
I will look glorious in their bloods;
And the most Noble spirit of Sebastian,
That perisht by the pride of these French Pirates,
Shall smile in Heaven, and bless the hand that killd em.
Look strictly all unto your prisoners;
For he that makes a scape beyond my vengeance,
Or entertains a hope by your fair usage;
Take heed, I say, she that deceives my trust,
Again take heed: her life, and thats but light neither;
Her life in all the tortures my spirit can put on.

All. We shall be careful.

Ros. Do so. [Ex. Rossella.

Cla. You are angry Mother, and ye are old too,
Forgetting what men are: but we shall temper ye.
How fare your prisoners, Ladies? in what formes
Do they appear in their afflictions?

Jul. Mine fare but poorly;
For so I am commanded: tis none of their fault.

Cla. Of what sort are they?

Jul. They say they are Gentlemen.
But they shew Mungrels.

Cla. How do they suffer?

Jul. Faith like boyes;
They are fearful in all fortunes; when I smile
They kneel, and beg to have that face continued;
And like poor slaves, adore the ground I go on.
When I frown, they hang their most dejected heads,
Like fearful sheephounds; shew em a crust of bread
Theyll Saint me presently, and skip like Apes
For a sup of Wine. Ill whip em like hackneys,
Saddle em, ride em, do what I will with em.

Cla. Tush, these are poor things.
Have they names like Christians?

Jul. Very fair names: Franvile, Lamure, and Morillat;
And brag of great kindreds too. They offer very handsomely,
But that I am a fool, and dare not venture.
They are sound too omy conscience,
Or very near upont.

Cla. Fy, away fool.

Jul. They tell me,
If they might be brought before you,
They would reveale things of strange consequence.

Cla. Their base poor fears.

Jul. I, that makes me hate em too;
For if they were but manly to their sufferance,
Sure I should strain a point or two.

Cla. An hour hence Ill take a view of em,
And hear their business. Are your Men thus too?

Cro. Mine? No, gentle Madam, mine were not cast
In such base molds; afflictions, tortures,
Are names and natures of delight, to my men;
All sorts of cruelties they meet like pleasures.
I have but two; the one they call Du-pont,
Tibalt Du-pont; the other the Ship-master.

Cla. Have they not lives, and fears?

Cro. Lives they have Madam;
But those lives never linkt to such companions
As fears or doubts.

Cla. Use em Nobly;
And where you find fit subjects for your pitties
Let it become ye to be courteous;
My Mother will not alwayes be thus rigorous.

Hip. Mine are Saylors Madam,
But they sleep soundly, and seldom trouble me, unless it be when
They dream sometimes of fights and tempests;
Then they rore and whistle for Cans of Wine,
And down they fling me; and in that rage,
(For they are violent fellows) they play such reaks.
If they have meat, they thank me;
If none, they heartily desire to be hangd quickly.
And this is all they care.

Cla. Look to em diligently; and where your pitties tells ye
They may deserve, give comfort.

All. We will. [Exit.

Cla. Come hither, be not frighted;

Enter Aminta.

Think not ye steal this liberty, for we give it,
Your tender innocence assures me, Virgin,
Ye had no share in those wrongs these men did us;
I find ye are not hardned in such mischiefs.
Your brother was mis-led sure,
Foully mis-led.

Amin. How much I fear these pities!

Cla. Certain he was, so much I pity him;
And for your sake, whose eyes plead for him;
Nay, for his own sake.

Amin. Ha!

Cla. For I see about him
Women have subtill eyes, and look narrowly;
Or I am much abusd: many fair promises;
Nay beyond those, [too] many shadowed virtues.

Amin. I think he is good.

Cla. I assure my self he will be;
And out of that assurance take this comfort,
For I perceive your fear hath much dejected ye.
I love your brother.

Amin. Madam.

Cla. Nay, do not take it for a dreamt of favor,
That comforts in the sleep, and awake vanishes;
Indeed I love him.

Amin. Do ye indeed?

Cla. You doubt still, because ye fear his safety;
Indeed he is the sweetest man I ere saw;
I think the best. Ye may hear without blushes,
And give me thanks, if ye please, for my curtesie.

Amin. Madam, I ever must;
Yet witness Heaven, they are hard pulld from me.
Believe me, Madam, so many imperfections I could find,
(Forgive me Grace for lying) and such wants,
(Tis to an honest use) such poverties,
Both in his main proportion, and his mind too;
There are a hundred handsomer; (I lie leudly)
Your noble usage, Madam, hath so bound me to ye,
That I must tell ye.

Cla. Come, tell your worst.

Amin. He is no husband for ye.
I think ye mean in that fair way.

Cla. Ye have hit it.

Amin. I am sure ye have hit my heart.
You will find him dangerous, Madam;
As fickle as the flying ayr, proud, jealous,
Soon glutted in your sweets, and soon forgetful;
I could say more, and tell ye I have a brother,
Another brother, that so far excells this,
Both in the ornaments of Man, and making.

Cla. If you were not his sister, I should doubt ye mainly;
Doubt ye for his love, ye deal so cunningly.
Do not abuse me, I have trusted ye with more than life,
With my first love; be careful of me.

Amin. In what use, Madam?

Cla. In this Lady,
Speak to him for me, you have power upon him;
Tell him I love him, tell him I dote on him:
It will become your tongue.

Amin. Become my grave.
O fortune, O cursed fortune!

Cla. Tell him his liberty,
And all those with him; all our wealth and Jewels.
Good sister, for Ill call ye so.

Amin. I shall Lady,
Even die, I hope.

Cla. Heres Meat and Wine, pray take it,
And there he lies; give him what liberty you please;
But still conceald. What pleasure you shall please, Sister.
He shall neer want again. Nay, see an youl take it;
Why do you study thus?

Amin. To avoid mischiefs, if they should happen.

Cla. Goe, and be happy for me.

Amin. O blind fortune;
Yet happy thus far, I shall live to see him,
In what strange desolation lives he here now?
Sure this Curtain will reveale.

Enter Albert.

Alb. Whos that? ha!
Some gentle hand, I hope, to bring me comfort.
Or if it be my death, tis sweetly shadowed.

Amin. Have ye forgot me, Sir?

Alb. My Aminta?

Amin. She Sir,
That walks here up and down an empty shadow,
One, that for some few hours
But wanders here, carrying her own sad Coffin,
Seeking some Desart place to lodge her griefs in.

Alb. Sweet sorrow welcome, welcome noble grief;
How got you this fair liberty to see me?
For sorrows in your shape are strangers to me.

Amin. I come to counsel ye.

Alb. Ye are still more welcome;
For good friends in afflictions give good Councels.
Pray then proceed.

Amin. Pray eat first, ye shew faint;
Heres Wine to refresh ye too.

Alb. I thank ye dear.

Amin. Drink again.

Alb. Heres to our loves.
How, turn and weep!
Pray pledge it: this happiness we have yet left,
Our hearts are free. Not pledge it? Why?
And though beneath the Axe this health were holy,
Why do ye weep thus?

Amin. I come to woo ye.

Alb. To woo me Sweet? I am wood and won already,
You know I am yours. This pretty way becomes ye.
But you would deceive my sorrows; thats your intent.

Amin. I would I could, I should not weep, but smile.
Do ye like your Meat and Wine?

Alb. Like it?

Amin. Do you like your liberty?

Alb. All these I well may like.

Amin. Then pray like her that sent em.
Do ye like wealth, and most unequald beauty?

Alb. Peace, indeed youl make me angry.

Amin. Would I were dead that ask it,
Then ye might freely like, and I forgive ye.

Alb. What like, and who? add not more misery
To a man thats fruitful in afflictions.
Who ist you would have me like?
Who sent these comforts?

Amin. I must tell.

Alb. Be bold.

Amin. But be you temperate.
If you be bold I die. The young fair Virgin;
(Sorrow hath made me old.) O hearken,
And wisely hark, the Governess daughter:
That Star that strikes this Island full of wonder,
That blooming sweetness.

Alb. What of her?

Amin. She sent it: and with it,
It must be out, she dotes on ye,
And must enjoy ye: else no joy must find ye.

Alb. And have you the patience to deliver this?

Amin. A sister may say much, and modestly.

Alb. A sister?

Amin. Yes, that name undid ye;
Undid us both: had ye namd Wife, she had feard ye;
And feard the sin she followd; She had shund, yea
Her Virgin modesty had not touchd at ye.
But thinking you were free, hath kindled a fire,
I fear will hardly be extinguisht.

Alb. Indeed I played the fool.

Amin. O my best Sir, take heed,
Take heed of lies. Truth, though it trouble some minds,
Some wicked minds, that are both dark and dangerous:
Yet it preserves it self, comes off pure, innocent,
And like the Sun, though never so eclipsd,
Must break in glory. O Sir, lie no more.

Alb. Ye have read me a fair Lecture,
And put a spell upon my tongue for fayning.
But how will you counsel now?

Amin. Ye must study to forget me.

Alb. How?

Amin. Be patient.
Be wise and patient, it conce[r]ns ye highly.
Can ye lay by our loves? But why should I doubt it?
Ye are a man, and man may shift affections,
Tis held no sin. To come to the point,
Ye must lose me; many and mighty reasons.

Alb. Hear me Aminta,
Have you a man that loves you too, that feeds ye,
That sends ye liberty? Has this great Governess
A noble son too, young, and apt to catch ye?
Am I, because I am in bonds, and miserable,
My health decayd, my youth and strength half blasted,
My fortune like my waining self, for this despisd?
Am I for this forsaken? a new love chosen,
And my affections, like my fortunes, wanderers?
Take heed of lying, you that chid me for it;
And shewd how deep a sin it was, and dangerous.
Take heed, your self, you swore you lovd me dearly;
No few, nor little oathes you swore Aminta,
Those seald with no small faith, I then assurd my self.
O seek no new wayes to cozen truth.

Amin. I do not.
By love it self I love thee,
And ever must, nor can all deaths dissolve it.

Alb. Why do you urge me thus then?

Amin. For your safety,
To preserve your life.

Alb. My life, I do confess, is hers,
She gives it,
And let her take it back, I yield it.
My loves intirely thine, none shall touch at it;
None, my Aminta, none.

Amin. Ye have made me happy,
And now I know ye are mine. Fortune, I scorn thee.
Goe to your rest, and Ill sit by ye;
Whilst I have time Ill be your mate, and comfort ye,
For only I am trusted: you shall want nothing,
Not a liberty that I can steal ye.

Alb. May we not celebrate our loves Aminta?
And where our wishes cannot meet.

Amin. You are wanton,
But with cold kisses Ill allay that fever;
Look for no more, and that in private too.
Believe me, I shall blush else.
But, lets consider, we are both lost else.

Alb. Lets in, and prevent fate. [Exeunt.

Enter Crocale, Juletta, Tibalt, Master.

Tib. You do well to ayr us, Ladies, we shall be musty else.
What are your wise wills now?

Cro. You are very crank still.

Tib. As crank as a holy Fryer, fed with hail-stones.
But do ye bring us out to bait, like Bulls?

Mast. Or are you weary of the charge ye are at?
Turn us abroad again, lets jog Ladies;
We are gross, and course, unfit for your sweet pleasures.

Tib. Knock off our shooes, and turns to grass.

Cro. You are determined
Still to be stubborn then: it well becomes ye.

Tib. An humour Lady that contents a prisoner.
A sullen fit sometimes serves for a second course.

Jul. Ye may as well be kind,
And gain our favours; gain meat and drink,
And lodging to rest your bones.

Tib. My bones have bore me thus long,
And had their share of pains and recreations;
If they fail now, they are no fair companions.

Cro. Are ye thus harsh to all our Sex?

Mast. We cannot be merry without a Fidler,
Pray strike up your Tabors, Ladies.

Cro. The fools despise us.

Jul. We know ye are very hungry now.

Tib. Yes tis very wholsom, Ladies;
For we that have gross bodies, must be careful
Have ye no piercing air to stir our stomachs?
We are beholding to ye for our Ordinary.

Jul. Why slaves, tis in our power to hang ye.

Mast. Very likely.
Tis in our powers then to be hangd, and scorn ye.
Hangings as sweet to us, as dreaming to you.

Cro. Come, be more courteous.

Jul. Do, and then ye shall be pleasd, and have all necessaries.

Tib. Give me some Ratsbane then.

Cro. And why Ratsbane, Mounsieur?

Tib. We live like vermine here, and eat up your cheese,
Your mouldy cheese, that none but Rats would bite at;
Therefore tis just that Ratsbane should reward us.
We are unprofitable, and our Ploughs are broken;
There is no hope of Harvest this year, Ladies.

Jul. Ye shall have all content.

Mast. I, and well serve your uses.
I had rather serve hogs, theres more delight int;
Your greedy appetites are never satisfied;
Just like hungry Camels, sleeping or waking
You chew the cud still.

Cro. By this hand well starve ye.

Mast. Tis a noble courtesie.
I had as lief ye should famish me, as founder me:
To be jaded to death, is only fit for a hackney.
Here be certain Tarts of Tarr about me,
And parcels of potargo in my Jerkin,
As long as these last.

Jul. Which will not last ever.

Tib. Then well eat one another like good fellows.
A shoulder of his for a haunch of mine.

Jul. Tis excellent.

Tib. Twill be as well dress it Ladies.

Cro. Why sure ye are not men?

Mast. Ye had best come search us,
A Seaman is seldom without a salt Eele.

Tib. I am bad enough,
And in my nature a notorious wencher;
And yet ye make me blush at your immodesty.
Tell me good Master, didst ever see such things?

Mast. I could like em, though they were lewdly given,
If they could say no; [but fie on em,
They gape like Oysters.]

Tib. Well, ye may hang, or starve us;
But your commanding impudence shall never fear us.
Had ye by blushing signs, soft cunings, crept into us,
And shewd us your necessities: we had met your purposes,
Supplyd your wants. We are no Saints Ladies;
I love a good wench, as I love my life,
And with my life I will maintain my love:
But such a sordid impudence Ill spit at.
Lets to our dens again. Come noble Master.
You know our minds, Ladies:
This is the faith in which well die. [Exit Tib. and Mast.

Cro. I do admire em.

Jul. They are noble fellows,
And they shall not want, for this.

Cro. But see, Clarinda comes.
Farewel, Ill to my charge.

Enter Clarinda.

Cla. Bring out those prisoners now,
And let me see em, and hear their business.

Jul. I will, Madam. [Exit.

Cla. I hope she hath prevaild upon her brother.
She has a sweet tongue, and can describe the happiness
My love is ready to fling on him.
And sure he must be glad, [and certain] wonder,
And bless the hour that brought him to this Island.
I long to hear the full joy that he labours with.

Enter Juletta, Morillat, Franvile, Lamure.

Mor. Bless thy Divine Beauty.

Fran. Mirror of sweetness.

Lam. Ever-springing brightness.

Cla. Nay, Stand up Gentlemen, and leave your flatteries.

Mor. She calls us Gentlemen, sure we shall have some meat now.

Cla. I am a mortal creature,
Worship Heaven, and give these attributes
To their Divinities. Methinks ye look but thin.

Mor. Oh we are starvd, immortal beauty.

Lam. We are all poor starvd knaves.

Fran. Neither liberty nor meat, Lady.

Mor. We were handsome men, and Gentlemen, and sweet men,
And were once gracious in the eyes of beauties,
But now we look like Rogues;
Like poor starvd rogues.

Cla. What would ye do if ye were to die now?

Fran. Alas, we were prepard. If you will hang us,
Lets have a good meal or two to die with,
To puts in heart.

Mor. Or if youll drown us,
Lets be drunk first, that we may die merrily,
And bless the founders.

Cla. Ye shall not die so hastily.
What dare ye do to deserve my favour?

Lam. Put us to any service.

Fran. Any bondage,
Lets but live.

Mar. Well get a world of children,
For we know ye are hainously unprovided that way;
And ye shall beat us when we offend ye;
Beat us abundantly, and take our meat from us.

Cla. These are weak abject things, that shew ye poor ones.
Whats the great service ye so oft have threatned,
If ye might see me, and win my favour?

Jul. That business of discovery.

Mor. Oh, Ill tell ye Lady.

Lam. And so will I.

Fran. And I,
Pray let me speak first.

Mor. Good, no confusion.
We are before a Lady that knows manners;
And by the next meat I shall eat, tis certain,
This little Gentlewoman that was taken with us.

Cla. Your Captains Sister, she you mean.

Mor. I, I, shes the business that we would open to ye.
You are cousened in her.

Lam. { How, what ist you would open?
Fran. { She is no Sister.

Mor. Good Sirs how quick you are.
She is no Sister, Madam.

Fran. She is his.

Mor. Peace I say.

Cla. What is she?

Mor. Faith, sweet Lady,
She is, as a man would say, his.

Cla. What?

Lam. His Mistriss.

Mor. Or, as some new Translators read, his.

Cla. Oh me!

Mor. And why he should delude you thus,
Unless he meant some villany? these ten weeks
He has had her at Sea, for his own proper appetite.

Lam. His Cabin-mate Ill assure ye.

Cla. No Sister, say ye?

Mor. No more than I am brother to your beauty.
I know not why he should juggle thus.

Cla. Do not lie to me.

Mor. If ye find me lie, Lady, hang me empty.

Cla. How am I foold!
Away with em Juletta, and feed em
But hark ye, with such food as they have given me.
New misery!

Fran. Nor meat nor thanks for all this. [Exit.

Cla. Make em more wretched.
Oh I could burst! curse and kill now,
Kill any thing I meet, Juletta, follow me,
And call the rest along.

Jul. We follow, Madam. [Exeunt.

Enter Albert and Aminta.

Amint. I must be gone now, else she may suspect me;
How shall I answer her?

Alb. Tell her directly.

Amint. That were too suddain, too improvident;
Fires of this nature must be put out cunningly,
Theyll waste all come near em else.
Farewel once more.

Alb. Farewel,
And keep my love entire.
Nay, kiss me once again, me thinks we should not part.

Amint. Oh be wise, Sir.

Alb. Nay, one kiss more.

Amin. Indeed youre wanton;
We may be taken too.

Enter Clarinda, Juletta, Crocale, Hippolita.

Cla. Out thou base woman.
[By Heaven] Ill shoot em both.

Cro. Nay stay, brave Lady, hold;
A suddain death cuts off a Nobler vengeance.

Cla. Am I made Bawd to your lascivious meetings?
Are ye grown so wise in sin?
Shut up that villa[ine]: and sirrah,
Now expect my utmost anger.
Let him there starve.

Alb. I mock at your mischiefs. [Exit.

Cla. Tie that false witch unto that Tree,
There let that savage beasts
Gnaw off her sweetness, and Snakes
Embrace her beauties; tie her, and watch
That none relieve her.

Hip. We could wish ye better fortune, Lady,
But dare not help ye.

Amin. Be your own friends, I thank ye.
Now only my last audit, and my greatest,
Oh Heaven, be kind unto me,
And if it be thy Will, preserve.

Enter Raymond.

Ray. Who is this?
Sure tis a woman, I have trode this place,
And found much footing; now I know tis peopld.
Ha, let me see! tis her face.
Oh Heaven! turn this way Maid.

Amin. Oh Raymond, oh Brother.

Raym. Her tongue too: tis my Sister; what rude hand!
Nay kiss me first, Oh joy!

Amin. Fly, fly dear brother,
You are lost else.

Jul. A man, a man, a new man.

Raym. What are these?

Enter Juletta, Crocale, Clarinda.

Cro. An enemy, an enemy.

Cla. Dispatch him,
Take him off, shoot him straight.

Raym. I dare not use my sword, Ladies,
Against such comely foes.

Amin. Oh brother, brother!

Cla. Away with em, and in dark prisons bind em.
One word replyd, ye die both.
Now brave mother, follow thy noble anger,
And Ill help thee. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Rossella, Clarinda, Crocale, Juletta, Hippolita.

Ros. I am deaf to all your intreaties: she that moves me
For pity or compassion to these Pirats,
Digs up her Fathers, or her Brothers Tomb,
And spurns about their ashes.
Couldst thou remember what a Father thou hadst once,
Twould steel thy heart against all foolish pity.
By his memory, and the remembrance of his dear embraces,
I am taught, that in a Noble cause revenge is Noble;
And they shall fall the sacrifices to appease
His wandring Ghost, and my incensed fury.

Cla. The new come prisoner too!

Ros. He too[. Y]et that we may learn
Whether they are the same, or near allyd
To those that forcd me to this cruel course,
Better their poor allowance, and permit em
To meet together and confer,
Within the distance of your ear; perhaps
They may discover something that may kill
Despair in me, and be a means to save em
From certain ruine.

C[r]o. That shall be my charge.

Ros. Yet to prevent
All hope of rescue: for this new-come Captain
Hath both a Ship and Men not far [off] from us,
Though ignorant to find the only Port,
That can yield entrance to our happy Island,
Guard the place strongly, and er the next Sun
Ends his diurnal progress, I will be
Happy in my revenge, or set em free. [Exeunt.

Enter Crocale, Juletta, Hippolita. [A Table furnishd.

Cro. So serve it plentifully,
And lose not time to enquire the cause;
There is a main design that hangs upon this bounty.
See the Table furnisht with Wine too,
That discovers secrets which tortures cannot open:
Open the doors too of the several prisons,
And give all free entrance into this room.
Undiscoverd I can here mark all.

Enter Tib. Mast.

Heres Captain careless, and the tough Ship-master,
The slaves are nosd like Vultures
How wild they look.

Tib. Ha, the mistery of this,
Some good Hobgoblin rise and reveal.

Mast. Im amazed at it: nor can I sound the intent.

Tib. Is not this bread,
Substantial bread, not painted?

Mast. But take heed,
You may be poisoned.

Tib. I am sure I am famishd;
And famine, as the wise man says,
Gripes the guts as much as any Mineral.
This may be Treacle sent to preserve me
After a long Fast: or be it Vipers spittle,
Ill run the hazard.

Mast. We are past all fear, Ill take part with ye.

Tib. Do: and now ifaith, how dye feel your self?
I find great ease int. Whats here;
Wine, and it be thy Will;
Strong lusty Wine. Well, fools may talk
Of Mythridate, Cordials, and Elixirs.
But from my youth this was my only Physick.
Heres a colour, what Ladies cheek,
Though cerusd over, comes near it?
It sparkles too: hangs out Diamonds.
Oh my sweet-heart, how I will hug thee,
Again, and again! They are poor drunkards,
And not worth thy favors,
That number thy moist kisses in these Crystals.

Mast. But Mounsieur,
Here are Suckets, and sweet dishes.

Tib. Tush, boys meat,
I am past it; heres strong food fit for men:
Nectar, old lad. Mistriss of merry hearts,
Once more I am bold with you.

Mast. Take heed (man)
Too much will breed distemper.

Tib. Hast thou livd at Sea
The most part of thy life, where to be sober
While we have Wine aboard, is capital Treason;
And dost thou preach sobriety?

Mast. Prethee forbear,
We may offend in it; we know not for whom
It was provided.

Tib. I am sure for me: therefore footra,
When I am full, let em hang me, I care not.

Enter Albert, Aminta, Raymond, Lamure, Morrillat,
Franvile, severally.

Mast. This has been his temper ever.
See, provoking dishes; candid Eringoes,
And Potatoes.

Tib. Ill not touch em, I will drink;
But not a bit on a march, Ill be an Eunuch rather.

Mast. Who are these?

Tib. Marry, who you will;
I keep my Text here.

Alb. Raymond!

Ray. Albert!

Tib. Away, Ill be drunk alone;
Keep off Rogues, or Ill belch ye into air;
Not a drop here.

Amint. Dear brother, put not in your eyes such anger;
Those looks poisond with fury, shot at him,
Reflect on me. Oh brother, look milder, or
The Crystal of his temperance
Will turn em on your self.

Alb. Sir, I have sought ye long
To find your pardon: you have ploughd the Ocean
To wreak your vengeance on me, for the rape
Of this fair Virgin. Now our fortune guides us
To meet on such hard terms, that we need rather
A mutual pitty of our present state,
Than to expostulate of breaches past,
Which cannot be made up. And though it be
Far from you[r] power, to force me to confess,
That I have done ye wrong, or such submission
Failing to make my peace, to vent your anger;
You being your self slavd, as I to others:
Yet for you[r] Sisters sake, her blessed sake,
In part of recompence of what she has sufferd
For my rash folly; the contagion
Of my black actions, catching hold upon
Her purer innocence, I crave your mercy;
And wish however several motives kept us
From being friends, while we had hope to live,
Let death which we expect, and cannot fly from,
End all contention.

Tib. Drink upont, tis a good motion;
Ratifie it in Wine, and tis authentical.

Ray. When I consider
The ground of our long difference, and look on
Our not to be avoided miseries,
It doth beget in me I know not how
A soft Religious tenderness; which tells me,
Though we have many faults to answer for
Upon our own account, our Fathers crimes
Are in us punishd. Oh Albert, the course
They took to leave us rich, was not honest,
Nor can that friendship last, which virtue joyns not.
When first they forcd the industrious Portugals,
From their Plantations in the Happy Islands.

Cro. This is that I watch for.

Ray. And did omit no tyranny, which men,
Inured to spoil, and mischief could inflict,
On the grie[v]d sufferers; when by lawless rapine
They reapd the harvest, which their Labou[rs] sowd;
And not content to force em from their dwelling,
But laid for em at Sea to ravish from em
The last remainder of their wealth: then, then,
After a long pursuit, each doubting other,
As guilty of the Portugals escape,
They did begin to quarrel, like [ill] men;
(Forgive me piety, that I call em so)
No longer love, or correspondence holds,
Than it is cimented with prey or profit:
Then did they turn these swords they oft had bloodid
With innocent gore, upon their wretched selves,
And paid the forfeit of their cruelty
Shewn to Sebastian, and his Colonie,
By being fatal enemies to each other.
Thence grew Amintas rape, and my desire
To be revengd. And now observe the issue:
As they for spoil ever forgot compassion
To women, (who should be exempted
From the extremities of a lawful War)
We now, young able men, are falln into
The hands of Women; that, against the soft
Tenderness familiar to their Sex,
Will shew no mercy.

Enter Crocale.

Cro. None, unless you shew us
Our long lost Husbands.
We are those Portugals you talkd of.

Ray. Stay,
I met upon the Sea in a tall Ship
Two Portugals, famishd almost to death.

Tib. Our Ship by this Wine.
And those the rogues that stole her,
Left us to famish in the barren Islands.

Ray. Some such tale they told me,
And something of a Woman, which I find,
To be my Sister.

Cro. Where are these men?

Ray. I left em,
Supposing they had deluded me with forgd tales,
In the Island, where they said
They had livd many years the wretched owners
Of a huge mass of treasure.

Alb. The same men: and that the fatal muck
We quarrelld for.

Cro. They were Portugals you say.

Ray. So they professd.

Cro. They may prove such men as may save your lives,
And so much I am taken with fair hope,
That I will hazard life to be resolvd ont:
How came you hither?

Ray. My ship lies by the Rivers mouth,
That can convey ye to these wretched men,
Which you desire to see.

Cro. Back to your prisons,
And pray for the success: if they be those
Which I desire to find, you are safe;
If not, prepare to die to morrow:
For the world cannot redeem ye.

Alb. However, we are armd
For either fortune. [Exit.

Tib. What must become of me now
That I am not dismissd?

Cro. Oh Sir, I purpose
To have your company.

Ti. Take heed wicked woman,
I am apt to mischief now.

Cro. You cannot be so unkind,
To her that gives you liberty.

Ti. No, I shall be too kind, thats the devil ont;
I have had store of good wine: and when I am drunk,
Joan is a Lady to me, and I shall
Lay about me like a Lord: I feel strange motions:
Avoid me temptation.

Cro. Come Sir, Ill help ye in. [Exeunt.

Enter Sebastian and Nicusa.

Nicu. What may that be
That moves upon the Lake?

Sebast. Still it draws nearer,
And now I plainly can discern it.
Tis the French Ship.

Nicu. In it a woman,
Who seems to invite us to her.

Sebast. Still she calls with signs of Love to hasten to her;
So lovely hope doth still appear:
I feel nor age, nor weakness.

Nicu. Though it bring death,
To us tis comfort: and deserves a meeting.
Or else fortune tyrd with what we have sufferd,
And in it overcome, as it may be,
Now sets a period to our misery. [Exeunt. [Horid Musick.

Enter severally, Raymond, Albert, Aminta.

Ray. What dreadful sounds are these?

Amint. Infernal Musick,
Fit for a bloody Feast.

Alb. It seems prepard
To kill our courages er they divorce
Our souls and bodies.

Ray. But they that fearless fall,
Deprive them of their triumph.

[An Altar prepard.

Enter Rossillia, Clarinda, Juletta, Hippolita, &c.

Amin. See the furies,
In their full trym of cruelty.

Ros. Tis the last
Duty that I can pay to my dead Lord,
Set out the Altar, I my self will be
The Priest, and boldly do those horrid Rites
You shake to think on, lead these Captains nearer,
For they shall have the honor to fall first
To my Sebastians ashes: and now wretches,
As I am taught already, that you are,
And lately by your free confession,
French Pirats, and the sons of those I hate,
Even equal with the devil; hear with horror,
What tis invites me to this cruel course,
And what you are to suffer, no Amazons we,
But women of Portugal that must have from you
Sebastian and Nicusa; we are they
That groand beneath your fathers wrongs:
We are those wretched women,
Their injuries pursud, and overtook;
And from the sad remembrance of our losses
We are taught to be cruel; when we were forcd
From that sweet air we breathed in, by their rapine,
And sought a place of being; as the Seas
And Winds conspird with their ill purposes,
To load us with afflictions in a storm
That fell upon us; the two ships that brought us,
To seek new fortunes in an unknown world
Were severed: the one bore all the able men,
Our Treasure and our Jewels: in the other,
We Women were embarqud: and fell upon,
After long tossing in the troubled main,
This pleasant Island: but in few months,
The men that did conduct us hither, died,
We long before had given our Husbands lost:
Remembring what we had suffred by the French
We took a solemn Oath, never to admit
The cursd society of men: necessity
Taught us those Arts, not usual to our Sex,
And the fertile Earth yielding abundance to us,
We did resolve, thus shapd like Amazons
To end our lives; but when you arrivd here,
And brought as presents to us, our own Jewels;
Those which were boorn in the other Ship,
How can ye hope to scape our vengeance?

Amint. It boots not then to swear our innocence?

Alb. Or that we never forcd it from the owners?

Ray. Or that there are a remnant of that wrack,
And not far off?

Ros. All you affirm, I know,
Is but to win time; therefore prepare your throats,
The world shall not redeem ye: and that your cries
May find no entrance to our ears,
To move pity in any: bid loud Musick sound
Their fatal knells; if ye have prayers use em quickly,
To any power will own ye; but ha!

Enter Crocale, Sebastian, Nicusa, Tibalt.

Who are these? what spectacles of misfortune?
Why are their looks
So full of Joy and Wonder?

Cro. Oh! lay by
These instruments of death, and welcome
To your arms, what you durst never hope to imbrace:
This is Sebastian, this Nicusa, Madam:
Preservd by miracle: look up dear Sir,
And know your own Rossella: be not lost
In wonder and amazement; or if nature
Can by instinct, instruct you what it is,
To be blessed with the name of Father,
Freely enjoy it in this fair Virgin.

Seb. Though my miseries,
And many years of wants I have endurd,
May well deprive me of the memory
Of all joys past; yet looking on this building,
This ruind building of a heavenly form
In my Rosilla; I must remember, I am Sebastian.

Ros. Oh my joyes!

Seb. And here,
I see a perfect model of thy self,
As thou wert when thy choice first made thee mine:
These cheeks and fronts, though wrinkled now with time
Which Art cannot restore: had equal pureness,
Of natural white and red, and as much ravishing:
Which by fair order and succession,
I see descend on her: and may thy virtues
Wind into her form, and make her a perfect dower:
No part of thy sweet goodness wanting to her.
I will not now Rosilla, ask thy fortunes,
Nor trouble thee with hearing mine;
Those shall hereafter serve to make glad hours
In their relation: All past wrongs forgot;
Im glad to see you Gentlemen; but most,
That [it] is in my power to save your lives;
You sayd ours, when we were near starvd at Sea,
And I despair not, for if she be mine,
Rosilla can deny Sebastian nothing.

Ros. She does give up her self,
Her power and joys, and all, to you,
To be discharged of em as too burthensom;
Welcome in any shape.

Seb. Sir, in your looks,
I read your sute of my Clarinda: she is yours:
And Lady, if it be in me to confirm
Your hopes in this brave Gentleman,
Presume I am your servant.

Alb. We thank you Sir.

Amin. Oh happy hour!

Alb. O my dear Aminta;
Now all our fears are ended.

Tib. Here I fix: shes mettle,
Steel to the back: and will cut my leaden dagger,
If not usd with discretion.

Cro. You are still no changling.

Sebast. Nay,
All look chearfully, for none shall be
Denyd their lawful wishes; when a while
We have here refreshd our selves; well return
To our several homes; and well that voyage ends,
That makes of deadly enemies, faithful friends. [Exeunt.
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER ANGELO, MILANES, and Arsenio.

Arsenio.
Leandro paid all.

Mil.
Tis his usual custom,
And requisite he should: he has now put off
The Funeral black, (your rich heir wears with joy,
When he pretends to weep for his dead Father)
Your gathering Sires, so long heap muck together,
That their kind Sons, to rid them of their care,
Wish them in Heaven; or if they take a taste
Of Purgatory by the way, it matters not,
Provided they remove hence; what is befaln
To his Father, in the other world, I ask not;
I am sure his prayer is heard: would I could use one
For mine, in the same method.

Ars.
Fie upon thee.
This is prophane.

Mil.

Good Doctor, do not school me
For a fault you are not free from: On my life
Were all Heirs in Corduba, put to their Oaths,
They would confess with me, tis a sound Tenet:
I am sure Leandro dos.

Ars.
He is thowner
Of a fair Estate.

Mil.
And fairly he deserves it,
Hes a Royal Fellow: yet observes a mean
In all his courses, careful too on whom
He showers his bounties: he thats liberal
To all alike, may do a good by chance,
But never out of Judgment: This invites
The prime men of the City to frequent
All places he resorts to, and are happy
In his sweet Converse.

Ars.
Don Jamie the Brother
To the Grandee Don Henrique, appears much taken
With his behaviour.

Mil.
There is something more int:
He needs his Purse, and knows how to make use ont.
Tis now in fashion for your Don, thats poor,
To vow all Leagues of friendship with a Merchant
That can supply his wants, and howsoere
Don Jamies noble born, his elder Brother
Don Henrique rich, and his Revenues long since
Encreasd by marrying with a wealthy Heir
Calld, Madam Vi[o]lante, he yet holds
A hard hand ore Jamie, allowing him
A bare annuity only.

Ars.
Yet tis said
He hath no child, and by the Laws of Spain
If he die without issue, Don Jamie
Inherits his Estate.

Mil.
Why thats the reason
Of their so many jarrs: though the young Lord
Be sick of the elder Brother, and in reason
Should flatter, and observe him, hes of a nature
Too bold and fierce, to stoop so, but bears up,
Presuming on his hopes.

Ars.
Whats the young Lad
That all of em make so much of?

Mil.
Tis a sweet one,
And the best conditiond youth, I ever saw yet,
So humble, and so affable, that he wins
The love of all that know him, and so modest,
That (in despight of poverty) he would starve
Rather than ask a courtesie: Hes the Son
Of a poor cast-Captain, one Octavio;
And She, that once was calld thfair Jacinta,
Is happy in being his Mother: for his sake,

Enter Jamie, Leandro, and Ascanio.

(Though in their Fortunes faln) they are esteemd of,
And cherishd by the best. O here they come.
I now may spare his Character, but observe him,
Hel justifie my report.

Jam.
My good Ascanio,
Repair more often to me: above Women
Thou ever shalt be welcome.

Asc.
My Lord your favours
May quickly teach a raw untutourd Youth
To be both rude and sawcy.

Lean.
You cannot be
Too frequent where you are so much desird:
And give me leave (dear friend) to be your Rival
In part of his affection; I will buy it
At any rate.

Jam.
Stood I but now possessd
Of what my future hope presages to me,
I then would make it clear thou hadst a Patron
That would not say but do: yet as I am,
Be mine, Ile not receive thee as a servant,
But as my Son, (and though I want my self)
No Page attending in the Court of Spain
Shall find a kinder master.

Asc.
I beseech you
That my refusal of so great an offer
May make no ill construction, tis not pride
(That common vice is far from my condition)
That makes you a denyal to receive
A favour I should sue for: nor the fashion
Which the Country follows, in which to be a servant
In those that groan beneath the heavy weight
Of poverty, is held an argument
Of a base abject mind, I wish my years
Were fit to do you service in a nature
That might become a Gentleman (give me leave
To think my self one) My Father servd the King
As a Captain in the field; and though his fortune
Returnd him home a poor man, he was rich
In Reputation, and wounds fairly taken.
Nor am I by his ill success deterrd,
I rather feel a strong desire that sways me
To follow his profession, and if Heaven
Hath markd me out to be a man, how proud,
In the service of my Country, should I be,
To trail a Pike under your brave command!
There, I would follow you as a guide to honour,
Though all the horrours of the War made up
To stop my passage.

Jam.
Thou art a hopeful Boy,
And it was bravely spoken: For this answer,
I love thee more than ever.

Mil.
Pity such seeds
Of promising courage should not grow and prosper.

Ang.
What ever his reputed Parents be,
He hath a mind that speaks him right and noble.

Lean.
You make him blush; it needs not sweet Ascanio,
We may hear praises when they are deservd,
Our modesty unwounded. By my life
I would add something to the building up
So fair a mind, and if till you are fit
To bear Arms in the Field, youl spend some years
In Salamanca, Ile supply your studies
With all conveniences.

Asc.
Your goodness (Signiors)
And charitable favours overwhelm me.
If I were of your blood, you could not be
More tender of me: what then can I pay
(A poor Boy and a stranger) but a heart
Bound to your service? with what willingness
I would receive (good Sir) your noble offer,
Heaven can bear witness for me: but alas,
Should I embrace the means to raise my fortunes,
I must destroy the lives of my poor Parents
(To who[m] I ow my being) they in me
Place all their comforts, and (as if I were
The light of their dim eyes) are so indulgent
They cannot brook one short dayes absence from me;
And (what will hardly win belief) though young,
I am their Steward and their Nurse: the bounties
Which others bestow on me serves to sustain em,
And to forsake them in their age, in me
Were more than Murther.

Enter Henrique.

Aug.
This is a kind of begging
Would make a Broker charitable.

Mil.
Here, (sweet heart)
I wish it were more.

Lean.
When this is spent,
Seek for supply from me.

Jam.
Thy piety
For ever be remembred: nay take all,
Though twere my exhibition to a Royal
For one whole year.

Asc.
High Heavens reward your goodness.

Hen.
So Sir, is this a slip of your own grafting,
You are so prodigal?

Jam.
A slip Sir?

Hen.
Yes,
A slip; or call it by the proper name,
Your Bastard.

Jam.
You are foul-mouthd; do not provoke me,
I shall forget your Birth if you proceed,
And use you, (as your manners do deserve) uncivilly.

Hen.
So brave! pray you give me hearing,
Who am I Sir?

Jam.
My elder Brother: One
That might have been born a fool, and so reputed,
But that you had the luck to creep into
The world a year before me.

Lean.
Be more temperate.

Jam.
I neither can nor will, unless I learn it
By his example: let him use his harsh
Unsavoury reprehensions upon those
That are his Hinds, and not on me. The Land
Our Father left to him alone rewards him,
For being twelve months elder, let that be
Forgotten, and let his Parasites remember
One quality of worth or vertue in him
That may authorize him, to be a censurer
Of me, or my manners, and I will
Acknowledge him for a Tutor, till then, never.

Hen.
From whom have you your means Sir?

Jam.
From the will
Of my dead Father; I am sure I spend not
Nor givet upon your purse.

Hen.
But will it hold out
Without my help?

Jam.
I am sure it shall, Ile sink else,
For sooner I will seek aid from a Whore,
Than a courtesie from you.

Hen.
Tis well; you are proud of
Your new Exchequer, when you have cheated him
And worn him to the quick, I may be found
In the List of your acquaintance.

Lean

Pray you hold
And give me leave (my Lord) to say thus much
(And in mine own defence) I am no Gull
To be wrought on by perswasion: nor no Coward
To be beaten out of my means, but know to whom
And why I give or lend, and will do nothing
But what my reason warrants; you may be
As sparing as you please, I must be bold
To make use of my own, without your licence.

Jam.
Pray thee let him alone, he is not worth thy anger.
All that he dos (Leandro) is for my good,
I think theres not a Gentleman of Spain,
That has a better Steward, than I have of him.

Hen.
Your Steward Sir?

Jam.
Yes, and a provident one:
Why, he knows I am given to large expence,
And therefore lays up for me: could you believe else
That he, that sixteen years hath worn the yoke
Of barren wedlock, without hope of issue
(His Coffers full, his Lands and Vineyards fruitful)
Could be so sold to base and sordid thrift,
As almost to deny himself, the means
And necessaries of life? Alas, he knows
The Laws of Spain appoint me for his Heir,
That all must come to me, if I out-live him,
Which sure I must do, by the course of Nature,
And the assistance of good Mirth, and Sack,
How ever you prove Melancholy.

Hen.
If I live,
Thou dearly shalt repent this.

Jam.
When thou art dead,
I am sure I shall not.

Mil.
Now they begin to burn
Like opposd Meteors.

Ars.
Give them line, and way,
My life for Don Jamie.

Jam.
Continue still
The excellent Husband, and joyn Farm to Farm,
Suffer no Lordship, that in a clear day
Falls in the prospect of your covetous eye
To be anothers; forget you are a Grandee;
Take use upon use, and cut the throats of Heirs
With cozening Mortgages: rack your poor Tenants,
Till they look like so many Skeletons
For want of Food; and when that Widows curses,
The ruines of ancient Families, tears of Orphans
Have hurried you to the Devil, ever remember
All was rakd up for me (your thankful Brother)
That will dance merrily upon your Grave,
And perhaps give a double Pistolet
To some poor needy Frier, to say a Mass
To keep your Ghost from walking.

Hen.
That the Law
Should force me to endure this!

Jam.
Verily,
When this shall come to pass (as sure it will)
If you can find a loop-hole, though in Hell,
To look on my behaviour, you shall see me
Ransack your Iron Chests, and once again
Plutos flame-colourd Daughter shall be free
To domineer in Taverns, Masques, and Revels
As she was usd before she was your Captive.
Me thinks the meer conceipt of it, should make you
Go home sick, and distemperd; if it dos,
Ile send you a Doctor of mine own, and after
Take order for your Funeral.

Hen.
You have said, Sir,
I will not fight with words, but deeds to tame you,
Rest confident I will, and thou shalt wish
This day thou hadst been dumb. — 

[Exit.

Mil.
You have given him a heat,
But with your own distemper.

Jam.
Not a whit,
Now he is from mine eye, I can be merry,
Forget the cause and him: all plagues go with him,
Lets talk of something else: what news is stirring?
Nothing to pass the time?

Mil.
Faith it is said
That the next Summer will determine much
Of that we long have talkd of, touching the Wars.

Lean.
What have we to do with them? Let us discourse
Of what concerns our selves. Tis now in fashion
To have your Gallants set down in a Tavern,
What the Arch-Dukes purpose is the next spring, and what
Defence my Lords (the States) prepare: what course
The Emperour takes against the encroaching Turk,
And whether his Moony-standards are designd
For Persia or Polonia: and all this
The wiser sort of State-Worms seem to know
Better than their own affairs: this is discourse
Fit for the Council it concerns; we are young,
And if that I might give the Theme, twere better
To talk of handsome Women.

Mil.
And thats one,
Almost as general.

Ars.
Yet none agree
Who are the fairest.

Lean.
Some prefer the French,
For their conceited Dressings: some the plump
Italian Bona-Robas, some the State
That ours observe; and I have heard one swear,
(A merry friend of mine) that once in London,
He did enjoy the company of a Gamester,
(A common Gamester too) that in one night
Met him th Italian, French, and Spanish wayes,
And ended in the Dutch; for to cool her self,
She kissd him drunk in the morning.

Fam.
We may spare
The travel of our tongues in forraign Nations,
When in Corduba, if you dare give credit
To my report (for I have seen her, Gallants)
There lives a Woman (of a mean birth too,
And meanly matchd) whose all-excelling Form
Disdains comparison with any She
That puts in for a fair one, and though you borrow
From every Country of the Earth the best
Of those perfections, which the Climat yields
To help to make her up, if put in Ballance,
This will weigh down the Scale.

Lean.
You talk of wonders.

Jam.
She is indeed a wonder, and so kept,
And, as the world deservd not to behold
What curious Nature made without a pattern,
Whose Copy she hath lost too, shes shut up,
Sequestred from the world.

Lean.
Who is the owner
Of such a Jem? I am fired.

Jam.
One Bartolus,
A wrangling Advocate.

Ars.
A knave on Record.

Mil.
I am sure he cheated me of the best part
Of my Estate.

Jam.
Some Business calls me hence,
(And of importance) which denies me leisure
To give you his full character: In few words
(Though rich) hes covetous beyond expression,
And to encrease his heap, will dare the Devil,
And all the plagues of darkness: and to these
So jealous, as if you would parallel
Old Argus to him, you must multiply
His Eyes an hundred times: of these none sleep.
He that would charm the heaviest lid, must hire
A better Mercurie, than Jove made use of:
Bless your selves from the thought of him and her,
For twill be labour lost: So farewel Signiors. — 

[Exit.

Ars.
Leandro? in a dream? wake man for shame.

Mil.
Trained into a fools paradise with a tale
Of an imagind Form.

Lea.
Jamie is noble,
And with a forgd Tale would not wrong his Friend,
Nor am I so much fird with lust as Envie,
That such a churl as Bartolus should reap
So sweet a harvest, half my State to any
To help me to a share.

Ars.
Tush do not hope for
Impossibilities.

Lea.
I must enjoy her,
And my prophetique love tells me I shall,
Lend me but your assistance.

Ars.
Give it ore.

Mil.
I would not have thee foold.
Lea. I have strange Engines
Fashioning here: and Bartolus on the Anvil,
Disswade me not, but help me.

Mil.
Take your fortune,
If you come off well, praise your wit; if not,
Expect to be the subject of our Laughter.

[Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Octavio, and Jacinta.

Jac.
You met Don Henrique?

Oct.
Yes.

Jac.
What comfort bring you?
Speak cheerfully: how did my letter work
On his hard temper? I am sure I wrote it
So feelingly, and with the pen of sorrow,
That it must force Compunction.

Oct.
You are cozend;
Can you with one hand prop a falling Tower?
Or with the other stop the raging main,
When it breaks in on the usurped shore?
Or any thing that is impossible?
And then conclude that there is some way left,
To move him to compassion.

Jac.
Is there a Justice
Or thunder (my Octavio) and he
Not sunk unto the center?

Oct.
Good Jacinta,
With your long practised patience bear afflictions,
And by provoking call not on Heavens anger,
He did not only scorn to read your letter,
But (most inhumane as he is) he cursed you,
Cursed you most bitterly.

Jac.
The bad mans charity.
Oh that I could forget there were a Tye,
In me, upon him! or the relief I seek,
(If given) were bounty in him, and not debt,
Debt of a dear accompt!

Oct.
Touch not that string,
Twill but encrease your sorrow: and tame silence,
(The Balm of the oppressed) which hitherto
Hath easd your grievd soul, and preservd your fame,
Must be your Surgeon still.

Jac.
If the contagion
Of my misfortunes had not spread it self
Upon my Son Ascanio, though my wants
Were centuplid upon my self, I could be patient:
But he is so good, I so miserable,
His pious care, his duty, and obedience,
And all that can be wishd for from a Son,
Dischargd to me, and I, barrd of all means
To return any scruple of the debt
I owe him as a Mother, is a Torment,
Too painfull to be born.

Oct.
I suffer with you,
In that; yet find in this assurance comfort,
High Heaven ordains (whose purposes cannot alter)

Enter Ascanio.

Children that pay obedience to their Parents,
Shall never beg their Bread.

Jac.
Here comes our joy,
Where has my dearest been?

Asc.
I have made, Mother,
A fortunate voyage and brought home rich prize,
In a few hours: the owners too contented,
From whom I took it. See heres Gold, good store too,
Nay, pray you take it.

Jac.
Mens Charities are so cold,
That if I knew not, thou wert made of Goodness,
Twould breed a jealousie in me by what means,
Thou camst by such a sum.

Asc.
Were it ill got,
I am sure it could not be employed so well,
As to relieve your wants. Some noble friends,
(Raisd by heavens mercy to me, not my merits)
Bestowd it on me.

Oct.
It were a sacriledge
To rob thee of their bounty, since they gave it
To thy use only.
Jac. Buy thee brave Cloathes with it
And fit thee for a fortune, and leave us
To our necessities; why dost thou weep?

Asc.
Out of my fear I have offended you;
For had I not, I am sure you are too kind,
Not to accept the offer of my service,
In which I am a gainer; I have heard
My tutor say, of all aereal fowl
The Storks the Embleme of true pietie,
Because when age hath seizd upon her dam,
And made unfit for flight, the gratefull young one
Takes her upon his back, provides her food,
Repaying so her tender care of him,
Ere he was fit to fly, by bearing her:
Shall I then that have reason and discourse
That tell me all I can doe is too little,
Be more unnatural than a silly bird?
Or feed or cloath my self superfluously,
And know, nay see you want? holy Saints keep me.

Jac.
Can I be wretched,
And know my self the Mother to such Goodness?

Oct.
Come let us drie our eyes, well have a feast,
Thanks to our little Steward.

Jac.
And in him,
Believe that we are rich.

Asc.
I am sure I am,
While I have power to comfort you, and serve you.

[Exeunt.

SCENA III.

Enter Henrique, and Violante.

Viol.
Is it my fault, Don Henrique, or my fate?
Whats my offence? I came young to your bed,
I had a fruitfull Mother, and you met me
With equall ardour in your May of blood;
And why then am I barren?

Hen.
Tis not in Man
To yield a reason for the will of Heaven,
Which is inscrutable.

Viol.
To what use serve
Full fortunes, and the meaner sort of blessings,
When that, which is the Crown of all our wishes,
The period of humane happiness,
One only Child that may possess whats ours,
Is cruelly denid us?

Hen.
Tis the curse
Of great Estates to want those Pledges, which
The poor are happy in: They in a Cottage,
With joy, behold the Models of their youth,
And as their Root decaies, those budding Branches
Sprout forth and flourish, to renew their age;
But this is the beginning, not the end
Of misery to me, that gainst my will
(Since Heaven denies us Issue of our own)
Must leave the fruit of all my care and travel
To an unthankfull Brother that insults
On my Calamity.

Viol.
I will rather choose
A Bastard from the Hospital and adopt him,
And nourish him as mine own.

Hen.
Such an evasion
(My Violante) is forbid to us;
Happy the Romane State, where it was lawfull,
(If our own Sons were vicious) to choose one
Out of a vertuous Stock, though of poor Parents,
And make him noble. But the laws of Spain,
(Intending to preserve all ancient Houses)
Prevent such free elections; with this, my Brothers
Too well acquainted, and this makes him bold to
Reign ore me, as a Master.

Viol.
I will fire
The Portion I brought with me, ere he spend
A Royal of it: no Quirck left? no Quiddit
That may defeat him?

Hen.
Were I but confirmed,
That you would take the means I use with patience,
As I must practise it with my dishonour,
I could lay level with the earth his hopes
That soar above the clouds with expectation
To see me in my grave.
Viol. Effect but this,
And our revenge shall be to us a Son
That shall inherit for us.

Hen.
Do not repent
When tis too late.

Viol.
I fear not what may fall
He dispossessd that does usurp on all.

[Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.

[image: img47.jpg]

ENTER LEANDRO, (WITH a letter writ out) Milanes, and Arsenio.

Mil.
Can any thing but wonder?

Lea.
Wonder on,
I am as ye see, and, what will follow, Gentlemen?

Ars.
Why dost thou put on this form? what can this do?
Thou lookest most sillily.

Mil.
Like a young Clerk,
A half pind-puppy that would write for a Royal.
Is this a commanding shape to win a beauty?
To what use, what occasion?

Lean.
Peace, ye are fools,
More silly than my out-side seems, ye are ignorant;
They that pretend to wonders must weave cunningly.

Ars.
What manner of access can this get? or if gotten
What credit in her eyes?

Lean.
Will ye but leave me?

Mil.
Me thinks a young man and a handsom Gentleman
(But sure thou art lunatick) me thinks a brave man
That would catch cunningly the beams of beauty,
And so distribute em unto his comfort,
Should like himself appear, young, high, and buxom,
And in the brightest form.

Lean.
Ye are cozend (Gentlemen)
Neither do I believe this, nor will follow it,
Thus as I am, I will begin my voyage.
When you love, lanch it out in silks and velvets,
Ile love in Serge, and will outgo your Sattins.
To get upon my great horse and appear
The sign of such a man, and trot my measures,
Or fiddle out whole frosty nights (my friends)
Under the window, while my teeth keep tune,
I hold no handsomness. Let me get in,
There trot and fiddle where I may have fair play.

Ars.
But how get in?

Lean.
Leave that to me, your patience,
I have some toyes here that I dare well trust to:
I have smelt a Vicar out, they call him Lopez.
You are nere the nearer now.

Mil.
We do confess it.

Lea.
Weak simple men, this Vicar to this Lawyer
Is the most inward Damon.

Ars.
What can this do?

Mil.
We know the fellow, and he dwells there.

Lean. So.

Ars.
A poor, thin thief: he help? he? hang the Vicar,
Can reading of an —— prefer thee?
Thou art dead-sick in love, and heel pray for thee.

Lean.
Have patience (Gentlemen) I say this Vicar,
This thing I say is all one with the Close Bartolus
(For so they call the Lawyer) or his nature
Which I have studied by relation:
And make no doubt I shall hit handsomly,
Will I work cunningly, and home: understand me.

Enter Lopez, and Diego.

Next I pray leave me, leave me to my fortune
Difficilia pulchra, thats my Motto (Gentlemen)
Ile win this Diamond from the rock and wear her,
Or — 

Mil.
Peace, the Vicar: send ye a full sail, Sir.

Ars.
Theres your Confessor, but what shall be your penance?

Lean.
A fools head if I fail, and so forsake me.
You shall hear from me daily.

Mil.
We will be ready.

[Exeunt Mil. Ars.

Lop.
Thin world indeed!

Lean.
Ile let him breath and mark him:
No man would think a stranger as I am
Should reap any great commodity from his pigbelly.

Lop.
Poor stirring for poor Vicars.
Diego. And poor Sextons.

Lop.
We pray and pray, but to no purpose,
Those that enjoy our lands, choak our Devotions.
Our poor thin stipends make us arrant dunces.

Diego.
If you live miserably, how shall we do (Master)
That are fed only with the sound of prayers?
We rise and ring the Bells to get good stomachs,
And must be fain to eat the ropes with reverence.

Lop.
When was there a Christning, Diego?

Diego.
Not this ten weeks:
Alas, they have forgot to get children (Master)
The Wars, the Seas, and usurie undoe us,
Takes off our minds, our edges, blunts our plough-shares.
They eat nothing here, but herbs, and get nothing but green sauce:
There are some poor Labourers, that perhaps
Once in seven year, with helping one another,
Produce some few pind-Butter-prints, that scarce hold
The christning neither.

Lop.
Your Gallants, they get Honour,
A strange fantastical Birth, to defraud the Vicar,
And the Camp Christens their Issues, or the Curtizans,
Tis a lewd time.

Die.
They are so hard-hearted here too,
They will not dye, theres nothing got by Burials.

Lop.
Diego, the Airs too pure, they cannot perish.
To have a thin Stipend, and an everlasting Parish,
Lord what a torment tis!

Die.
Good sensible Master,
You are allowd to pray against all weathers,
(Both foul, and fair, as you shall find occasion)
Why not against all airs?

Lop.
Thats not ith Canons.
I would it had, tis out of our way forty pence.

Die.
Tis strange, they are starvd too yet they will not die here,
They will not earth: a good stout plague amongst em,
Or half a dozen new fantastical Fevers
That would turn up their heels by whole-sale (Master)
And take the Doctors too, in their grave Counsels,
That there might be no natural help for mony:
How merrily would my Bells goe then?
Lop. Peace Diego,
The Doctors are our friends, lets please them well.
For though they kill but slow, they are certain, Diego,
We must remove into a muddy Air,
A most contagious Climate.

Die.
We must certain,
An air that is the nursery of agues,
Such agues (Master) that will shake mens souls out,
Nere stay for Possets, nor good old wives plasters.

Lop.
Gowts and dead Palsies.

Die.
The dead dos well at all times,
Yet Gowts will hang an arse a long time (Master)
The Pox, or English Surfeits if we had em;
Those are rich marle, they make a Church-yard fat,
And make the Sexton sing, they never miss, Sir.

Lop.
Then Wills and Funeral Sermons come in season,
And Feasts that make us frolick.

Die.
Would I could see em.

Lop.
And though I weep ith Pulpit for my Brother,
Yet (Diego) here I laugh.

Die.
The cause requires it.

Lop.
Since people left to die I am dunce, Diego.

Die. Tis a strange thing, I have forgot to dig too.

Lea.
A pretious pair of youths! I must make towardem.

Lop.
Whos that? look it seems he would speak to us.
I hope a Marriage, or some Will to make, Diego.

Die.
My friend your business?

Lea.
Tis to that grave Gentleman;
Bless your good learning, Sir.

Lop.
And bless you also,
He bears a promising face, theres some hope toward.

Lea.
I have a Letter to your worship.

Lop.
Well Sir,
From whence I pray you?

Lea.
From Nova Hispania, Sir,
And from an ancient friend of yours.

Lop.
Tis well, Sir,
Tis very well: the devil a-one I know there.

Die.
Take heed of a Snap, Sir, has a cozening countenance
do not like his way.

Lop.
Let him goe forward.
Cantabit vacuus, They that have nothing fear nothing,
All I have to lose, Diego, is my learning,
And when he has gotten that, he may put it in a Nut shell.

LETTER READ.

Signior Lopez, Since my arrival from Cordova to these parts,
I have written divers Letters unto you, but as yet received no
Answer of any (Good and very good) And although so great a
forgetfulness might cause a want in my due correspondence, yet the
desire I have still to serve you must more prevail with me (Better
and better: the devil a man know I yet) and therefore with the
present occasion offered I am willing to crave a continuance of the
favours, which I have heretofore received from you, and do recommend
my Son Leandro the Bearer to you with request that he may
be admitted in that Universitie till such time as I shall arrive at
home; his studies he will make you acquainted withall; This kindness
shall supply the want of your slackness: And so heaven keep you.

Yours

Alonzo Tiveria.

Alonzo Tiveria, very well,
A very ancient friend of mine, I take it,
For till this hour I never heard his name yet.

Lea.
You look, Sir, as if ye had forgot my Father.

Lop.
No, no, I look, as I would remember him,
For that I never remembred, I cannot forget, Sir,
Alonzo Tiveria?

Lea.
The same, Sir.

Lop.
And now ith Indies?

Lea.
Yes.

Lop.
He may be any where,
For ought that I consider.

Lea.
Think again, Sir,
You were Students both at one time in Salamanca,
And, as I take it, Chamber-fellows.

Lop.
Ha?

Lea.
Nay, sure you must remember.

Lop.
Would I could.

Lea.
I have heard him say, you were Gossips too.

Lop.
Very likely,
You did not hear him say, to whom? for we Students
May oft-times over-reach our memories.
Dost thou remember, Diego, this same Signiour?
Thou hast been mine these twenty years.

Die.
Remember?
Why this Fellow would make ye mad: Nova Hispania?
And Signiour Tiveria? what are these?
He may as well name ye Friends out of Cataya.
Take heed I beseech your worship: do you hear, (my friend?)
You have no Letters for me?

Lea.
Not any letter,
But I was charged to doe my Fathers love
To the old honest Sexton Diego: are you he, Sir?

Di[e].

Ha? have I friends, and know em not? my name is Diego,
But if either I remember you or your Father,
Or Nova Hispania (I was never there Sir)
Or any kindred that you have — for heaven-sake, Master,
Lets cast about a little, and consider,
We may dream out our time.

Lea.
It seems I am deceivd, Sir,
Yet, that you are Don Lopez all men tell me,
The Curate here, and have been some time, Sir,
And you the Sexton Diego, such I am sent to,
The letter tells as much: may be they are dead,
And you of the like names succeed: I thank ye Gentlemen,
Ye have done honestly, in telling truth,
I might have been forward else. For to that Lopez,
That was my Fathers friend, I had a charge,
(A charge of mony) to deliver (Gentlemen)
Five hundred Duckets, a poor small gratuity,
But since you are not he — 

Lop.
Good Sir, let me think,
I pray ye be patient,
Pray ye stay a little,
Nay, let me remember, I beseech ye stay, Sir.

Die.
An honest noble friend, that sends so lovingly;
An old friend too; I shall remember sure, Sir.

Lop.
Thou sayst true Diego.

Die.
Pray ye consider quickly,
Doe, doe, by any means, me thinks already
A grave staid gentleman comes to my memory.

Lea.
Hes old indeed, sir.

Die.
With a goodly white Beard,
(For now he must be so: I know he must be)
Signior Alonzo, Master.

Lop.
I begin to have him.

Die.
Has been from hence, about some twenty years, sir.

Lea.
Some five and twenty, sir.

Die.
You say most true, Sir,
Just to an hour; tis now just five and twenty,
A fine straight timberd man, and a brave soldier,
He married: let me see, — 

Lea.
De Castros Daughter.

Die.
The very same.

Lea.
Thou art a very Rascal.
De Castro is the Turk to thee, or any thing:
The Mony rubbs em into strange remembrances,
For as many Duckets more they would remember Adam.

Lop.
Give me your hand, you are welcome to your country,
Now I remember plainly, manifestly,
As freshly, as if yesterdy I had seen him,
Most heartily welcome: sinfull that I am,
Most sinfull man! why should I lose this Gentleman?
This loving old Companion? we had all one soul, sir,
He dwelt here hard by, at a handsome — 

Lea.
Farm sir,
You say most true.

Lop.
Alonzo Tiveria!
Lord, Lord that time should play the treacherous knave thus!
Why, he was the only friend I had in Spain, sir,
I knew your Mother too, a handsome Gentlewoman,
She was married very young: I married em:
I do remember now the Maskes and Sports then,
The Fire-works, and the fine delights; good faith, sir,
Now I look in your face, whose eyes are those, Diego?
Nay, if he be not just Alonzos picture — 

Lea.
Lord, how I blush for these two impudents!

Die.
Well Gentleman, I think your names Leandro.

Lea.
It is indeed, sir,
Gra-mercy letter, thou hadst never known else.

Die.
I have dandled ye, and kist ye and plaid with ye
A hundred, and a hundred times, and dancd ye,
And swong ye in my Bell-ropes, ye lovd swinging.

Lop.
A sweet Boy.

Lea.
Sweet lying knaves.
What would these doe for thousands?

Lop.
A wondrous sweet Boy then it was, see now
Time that consumes us, shoots him up still sweeter.
How dos the noble Gentleman? how fares he?
When shall we see him? when will he bless his Country?

Lea.
O, very shortly, Sir, till his return
He has sent me over to your charge.

Lop.
And welcome,
Nay, you shall know you are welcome to your friend, sir.

Lea.
And to my Study, Sir, which must be the Law.
To further which, he would entreat your care
To plant me in the favour of some man
Thats expert in that knowledge: for his pains
I have three hundred Duckets more: For my Diet,
Enough, Sir, to defray me: which I am charged
To take still, as I use it, from your custodie,
I have the mony ready, and I am weary.

Lop.
Sit down, sit down, and once more ye are most welcome,
The Law you have hit upon most happily,
Here is a Master in that art, Bartolus,
A neighbour by, to him I will prefer ye,
A learned man, and my most loving neighbour,
Ile doe ye faithful service, Sir.

Die.
Hes an Ass,
And so weell use him; he shall be a Lawyer.

Lop.
But if ever he recover this mony again — before, Diego,
And get some pretty pittance: my Pupills hungry.

Lea.
Pray ye Sir, unlade me.

Lop.
Ile refresh ye Sir;
When ye want, you know your Exchequer.

Lea.
If all this get me but access, I am happy.

Lop.
Come, I am tender of ye.

Lea.
Ile go with ye.
To have this fort betrayd these fools must fleece me.

[Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Bartolus, and Amaranta.

Bar.
My Amaranta, a retird sweet life,
Private and close, and still, and houswifely,
Becomes a Wife, sets off the grace of woman.
At home to be believd both young, and handsome,
As Lilies that are casd in crystall Glasses,
Makes up the wonder: shew it abroad tis stale,
And still the more eyes cheapen it tis more slubberd,
And what need windowes open to inviting?
Or evening Tarrasses, to take opinions?
When the most wholsome air (my wife) blows inward,
When good thoughts are the noblest Companions,
And old chast stories, wife, the best discourses;
But why do I talk thus, that know thy nature?

Ama.
You know your own disease: distrust, and jealousie,
And those two, give these Lessons, not good meaning,
What trial is there of my honestie,
When I am mewd at home? to what end Husband,
Serves all the vertuous thoughts, and chast behaviours
Without their uses? Then they are known most excellent
When by their contraries they are set off, and burnishd.
If ye both hold me fair, and chast, and vertuous,
Let me goe fearless out, and win that greatness:
These seeds grow not in shades, and conceald places:
Set em ith heat of all, then they rise glorious.

Bar.
Peace, ye are too loud.

Ama.
You are too covetous.
If that be rankd a vertue, you have a rich one.
Set me (like other Lawyers wives) off handsomely,
Attended as I ought, and as they have it,
My Coach, my people, and my handsome women,
My will in honest things.

Bar.
Peace Amaranta.

Ama.
They have content, rich clothes, and that secures em,
Binds, to their carefull husbands, their observance,
They are merry, ride abroad, meet, laugh.

Bar.
Thou shalt too.

Ama.
And freely may converse with proper Gentlemen,
Suffer temptations daily to their honour.

Enter Woman-Mo[o]re.

Bar.
You are now too far again: thou shalt have any thing,
Let me but lay up for a handsome Office,
And then my Amaranta — 

Ama.
Heres a thing now,
Ye place as pleasure to me: all my retinue,
My Chamber-maid, my Kitchin-maid, my friend,
And what she fails in, I must doe my self.
A foyle to set my Beauty off, I thank ye,
You will place the Devil next for a Companion.

Bar.
No more such words, good wife,
What would you have, Maid?

Moor.
Master Curate, and the Sexton, and a stranger, sir,
Attend to speak with your worship.

Bar.
A stranger?

Ama.
You had best to be jealous of the man you know not.

Bar.
Pray thee no more of that.

Ama.
Pray ye goe out to em,
That will be safest for ye, I am well here,
I only love your peace, and serve like a slave for it.

Bar.
No, no, thou shalt not; tis some honest Client,
Rich, and litigious, the Curate has brought to me,
Prethee goe in (my Duck) Ile but speak to em,
And return instantly.

Ama.
I am commanded,
One day you will know my sufferance. — 

[Exit.

Bar.
And reward it.
So, so, fast bind, fast find; Come in my neighbours,
My loving neighbours pray ye come in, ye are welcome.

Enter Lopez, Leandro, and Diego.

Lop.
Bless your good reverence.

Bar.
Good-day, good Master Curate,
And neighbour Diego, welcom: whats your business?
And pray ye be short (good friends) the time is pretious,
Welcom, good Sir.

Lop.
To be short then with your Mastership,
(For I know your several hours are full of business)
We have brought ye this young-man, of honest parents,
And of an honest face.

Bar.
It seems so, Neighbours,
But to what end?

Lop.
To be your Pupil, Sir,
Your Servant, if you please.

Lea.
I have travelld far, Sir,
To seek a worthy man.

Bar.
Alas, good Gentleman,
I am a poor man, and a private too,
Unfit to keep a Servant of your Reckoning;
My house a little Cottage, and scarce able
To hold my self, and those poor few live under it;
Besides, you must not blame me Gentlemen,
If I were able to receive a Servant,
To be a little scrupulous of his dealing,
For in these times — 

Lop.
Pray let me answer that, sir,
Here is five hundred Duckets, to secure him,
He cannot want, Sir, to make good his credit,
Good gold, and coin.

Bar.
And thats an honest pledge;
Yet sure, that needs not, for his face, and carriage,
Seem to declare an in-bred honesty.

Lea.
And (for I have a ripe mind to the Law, sir,
In which I understand you live a Master)
The least poor corner in your house, poor Bed, sir,
(Let me not seem intruding to your worship)
With some Books to instruct me, and your counsel,
Shall I rest most content with: other Acquaintance
Than your grave presence, and the grounds of Law
I dare not covet, nor I will not seek, sir,
For surely mine own nature desires privacy.
Next, for your monthly pains (to shew my thanks,)
I do proportion out some twenty Duckets;
As I grow riper, more: three hundred now, sir,
To shew my love to learning, and my Master,
My diet Ile defray too, without trouble.

Lop.
Note but his mind to learning.

Bar.
I do strangely, yes, and I like it too, thanks to his mony.

Die.
Would he would live with me, and learn to dig too.

Lop.
A wondrous modest man, sir.

Bar.
So it seems,
His dear love to his Studie must be nourishd,
Neighbour, hes like to prove.

Lop.
With your good counsel,
And with your diligence, as you will ply him;
His Parents, when they know your care — 

Bar.
Come hither.

Die.
An honester young man, your worship nere kept,
But he is so bashfull — 

Bar.
O I like him better.
Say I should undertake ye, which indeed, sir,
Will be no little straitness to my living,
Considering my Affairs, and my small house, sir,
For I see some promises that pull me to ye;
Could you content your self, at first thus meanly,
To lie hard, in an out-part of my house, sir?
For I have not many Lodgings to allow ye;
And studie should be still remote from company;
A little fire sometimes too, to refresh ye;
A Student must be frugal: sometimes Lights too,
According to your labour.

Lea.
Any thing, Sir,
Thats dry, and wholsome: I am no bred-wanton.

Bar.
Then I receive you: but I must desire ye
To keep within your confines.

Lea.
Ever Sir,
Theres the Gold, and ever be your servant,
Take it and give me Books: may I but prove, sir,
According to my wish, and these shall multiply.

Lop.
Do, study hard, pray ye take him in, and settle him,
Hes only fit for you; Shew him his Cell, sir.

Die.
Take a good heart; and when ye are a cunning Lawyer,
Ile sell my Bells, and you shall prove it lawfull.

Ba.
Come, sir, with me: neighbours I thank your diligence.

Lop.
Ile come sometimes, and crack a case with ye.

Bar.
Welcome — 

[Exit.

Lop.
Heres mony got with ease: here, spend that jovially,
And pray for the fool, the Founder.

Die.
Many more fools
I heartily pray may follow his example,
Lawyers, or Lubbers, or of what condition,
And many such sweet friends in Nova Hispania.

Lop.
It will do well; let em but send their monys,
Come from what quarter of the world, I care not,
Ile know em instantly; nay Ile be kin to em;
I cannot miss a man, that sends me mony:
Let him law there, long as his Duckets last, Boy,
Ile grace him, and prefer him.

Die.
Ile turn Trade, Master, and now live by the living,
Let the dead stink, tis a poor stinking Trade.

Lop.
If the young fool now
Should chance to chop upon his fair Wife, Diego?

Die.
And handle her Case, Master, thats a law point,
A point would make him start, and put on his Spectacles,
A hidden point, were worth the canvassing.

Lop.
Now surely, surely, I should love him, Diego,
And love him heartily: nay, I should love my self,
Or any thing that had but that good fortune,
For to say truth, the Lawyer is a dog-bolt,
An arrant worm: and though I call him worshipfull,
I wish him a canonizd Cuckold, Diego,
Now, if my youth do dub him — 

Die.
He is too demure, Sir.

Lop.
If he do sting her home.

Dieg.
Theres no such matter,
The woman was not born to so much blessedness,
He has no heat: study consumes his oyl, Master.

Lop.
Lets leave it to the will of Fate, and presently
Over a cup of lustie Sack, lets prophesie.
I am like a man that dreamt he was an Emperour,
Come Diego, hope, and whilst he lasts, well lay it on. [Ex.

SCENA III.

Enter Jamy, Milanes, Arsenio.

Jam.
Angelo, Milanes, did you see this wonder?

Mil.
Yes, yes.

Jam.
And you Arsenio?

Ars.
Yes hes gone, Sir,
Strangely disguisd, hes set upon his voyage.
Love guide his thoughts: hes a brave honest fellow.
Sit close Don Lawyer, O that arrant knave now,
How he will stink, will smoak again, will burst!
Hes the most arrant Beast.

Mil.
He may be more beast.

Jam.
Let him bear six, and six, that all may blaze him,
The villany he has sowed into my Brother,
And from his State, the Revenue he has reachd at:
Pay him, my good Leandro, take my prayers.

Ars.
And all our wishes plough with his fine white heifer.

Jam.
Mark him (my dear friend) for a famous Cuckold,
Let it out-live his Books, his pains, and hear me,
The more he seeks to smother it with Justice,

Enter a Servant.

Let it blaze out the more: what news Andrea?

Andr.
News I am loth to tell ye: but I am chargd, sir,
Your Brother layes a strict command upon ye,
No more to know his house, upon your danger,
I am sorry, Sir.

Jam.
Faith never be: I am glad ont,
He keeps the house of pride, and foolery:
I mean to shun it: so return my Answer,
Twill shortly spew him out; Come, lets be merry,
And lay our heads together, carefully
How we may help our friend; and lets lodge near him,
Be still at hand: I would not for my patrimony,
But he should crown his Lawyer, a learned Monster;
Come, lets away, I am stark mad till I see him.

[Exeunt.

SCENA IV.

Enter Bartolus, and Amaranta.

Amar.
Why will ye bring men in, and yet be jealous?
Why will ye lodge a young man, a man able,
And yet repine?

Bar.
He shall not trouble thee, sweet,
A modest poor slight thing, did I not tell thee
He was only given to the Book, and for that
How Royally he paies? finds his own meat too.

Amar.
I will not have him here: I know your courses,
And what fits you will fall into of madness.

Bar.
Faith, I will not, Wife.

Amar.
I will not try ye.

Bar.
He comes not near thee: shall not dare to tread
Within thy Lodgings: in an old out-Room
Where Logs, and Coles were laid.

Amar.
Now ye lay fire; fire to consume your quiet.

Bar.
Didst thou know him,
Thou wouldst think as I do: he disquiet thee?
Thou mayst wear him next thy heart, and yet not warm him.
His mind (poor man) s oth Law, how to live after,
And not on lewdness: on my Conscience
He knows not how to look upon a Woman
More than by reading what Sex she is.

Amar.
I do not like it, Sir.

Bar.
Dost thou not see (Fool)
What presents he sends hourly in his gratefulness?
What delicate meats?

Amar.
You had best trust him at your Table,
Do, and repent it, do.

Bar.
If thou best willing,
By my troth, I think he might come, hes so modest,
He never speaks: theres part of that he gave me,
Hell eat but half a dozen bits, and rise immediately,
Even as he eats, he studies: hell not disquiet thee,
Do as thou pleasest, Wife.

Amar.
What means this Wood-cock?

[Knock within.

Bar.
Retire, Sweet, theres one knocks: come in, your business.

Enter Servant.

Ser.
My Lord, Don Henrique, would entreat ye, Sir,
To come immediately, and speak with him,
He has business of some moment.

Bar.
Ile attend him,
I must be gone: I prethee think the best, Wife,
At my return, Ile tell thee more, good morrow;
Sir, keep ye close, and study hard: an hour hence
Ile read a new Case to ye. — 

[Exit.

[Leandro within.]

Lean.
Ile be ready.

Amar.
So many hundred Duckets, to ly scurvily?
And learn the pelting Law? this sounds but slenderly,
But very poorly: I would see this fellow,
Very fain see him, how he looks: I will find
To what end, and what study: theres the place:
Ile go oth other side, and take my Fortune.
I think there is a window.

[Exit.

Enter Leandro.

Lean.
Hes gone out
Now, if I could but see her: she is not this way:
How nastily he keeps his house! my Chamber,
If I continue long, will choak me up,
It is so damp: I shall be mortified
For any woma[n], if I stay a month here:
Ile in, and strike my Lute, that sound may call her.

[Exit.

Lute and Song.

1.

Dearest do not you delay me,
Since thou knowest I must be gone;
Wind and Tide tis thought doth stay me,
But tis wind that must be blown
From that breath, whose native smell
Indian Odours far excel.

2.

Oh then speak thou fairest fair,
Kill not him that vows to serve thee,
But perfume this neighbouring Air;
Else dull silence sure will starve me:
Tis a word thats quickly spoken,
Which being restrained a heart is broken.

Enter Amaranta.

Amar.
He keeps very close: Lord, how I long to see him!
A Lute strook handsomely, a voice too; Ile hear that:
These Verses are no Law, they sound too sweetly,
Now I am more desirous.

[Leandro peeping.

Lean.
Tis she certain.

Amar.
Whats that that peeps?

Lean.
O admirable face!

Amar.
Sure tis the man.

Lean.
I will go out a little.

Amar.
He looks not like a fool, his face is noble:
How still he stands!

Lean.
I am strucken dumb with wonder,
Sure all the Excellence of Earth dwells here.

Amar.
How pale he looks! yet, how his eyes like torches,
Fling their beams round: how manly his face shews!
He comes on: surely he will speak: he is made most handsomly:
This is no Clerk behaviour; now I have seen ye,
Ile take my time: Husband, ye have brought home tinder.

[Exit.

Lean.
Sure she has transformd me,
I had forgot my tongue clean,
I never saw a face yet, but this rare one,
But I was able boldly to encounter it,
And speak my mind, my lips were lockt up here.
This is divine, and only servd with reverence;
O most fair cover of a hand far fairer,
Thou blessed Innocence, that guards that whiteness,
Live next my heart. I am glad I have got a relick,

[A noise within]

A relick when I pray to it, may work wonders.
Hark, theres some noise: I must retire again.
This blessed Apparition makes me happy;
Ile suffer, and Ile sacrifice my substance,
But Ile enjoy: now softly to my Kennel.

[Exit.


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.

[image: img47.jpg]

ENTER HENRIQUE, AND Bartolus.

Hen.
You know my cause sufficiently?

Bar.
I do Sir.

Hen.
And though it will impair my honesty,
And strike deep at my Credit, yet, my Bartolus,
There being no other evasion left to free me
From the vexation of my spightful Brother,
That most insultingly raigns over me,
I must and will go forward.

Bar.
Do, my Lord,
And look not after credit, we shall cure that,
Your bended honesty we shall set right, Sir,
We Surgeons of the Law do desperate Cures, Sir,
And you shall see how heartily Ile handle it:
Mark how Ile knock it home: be of good chear, Sir,
You give good Fees, and those beget good Causes,
The Prerogative of your Crowns will carry the matter,
(Carry it sheer) the Assistant sits to morrow,
And hes your friend, your monyed men love naturally,
And as your loves are clear, so are your Causes.

Hen.
He shall not want for that.

Bar.
No, no, he must not,
Line your Cause warmly, Sir, the times are Aguish,
That holds a Plea in heart; hang the penurious,
Their Causes (like their purses) have poor Issues.

Hen.
That way, I was ever bountiful.

Bar.
Tis true, Sir,
That makes ye feard, forces the Snakes to kneel to ye,
Live full of mony, and supply the Lawyer,
And take your choice of what mans lands you please, Sir,
What pleasures, or what profits; what revenges,
They are all your own: I must have witnesses
Enough, and ready.

Hen.
You shall not want, my Bartolus.

Bar.
Substantial fearless souls, that will swear suddenly,
That will swear any thing.

Hen.
They shall swear truth too.

Bar.
Thats no great matter: for variety
They may swear truth, else tis not much lookd after:
I will serve Process, presently, and strongly,
Upon your Brother, and Octavio,
Jacintha, and the Boy; provide your proofs, Sir,
And set em fairly off, be sure of Witnesses,
Though they cost mony, want no store of witnesses,
I have seen a handsome Cause so foully lost, Sir,
So beastly cast away for want of Witnesses.

Hen.
There shall want nothing.

Bar.
Then be gone, be provident,
Send to the Judge a secret way: you have me,
And let him understand the heart.

Hen.
I shall, Sir.

Bar.
And feel the pulses strongly beat, Ile study,
And at my hour, but mark me, go, be happy,
Go and believe ith Law.

Hen.
I hope twill help me.

[Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Lopez, Diego, and four Parishioners and Singers.

Lop.
Nere talk to me, I will not stay amongst ye,
Debaushd and ignorant lazie knaves I found ye,
And fools I leave ye. I have taught these twenty years,
Preacht spoon-meat to ye, that a Child might swallow,
Yet ye are Block-heads still: what should I say to ye?
Ye have neither faith, nor mony left to save ye,
Am I a fit companion for such Beggers?

1.

If the Shepheard will suffer the sheep to be scabd, Sir — 

Lop.
No, no ye are rotten.

Die.
Would they were, for my sake.

Lap.
I have Nointed ye, and Tarrd ye with my Doctrine,
And yet the Murren sticks to ye, yet ye are Mangy,
I will avoid ye.

2.

Pray ye, Sir, be not angry,
In the pride of your new Cassock, do not part with us,
We do acknowledge ye are a careful Curate,
And one that seldom troubles us with Sermons,
A short slice of a Reading serves us, Sir,
We do acknowledge ye a quiet Teacher,
Before youll vex your Audience, youll sleep with em,
And thats a loving thing.

3.

We grant ye, Sir,
The only benefactor to our Bowling,
To all our merry Sports the first provoker,
And at our Feasts, we know there is no reason,
But you that edifie us most, should eat most.

Lop.
I will not stay for all this, ye shall know me
A man born to a more beseeming fortune
Than ringing all-in, to a rout of Dunces.

4.

We will increase your Tithes, you shall have Eggs too,
Though they may prove most dangerous to our Issues.

1.

I am a Smith; yet thus far out of my love,
You shall have the tenth Horse I prick, to pray for,
I am sure I prick five hundred in a year, Sir.

2.

I am a Cook, a man of a drid Conscience,
Yet thus far I relent: you shall have tith Pottage.

3.

Your stipend shall be raisd too, good Neighbour Diego.

Die.
Would ye have me speak for ye? I am more angry,
Ten times more vexd, not to be pacified:
No, there be other places for poor Sextons,
Places of profit, Friends, fine stirring places,
And people that know how to use our Offices,
Know what they were made for: I speak for such Capons?
Ye shall find the Key oth Church
Under the door, Neighbours,
You may go in, and drive away the Dawes.

Lop.
My Surpless, with one sleeve, you shall find there,
For to that dearth of Linnen you have driven me;
And the old Cutwork Cope, that hangs by Geometry:
Pray ye turn em carefully, they are very tender;
The remnant of the Books, lie where they did, Neighbours,
Half puft away with the Church-wardens pipings,
Such smoaky zeals they have against hard places.
The Poor-mans Box is there too: if ye find any thing
Beside the Posie, and that half rubd out too,
For fear it should awake too much charity,
Give it to pious uses, that is, spend it.

Die.
The Bell-ropes, they are strong enough to hang ye,
So we bequeath ye to your destiny.

1.

Pray ye be not so hasty.

Die.
Ile speak a proud word to ye,
Would ye have us stay?

2..

We do most heartily pray ye.

3..

Ile draw as mighty drink, Sir.

Lop.
A strong motive,
The stronger still, the more ye come unto me.
3.. And Ile send for my Daughter.

Lop.
This may stir too:
The Maiden is of age, and must be edified.

4..

You shall have any thing: lose our learned Vicar?
And our most constant friend; honest dear Diego?

Die.
Yet all this will not do: Ile tell ye, Neighbours,
And tell ye true, if ye will have us stay,
If you will have the comforts of our companies,
You shall be bound to do us right in these points,
You shall be bound, and this the obligation,
Dye when tis fit, that we may have fit duties,
And do not seek to draw out our undoings,
Marry tryd Women, that are free, and fruitful,
Get Children in abundance, for your Christnings,
Or suffer to be got, tis equal justice.

Lop.
Let Weddings, Christnings, Churchings, Funerals,
And merry Gossippings go round, go round still,
Round as a Pig, that we may find the profit.

Die.
And let your old men fall sick handsomely,
And dye immediately, their Sons may shoot up:
Let Women dye oth Sullens too, tis natural,
But be sure their Daughters be of age first,
That they may stock us still: your queazie young Wives
That perish undeliverd, I am vext with,
And vext abundantly, it much concerns me,
Theres a Childs Burial lost, look that be mended.

Lop.
Let em be brought to Bed, then dye when they please.
These things considered, Country-men, and sworn to.

2.

All these, and all our Sports again, and Gambols.

3.

We must dye, and we must live, and well be merry,
Every man shall be rich by one another.

2.

We are here to morrow and gone to day, for my part
If getting Children can befriend my Neighbours,
Ile labour hard but Ile fill your Font, Sir.

1.

I have a Mother now, and an old Father,
They are as sure your own, within these two months — 

4.

My Sister must be prayd for too, she is desperate,
Desperate in love.

Die.
Keep desperate men far from her,
Then twill go hard: do you see how melancholy?
Do you mark the man? do you profess ye love him?
And would do any thing to stay his fury?
And are ye unprovided to refresh him,
To make him know your loves? fie Neighbours.

2.

Well do any thing.
We have brought Musick to appease his spirit,
And the best Song well give him.

Die.
Pray ye sit down, Sir,
They know their duties now, and they stand ready
To tender their best mirth.

Lop.
Tis well, proceed Neighbours,
I am glad I have brought ye to understand good manners,
Ye had Puritan hearts a-while, spurnd at all pastimes,
But I see some hope now.

Die.
We are set, proceed Neighbours.

SONG.

1

Let the Bells ring, and let the Boys sing,
The young Lasses skip and play,
Let the Cups go round, till round goes the ground,
Our Learned old Vicar will stay.

2

Let the Pig turn merrily, merrily ah,
And let the fat Goose swim,
For verily, verily, verily ah,
Our Vicar this day shall be trim.

3

The stewed Cock shall Crow, Cock-a-loodle-loo,
A loud Cock-a-loodle shall he Crow;
The Duck and the Drake, shall swim in a lake
Of Onions and Claret below.

4

Our Wives shall be neat, to bring in our meat;
To thee our most noble adviser,
Our pains shall be great, and Bottles shall sweat,
And we our selves will be wiser.

5

Well labour and swinck, well kiss and well drink,
And Tithes shall come thicker and thicker;
Well fall to our Plow, and get Children enough,
And thou shalt be learned old Vicar.

Enter Arsenio and Milanes.

Ars.
What ails this Priest? how highly the thing takes it!

Mil.
Lord how it looks! has he not bought some Prebend?
Leandros mony makes the Rascal merry,
Merry at heart; he spies us.

Lop.
Be gone Neighbours,
Here are some Gentlemen: be gone good Neighbours,
Be gone, and labour to redeem my favour,
No more words, but be gone: these two are Gentlemen,
No company for crusty-handed fellows.

Die.
We will stay for a year or two, and try ye.

Lop.
Fill all your hearts with joy, we will stay with ye,
Be gone, no more; I take your pastimes graciously.

[Exeunt Parishioners.

Would ye with me, my friends?

Ars.
We would look upon ye,
For me thinks ye look lovely.

Lop.
Ye have no Letters?
Nor any kind Remembrances?

Mil.
Remembrances?

Lop.
From Nova Hispania, or some part remote, Sir,
You look like Traveld men: may be some old friends
That happily I have forgot; some Signiours
In China or Cataya; some Companions — 

Die.
In the Moguls Court, or else-where.

Ars.
They are mad sure.

Lop.
Ye came not from Peru? do they look, Diego,
As if they had some mystery about em?
Another Don Alonzo now?

Die.
I marry,
And so much mony, Sir, from one you know not,
Let it be who it will.

Lop.
They have gracious favours.
Would ye be private?
Mil. Theres no need ont, Sir,
We come to bring ye a Remembrance from a Merchant.

Lop.
Tis very well, tis like I know him.

Ars.
No, Sir,
I do not think ye do.

Lop.
A new mistake, Diego,
Lets carry it decently.

Ars.
We come to tell ye,
You have received great sums from a young Factor
They call Leandro, that has robd his Master,
Robd him, and run away.

Die.
Lets keep close, Master;
This news comes from a cold Country.

Lop.
By my faith it freezes.

Mil.
Is not this true? do you shrink now good-man Curat?
Do I not touch ye?

Lop.
We have a hundred Duckets
Yet left, we do beseech ye, Sir — 

Mil.
Youll hang both.

Lop.
One may suffice.

Die.
I will not hang alone, Master,
I had the least part, you shall hang the highest.
Plague o this Tiveria, and the Letter,
The Devil sent it post, to pepper us,
From Nova Hispania, we shall hang at home now.

Ars.
I see ye are penitent, and I have compassion:
Ye are secure both; do but what we charge ye,
Ye shall have more gold too, and he shall give it,
Yet nere indanger ye.

Lop.
Command us, Master,
Command us presently, and see how nimbly — 

Die.
And if we do not handsomely endeavour — 

Ars.
Go home, and till ye hear more, keep private,
Till we appear again, no words, Vicar,
Theres something added.

Mil.
For you too.

Lop.
We are ready.

Mil.
Go and expect us hourly, if ye falter,
Though ye had twenty lives — 

Die.
We are fit to lose em.

Lop.
Tis most expedient that we should hang both.

Die.
If we be hangd, we cannot blame our fortune.

Mil.
Farewel, and be your own friends.

Lop.
We expect ye. — 

[Exeunt.

SCENA III.

Enter Octavio, Jacintha, and Ascanio.

Octa.
We cited to the Court!

{A Bar, Table-book, 2 Chairs, and Paper, standish set out.

Jac.
It is my wonder.

Octa.
But not our fear, Jacintha; wealthy men,
That have Estates to lose; whose conscious thoughts
Are full of inward guilt, may shake with horrour
To have their Actions sifted, or appear
Before the Judge. But we that know our selves
As innocent, as poor, that have no Fleece
On which the Talons of the griping Law
Can take sure hold, may smile with scorn on all
That can be urgd against us.

Jac.
I am confident
There is no man so covetous, that desires
To ravish our wants from us, and less hope
There can be so much Justice left on earth,
(T[h]ough sued, and calld upon) to ease us of
The burthen of our wrongs.

Octa.
What thinks Ascanio?
Should we be calld in question, or accusd
Unjustly, what would you do to redeem us
From tyrannous oppression?

Asc.
I could pray
To him that ever has an open ear,
To hear the innocent, and right their wrongs;
Nay, by my troth, I think I could out-plead
An Advocate, and sweat as much as he
Dos for a double Fee, ere you should suffer
In an honest cause.

Enter Jamie and Bartolus.

Octa.
Happy simplicitie!

Jac.
My dearest and my best one, Don Jamie.

Octa.
And the Advocate, that causd us to be summond.

Asc.
My Lord is movd, I see it in his looks,
And that man, in the Gown, in my opinion
Looks like a proguing Knave.

Jac.
Peace, give them leave.

Jam.
Serve me with Process?

Bar.
My Lord, you are not lawless.

Jam.
Nor thou honest;
One, that not long since was the buckram Scribe,
That would run on mens errands for an Asper,
And from such baseness, having raisd a Stock
To bribe the covetous Judge, calld to the Bar.
So poor in practice too, that you would plead
A needy Clyents Cause, for a starvd Hen,
Or half a little Loin of Veal, though fly-blown,
And these, the greatest Fees you could arrive at
For just proceedings; but since you turnd Rascal — 

Bar.
Good words, my Lord.

Jam.
And grew my Brothers Bawd,
In all his vitious courses, soothing him
In his dishonest practises, you are grown
The rich, and eminent Knave, in the Devils name,
What am I cited for?

Bar.
You shall know anon,
And then too late repent this bitter language,
Or Ill miss of my ends.

Jam.
Weret not in Court,
I would beat that fat of thine, raisd by the food
Snatchd from poor Clyents mouths, into a jelly:
I would (my man of Law) but I am patient,
And would obey the Judge.

Bar.
Tis your best course:
Would every enemy I have would beat me,
I would wish no better Action.

Octa.
Save your Lordship.

Asc.
My humble service.

Jam.
My good Boy, how dost thou?
Why art thou calld into the Court?

Enter Assistant, Henrique, Officer, and Witnesses.

Asc.
I know not,
But tis my Lord the Assistants pleasure
I should attend here.

Jam.
He will soon resolve us.

Offi.
Make way there for the Judge.

Jam.
How? my kind Brother?
Nay then tis rank: there is some villany towards.

Assist.
This Sessions purchasd at your suit, Don Henrique,
Hath brought us hither, to hear and determine
Of what you can prefer.

Hen.
I do beseech
The honourable Court, I may be heard
In my Advocate.

Assist.
Tis granted.

Bar.
Humh, humh.

Jam.
That Preface,
If left out in a Lawyer, spoils the Cause,
Though nere so good, and honest.

Bar.
If I stood here,
To plead in the defence of an ill man,
(Most equal Judge) or to accuse the innocent
(To both which, I profess my self a stranger)
It would be requisite I should deck my Language
With Tropes and Figures, and all flourishes
That grace a Rhetorician, tis confessd
Adulterate Metals need the Gold-smiths Art,
To set em off; what in it self is perfect
Contemns a borrowed gloss: this Lord (my Client)
Whose honest cause, when tis related truly,
Will challenge justice, finding in his Conscience
A tender scruple of a fault long since
By him committed, thinks it not sufficient
To be absolvd oft by his Confessor,
If that in open Court he publish not
What was so long conceald.

Jam.
To what tends this?

Bar.
In his young years (it is no miracle
That youth, and heat of blood, should mix together)
He lookd upon this woman, on whose face
The ruines yet remain, of excellent form,
He lookd on her, and lovd her.

Jac.
You good Angels,
What an impudence is this?

Bar.
And usd all means
Of Service, Courtship, Presents, that might win her
To be at his devotion: but in vain;
Her Maiden Fort, impregnable held out,
Until he promisd Marriage; and before
These Witnesses a solemn Contract passd
To take her as his Wife.

Assist.
Give them their Oath.

Jam.
They are incompetent Witnesses, his own Creatures,
And will swear any thing for half a Royal.

Offi.
Silence.

Assist.
Proceed.

Bar.
Upon this strong assurance
He did enjoy his wishes to the full,
Which satisfied, and then with eyes of Judgement
(Hood-winkd with Lust before) considering duly
The inequality of the Match, he being
Nobly descended, and allyed, but she
Without a name, or Family, secretly
He purchasd a Divorce, to disanul
His former Contract, Marrying openly
The Lady Violante.

Jac.
As you sit here
The Deputy of the great King, who is
The Substitute of that impartial Judge,
With whom, or wealth, or titles prevail nothing,
Grant to a much wrongd Widow, or a Wife
Your patience, with liberty to speak
In her own Cause, and let me face to face
To this bad man, deliver what he is:
And if my wrongs, with his ingratitude ballancd,
Move not compassion, let me die unpitied;
His Tears, his Oaths, his Perjuries, I pass ore;
To think of them is a disease; but death
Should I repeat them. I dare not deny,
(For Innocence cannot justifie whats false)
But all the Advocate hath alledged concerning
His falshood, and my shame, in my consent,
To be most true: But now I turn to thee,
To thee Don Henrique, and if impious Acts
Have left thee blood enough to make a blush,
Ile paint it on thy cheeks. Was not the wrong
Sufficient to defeat me of mine honour,
To leave me full of sorrow, as of want,
The witness of thy lust left in my womb,
To testifie thy falshood, and my shame?
But now so many years I had conceald
Thy most inhumane wickedness, and won
This Gentleman, to hide it from the world,
To Father what was thine (for yet by Heaven,
Though in the City he passd for my husband,
He never knew me as his wife.)

Assist.
Tis strange:
Give him an Oath.

Oct.
I gladly swear, and truly.

Jac.
After all this (I say) when I had born
These wrongs, with Saint-like patience, saw another
Freely enjoy, what was (in Justice) mine,
Yet still so tender of thy rest and quiet,
I never would divulge it, to disturb
Thy peace at home; yet thou most barbarous,
To be so careless of me, and my fame,
(For all respect of thine in the first step
To thy base lust, was lost) in open Court
To publish my disgrace? and on record,
To write me up an easie-yielding wanton?
I think can find no precedent: In my extreams,
One comfort yet is left, that though the Law
Divorce me from thy bed, and made free way
To the unjust embraces of another,
It cannot yet deny that this thy Son
(Look up Ascanio since it is come out)
Is thy legitimate heir.

Jam.
Confederacie!
A trick (my Lord) to cheat me; ere you give
Your Sentence, grant me hearing.

Assist.
New Chimeras?

Jam.
I am (my Lord) since he is without Issue,
Or hope of any, his undoubted heir,
And this forgd by the Advocate, to defeat me
Of what the laws of Spain confer upon me,
A meer Imposture, and conspiracie
Against my future fortunes.

Assist.
You are too bold.
Speak to the cause Don Henrique.

Hen.
I confess,
(Though the acknowledgment must wound mine honour,)
That all the Court hath heard touching this Cause,
(Or with me, or against me) is most true:
The later part my Brother urgd, excepted:
For what I now doe, is not out of Spleen
(As he pretends) but from remorse of conscience
And to repair the wrong that I have done
To this poor woman: And I beseech your Lordship
To think I have not so far lost my reason,
To bring into my familie, to succeed me,
The stranger — Issue of anothers Bed,
By proof, this is my Son, I challenge him,
Accept him, and acknowledge him, and desire
By a definitive Sentence of the Court,
He may be so recorded, and full power
To me, to take him home.

Jac.
A second rape
To the poor remnant of content thats left me,
If this be granted: and all my former wrongs
Were but beginnings to my miseries,
But this the height of all: rather than part
With my Ascanio, Ile deny my oath,
Profess my self a Strumpet, and endure
What punishment soere the Court decrees
Against a wretch that hath forsworn her self,
Or plaid the impudent whore.

Assist.
This tastes of passion,
And that must not divert the course of Justice;
Don Henrique, take your Son, with this condition
You give him maintenance, as becomes his birth,
And twill stand with your honour to doe something
For this wronged woman: I will compel nothing,
But leave it to your will. Break up the Court:
It is in vain to move me; my dooms passd,
And cannot be revokd. — 

[Exit.

Hen.
Theres your reward.

Bar.
More causes, and such Fees. Now to my Wife,
I have too long been absent: Health to your Lordship.

[Exit.

Asc.
You all look strangely, and I fear believe
This unexpected fortune makes me proud,
Indeed it dos not: I shall ever pay you
The duty of a son, and honour you
Next to my Father: good my Lord, for yet
I dare not call you, uncle, be not sad,
I never shall forget those noble favours
You did me being a stranger, and if ever
I live to be the master of a fortune,
You shall command it.

Jam.
Since it was determind
I should be cozend, I am glad the profit
Shall fall on thee, I am too tough to melt,
But something I will do.

Hen.
Pray you take leave
Of your steward (gentle Brother) the good husband
That takes up all for you.

Jam.
Very well, mock on,
It is your turn: I may have mine — 

[Exit.

Oct.
But do not
Forget us, dear Ascanio.

Asc.
Do not fear it,
I every day will see you: every hour
Remember you in my prayers.

Oct.
My griefs too great
To be expressed in words — 

[Exit.

Hen.
Take that and leave us,

[gives mony to Jacinta.

Leave us without reply, nay come back sirrah
And study to forget such things as these
As are not worth the knowledge.

[Asca. offers to follow.

Asc.
O good Sir,
These are bad principles — 

Hen.
Such as you must learn
Now you are mine, for wealth and poverty
Can hold no friendship: and what is my will
You must observe and do, though good or ill.

[Exeunt.

SCENA IV.

Enter Bartolus.

Bar.
Where is my wife? fore heaven, I have done wonders,
Done mighty things to day, my Amaranta,
My heart rejoyces at my wealthy Gleanings,
A rich litigious Lord I love to follow,
A Lord that builds his happiness on brawlings,
O tis a blessed thing to have rich Clyents,
Why, wife I say, how fares my studious Pupil?
Hard at it still? ye are too violent,
All things must have their rests, they will not last else,
Come out and breathe. [Leandro within.

Lean.
I do beseech you pardon me,
I am deeply in a sweet point Sir.

Bar.
Ile instruct ye:

Enter Amaranta.

I say take breath, seek health first, then your study.
O my sweet soul, I have brought thee golden birds home,
Birds in abundance: I have done strange wonders:
Theres more a hatching too.

Am.
Have ye done, good husband?
Then tis a good day spent.

Bar.
Good enough chicken,
I have spread the nets oth law, to catch rich booties,
And they come fluttering in: how dos my Pupil?
My modest thing, hast thou yet spoken to him?

Am.
As I past by his chamber I might see him,
But he is so bookish.

Bar.
And so bashfull too,
I faith he is, before he will speak, he will starve there.

Am.
I pitie him a little.

Bar.
So do I too.

Am.
And if he please to take the air oth gardens,
Or walk ith inward rooms, so he molest not — 

Bar.
He shall not trouble thee, he dare not speak to thee.

Enter Moor, with Chesse-board.

Bring out the Chesse-board, — come lets have a game wife,
Ile try your masterie, you say you are cunning.

Am.
As learned as ye are, Sir, I shall beat ye.

Enter Leandro.

Bar.
Here he steals out, put him not out of countenance,
Prethee look another way, he will be gone else
Walk and refresh your self, Ill be with you presently.

Lean.
Ile take the air a little. [Play at chess.

Bar.
Twill be healthfull.

Am.
Will ye be there? then here? Ile spare ye that man.

Lea.
Would I were so near too, and a mate fitting.

Am.
What think ye, Sir, to this I have at your Knight now.

Bar.
Twas subtilly playd: your Queen lies at my service.
Prethee look off, he is ready to pop in again,
Look off I say, dost thou not see how he blushes?

Am.
I do not blast him.

Lean.
But ye do, and burn too,
What killing looks she steals!

Bar.
I have you now close,
Now for a Mate.

Lean.
You are a blessed man that may so have her.
Oh that I might play with her — 

[knock within.

Bar.
Whos there? I come, you cannot scape me now wife.
I come, I come.

[knock.

Lean.
Most blessed hand that calls him.

Bar.
Play quickly wife.

Am.
Pray ye give leave to think, Sir.

Enter Moor.

Moor.
An honest neighbour that dwells hard by, Sir,
Would fain speak with your worship about business.

Lean.
The devil blow him off.

Bar.
Play.

Am.
I will study:
For if you beat me thus, you will still laugh at me — [knock.

Bar.
He knocks again; I cannot stay. Leandro,
Pray thee come near.

Lean.
I am well, Sir, here.

Bar.
Come hither:
Be not afraid, but come.

Am.
Heres none will bite, Sir.

Lean.
God forbid Lady.

Am.
Pray come nearer.

Lean.
Yes forsooth.

Bar.
Prethee observe these men: just as they stand here,
And see this Lady do not alter em,
And be not partial, Pupil.

Lean.
No indeed Sir.

Bar.
Let her not move a pawn, Ile come back presently,
Nay you shall know I am a Conquerour.
Have an eye Pupil — 

[Exit.

Am.
Can ye play at Chess Sir?

Lean.
A little, Lady.

Am.
But you cannot tell me
How to avoid this Mate, and win the Game too;
Has noble eyes: ye dare not friend me so far.

Lean.
I dare do any thing thats in mans power Lady,
To be a friend to such a noble beauty.

Am.
This is no Lawyers language: I pray ye tell me,
Whither may I remove, Ye see I am set round,
To avoid my husband?

Lean.
I shall tell ye happily,
But happily you will not be instructed.

Am.
Yes, and thank ye too, shall I move this man?

Lean.
Those are unseemly: move one can serve ye,
Can honour ye, can love ye.

Am.
Pray ye tell quickly,
He will return, and then.

Lean.
Ile tell ye instantly,
Move me, and I will move any way to serve ye,
Move your heart this way, Lady.

Am.
How?

Lean.
Pray ye hear me.
Behold the sport of love, when he is imperious,
Behold the slave of love.

Am.
Move my Queen this way?
Sure, hes some worthy man: then if he hedge me,
Or here to open him.

Lean.
Do but behold me,
If there be pity in you, do but view me,
But view the misery I have undertaken
For you, the povertie.

Am.
He will come presently.
Now play your best Sir, though I lose this Rook here,
Yet I get libertie.

Lean.
Ile seise your fair hand,
And warm it with a hundred, hundred kisses.
The God of love warm your desires but equal,
That shall play my game now.

Am.
What do you mean Sir?
Why do you stop me?

Lean.
That ye may intend me.
The time has blest us both: love bids us use it.
I am a Gentleman nobly descended,
Young to invite your love, rich to maintain it.
I bring a whole heart to ye, thus I give it,
And to those burning altars thus I offer,
And thus, divine lips, where perpetual Spring grows — 

Am.
Take that, ye are too saucy.

Lean.
How, proud Lady?
Strike my deserts?

Am.
I was to blame.

Enter

Bartolus.
Bar.

What wife, there?
Heaven keep my house from thieves.

Lean.
I am wretched:
Opened, discovered, lost to my wishes.
I shall be whooted at.

Bar.
What noise was this, wife?
Why dost thou smile?

Lean.
This proud thing will betray me.
Bar. Why these lie here? what angry, dear?

Am.
No, Sir,
Only a chance, your pupil said he plaid well,
And so indeed he dos: he undertook for ye,
Because I would not sit so long time idle,
I made my liberty, avoided your mate,
And he again as cunningly endangered me,
Indeed he put me strangely to it. When presently
Hearing you come, & having broke his ambush too,
Having the second time brought off my Queen fair,
I rose oth sudden smilingly to shew ye,
My apron caught the Chesse-board, and the men,
And there the noise was.

Bar.
Thou art grown a Master,
For all this I shall beat ye.

Lean.
Or I, Lawyer,
For now I love her more, twas a neat answer,
And by it hangs a mighty hope, I thank her,
She gave my pate a sound knock that it rings yet,
But you shall have a sounder if I live lawyer,
My heart akes yet, I would not be in that fear — 

Bar.
I am glad ye are a gamester, Sir, sometimes
For recreation we two shall fight hard at it.

Am.
He will prove too hard for me.

Lean.
I hope he shall do,
But your Chess-board is too hard for my head, line that, good Lady.

Bar.
I have been attoning two most wrangling neighbours,
They had no mony, therefore I made even.
Come, lets go in and eat, truly I am hungry.

Lean.
I have eaten already, I must intreat your pardon.

Bar.
Do as ye please, we shall expect ye at supper.
He has got a little heart, now it seems handsomly.

Am.
Youl get no little head, if I do not look to ye.

Lean.
If ever I do catch thee again thou vanity — 

Am.
I was to blame to be so rash, I am sorry — 

[Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER DON HENRIQUE, Violante, Ascanio.

H[en].

Hear but my reasons.

Viol.
O my patience, hear em!
Can cunning falshood colour an excuse
With any seeming shape of borrowed truth?
Extenuate this wofull wrong, not error?

Hen.
You gave consent that, to defeat my brother
I should take any course.

Vio.
But not to make
The cure more loathsom than the foul disease:
Wast not enough you took me to your bed,
Tird with loose dalliance, and with emptie veins,
All those abilities spent before and wasted,
That could confer the name of mother on me?
But that (to perfect my account of sorrow
For my long barr[en]ness) you must heighten it
By shewing to my face, that you were fruitfull
Hugd in the base embraces of another?
If Solitude that dwelt beneath my roof,
And want of children was a torment to me,
What end of my vexation to behold
A bastard to upbraid me with my wants?
And hear the name of father paid to ye,
Yet know my self no mother,
What can I say?

Hen.
Shall I confess my fault and ask your pardon?
Will that content ye?

Vio.
If it could make void,
What is confirmd in Court: no, no, Don Henrique,
You shall know that I find my self abusd,
And adde to that, I have a womans anger,
And while I look upon this Basilisk,
Whose envious eyes have blasted all my comforts
Rest confident Ile study my dark ends,
And not your pleasures.

Asc.
Noble Lady, hear me,
Not as my Fathers son, but as your servant,
Vouchsafe to hear me, for such in my duty,
I ever will appear: and far be it from
My poor ambition, ever to look on you,
But with that reverence, which a slave stands bound
To pay a worthy Mistris: I have heard
That Dames of highest place, nay Queens themselves
Disdain not to be servd by such as are
Of meanest Birth: and I shall be most happie,
To be emploid when you please to command me
Even in the coursest office, as your Page,
I can wait on your trencher, fill your wine,
Carry your pantofles, and be sometimes blessd
In all humilitie to touch your feet:
Or if that you esteem that too much grace,
I can run by your Coach: observe your looks,
And hope to gain a fortune by my service,
With your good favour, which now, as a Son,
I dare not challenge.

Vio.
As a Son?

Asc.
Forgive me,
I will forget the name, let it be death
For me to call you Mother.

Vio.
Still upbraided?

Hen. No way left to appease you?

Vio.
None: now hear me:
Hear what I vow before the face of Heaven,
And if I break it, all plagues in this life,
And those that after death are feard fall, on me,
While that this Bastard staies under my roof,
Look for no peace at home, for I renounce
All Offices of a wife.

Hen.
What am I faln to?

Vio.
I will not eat, nor sleep with you, and those hours,
Which I should spend in prayers for your health,
Shall be emploid in Curses.

Hen.
Terrible.

Vio.
All the day long, Ile be as tedious to you
As lingring fevers, and Ile watch the nights,
To ring aloud your shame, and break your sleeps.
Or if you do but slumber, Ile appear
In the shape of all my wrongs, and like a fury
Fright you to madness, and if all this fail
To work out my revenge, I have friends and kinsmen,
That will not sit down tame with the disgrace
Thats offerd to our noble familie
In what I suffer.

Hen.
How am I divided
Between the duties I owe as a Husband,
And pietie of a Parent?

Asc.
I am taught Sir
By the instinct of nature that obedience
Which bids me to prefer your peace of mind,
Before those pleasures that are dearest to me,
Be wholly hers (my Lord) I quit all parts,
That I may challenge: may you grow old together,
And no distaste ere find you, and before
The Characters of age are printed on you
May you see many Images of your selves,
Though I, like some false glass, thats never lookd in,
Am cast aside, and broken; from this hour
(Unless invited, which I dare not hope for)
I never will set my forbidden feet
Over your threshold: only give me leave
Though cast off to the world to mention you
In my devotions, tis all I sue for
And so I take my last leave.

Hen.
Though I am
Devoted to a wife, nay almost sold
A slave to serve her pleasures, yet I cannot
So part with all humanity, but I must
Shew something of a Father: thou shalt not goe
Unfurnishd and unfriended too: take that
To guard thee from necessities; may thy goodness
Meet many favours, and thine innocence
Deserve to be the heir of greater fortunes,
Than thou wert born to. Scorn me not Violante,
This banishment is a kind of civil death,
And now, as it were at his funeral
To shed a tear or two, is not unmanly,
And so farewel for ever: one word more,
Though I must never see thee (my Ascanio)
When this is spent (for so the Judge decreed)
Send to me for supply: are you pleasd now?

Vio.
Yes: I have cause: to see you howl and blubber
At the parting of my torment, and your shame.
Tis well: proceed: supply his wants: doe doe:
Let the great dower I brought serve to maintain
Your Bastards riots: send my Clothes and Jewels,
To your old acquaintance, your dear dame his Mother.
Now you begin to melt, I know twill follow.

Hen.
Is all I doe misconstrud?

Viol.
I will take
A course to right my self, a speeding one:
By the blessd Saints, I will; if I prove cruel,
The shame to see thy foolish pity, taught me
To lose my natural softness, keep off from me,
Thy flatteries are infectious, and Ile flee thee
As I would doe a Leper.

Hen.
Let not fury
Transport you so: you know I am your Creature,
All love, but to your self, with him, hath left me.
Ile joyn with you in any thing.

Viol.
In vain,
Ile take mine own waies, and will have no partners.

Hen.
I will not cross you.

Viol.
Do not, they shall find
That to a Woman of her hopes beguild
A Viper trod on, or an Aspicks mild.

[Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Lopez, Milanes, Arsenio.

Lop.
Sits the game there? I have you by mine order,
I love Leandro fort.

Mil.
But you must shew it
In lending him your help, to gain him means
And opportunity.

Lop.
He shall want nothing,
I know my Advocate to a hair, and what
Will fetch him from his Prayers, if he use any,
I am honyed with the project: I would have him hornd
For a most precious Beast.

Ars.
But you lose time.

Lop.
I am gone, instruct you Diego, you will find him
A sharp and subtle Knave, give him but hints
And he will amplifie. See all things ready,
Ile fetch him with a vengeance — 

[Exit.

Ars.
If he fail now,
Well give him over too.

Mil.
Tush, he is fleshd.
And knows what vein to strike for his own credit.

Ars.
All things are ready.

Mil.
Then we shall have a merry Scene, nere fear it.

[Exeunt.

SCENA III.

Enter Amaranta, with a note, and Moor.

Amar.
Is thy Master gone out?

Moor.
Even now, the Curate fetchd him,
About a serious business as it seemd,
For he snatchd up his Cloak, and brushd his Hat straight,
Set his Band handsomely, and out he gallopd.

Amar.
Tis well, tis very well, he went out, Egla,
As luckily, as one would say, go Husband,
He was calld by providence: fling this short Paper
Into Leandros Cell, and waken him,
He is monstrous vexed, and musty, at my Chess-play;
But this shall supple him, when he has read it:
Take your own Recreation for two hours,
And hinder nothing.

Moor.
If I do, Ill hang fort.

[Exeunt.

SCENA IV.

Enter Octavio, Jacintha.

Octa.
If that you lovd Ascanio for himself,
And not your private ends, you rather should
Bless the fair opportunity, that restores him
To his Birth-right, and the Honours he was born to,
Than grieve at his good Fortune.

Jac.
Grieve, Octavio?
I would resign my Essence, that he were
As happy as my love could fashion him,
Though every blessing that should fall on him,
Might prove a curse to me: my sorrow springs
Out of my fear and doubt he is not safe.
I am acquainted with Don Henriques nature,
And I have heard too much the fiery temper
Of Madam Violante: can you think
That she, that almost is at war with Heaven
For being barren, will with equal eyes
Behold a Son of mine?

Octa.
His Fathers care,
That for the want of Issue, took him home,
(Though with the forfeiture of his own fame)
Will look unto his safety.

Jac.
Step-mothers
Have many eyes, to find a way to mischief,
Though blind to goodness.

Enter Jamie and Ascanio.

Octa.
Here comes Don Jamie,
And with him our Ascanio.

Jam.
Good youth leave me,
I know thou art forbid my company,
And only to be seen with me, will call on
Thy Fathers anger.

[Asc.]

Sir, if that to serve you
Could lose me any thing (as indeed it cannot)
I still would follow you. Alas I was born
To do you hurt, but not to help my self,
I was, for some particular end, took home,
But am cast off again.

Jam.
Ist possible?

Asc.
The Lady, whom my Father calls his Wife,
Abhors my sight, is sick of me, and forcd him
To turn me out of doors.

Jac.
By my best hopes
I thank her cruelty, for it comes near
A saving Charity.

Asc.
I am only happy
That yet I can relieve you, pray you share:
My Fathers wondrous kind, and promises
That I should be supplied: but sure the Lady
Is a malicious Woman, and I fear
Means me no good.

Enter Servant.

Jam.
I am turnd a stone with wonder,
And know not what to think.

Ser.
From my Lady,
Your private ear, and this — 

Jam.
New Miracles?

Ser.
She says, if you dare make your self a Fortune,
She will propose the means; my Lord Don Henrique
Is now from home, and she alone expects you,
If you dare trust her, so, if not despair of
A second offer.

[Exit.

Jam.
Though there were an Ambush
Laid for my life, Ile on and sound this secret.
Retire thee, my Ascanio, with thy Mother:
But stir not forth, some great designs on foot,
Fall what can fall, if ere the Sun be set
I see you not, give me for dead.

Asc.
We will expect you,
And those blessd Angels, that love goodness, guard you.

[Exeunt.

SCENA V.

Enter Lopez and Bartolus.

Bar.
Ist possible he should be rich?

Lop.
Most possible,
He hath been long, though he had but little gettings,
Drawing together, Sir.

Bar.
Accounted a poor Sexton,
Honest poor Diego.

Lop.
I assure ye, a close Fellow,
Both close, and scraping, and that fills the Bags, Sir.

Bar.
A notable good fellow too?

Lop.
Sometimes, Sir,
When he hopd to drink a man into a Surfeit,
That he might gain by his Grave.

Bar.
So many thousands?

Lop.
Heaven knows what.

Bar.
Tis strange,
Tis very strange; but we see by endeavour,
And honest labour — 

Lop.
Milo, by continuance
Grew from a silly Calf (with your worships reverence)
To carry a Bull, from a penny, to a pound, Sir,
And from a pound, to many: tis the progress.

Bar.
Ye say true, but he lovd to feed well also,
And that me-thinks — 

Lop.
From another mans Trencher, Sir,
And there he found it seasond with small charge:
There he would play the Tyrant, and would devour ye
More than the Graves he made; at home he livd
Like a Camelion, suckt th Air of misery,

[Table out, Standish, Paper, Stools.

And grew fat by the Brewis of an Egg-shell,
Would smell a Cooks-shop, and go home and surfeit.
And be a month in fasting out that Fever.

Bar.
These are good Symptoms: dos he lye so sick say ye?

Lop.
Oh, very sick.

Bar.
And chosen me Executor?

Lop.
Only your Worship.

Bar.
No hope of his amendment?

Lop.
None, that we find.

Bar.
He hath no Kinsmen neither?

Lop.
Truth, very few,

Bar.
His mind will be the quieter.
What Doctors has he?

Lop.
Theres none, Sir, he believes in.

Bar.
They are but needless things, in such extremities.
Who draws the good mans Will?

Lop.
Marry that do I, Sir,
And to my grief.

Bar.
Grief will do little now, Sir,
Draw it to your comfort, Friend, and as I counsel ye,
An honest man, but such men live not always:
Who are about him?

Lop.
Many, now he is passing,
That would pretend to his love, yes, and some Gentlemen
That would fain counsel him, and be of his Kindred;
Rich men can want no Heirs, Sir.

Bar.
They do ill,
Indeed they do, to trouble him; very ill, Sir.
But we shall take a care.

Enter Diego, in a Bed, Milanes, Arsenio, and Parishioners.

Lop.
Will ye come near, Sir?
Pray ye bring him out; now ye may see in what state:
Give him fresh Air.

Bar.
I am sorry, Neighbour Diego,
To find ye in so weak a state.

Die.
Ye are welcome,
But I am fleeting, Sir.

Bar.
Me-thinks he looks well,
His colour fresh, and strong, his eyes are chearful.

Lop.
A glimmering before death, tis nothing else, Sir,
Do you see how he fumbles with the Sheet? do ye note that?

Die.
My learned Sir, pray ye sit: I am bold to send for ye,
To take a care of what I leave.

Lop.
Do ye hear that?

Ars.
Play the Knave finely.

Die.
So I will, I warrant ye,
And carefully.

Bar.
Pray ye do not trouble him,
You see hes weak and has a wandring fancy.

Die.
My honest Neighbours, weep not, I must leave ye,
I cannot always bear ye company,
We must drop still, there is no remedy:
Pray ye Master Curate, will ye write my Testament,
And write it largely it may be remembred,
And be witness to my Legacies, good Gentlemen;
Your Worship I do make my full Executor,
You are a man of wit and understanding:
Give me a cup of Wine to raise my Spirits,
For I speak low: I would before these Neighbours
Have ye to swear, Sir, that you will see it executed,
And what I give let equally be rendred
For my souls health.

Bar.
I vow it truly, Neighbours,
Let not that trouble ye, before all these,
Once more I give my Oath.

Die.
Then set me higher,
And pray ye come near me all.

Lop.
We are ready for ye.

Mil.
Now spur the Ass, and get our friend time.

Die.
First then,
After I have given my body to the worms,
(For they must be servd first, they are seldom cozend.)

Lop.
Remember your Parish, Neighbour.

Die.
You speak truly,
I do remember it, a lewd vile Parish,
And pray it may be mended: To the poor of it,
(Which is to all the Parish) I give nothing,
For nothing, unto nothing, is most natural,
Yet leave as much space, as will build an Hospital,
Their Children may pray for me.

Bar.
What do you give to it?

Die.
Set down two thousand Duckets.

Bar.
Tis a good gift,
And will be long remembred.

Die.
To your worship,
(Because you must take pains to see all finishd)
I give two thousand more, it may be three, Sir,
A poor gratuity for your pains-taking.

Bar.
These are large sums.

Lop.
Nothing to him that has em.

Die.
To my old Master Vicar, I give five hundred,
(Five hundred and five hundred are too few, Sir)
But there be more to serve.

Bar.
This fellow coins sure.

Die.
Give me some more drink. Pray ye buy Books, buy Books,
You have a learned head, stuff it with Libraries,
And understand em, when ye have done, tis Justice.
Run not the Parish mad with Controversies,
Nor preach Abstinence to longing Women,
Twill burge the bottoms of their Consciences:
I would give the Church new Organs, but I prophesie
The Church-wardens would quickly pipe em out oth Parish,
Two hundred Duckets more to mend the Chancel,
And to paint true Orthographie, as many,
They write Sunt with a C, which is abominable,
Pray you set that down; to poor Maidens Marriages.

Lop.
I thats well thought of, whats your will in that point?
A meritorious thing.

Bar.
No end of this Will?

Die.
I give per annum two hundred Ells of Lockram,
That there be no strait dealings in their Linnens,
But the Sails cut according to their Burthens.
To all Bell-ringers, I bequeath new Ropes,
And let them use em at their own discretions.

Ars.
You may remember us.

Die.
I do good Gentlemen,
And I bequeath you both good careful Surgions,
A Legacy, you have need of, more than mony,
I know you want good Diets, and good Lotions,
And in your pleasures, good take heed.

Lop.
He raves now,
But twill be quickly off.

Die.
I do bequeath ye
Commodities of Pins, Brown-papers, Pack-threads,
Rost Pork, and Puddings, Ginger-bread, and Jews-trumps,
Of penny Pipes, and mouldy Pepper, take em,
Take em even where you please and be cozend with em,
I should bequeath ye Executions also,
But those Ile leave to th Law.

Lop.
Now he grows temperate.

Bar.
You will give no more?

Die.
I am loth to give more from ye,
Because I know you will have a care to execute.
Only, to pious uses, Sir, a little.

Bar.
If he be worth all these, I am made for ever.

Die.
I give to fatal Dames, that spin mens threads out,
And poor distressed Damsels, that are militant
As members of our own Afflictions,
A hundred Crowns to buy warm Tubs to work in,
I give five hundred pounds to buy a Church-yard,
A spacious Church-yard, to lay Thieves and Knaves in,
Rich men and honest men take all the room up.

Lop.
Are ye not weary?

Die.
Never of well-doing.

Bar.
These are mad Legacies.

Die.
They were got as madly;
My Sheep, and Oxen, and my moveables,
My Plate, and Jewels, and five hundred Acres;
I have no heirs.

Bar.
This cannot be, tis monstrous.

Die.
Three Ships at Sea too.

Bar.
You have made me full Executor?

Die.
Full, full, and total, would I had more to give ye,
But these may serve an honest mind.

Bar.
Ye say true,
A very honest mind, and make it rich too;
Rich, wondrous rich, but where shall I raise these moneys,
About your house? I see no such great promises;
Where shall I find these sums?

Die.
Even where you please, Sir,
You are wise and provident, and know business,
Evn raise em where you shall think good, I am reasonable.

Bar.
Think good? will that raise thousands?
What do you make me?

Die.
You have sworn to see it done, thats all my comfort.

Bar.
Where I please? this is packd sure to disgrace me.

Die.
Ye are just, and honest, and I know you will do it,
Evn where you please, for you know where the wealth is.

Bar.
I am abused, betrayed, I am laughd at, scornd,
Baffld, and boared, it seems.

Ars.
No, no, ye are fooled.

Lop.
Most finely fooled, and handsomely, and neatly,
Such cunning Masters must be foold sometimes, Sir,
And have their Worships noses wiped, tis healthful,
We are but quit: you fool us of our moneys
In every Cause, in every Quiddit wipe us.

Die.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, some more drink, for my heart, Gentlemen.
This merry Lawyer — ha, ha, ha, ha, this Scholar — 
I think this fit will cure me: this Executor — 
I shall laugh out my Lungs.

Bar.
This is derision above sufferance, villany
Plotted and set against me.

Die.
Faith tis Knavery,
In troth I must confess, thou art foold indeed, Lawyer.

Mil.
Did you think, had this man been rich — 

Bar.
Tis well, Sir.

Mil.
He would have chosen such a Wolf, a Canker,
A Maggot-pate, to be his whole Executor?

Lop.
A Lawyer, that entangles all mens honesties,
And lives like a Spider in a Cobweb lurking,
And catching at all Flies, that pass his pit-falls?
Puts powder to all States, to make em caper?
Would he trust you? Do you deserve?

Die.
I find, Gentlemen,
This Cataplasm of a well cozend Lawyer
Laid to my stomach, lenifies my Feaver,
Methinks I could eat now, and walk a little.

Bar.
I am ashamd to feel how flat I am cheated,
How grossly, and maliciously made a May-game,
A damned trick; my Wife, my Wife, some Rascal:
My Credit, and my Wife, some lustful Villain,
Some Bawd, some Rogue.

Ars.
Some crafty Fool has found ye:
This tis, Sir, to teach ye to be too busie,
To covet all the gains, and all the rumours,
To have a stirring Oare in all mens actions.

Lop.
We did this, but to vex your fine officiousness.

Bar.
Good yield ye, and good thank ye: I am fooled, Gentlemen;
The Lawyer is an Ass, I do confess it,
A weak dull shallow Ass: good even to your Worships:
Vicar, remember Vicar, Rascal, remember,
Thou notable rich Rascal.

Die.
I do remember, Sir,
Pray ye stay a little, I have evn two Legacies
To make your mouth up, Sir.

Bar.
Remember Varlets,
Quake and remember, Rogues;
I have brine for your Buttocks.

[Exit.

Lop.
Oh how he frets, and fumes now like a Dunghil!

Die.
His gall contains fine stuff now to make poysons,
Rare damned stuff.

Ars.
Lets after him, and still vex him,
And take my Friend off: by this time he has prosperd,
He cannot lose this dear time: tis impossible.

Mil.
Well Diego, thou hast done.

Lop.
Hast done it daintily.

Mil.
And shalt be as well paid, Boy — 

Ars.
Go, lets crucifie him.

[Exeunt.

SCENA VI.

Enter Amaranta, Leandro.

Lean.
I have told ye all my story, and how desperately.

Ama.
I do believe: lets walk on, time is pretious,
Not to be spent in words, here no more wooing,
The open Airs an enemy to Lovers,
Do as I tell ye.

Lean.
Ile do any thing,
I am so over-[joyd], Ile fly to serve ye.

Am.
Take your joy moderately, as it is ministred,
And as the cause invites: that mans a fool
That at the sight oth Bond, dances and leaps,
Then is the true joy, when the mony comes.

Lean.
You cannot now deny me.

Ama. Nay, you know not,
Women have crotchets, and strange fits.

Lean.
You shall not.

Ama.
Hold ye to that and swear it confidently,
Then I shall make a scruple to deny ye:
Pray ye lets step in, and see a friend of mine,
The weathers sharp: well stay but half an hour,
We may be missd else: a private fine house tis, Sir,
And we may find many good welcomes.

Lean.
Do Lady,
Do happy Lady.

Ama.
All your minds of doing,
You must be modester.

Lean.
I will be any thing.

[Exeunt.

SCENA VII.

Enter Bartolus.

Bar.
Open the doors, and give me room to chafe in
Mine own room, and my liberty: why Maid there,
Open I say, and do not anger me,
I am subject to much fury: when, ye Dish-clout?
When do ye come? asleep ye lazie Hell-hound?
Nothing intended, but your ease, and eating?
No body here? why Wife, why Wife? why Jewel?
No tongue to answer me? prethee, good Pupil,
Dispense a little with thy careful study,
And step to th door, and let me in; nor he neither?
Ha! not ats study? nor asleep? nor no body?
Ile make ye hear: the house of ignorance,
No sound inhabits here: I have a Key yet
That commands all: I fear I am Metamorphizd.

Enter Lopez, Arsenio, Milanes, Diego.

Lop.
He keeps his fury still, and may do mischief.

Mil.
He shall be hangd first, well be sticklers there, boys.

Die.
The hundred thousand Dreams now, that possess him
Of jealousie, and of revenge, and frailtie,
Of drawing Bills against us, and Petitions.

Lop.
And casting what his credit shall recover.

Mil.
Let him cast till his Maw come up, we care not.
You shall be still secured. [A great noise within.

Die.
Well pay him home then;
Hark what a noise he keeps within!

Lop.
Certain
Has set his Chimneys o fire, or the Devil roars there.

Die.
The Codixes oth Law are broke loose, Gentlemen.

Ars.
Hes fighting sure.

Die.
Ile tell ye that immediately — 

[Exit.

Mil.
Or doing some strange out-rage on himself.

Ars.
Hang him, he dares not be so valiant.

Enter

Diego.
Die.

Theres no body at home, and he chafes like a Lyon,
And stinks withal. [Noise still.
Lop. No body?

Die.
Not a Creature,
Nothing within, but he and his Law-tempest,
The Ladles, Dishes, Kettles, how they flie all!
And how the Glasses through the Rooms!

Enter Bartolus.

Ars.
My friend sure
Has got her out, and now he has made an end ont.

Lop.
See where the Sea comes? how it foams, and brustles?
The great Leviathan oth Law, how it tumbles?

Bar.
Made every way an Ass? abusd on all sides?
And from all quarters, people come to laugh at me?
Rise like a Comet, to be wonderd at?
A horrid Comet, for Boys tongues, and Ballads?
I will run from my wits.

Enter Amaranta, Leandro.

Ars.
Do, do, good Lawyer,
And from thy mony too, then thou wilt be quiet.

Mil.
Here she comes home: now mark the salutations;
How like an Ass my friend goes?

Ars.
She has pulld his ears down.

Bar.
Now, what sweet voyage? to what Garden, Lady?
Or to what Cousins house?

Ama.
Is this my welcome?
I cannot go to Church, but thus I am scandald,
Use no devotion for my soul, but Gentlemen — 

Bar.
To Church?

Amar.
Yes, and ye keep sweet youths to wait upon me,
Sweet bred-up youths, to be a credit to me.
Theres your delight again, pray take him to ye,
He never comes near me more to debase me.

Bar.
Hows this? hows this? good wife, how, has he wrongd ye?

Ama.
I was fain to drive him like a sheep before me,
I blush to think how people fleerd, and scornd me.
Others have handsome men, that know behaviour,
Place, and observance: this silly thing knows nothing,
Cannot tell ten; let every Rascal justle me,
And still I pushd him on as he had been coming.
Bar. Ha! did ye push him on? is he so stupid?

Ama.
When others were attentive to the Priest,
Good devout Gentleman, then fell he fast,
Fast, sound asleep: then first began the Bag-pipes,
The several stops ons nose made a rare musick,
A rare and loud, and those plaid many an Anthem.
Put out of that, he fell straight into dreaming.

Ars.
As cunning, as she is sweet; I like this carriage.

Bar.
What did he then?

Ama.
Why then he talked in his Sleep too,
Nay, Ile divulge your moral vertues (sheeps-face)
And talkd aloud, that every ear was fixt to him:
Did not I suffer (do you think) in this time?
Talk of your bawling Law, of appellations
Of Declarations, and Excommunications:
Warrants, and Executions: and such Devils
That drove all the Gentlemen out oth Church, by hurryes,
With execrable oaths, they would never come there again.
Thus am I served and mand.

Lean.
I pray ye forgive me,
I must confess I am not fit to wait upon ye:
Alas, I was brought up — 

Ama.
To be an Asse,
A Lawyers Asse, to carry Books, and Buckrams.

Bar.
But what did you at Church?

Lop.
At Church, did you ask her?
Do you hear Gentlemen, do you mark that question?
Because you are half an Heretick your self, Sir,
Would ye breed her too? this shall to the Inquisition,
A pious Gentlewoman reproved for praying?
Ile see this filed, and you shall hear further, Sir.

Ars.
Ye have an ill heart.

Lop.
It shall be found out, Gentlemen,
There be those youths will search it.

Die.
You are warm Signiour,
But a Faggot will warm ye better: we are witnesses.

Lop.
Enough to hang him, do not doubt.

Mil.
Nay certain,
I do believe has rather no Religion.

Lop.
That must be known too, because she goes to Church, Sir?
O monstrum infirme ingens!

Die.
Let him go on, Sir,
His wealth will build a Nunnery, a fair one,
And this good Lady, when he is hangd and rotten,
May there be Abbess.

Bar.
You are cozend, honest Gentlemen,
I do not forbid the use but the form, mark me.

Lop.
Form? what do you make of form?

Bar.
They will undo me,
Swear, as I oft have done, and so betray me;
I must make fair way, and hereafter, Wife,
You are welcome home, and henceforth take your pleasure,
Go when ye shall think fit, I will not hinder ye,
My eyes are open now, and I see my errour,
My shame, as great as that, but I must hide it.
The whole conveyance now I smell, but Basta,
Another time must serve: you see us friends, now
Heartily friends, and no more chiding, Gentlemen,
I have been too foolish, I confess, no more words,
No more, sweet Wife.

Ama.
You know my easie nature.

Bar.
Go get ye in: you see she has been angry:
Forbear her sight a while and time will pacify;
And learn to be more bold.

Lean.
I would I could,
I will do all I am able.

[Exit.

Bar.
Do Leandro,
We will not part, but friends of all hands.

Lop.
Well said,
Now ye are reasonable, we can look on ye.

Bar.
Ye have jerkt me: but for all that I forgive ye,
Forgive ye heartily, and do invite ye
To morrow to a Breakfast, I make but seldom,
But now we will be merry.

Ars.
Now ye are friendly,
Your doggedness and niggardize flung from ye.
And now we will come to ye.

Bar.
Give me your hands, all;
You shall be welcome heartily.

Lop.
We will be,
For well eat hard.

Bar.
The harder, the more welcome,
And till the morning farewell; I have business.

[Exit.

Mil.
Farewel good bountiful Bartolus, tis a brave wench,
A suddain witty thief, and worth all service:
Go well all go, and crucifie the Lawyer.

Die.
Ile clap four tire of teeth into my mouth more
But I will grind his substance.

Ars.
Well Leandro,
Thou hast had a strange Voyage, but I hope
Thou ridst now in safe harbour.

Mil.
Lets go drink, Friends,
And laugh aloud at all our merry may-games.

Lop.
A match, a match, twill whet our stomachs better.

[Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima.

[image: img47.jpg]

ENTER VIOLANTE AND Servant.

Ser.
Madam, hes come. [Chair and stools out.

Viol.
Tis well, how did he look,
When he knew from whom you were sent? was he not startled?
Or confident? or fearful?

Ser.
As appeard
Like one that knew his fortune at the worst,
And card not what could follow.

Viol.
Tis the better,
Reach me a Chair: so, bring him in, be careful
That none disturb us: I will try his temper,
And if I find him apt for my employments,

Enter Jamie, Servant.

Ile work him to my ends; if not, I shall
Find other Engines.

Ser.
Theres my Lady.

Viol.
Leave us.

Jam.
You sent for me?

Viol.
I did, and dos the favour,
Your present state considered and my power,
Deserve no greater Ceremony?

Jam.
Ceremonie?
I use to pay that where I owe a duty,
Not to my Brothers wife: I cannot fawn,
If you expect it from me, you are cozend,
And so farewel.

Viol.
He bears up still; I like it.
Pray you a word.

Jam.
Yes, I will give you hearing
On equal terms, and sit by you as a friend,
But not stand as a Sutor: Now your pleasure?

Viol.
You are very bold.

Jam.
Tis fit: since you are proud,
I was not made to feed that foolish humour,
With flattery and observance.

Viol.
Yet, with your favour,
A little form joynd with respect to her,
That can add to your wants, or free you from em
(Nay raise you to a fate, beyond your hopes)
Might well become your wisdom.

Jam.
It would rather
Write me a Fool, should I but only think
That any good to me could flow from you,
Whom for so many years I have found and provd
My greatest Enemy: I am still the same,
My wants have not transformd me: I dare tell you,
To your new cerusd face, what I have spoken
Freely behind your back, what I think of you,
You are the proudest thing, and have the least
Reason to be so that I ever read of.
In stature you are a Giantess: and your Tailor
Takes measure of you with a Jacobs Staff,
Or he can never reach you, this by the way
For your large size: now, in a word or two,
To treat of your Complexion were decorum:
You are so far from fair, I doubt your Mother
Was too familiar with the Moor that servd her,
Your Limbs and Features I pass briefly over,
As things not worth description; and come roundly
To your Soul, if you have any; for tis doubtful.
Viol. I laugh at this, proceed.

Jam.
This Soul I speak of,
Or rather Salt to keep this heap of flesh
From being a walking stench, like a large Inn,
Stands open for the entertainment of
All impious practices: but theres no Corner
An honest thought can take up: and as it were not
Sufficient in your self to comprehend
All wicked plots, you have taught the Fool, my Brother,
By your contagion, almost to put off
The nature of the man, and turnd him Devil,
Because he should be like you, and I hope
Will march to Hell together: I have spoken,
And if the Limning you in your true Colours
Can make the Painter gracious, I stand ready
For my reward, or if my words distaste you,
I weigh it not, for though your Grooms were ready
To cut my Throat fort, be assurd I cannot
Use other Language.

Viol.
You think you have said now,
Like a brave fellow: in this Womans War
You ever have been traind: spoke big, but sufferd
Like a tame Ass; and when most spurd and galld
Were never Master of the Spleen or Spirit,
That could raise up the anger of a man,
And force it into action.

Jam.
Yes, vile Creature,
Wert thou a subject worthy of my Sword,
Or that thy death, this moment, could call home
My banishd hopes, thou now wert dead; dead, woman;
But being as thou art, it is sufficient
I scorn thee, and contemn thee.

Viol.
This shews nobly,
I must confess it: I am taken with it,
For had you kneeld and whind and shewd a base
And low dejected mind, I had despisd you.
This bravery (in your adverse fortune) conquers
And dos command me, and upon the suddain
I feel a kind of pity, growing in me,
For your misfortunes, pity some says the Parent,
Of future love, and I repent my part
So far in what you have suffered, that I could
(But you are cold) do something to repair
What your base Brother (such Jamie I think him)
Hath brought to ruine.

Jam.
Ha?

Viol.
Be not amazd,
Our injuries are equal in his Bastard,
You are familiar with what I groan for,
And though the name of Husband holds a tye
Beyond a Brother, I, a poor weak Woman,
Am sensible, and tender of a wrong,
And to revenge it would break through all lets,
That durst oppose me.

Jam.
Is it possible?

Viol.
By this kiss: start not: thus much, as a stranger
You may take from me; but, if you were pleasd,
I should select you as a bosom friend,
I would print em thus, and thus.

Jam.
Keep off.

Viol.
Come near,
Near into the Cabinet of my Counsels:
Simplicity and patience dwell with Fools,
And let them bear those burthens, which wise men
Boldly shake off; be mine and joyn with me,
And when that I have raisd you to a fortune,
(Do not deny your self the happy means)
Youll look on me with more judicious eyes
And swear I am most fair.

Jam.
What would this Woman?
The purpose of these words? speak not in riddles,
And when I understand, what you would counsel,
My answer shall be suddain.

Viol.
Thus then Jamie,
The objects of our fury are the same,
For young Ascanio, whom you Snake-like hugd
(Frozen with wants to death) in your warm bosom,
Lives to supplant you in your certain hopes,
And kills in me all comfort.

Jam.
Now tis plain,
I apprehend you: and were he removd — 

Viol.
You, once again, were the undoubted heir.

Jam.
Tis not to be denyd; I was ice before,
But now ye have fird me. — 

Viol.
Ile add fuel to it,
And by a nearer cut, do you but steer
As I direct you, weel bring our Bark into
The Port of happiness.

Jam.
How?

Viol.
By Henriques death:
But youl say hes your Brother; in great fortunes
(Which are epitomes of States and Kingdoms)
The politick brook no Rivals.

Jam.
Excellent!
For sure I think out of a scrupulous fear,
To feed in expectation, when I may
(Dispensing but a little with my conscience)
Come into full possession, would not argue
One that desird to thrive.

Viol.
Now you speak like
A man that knows the World.

Jam.
I needs must learn
That have so good a Tutress: and what think you,
(Don Henrique and Ascanio cut off)
That none may live, that shall desire to trace us
In our black paths, if that Octavio
His foster Father, and the sad Jacinta,
(Faith pitie her, and free her from her Sorrows)
Should fall companions with em? When we are red
With murther, let us often bath in blood,
The colour will be scarlet.

Viol.
And thats glorious,
And will protect the fact.

Jam.
Suppose this done:
(If undiscovered) we may get for mony,
(As that you know buyes any thing in Rome)
A dispensation.

Viol.
And be married?

Jam.
True.
Or if it be known, truss up our Gold and Jewels,
And fly to some free State, and there with scorn — 

Viol.
Laugh at the laws of Spain.
Twere admirable.

Jam.
We shall beget rare children. I am rapt with
The meer imagination. — 

Viol.
Shall it be done?

Jam.
Shall? tis too tedious: furnish me with means
To hire the instruments, and to your self
Say it is done already: I will shew you,
Ere the Sun set, how much you have wrought upon me,
Your province is only to use some means,
To send my Brother to the Grove thats neighbour
To the west Port of th City; leave the rest
To my own practice; I have talkd too long,
But now will doe: this kiss, with my Confession,
To work a fell revenge: a mans a fool,
If not instructed in a Womans School.

[Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Bartolus, Algazeirs, and a Paratour.

The Table set out and stools.

Bar.
You are well enough disguizd, furnish the Table,
Make no shew what ye are, till I discover:
Not a soul knows ye here: be quick and diligent,
These youths I have invited to a Breakfast,
But what the Sawce will be, I am of opinion
I shall take off the edges of their Appetites,
And grease their gums for eating heartily
This month or two, they have plaid their prizes with me,
And with their several flurts they have lighted dangerously,
But sure I shall be quit: I hear em coming.
Go off and wait the bringing in your service,
And do it handsomely: you know where to have it.

Enter Milanes, Arsenio, Lopez, Diego.

Welcom i Faith.

Ars.
Thats well said, honest Lawyer.

Lop.
Said like a neighbour.

Bar.
Welcom all: all over,
And lets be merry.

Mil.
To that end we came Sir,
An hour of freedomes worth an age of juglings.

Die.
I am come too Sir, to specifie my Stomach
A poor reteiner to your worships bountie.

Bar.
And thou shalt have it filld my merry Diego,
My liberal, and my bonny bounteous Diego,
Even filld till it groan again.

Die.
Let it have fair play,
And if it founder then. — 

Bar.
Ile tell ye neighbours,
Though I were angry yesterday with ye all,
And very angry, for methought ye bobd me.

Lop.
No, no, by no means.

Bar.
No, when I considered
It was a jest, and carried off so quaintly,
It made me merry: very merry, Gentlemen,
I do confess I could not sleep to think ont,
The mirth so tickled me, I could not slumber.

Lop.
Good mirth dos work so: honest mirth,
Now, should we have meant in earnest — 

Bar.
You say true neighbour.

Lop.
It might have bred such a distast and sowrness,
Such fond imaginations in your Brains, Sir,
For things thrust home in earnest. — 

Bar.
Very certain,
But I know ye all for merry waggs, and ere long
You shall know me too in another fashion,
Though yare pamperd, ye shall bear part oth burthen.

Enter Amaranta, and Leandro.

Come wife; Come bid em welcom; Come my Jewel:
And Pupil, you shall come too; nere hang backward,
Come, come the womans pleasd, her angers over,
Come, be not bashfull.

Am.
What dos he prepare here?
Sure theres no meat ith house, at least not drest,
Dos he mean to mock em? or some new bred crotchet
Come ore his brains; I do not like his kindness:
But silence best becomes me: if he mean foul play,
Sure they are enough to right themselves, and let em,
Ile sit by, so they beat him not to powder.

Bar.
Bring in the meat there, ha? Sit down dear neighbour,
A little meat needs little Complement,
Sit down I say.

Am.
What do you mean by this Sir?

Bar.
Convey away their weapons handsomely.

Am.
You know theres none ith house to answer ye,
But the poor Girle; you know theres no meat neither.

Bar.
Peace and be quiet; I shall make you smoak else,
Theres men and meat enough, set it down formally.

Enter Algazeirs, with dishes.

Am.
I fear some lewd trick, yet I dare not speak ont.

Bar.
I have no dainties for ye Gentlemen,
Nor loads of meat, to make the room smell of em.
Only a dish to every man I have dedicated,
And if I have pleasd his appetite.

Lop.
O, a Capon,
A Bird of grace, and be thy will, I honour it.

Die.
For me some fortie pound of lovely Beef,
Placd in a mediterranean sea of Brewis.

Bar.
Fall to, fall to, that we may drink and laugh after,
Wait diligently knaves.

Mil.
What rare bits this?
An execution! bless me!

Bar.
Nay take it to ye,
Theres no avoiding it, tis somewhat tough Sir,
But a good stomach will endure it easily,
The sum is but a thousand duckets Sir.

Ars.
A Capias from my Surgeon, and my Silk-man!

Bar.
Your carefull makers, but they have mard your diet.
Stir not, your Swords are gone: theres no avoiding me,
And these are Algazeirs, do you hear that passing bell?

Lop.
A strong Citation, bless me!

Bar.
Out with your Beads, Curate,
The Devils in your dish: bell, book, and Candle.

Lop.
A warrant to appear before the Judges!
I must needs rise, and turn to th wall.

Bar.
Ye need not,
Your fear I hope will make ye find your Breeches.

All.
We are betraid.

Bar.
Invited do not wrong me,
Fall to, good Guests, you have diligent men about ye,
Ye shall want nothing that may persecute ye,
These will not see ye start; Have I now found ye?
Have I requited ye? You foold the Lawyer,
And thought it meritorious to abuse him,
A thick ram-headed knave: you rid, you spurd him,
And glorified your wits, the more ye wronged him;
Within this hour ye shall have all your Creditours,
A second dish of new debts, come upon ye,
And new invitements to the whip, Don Diego,
And Excommunications for the learned Curate,
A Masque of all your furies shall dance to ye.

Ars.
You dare not use us thus?

Bar.
You shall be bobd, Gentlemen,
Stir, and as I have a life, ye goe to prison,
To prison, without pitie instantly,
Before ye speak another word to prison.
I have a better Guard without, that waits;
Do you see this man, Don Curate? tis a Paratour
That comes to tell ye a delightfull story
Of an old whore ye have, and then to teach ye
What is the penaltie; Laugh at me now Sir,
What Legacie would ye bequeath me now,
(And pay it on the nail?) to fly my fury?

Lop.
O gentle Sir.

Bar.
Dost thou hope I will be gentle,
Thou foolish unconsiderate Curate?

Lop.
Let me goe Sir.

Bar.
Ile see thee hang first.

Lop.
And as I am a true Vicar,
Hark in your ear, hark softly — 

Bar.
No, no bribery.
Ile have my swindge upon thee; Sirra? Rascal?
You Lenten Chaps, you that lay sick, and mockt me,
Mockt me abominably, abused me lewdly,
Ile make thee sick at heart, before I leave thee,
And groan, and dye indeed, and be worth nothing,
Not worth a blessing, nor a Bell to knell for thee,
A sheet to cover thee, but that thou Stealest,
Stealest from the Merchant, and the Ring he was buried with
Stealest from his Grave, do you smell me now?

Die.
Have mercy on me!

Bar.
No Psalm of mercy shall hold me from hanging thee.
How do ye like your Breakfast? tis but short, Gentlemen,
But sweet and healthfull; Your punishment, and yours, Sir,
For some near reasons that concern my Credit,
I will take to my self.

Am.
Doe Sir, and spare not:
I have been too good a wife, and too obedient,
But since ye dare provoke me to be foolish — 

Lea.
She has, yes, and too worthie of your usage,
Before the world I justifie her goodness,
And turn that man, that dares but taint her vertues,
To my Swords point; that lying man, that base man,
Turn him, but face to face, that I may know him.

Bar.
What have I here?

Lea.
A Gentleman, a free man,
One that made trial of this Ladies constancie,
And found it strong as fate; leave off your fooling,
For if you follow this course, you will be Chronicled.

Enter Jamy and Assistant.

For a devil, whilst a Saint she is mentioned,
You know my name indeed; I am now no Lawyer.

Die.
Some comfort now, I hope, or else would I were hanged up.
And yet the Judge, he makes me sweat.

Bar.
What news now?

Jam.
I will justifie upon my life and credit
What you have heard, for truth, and will make proof of.

Assist.
I will be ready at the appointed hour there,
And so I leave ye.

Bar.
Stay I beseech your worship,
And do but hear me.

Jam.
Good Sir, intend this business,
And let this bawling fool, no more words lawyer,
And no more angers, for I guess your reasons,
This Gentleman, Ile justifie in all places,
And that fair Ladies worth; let who dare cross it.
The Plot was cast by me, to make thee jealous,
But not to wrong your wife, she is fair and vertuous.

Die.
Take us to mercy too, we beseech your honour,
We shall be justified the way of all flesh else.

Jam.
No more talk, nor no more dissention lawyer,
I know your anger, tis a vain and slight one,
For if you doe, Ile lay your whole life open,
A life that all the world shall — Ile bring witness,
And rip before a Judge the ulcerous villanies,
You know I know ye, and I can bring witness.

Bar.
Nay good Sir, noble Sir.

Jam.
Be at peace then presently,
Immediatley take honest and fair truce
With your good wife, and shake hands with that Gentleman;
Has honourd ye too much, and doe it cheerfully.

Lop.
Take us along, for Heaven sake too.

Bar.
I am friends,
There is no remedie, I must put up all,
And like my neighbours rub it out by th shoulders,
And perfect friends; Leandro now I thank ye,
And theres my hand, I have no more grudge to ye,
But I am too mean henceforward for your Companie.

Lea.
I shall not trouble ye.

Ars.
We will be friends too.

Mil.
Nay Lawyer, you shall not fright us farther,
For all your devils we will bolt.

Bar.
I grant ye,
The Gentlemans your Bail, and thank his coming,
Did not he know me too well, you should smart fort;
Goe all in peace, but when ye fool next, Gentlemen,
Come not to me to Breakfast.

Die.
Ile be bakd first.

Bar.
And pray ye remember, when ye are bold and merry,
The Lawyers Banquet, and the Sawce he gave ye.

Jam.
Come: goe along; I have employment for ye,
Employment for your lewd brains too, to cool ye,
For all, for every one.

All.
We are all your Servants.

Die.
All, all for any thing, from this day forward
Ile hate all Breakfasts, and depend on dinners.

Jam.
I am glad you come off fair.

Lea.
The fair has blest me.

[Exeunt.

SCENA III.

Enter Octavi[o], Jacinta, [Ascanio].

Oct.
This is the place, but why we are appointed
By Don Jamie to stay here, is a depth
I cannot sound.

Asc.
Believt he is too noble
To purpose any thing but for our good.
Had I assurance of a thousand lives,
And with them perpetuitie of pleasure,
And should lose all, if he provd only false,
Yet I durst run the hazard.

Jac.
Tis our comfort,
We cannot be more wretched than we are,
And death concludes all misery.

Oct.
Undiscovered

Enter Henrique, Jamie.

We must attend him.

Asc.
Our stay is not long.
With him Don Henrique?

Jac.
Now I fear;
Be silent.

Hen.
Why dost thou follow me?

Jam.
To save your life,
A plot is laid fort, all my wrongs forgot,
I have a Brothers Love.

Hen.
But thy false self
I fear no enemy.

Jam.
You have no friend,
But what breathes in me: If you move a step
Beyond this ground you tread on, you are lost.

Hen.
Tis by thy practice then: I am sent hither
To meet her, that prefers my life and safetie
Before her own.

Jam.
That you should be abusd thus
With weak credulitie! She for whose sake
You have forgot we had one noble Father,
Or that one Mother bare us, for whose love
You brake a contract to which heaven was witness,
To satisfie whose pride and wilfull humour
You have exposd a sweet and hopefull Son
To all the miseries that want can bring him,
And such a Son, though you are most obdurate,
To give whom entertainment Savages
Would quit their Caves themselves, to keep him from
Bleak cold and hunger: This dissembling woman,
This Idol, whom you worship, all your love
And service trod under her feet, designs you
To fill a grave, or dead to lye a prey
For Wolves and Vulturs.

Hen.
Tis false; I defie thee,
And stand upon my Guard.

Enter Leandro, Milanes, Arsenio, Bart, Lopez, Diego,
Octavio, Jacinta, Ascanio, and Servants.

Jam.
Alas, tis weak:
Come on, since you will teach me to be cruel,
By having no faith in me, take your fortune,
Bring the rest forth, and bind them fast.

Oct.
My Lord.

Asc.
In what have we offended?

Jam.
I am deaf,
And following my will, I do not stand
Accomptable to reason: See her Ring
(The first pledge of your love, and service to her)
Deliverd as a Warrant for your death:
These Bags of gold you gave up to her trust,
(The use of which you did deny your self)
Bestowd on me, and with a prodigal hand,
Whom she pickd forth to be the Architect
Of her most bloudy building; and to fee
These Instruments, to bring Materials
To raise it up, she bad me spare no cost,
And (as a surplusage) offerd her self
To be at my devotion.

Hen.
O accursd!

Jam.
But be incredulous still; think this my plot;
Fashion excuses to your self, and swear
That she is innocent, that she doats on ye;
Believe this, as a fearfull Dream, and that
You lie not at my mercy, which in this
I will shew only: She her self shall give
The dreadfull Sentence, to remove all scruple
Who tis that sends you to the other world.

Enter Violante.

Appears my Violante? speak (my dearest)
Dos not the object please you?

Viol.
More than if
All treasure thats above the earth, with that,
That lyes conceald in both the Indian Mines,
Were laid down at my feet: O bold Jamy,
Thou only canst deserve me.

Jam.
I am forward,
And (as you easily may perceive,) I sleep not
On your commands.

Enter Assistant, and Officers.

Viol.
But yet they live: I lookd
To find them dead.

Jam.
That was deferrd, that you
Might triumph in their misery, and have the power
To say they are not.

Viol.
Twas well thought upon:
This kiss, and all the pleasures of my Bed
This night, shall thank thee.

Hen.
Monster!

Viol.
You Sir, that
Would have me Mother Bastards, being unable
To honour me with one Child of mine own,
That underneath my roof, kept your cast-Strumpet,
And out of my Revenues would maintain
Her riotous issue: now you find what tis
To tempt a woman: with as little feeling
As I turn off a slave, that is unfit
To doe me service; or a horse, or dog
That have out-livd their use, I shake thee off,
To make thy peace with heaven.

Hen.
I do deserve this,
And never truly felt before, what sorrow
Attends on wilfull dotage.

Viol.
For you, Mistris,
That had the pleasure of his youth before me,
And triumphd in the fruit that you had by him,
But that I think, to have the Bastard strangled
Before thy face, and thou with speed to follow
The way he leads thee, is sufficient torture,
I would cut off thy nose, put out thine eyes,
And set my foot on these bewitching lips,
That had the start of mine: but as thou art,
Goe to the grave unpitied.

Assist.
Who would believe
Such rage could be in woman?

Viol.
For this fellow,
He is not worth my knowledge.

Jam.
Let him live then,
Since you esteem him innocent.

Viol.
No Jamy,
He shall make up the mess: now strike together,
And let them fall so.

Assist.
Unheard of crueltie!
I can endure no longer: seise on her.

Viol.
Am I betraid?
Is this thy faith, Jamy?

Jam.
Could your desires
Challenge performance of a deed so horrid?
Or, though that you had sold your self to hell,
I should make up the bargain? Live (dear Brother)
Live long, and happy: I forgive you freely;
To have done you this service, is to me
A fair Inheritance: and how ere harsh language
(Calld on by your rough usage) passd my lips,
In my heart I ever lovd you: all my labours
Were but to shew, how much your love was cozend,
When it beheld it self in this false Glass,
That did abuse you; and I am so far
From envying young Ascanio his good fortune,
That if your State were mine, I would adopt him,
These are the Murtherers my noble friends,
Which (to make trial of her bloudy purpose)
I won, to come disguisd thus.

Hen.
I am too full
Of grief, and shame to speak: but what Ile doe,
Shall to the world proclaim my penitence;
And howsoever I have livd, Ile die
A much changd man.

Jam.
Were it but possible
You could make satisfaction to this woman,
Our joyes were perfect.

Hen.
Thats my only comfort,
That it is in my power: I nere was married
To this bad woman, though I doted on her,
But daily did defer it, still expecting
When grief would kill Jacintha.

Assist.
All is come out,
And finds a fair success: take her Don Henrique,
And once again embrace your Son.

Hen.
Most gladly.

Assist.
Your Brother hath deservd all.

Hen.
And shall share
The moitie of my State.

Assist.
I have heard, advocate,
What an ill Instrument you have been to him,
From this time strengthen him with honest counsels,
As youle deserve my pardon.

Bar.
Ile change my Copy:
But I am punishd, for I fear I have had
A smart blow, though unseen.

Assist.
Curate, and Sexton,
I have heard of you too, let me hear no more,
And whats past, is forgotten; For this woman,
Though her intent were bloody, yet our Law
Calls it not death: yet that her punishment
May deter others from such bad attempts,
The dowry she brought with her, shall be emploid
To build a Nunnery, where she shall spend
The remnant of her life.

Viol.
Since I have missd my ends,
I scorn what can fall on me.

Assist.
The strict discipline
Of the Church, will teach you better thoughts. And Signiors,
You that are Batchelours, if you ever marry,
In Bartolus you may behold the issue
Of Covetousness and Jealousie; and of dotage,
And falshood in Don Henrique: keep a mean then;
For be assured, that weak man meets all ill,
That gives himself up to a womans will.

[Exeunt.

* * * * *

Prologue.
To tell ye (Gentlemen,) we have a Play,
A new one too, and that tis launchd to day,
The Name ye know, thats nothing to my Story;
To tell ye, tis familiar, void of Glory,
Of State, of Bitterness: of wit youll say,
For that is now held wit, that tends that way,
Which we avoid: To tell ye too tis merry,
And meant to make ye pleasant, and not weary:
The Stream that guides ye, easie to attend:
To tell ye that tis good, is to no end,
If you believe not. Nay, to goe thus far,
To swear it, if you swear against, is war.
To assure you any thing, unless you see,
And so conceive, is vanity in me;
Therefore I leave it to it self, and pray
Like a good Bark, it may work out to day,
And stem all doubts; twas built for such a proof,
And we hope highly: if she lye aloof
For her own vantage, to give wind at will,
Why let her work, only be you but still,
And sweet opiniond, and we are bound to say,
You are worthy Judges, and you crown the Play.

* * * * *

Epilogue.
The Play is done, yet our Suit never ends,
Still when you part, you would still part our friends,
Our noblest friends; if ought have faln amiss,
O let it be sufficient, that it is,
And you have pardond it. In Buildings great
All the whole Body cannot be so neat,
But something may be mended; Those are fair,
And worthy love, that may destroy, but spare.
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Leon, and Mallfort.

Mal. And as I told you, Sir.

Leon. I understand you,
Clarindas still perverse.

Mal. Shes worse, obdurate,
Flinty, relentless, my love-passions jeerd at,
My Presents scornd.

Leon. Tis strange a waiting-woman,
In her condition apt to yield, should hold out,
A man of your place, reverend Beard and shape,
Besieging her.

Mal. You might add too my wealth,
Which she contemns, five hundred Crowns per annum,
For which I have venturd hard, my Conscience knows it,
Not thought upon, though offerd for a Joynture;
This Chain which my Lords Pesants worship, flouted;
My solemn hums and has, the servants quake at,
No Rhetorick with her; every hour she hangs out
Some new Flag of defiance to torment me;
Last Lent, my Lady calld me her Poor John,
But now I am grown a walking Skeleton,
You may see through, and through me.

Leon. Indeed you are much faln away.

Mal. I am a kind of nothing,
As she hath made me; Loves a terrible Clyster,
And if some Cordial of her favours help not,
I shall like an Italian, dye backward,
And breathe my last the wrong way.

Leon. As I live, you have my pity; but this is cold comfort,
And in a friend lip-physick; and now I think ont,
I should do more, and will, so you deny not
Your self the means of comfort.

Mal. Ill be hangd first; one dram oft I beseech you.

Leon. You are not jealous of any mans access to her?

Mal. I would not receive the Dor, but as a bosome friend
You shall direct me, still provided that
I understand who is the man, and what
His purpose, that pleads for me.

Leon. By all means:
First, for the undertaker, I am he;
The means that I will practise, thus — 

Mal. Pray you forward.

Leon. You know your Lady, chaste Calista loves her.

Mal. Too well, that makes her proud.

Leon. Nay, give me leave,
This beauteous Lady, I may stile her so,
(Being the paragon of France for feature)
Is not alone contented in her self
To seem, and be good, but desires to make
All such as have dependance on her, like her;
For this Clarindas liberty is restraind;
And though her kinsman, the gates shut against me;
Now if you please to make your self the door,
For my conveyance to her, though you run
The hazard of a check fort, tis no matter.

Mal. It being for mine own ends.

Leon. Ill give it or,
If that you make the least doubt otherwise:
Study upont: good morrow.

Mal. Pray you stay, Sir;
You are my friend; yet as the Proverb says,
When love puts in, friendship is gone: suppose
You should your self affect her?

Leon. Do you think Ill commit incest? for it is no less,
She being my Cousin German. Fare you well, Sir.

Mal. I had forgot that, for this once forgive me.
Only to ease the throbbing of my heart,
(For I do feel strange pangs) instruct me what
You will say for me.

Leon. First, Ill tell her that
She hath so far besotted you, that you have
Almost forgot to cast accompt.

Mal. Meer truth, Sir.

Leon. That of a wise and provident Steward,
You are turnd stark Ass.

Mal. Urge that point home, I am so.

Leon. That you adore the ground she treads upon,
And kiss her footsteps.

Mal. As I do when I find their print in the snow.

Leon. A loving fool I know it,
By your bloudless frosty lips; then having related
How much you suffer for her, and how well
You do deserve it — 

Mal. How? to suffer?

Leon. No, Sir, to have your love returnd.

Mal. Thats good, I thank you.

Leon. I will deliver her an Inventory
Of your good parts: as this, your precious nose
Dropping affection; your high forehead reaching
Almost to the Crown of your head; your slender waste,
And a back not like a threshers, but a bending,
And Court-like back, and so forth, for your Body.
But when I touch your mind, for that must take her,
(Since your out-side promises little) Ill enlarge it,
(Though ner so narrow) as your arts to thrive,
Your composition with the Cook and Butler
For Cony-Skins and Chippings, and half a share
With all the under Officers of the house,
In strangers bounties, that she shall have all,
And you as twere her Bailiff.

Mal. As I will be.

Leon. As you shall, so Ill promise. Then your qualities,
As playing on a Gyttern, or a Jews-Trump.

Mal. A little too on the Viol.

Leon. Fear you nothing.
Then singing her asleep with curious Catches
Of your own making; for as I have heard,
You are Poetical.

Mal. Something given that way;
Yet my works seldom thrive: and the main reason
The Poets urge fort, is, because I am not
As poor as they are.

Leon. Very likely; fetch her
While I am in the vein.

Mal. Tis an apt time, my Lady being at her Prayers.

Leon. Let her pray on.
Nay go, and if upon my intercession
She do you not some favour, Ill disclaim her;
Ill ruminate ont the while.

Mal. A hundred Crowns is your reward.

Leon. Without em — nay no trifling. [Ex. Mal.
That this dull clod of ignorance should know
How to get money, yet want eyes to see
How grosly hes abusd, and wrought upon!
When he should make his will, the Rogues turnd rampant,
As he had renewd his youth; a handsome wench,
Love one a spittle-whore would run away from?
Well, Master Steward, I will plead for you
In such a method, as it shall appear
You are fit to be a property.

Enter Malfort, and Clarinda.

Mal. Yonder he walks
That knows my worth and value, though you scorn it.

Clar. If my Lady know not this — 

Mal. Ill answer it:
If you were a Nun I hope your Cousin German
Might talk with you through a grate, but you are none,
And therefore may come closer; ner hang off,
As I live you shall bill; ye may salute as strangers,
Custom allows it. Now, now, come upon her
With all your Oratory, [tickle her to the quick,]
As a young Advocate should, and leave no Vertue
Of mine unmentioned, Ill stand centinel;
Nay keep the door my self. [Exit.

Clar. How have you workd
This piece of motley to your ends?

Leon. Of that at leasure, Mistriss. [Kissing.

Clar. Lower, you are too loud,
Though the fool be deaf, some of the house may hear you.

Leon. Suppose they should, I am a Gentleman,
And held your Kinsman, under that I hope
I may be free.

Clar. I grant it, but with caution;
But be not seen to talk with me familiarly,
But at fit distance, or not seen at all,
It were the better; you know my Ladies humour,
She is all honour, and composd of goodness,
(As she pretends) and you having no business,
How jealous may she grow?

Leon. I will be ruld.
But you have promisd, and I must enjoy you.

Clar. We shall find time for that; you are too hasty,
Make your self fit and I shall make occasion,
Deliberation makes best in that business,
And contents every way.

Leon. But you must feed
This foolish Steward with some shadow of
A future favour, that we may preserve him
To be our instrument.

Clar. Hang him.

Leon. For my sake, Sweet,
I undertook to speak for him, any Bauble,
Or slight employment in the way of service,
Will feed him fat.

Enter Malfort.

Clar. Leave him to me.

Mal. She comes, my Lady.

Clar. I will satisfie her.

Mal. How far have you prevaild?

Leon. Observe.

Clar. Monsieur Malfort,
I must be brief, my cousin hath spoke much
In your behalf, and to give you some proof,
I entertain you as my servant,
You shall have the grace.

Leon. Upon your knee receive it.

Clar. And take it as a special favour from me,
To tye my shooe.

Malf. I am ore-joyd.

Leon. Good reason.

Clar. You may come higher in time.

Leon. No more, the Lady.

Enter Calista.

Malf. She frowns.

Clar. I thank you for this visit cousin,
But without leave hereafter from my Lady,
I dare not change discourse with you.

Malf. Pray you take your mornings draught.

Leon. I thank you: [Exeunt Leon, Malf.
Happiness attend your honour.

Calist. Who gave warrant to this private parle?

Clar. My innocence; I hope
My conference with a kinsman cannot call
Your anger on me.

Calist. Kinsman? Let me have
No more of this, as you desire you may continue mine.

Clar. Why madam (under pardon)
Suppose him otherwise: yet coming in
A lawfull way, it is excusable.

Calist. Hows this?

Clar. I grant you are made of pureness,
And that your tenderness of honour holds
The soveraigntie ore your passions. Yet you have
A noble Husband, with allowd embraces,
To quench lascivious fires, should such flame in you,
As I must nere believe. Were I the wife
Of one that could but zanie brave Cleander,
Even in his least perfections, (excuse
My ore-bold inference) I should desire
To meet no other object.

Cal. You grow saucie. Do I look further?

Clar. No, dear Madam: and
It is my wonder or astonishment rather,
You could deny the service of Lisander;
A man without a rival: one the King
And Kingdom gazes on with admiration,
For all the excellencies a Mother could
Wish in her only Son.

Cal. Did not mine honour
And obligation to Cleander, force me
To be deaf to his complaints?

Clar. Tis true; but yet
Your rigor to command him from your presence,
Argud but small compassion; the Groves
Witness his grievous sufferings, your fair name
Upon the rinde of every gentle Poplar,
And amorous Myrtle, (trees to Venus sacred)
With adoration carvd, and knee[l]d unto,
This you (unseen of him) both saw and heard
Without compassion, and what receivd he
For his true sorrows? but the heavy knowledge,
That twas your peremptory will and pleasure,
(How ere my Lord livd in him) he should quit
Your sight and house for ever.

Cal. I confess I gave him a strong potion to work
Upon his hot bloud, and I hope twill cure him:
Yet I could wish the cause had concernd others,
I might have met his sorrows with more pity;
At least have lent some counsel to his miseries,
Though now for honours sake, I must forget him,
And never know the name more of Lisander:
Yet in my justice I am bound to grant him,
(Laying his love aside) most truely noble.
But mention him no more, this instant hour
My Brother Lidian, new returnd from travel,
And his brave friend Clarange, long since rivals
For fair and rich Olinda, are to hear
Her absolute determination, whom
She pleases to elect: see all things ready
To entertain em: and on my displeasure
No more words of Lisander.

Clar. She endures to hear him namd by no tongue but her own:
How ere she carries it, I know she loves him. [Exit.

Cal. Hard nature: hard condition of poor women!
That where we are most sud to, we must flye most.
The trees grow up, and mix together freely,
The Oaks not envious of the sailing Cedar,
The lustie Vine not jealous of the Ivie
Because she clips the Elm; the flowers shoot up,
And wantonly kiss one another hourly,
This blossome glorying in the others beauty,
And yet they smell as sweet, and look as lovely:
But we are tyd to grow alone. O honour,
Thou hard Law to our lives, chain to our freedoms
He that invented thee had many curses;
How is my soul divided! O Cleander,
My best deserving husband! O Lisander,
The truest lover that ere sacrificd
To Cupid against Hymen! O mine honour;
A Tyrant, yet to be obeyd! and tis
But justice we should thy strict Laws endure,
Since our obedience to thee keeps us pure. [Exit.

Enter Cle[a]nder, Lidian, and Clarange.

Clean. How insupportable the difference
Of dear friends is, the sorrow that I feel
For my Lisanders absence, one that stamps
A reverend print on friendship, does assure me.
You are rivals for a Lady, a fair Lady,
And in the acquisition of her favours,
Hazard the cutting of that Gordian knot
From your first childhood to this present hour,
By all the tyes of love and amity fastend.
I am blest in a wife (Heaven make me thankfull)
Inferiour to none (sans pride I speak it)
Yet if I were a free-man, and could purchase
At any rate the certainty to enjoy
Lisanders conversation while I livd,
Forgive me my Calista, and the Sex,
I never would seek change.

Lid. My Lord and Brother,
I dare not blame your choice, Lisanders worth
Being a Mistris to be ever courted;
Nor shall our equal suit to fair Olinda
Weaken, but adde strength to our true affection,
With zeal so long continued.

Claran. When we know
Whom she prefers, as she can choose but one,
By our so long trid friendship we have vowd
The other shall desist.

Clea. Tis yet your purpose,
But how this resolution will hold
In him that is refusd, is not alone
Doubtfull, but dangerous.

Enter Malfort.

Malf. The rich heir is come Sir.

Cleand. Madam Olinda?

Malf. Yes Sir, and makes choice,
After some little conference with my Lady,
Of this room to give answer to her suitors.

Cle. Already both look pale, between your hopes
To win the prize, and your despair to lose
What you contended for.

Lid. No Sir, I am armd.

Clar. I confident of my interest.

Cle. Ile believe ye when you have endurd the test.

Enter Calista, Olinda, and Clarinda.

Malf. Is not your garter
Untyd? you promisd that I should grow higher
In doing you service.

Clar. Fall off or you lose me. [Exit Malfort.

Cle. Nay take your place, no Paris now sits judge
On the contending goddesses. You are
The Deitie that must make curst or happy
One of your languish[i]ng servants.

Ol. I thus look with equal eyes on both; either deserves
A fairer fortune than they can in reason
Hope for from me; from Lidian I expect,
When I have made him mine, all pleasures that
The sweetness of his manners, youth, and vertues
Can give assurance of: but turning this way
To brave Clarange, in his face appears
A kind of Majesty which should command,
Not sue for favour. If the fairest Lady
Of France, set forth with natures best endowments
Nay should I adde a Princess of the bloud,
Did now lay claim to either for a husband,
So vehement my affection is to both,
My envie at her happiness would kill me.

Cle. The strangest love I ever heard.

Cal. You can enjoy but one.

Clar. The more I say the merrier.

Oli. Witness these tears I love both, as I know
You burn with equal flames, and so affect me;
Abundance makes me poor; such is the hard
Condition of my fortune; be your own judges;
If I should favour both, twill taint my honour,
And that before my life I must prefer;
If one I lean to, the other is disvalued;
You are fierie both, and love will make you warmer.

Clar. The warmer still the fitter. You are a fool Lady.

Oli. To what may love, and the Devil jealousie spur you
Is too apparent: my names calld in question:
Your swords flie out, your angers range at large:
Then what a murther of my modesty follows?

Clar. Take heed of that by any means: O innocent,
That will deny a blessing when tis offerd,
Would I were murtherd so, I would thank my modesty.

Cle. What pause you on?

Oli. It is at length resolvd.

Clar. We are on the Rack, uncertain expectation
The greatest torture.

Lidi. Command what you please,
And you shall see how willingly we will execute.

Oli. Then hear what for your satisfaction,
And to preserve your friendship I resolve
Against my self, and tis not to be alterd:
You are both brave gentlemen, Ile still profess it,
Both noble servants, for whose gentle offers,
The undeserving, and the poor Olinda
Is ever bound; you love both, fair, and vertuously;
Would I could be so happy to content both:
Which since I cannot, take this resolute answer;
Go from me both contentedly, and he
That last makes his return, and comes to visit,
Comes to my bed. You know my will: farewel;
My hearts too big to utter more: come friend.

Cal. Ile wait on you to your Coach.

[Exeunt Olinda, Calista, Clarinda.

Cle. You both look blank, I cannot blame you.

Lid. We have our dispatches.

Clara. Ile home.

Lid. And Ile abroad again, Farewel.

Clara. Farewel to ye.

[Exeunt Clarange, and Lidian.

Cle. Their blunted departure troubles me: I fear
A suddain and a dangerous division
Of their long love will follow: have you took
Your leave of fair Olinda?

Enter Calista, with a purse.

C[al]. She is gone Sir.

Cle. Had you brought news Lisander were returnd too,
I were most happy.

Cal. Still upon Lisander?

Cle. I know he loves me, as he loves his health:
And Heaven knows I love him.

Cal. I find it so:
For me you have forgot, and what I am to you.

Cle. O think not so. If you had lost a Sister
You lockd all your delights in, it would grieve you:
A little you would wander from the fondness
You owd your husband: I have lost a friend,
A noble friend, all that was excellent
In man, or man-kind, was containd within him,
That loss my wife — 

Enter Malfort.

Malf. Madam, your noble Father — 
A fee for my good news.

Cal. Why? what of him Sir?

Mal. Is lighted at the door, and longs to see you.

Calist. Attend him hither.

Clean. O my dear Lisander.
But Ile be merry: lets meet him my Calista.

Cal. I hope Lisanders love will now be buried:
My Father will bring joy enough for one moneth,
To put him out of memorie.

Enter Dorilaus, his arm in a scarff.

Dor. How do you Son?
Bless my fair child, I am come to visit yee,
To see what house you keep, they say you are bountifull,
I like the noise well, and I come to trie it.
Nere a great belly yet? how have you trifld?
If I had done so (Son) I should have heard ont
On both sides by Saint Denis.

Clean. You are nobly welcom Sir:
We have time enough for that.

Dorilaus. See how she blushes!
Tis a good sign youl mend your fault, how dost thou,
My good Calista?

Cal. Well, now I see you Sir;
I hope you bring a fruitfulness along with ye.

Dor. Good luck, I never miss, I was ever good at it:
Your mother groand fort wench, so did some other,
But I durst never tell.

Cal. How does your arm Sir?

Cle. Have you been let bloud of late?

Dor. Against my will Sir.

Cal. A fall dear Father?

Dor. No, a Gun, dear Daughter;
Two or three Guns; I have one here in my buttock,
Twould trouble a Surgeons teeth to pull it out.

Cal. O me! O me!

Dor. Nay, if you fall to fainting,
Tis time for me to trudge: art such a coward,
At the meer name of hurt to change thy colour?
I have been shot that men might see clean through me,
And yet I fainted not: besides my self,
Here are an hospital of hurt men for ye.

Enter Servants, wounded in several places.

Clean. What should this wonder be?

Cal. I am amazd at it.

Doril. What think ye of these? they are every one hurt soundly,
Hurt to the proof, they are through, and through I assure ye;
And thats good game, they scorn your puling scratches.

Cal. Who did this Sir?

Dor. Leave crying, and Ile tell you,
And get your plaisters, and your warm stupes ready:
Have you nere a Shepheard that can tarr us over?
Twill prove a business else, we are so many.
Coming to see you, I was set upon,
I and my men, as we were singing frolickly,
Not dreaming of an ambush of base Rogues,
Set on ith forest, I have forgot the name — 

Cle. Twixt this, and Fountaine-Bleau,
In the wild Forest?

Dor. The same, the same, in that accursed Forest,
Set on by villains, that make boot of all men,
The Peers of France are pillage there, they shot at us,
Hurt us, un-horsd us, came to the sword, there plid us,
Opprest us with fresh multitudes, fresh shot still,
Rogues that would hang themselves for a fresh doublet,
And for a Scarlet Cassock kill their Fathers.

Cle. Lighted you among these?

Dor. Among these murtherers,
Our poor blouds were ingagd: yet we strook bravely,
And more than once or twice we made them shun us,
And shrink their rugged heads: but we were hurt all.

Cle. How came you off? for I even long to hear that.

Dor. After our prayers made to Heaven to help us,
Or to be mercifull unto our souls;
So near we were. Alas poor wench, wipe, wipe.
See Heaven sends remedy.

Cal. I am glad tis come Sir,
My heart was even a bleeding in my body.

Dor. A curld hair Gentleman stept in, a stranger,
As he rod by, belike he heard our bickering,
Saw our distresses, drew his sword, and provd
He came to execute, and not to argue.
Lord what a lightning methought flew about him,
When he once tossd his blade! in face Adonis,
While peace inhabited between his eye-brows:
But when his noble anger stirrd his metal,
And blew his fierie parts into a flame,
Like Pallas, when she sits between two armies,
Viewing with horrid brows their sad events,
Such then he lookd: and as her shield had armd him.

Cal. This man Sir were a friend to give an age for.
This Gentleman I must love naturally:
Nothing can keep me off; I pray you go on Sir.

Dor. I will, for now you please me: this brave youth,
This bud of Mars, for yet he is no riper,
When once he had drawn bloud, and fleshd his sword,
Fitted his manly metal to his spirit,
How he bestirrd him! what a lane he made!
And through their fierie Bullets thrust securely:
The hardned villains wondring at his confidence,
Lame as I was I followd, and admird too,
And stirrd, and laid about me with new spirit,
My men too with new hearts thrust into action,
And down the Rogues went.

Cle. I am struck with wonder.

Dor. Remember but the storie of strong Hector,
When like to lightning he broke through his vanguard,
How the Greeks frighted ran away by Troops,
And trod down Troops to save their lives: so this man
Dispersd these slaves: had they been more and mightier,
He had come off the greater, and more wonder.

Cle. Where is the man, good Sir, that we may honour him?

Cal. That we may fall in superstition to him.

Dor. I know not that, from me he late departed,
But not without that pious care to see safe
Me, and my weak men lodgd, and dressd; I urgd him
First hither, that I might more freely thank him:
He told me he had business, cravd my pardon,
Business of much import.

Cle. Know you his name?

Dor. That he denyd me too: a vow had bard him.

Cal. In that he was not noble to be nameless.

Dor. Daughter you must remember him when I am dead,
And in a noble sort requite his piety,
Twas his desire to dedicate this service
To your fair thoughts.

Cal. He knows me then?

Dor. I namd you,
And namd you mine: I think thats all his knowledge.

Cle. No name, no being?

Cal. Now I am mad to know him:
Saving mine honour, any thing I had now
But to enjoy his sight, but his bare picture;
Make me his Saint, I must needs honour him.

Serv. I know his name.

Cal. Theres thy reward fort; speak it.

Ser. His man told me, but he desird my silence.

Cal. O Jasper speak, tis thy good Masters cause too:
We all are bound in gratitude to compel thee.

Ser. Lisander? Yes, I am sure it was Lisander,

Cal. Lisander? twas Lisander.

Cle. Tis Lisander. O my base thoughts! my wicked!
To make question this act could be another mans:
Tis Lisander, a handsome timberd man?

Ser. Yes.

Cle. My Lisander! Was this friends absence to be mournd?

Cal. I grant it:
Ile mourn his going now, and mourn it seriously:
When you weep for him, Sir, Ile bear you company.
That so much honour, so much honesty
Should be in one man, to do things thus bravely,
Make me his Saint, to me give this brave service:
What may I do to recompence his goodness?
I cannot tell.

Cle. Come Sir, I know you are sickly, so are your men.

Dor. I must confess I am weak,
And fitter for a bed than long discourses.

Cle. You shall hear to morrow, to morrow provide Surgeons.

Dor. Lisander — 

Cal. What new fire is this? Lisander — [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Lisander, and Lancelot.

Lis. Prethee good Lancelot remember that
Thy Masters life is in thy trust, and therefore
Be very carefull.

Lanc. I will lose mine own, rather than hazard yours.

Lisa. Take what disguise
You in your own discretion shall think fittest,
To keep your self unknown.

Lanc. I warrant ye;
Tis not the first time I have gone invisible:
I am as fine a Fairie in a business
Concerning night-work — 

Lisa. Leave your vanities:
With this purse (which deliverd,
You may spare your Oratory) convey this Letter to
Calistas woman.

Lanc. Tis a handsom girle, Mistris Clarinda.

Lisa. I have made her mine. You know your work.

Lan. And if I sweat not in it,
At my return discard me. [Exit.

Lisa. O Calista! the fairest! cruellest!

Enter Clarange.

Clar. So early stirring? a good day to you.

Lisa. I was viewing Sir,
The site of your house, and the handsomness about it:
Believe me it stands healthfully and sweetly.

Clar. The house and Master of it really
Are ever at your service.

Lisa. I return it:
Now if you please go forward in your storie
Of your dear friend and Mistris.

Clar. I will tell it,
And tell it short, because tis breakfast time,
(And love is a tedious thing to a quick stomach)
You eat not yester-night.

Lisa. I shall endure Sir.

Clara. My self (and as I then deliverd to you)
A Gentleman of noble hope, one Lidian,
Both brought up from our infancy together,
One company, one friendship, and one exercise
Ever affecting, one bed holding us,
One grief, and one joy parted still between us,
More than companions, twins in all our actions,
We grew up till we were men, held one heart still:
Time calld us on to Arms, we were one Souldier,
Alike we sought our dangers and our honours,
Gloried alike one in anothers nobleness:
When Arms had made us fit, we were one lover,
We lovd one woman, lovd without division,
And wood a long time with one fair affection;
And she, as it appears, loves us alike too.
At length considering what our love must grow to,
And covet in the end, this one was parted,
Rivals and honours make men stand at distance.
We then wood with advantage, but were friends still,
Saluted fairly, kept the peace of love,
We could not both enjoy the Ladies favour,
Without some scandal to her reputation,
We put it to her choice, this was her sentence,
To part both from her, and the last returning
Should be her Lord; we obeyd, and now you know it;
And for my part, (so truely I am touchd witht)
I will go far enough, and be the last too,
Or nere return.

Lisa. A sentence of much cruelty;
But mild, compard with whats pronouncd on me.
Our loving youth is born to many miseries.
What is that Lidian pray ye?

Clar. Calistas Brother, if ever you have heard of that fair Lady.

Lisa. I have seen her Sir.

Clar. Then you have seen a wonder.

Lisa. I do confess: of what years is this Lidian?

Clar. About my years: there is not much between us.

Lisa. I long to know him.

Clar. Tis a vertuous longing,
As many hopes hang on his noble head,
As blossoms on a bough in May, and sweet ones.

Lisa. Ye are a fair storie of your friend.

Clar. Of truth Sir: now, whats the matter?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. There is a Gentleman
At door, would speak with you on private business.

Clar. With me?

Serv. He saies so, and brings haste about him.

Clar. Wait on him in. [Exit Servant.

Lisa. I will retire the while, to the next room.

Clar. We shall not long disturb you.

Enter Alcidon.

Alci. Save ye, Sir.

Clara. The like to you, fair Sir: pray you come near.

Alci. Pray you instruct me for I know you not.
With Monsieur Clarange I would speak.

Clar. I am he, Sir:
Ye are nobly welcome; I wait your business.

Alci. This will inform you.

Clar. Will you please to sit down? [Reads.
He shall command me Sir, Ile wait upon him
Within this hour.

Alci. Yare a noble Gentleman,
Wilt please you bring a friend? we are two of us,
And pity either, Sir, should be unfurnishd.

Clar. I have none now, and the time is set so short,
Twill not be possible.

Alci. Do me the honour:
I know you are so full of brave acquaintance,
And worthy friends, you cannot want a partner:
I would be loth to stand still, Sir; besides,
You know the custom, and the vantage of it,
If you come in alone.

Clar. And I must meet it.

Alci. Send, wel defer an hour, let us be equal:
Games won and lost on equal terms shew fairest.

Clar. Tis to no purpose to send any whither,
Unless men be at home by Revelation:
So please you breath a while; when I have done with him,
You may be exercisd too: Ile trouble no man.

Enter Lisander.

Lisa. They are very loud. Now whats the news?

Clar. I must leave you,
Leave you a while, two hours hence Ile return friend.

Lisa. Why, whats the matter?

Clar. A little business.

Lisa. Andt be but a little, you may take me with ye.

Clar. Twill be a trouble to you.

Lisa. No indeed, to do you service, I account a pleasure.

Clar. I must alone.

Lisa. Why?

Clar. Tis necessity — 
Before you pass the walks, and back again,
I will be with ye.

Lisa. If it be not unmannerly
To press you, I would go.

Clar. Ile tell you true, Sir,
This Gentleman and I upon appointment,
Are going to visit a Lady.

Lisa. I am no Capuchin, why should not I go?

Alci. Take the Gentleman,
Come he may see the Gentlewoman too,
And be most welcom, I do beseech you take him.

Lis. By any means, I love to see a Gentlewoman,
A prettie wench too.

Clar. Well, Sir, well meet you,
And at the place: My service to the Lady.

Alci. I kiss your hand. [Exit.

Clar. Prethee read ore her Letter.

Lisander reads.

Monsieur,

I Know you have considered the dark sentence Olinda gave
us, and that (however she disguisd it) it pointed more at
our swords edges than our bodies banishments; the last must
injoy her: if we retire, our youths are lost in wandring;
in emulation we shall grow old men, and feeble, which is
the scorn of love, and rust of honour, and so return more
fit to wed our Sepulchers, than the Saint we aim at; let us
therefore make our journey short, and our hearts ready, and
with our swords in our hands put it to fortune, which shall
be worthy to receive that blessing, Ile stay you on the
mountain, our old hunting place, this Gentleman alone runs
the hazard with me, and so I kiss your hand.

Your Servant Lidian.

Is this your wench? youl find her a sharp Mistris.
What have I thrust my self into? is this that Lidian
You told me of?

Clar. The same.

Lisa. My Ladies Brother?
No cause to heave my sword against but his?
To save the Father yesterday, and this morning,
To help to kill the Son? this is most courteous!
The only way to make the Daughter doat on me.

Clar. Why do you muse? would ye go off?

Lisa. No, no, I must on now; this will be kindly taken;
No life to sacrifice, but part of hers?
Do you fight straight?

Clara. Yes, presently.

Lisan. To morrow then,
The balefull tidings of this day will break out,
And this nights Sun will set in bloud; I am troubld:
If I am killd, I am happy.

Clar. Will you go friend?

Lis. I am ready Sir, fortune thou hast made me monstrous.

[Exeunt.

Enter Malfort, and Clarinda.

Malf. Your cousin, and my true friend, lusty Leon,
Shall know how you use me.

Clar. Be more temperate,
Or I will never use, nor know you more
Ith way of a servant: all the house takes notice
Of your ridiculous fopperie; I have no sooner
Performd my duties in my Ladies chamber,
And she scarce down the stairs, but you appear
Like my evil spirit to me.

Malf. Can the fish live out of the water, or the Salamander
Out of the fire? or I live warm, but in
The frying-pan of your favour?

Cla. Pray you forget
Your curious comparisons, borrowed from
The pond, and kitchin, and remember what
My Ladies pleasure is for th entertainment
Of her noble Father.

Ma. I would learn the art of memory in your table book.

Cla. Very good sir, no more but up and ride, I apprehend
Your meaning, soft fire makes sweet mault Sir:
Ile answer you in a Proverb.

Mal. But one kiss from thy hony lip.

Cla. You fight too high, my hand is
A fair ascent from my foot, his slavering kisses
Spoil me more gloves, — enough for once, youl surfeit
With too much grace.

Mal. Have you no imployment for me?

C[la]. Yes, yes, go send for Leon, and convey him
Into the private Arbour, from his mouth
I hear your praises with more faith.

Ma. I am gone; yet one thing ere I go, theres at the door
The rarest Fortune-teller, he hath told me
The strangest things; he knows ye are my Mistris,
And under seal deliverd how many Children
I shall beget on you, pray you give him hearing,
Hel make it good to you.

Cla. A cunning man
Of your own making, howsoer Ile hear him
At your intreaty.

Mal. Now I perceive ye love me,
At my entreaty, come in friend — remember
To speak as I directed, he knows his lesson,
And the right way to please her; this it is
To have a head-piece. [Exit.

Enter Lancelot, like a Fortune-teller, with a Purse,
and two Letters in it.

Cla. Tis said you can tell fortunes to come.

Lan. Yes Mistris and whats past;
Unglove your hand, by this straight line I see
You have lain crooked.

Cla. How? lain crooked?

Lan. Yes; and in that posture plaid at the old game,
(No body hears me, and Ile be no blab)
And at it lost your maiden-head.

Cla. A shrewd fellow;
Tis truth, but not to be confessd; in this
Your palmistry deceives you, something else Sir.

Lan. Ye are a great woman with your Lady, and
Acquainted with her counsels.

Cla. Still more strange.

Lan. There is a noble Knight Lisander loves her,
Whom she regards not, and the destinies
With whom I am familiar, have deliverd
That by your means alone, he must enjoy her.
Your hand again, yes, yes; you have already
Promisd him your assistance, and whats more,
Tasted his bounty, for which, from the skye
There are 200. crowns droppd in a Purse,
Look back, youl find it true; nay, open it,
Tis good Gold I assure you.

Cla. How, two Letters? the first indorsd to me? this to my Lady?
Subscribd Lisander?

Lan. And the fortune-teller, his servant Lancelot.

Cla. How had I lost my eyes,
That I could not know thee? not a word of the loss
Of my virginity.

Lan. Nor who I am.

Cla. Ile use all speedy means for your dispatch
With a welcom answer, but till you receive it,
Continue thus disguisd, Monsieur Malfort
(You know the way to humour him) shall provide
A lodging for you, and good entertainment;
Nay, since we trade both one way, thou shalt have
Some feeling with me, take that.

Lan. Bountifull wench mayst thou nere want imployment.

Cla. Nor such pay boy. [Exeunt.

Enter Lidian, Alcidon, (at one door) Lisander,
Clarange, (at another.)

Lid. Youre welcom.

Alci. Let us do our office first,
And then make choice of a new piece of ground
To try our fortunes.

Lisa. Alls fair here.

Alci. And here, their swords are equal.

Lisa. If there be any odds in mine, we will exchange.

Alci. Wel talk of that
When we are farther off, farewel.

Lisa. Farewel friend. [Ex. Lisander, and Alcidon.

Lidi. Come let us not be idle.

Cla. I will find you imployment, fear not.

Lid. You know Sir, the cause that brings [u]s hither.

Cla. There needs no more discoursing,
No time, nor place for repetition now.

Lid. Let our swords argue, and I wish Clarange,
The proud Olinda saw us.

Cla. Would she did;
What ever estimation she holds of me,
She should behold me like a man fight for her.

Lid. Tis nobly said; set on love; and my fortune — 

Cla. The same for me, come home brave Lidian,
Twas manly thrust, this token to the Lady,
Ye have it Sir, deliver it, take breath,
I see ye bleed apace, ye shall have fair play.

Enter Lisander.

Lis. You must lye there a while, I cannot help you.

Lid. Nay, then my fortunes gone, I know I must dye:
Yet dearly will I sell my love, come on both,
And use your fortunes, I expect no favour;
Weak as I am, my confidence shall meet ye.

Cla. Yield up your cause and live.

Lid. What dost thou hold me?
A recreant, that prefers life before credit?
Though I bleed hard, my honour finds no Issue,
Thats constant to my heart.

Cla. Have at your life then.

Lis. Hold, or Ile turn, and bend my sword against ye;
My cause Clarange too, view this brave Gentleman,
That yet may live to kill you, he stands nobly,
And has as great a promise of the day
As you can tye unto your self, hes ready,
His sword as sharp, view him with that remembrance,
That you deliverd him to me Clarange:
And with those eyes, that clearness will become ye:
View him, as you reported him; survey him,
Fix on your friendship Sir, I know you are noble,
And step but inward to your old affection;
Examine but that soul grew to your bosom,
And try then if your sword will bite, it cannot,
The edge will turn again, ashamd, and blunted;
Lidian, you are the pattern of fair friendship,
Exampled for your love, and imitated,
The Temple of true hearts, stord with affections,
For sweetness of your spirit made a Saint,
Can you decline this nobleness to anger?
To mortal anger? gainst the man ye love most?
Have ye the name of vertuous, not the nature?

Lid. I will sit down.

Clar. And Ile sit by you, Lidian.

Lis. And Ile go on, can Heaven be pleasd with these things?
To see two hearts that have been twind together,
Married in friendship to the world, to wonder,
Of one growth, of one nourishment, one health,
Thus mortally divorcd for one weak woman?
Can love be pleasd? love is a gentle spirit,
The wind that blows the April flowers, not softer;
She is drawn with doves to shew her peacefulness,
Lions and bloody Pards are Marss servants;
Would ye serve love? do it with humbleness,
Without a noise, with still prayers, and soft murmurs;
Upon her Altars offer your obedience,
And not your brawls; shes won with tears, not terrors:
That fire ye kindle to her deity
Is only gratefull when its blown with sighs,
And holy Incense flung with white hand-innocence;
Ye wound her now; ye are too superstitious,
No sacrifice of bloud, or death she longs for.

Lid. Came he from Heaven?

Clar. He tells us truth good Lidian.

Lisa. That part of noble love which is most sweet,
And gives eternal being to fair beauty,
Honour, you hack i pieces with your swords,
And that ye fight to crown, ye kill, fair credit.

Clar. Thus we embrace, no more fight, but all friendship,
And where love pleases to bestow his benefits,
Let us not argue.

Lid. Nay, brave Sir, come in too;
You may love also, and may hope, if ye do,
And not rewarded fort, there is no justice;
Farewel friend, here lets part upon our pilgrimage,
It must be so, Cupid draws on our sorrows.
And where the lot lights — 

Clar. I shall count it happiness,
Farewel, dear friend.

Lis. First, lets relieve the Gentleman
That lyes hurt in your cause, and bring him off,
And take some care for your hurts, then I will part too,
A third unfortunate, and willing wanderer. [Exeunt.

Enter Olinda, and Calista.

Oli. My fears foresaw twould come to this.

Cal. I would your sentence had been milder.

Olln. Tis past help now.

Cal. I share in your despair, and yet my hopes
Have not quite left me, since all possible means
Are practised to prevent the mischief following
Their mortal meeting, my Lord is coasted one way,
My Father, though his hurts forbad his travel,
Hath took another, my Brother in Law Beronte
A third, and every minute we must look for
The certain knowledge, which we must endure
With that calm patience heavn shall please to lend us.

Enter Dorilaus, and Cleander, severally.

Dor. Dead both?

Clea. Such is the rumour, and tis general.

Olin. I hear my passing bell.

Cal. I am in a fevour.

Cle. They say their seconds too; but what they are,
Is not known yet, some worthy fellows certain.

Dor. Where had you knowledge?

Clea. Of the Country people, tis spoken every where.

Dor. I heard it so too;
And tis so common, I do half believe it,
You have lost a Brother, wench, he lovd you well,
And might have livd to have done his country service,
But he is gone, thou fellst untimely, Lidian,
But by a valiant hand, thats some small comfort,
And took him with thee too, thou lovst brave company,
Weeping will do no good, you lost a servant,
He might have livd to have been your Master, Lady,
But you feard that.

Olin. Good Sir, be tender to me,
The news is bad enough, you need not press it,
I lovd him well, I lovd em both.

Dor. It seems so.
How many more have you to love so Lady?
They were both fools to fight for such a Fiddle;
Certain there was a dearth of noble anger,
When a slight woman was thought worth a quarrel.

Olin. Pray you think nobler.

Dor. Ile tell thee what I think, the plague, war, famine,
Nay put in dice and drunkenness (and those
Youl grant are pretty helps) kill not so many
(I mean so many noble) as your loves do,
Rather your lewdness, I crave your mercy, women,
Be not offended if I anger ye.
I am sure ye have touchd me deep, I came to be merry,
And with my children, but to see one ruind
By this fell accident — are they all dead?
If they be, speak?

Clean. What news?

Enter Beronte, Alcidon, Clarinda, following with a
Letter.

Ber. What, dead? ye pose me;
I understand you not.

Clea. My Brother Lidian, Clarange, and their seconds.

Ber. Here is one of em, and sure this Gentlemans alive.

Alci. I hope so, so is your Son, Sir, so is brave Clarange:
They fought indeed, and they were hurt sufficiently;
We were all hurt, that bred the general rumour,
But friends again all, and like friends we parted.

Clea. Heard ye of Lisander?

Ber. Yes, and missd him narrowly:
He was one of the combatants, fought with this Gentleman,
Second against your Brother, by his wisdom
(For certainly good fortune follows him)
All was made peace, Ile tell you the rest at dinner,
For we are hungry.

Alci. I before I eat
Must pay a vow I am sworn to; my life, Madam,
Was at Lisanders mercy, I live by it;
And for the noble favour, he desird me
To kiss your fair hand for him, offering
This second service as a Sacrifice
At the Altar of your vertues.

Dor. Come joy on all sides;
Heaven will not suffer honest men to perish.

Clea. Be proud of such a friend.

Dor. Forgive me, Madam,
It was a grief might have concernd you near too.

Clea. No work of excellence but still Lisander,
Go thy waies, Worthy.

Olin. Wel be merry too,
Were I to speak again, I would be wiser.

[Ex. Manent Cal. Clarin.

Cal. Too much of this rare cordial makes me sick,
However I obey you.

Clarin. Now or never is an apt time to move her, Madam.

Cal. Whos that?

Clarin. Your servant, I would speak with your Ladyship.

C[al]. Why dost thou look about?

Clarin. I have private business
That none must hear but your Lisander — 

Cal. Where?

Clar. Nay, is not here, but would entreat this favour,
Some of your Balsam from your own hand given,
For he is much hurt, and that he thinks would cure him.

Cal. He shall have all, my Prayers too.

Clar. But conceive me,
It must be from your self immediately,
Pity so brave a Gentleman should perish,
He is superstitious, and he holds your hand
Of infinite power; I would not urge this, Madam,
But only in a mans extreams to help him.

Cal. Let him come (good wench) tis that I wish, I am happy int,
My husband his true friend, my noble father,
The fair Olinda, all desire to see him;
He shall have many hands.

Clar. That he desires not,
Nor eyes but yours, to look upon his miseries,
For then he thinks twould be no perfect cure, Madam,
He would come private.

Cal. How can that be here?
I shall do wrong unto all those that honour him,
Besides my credit.

Clar. Dare ye not trust a hurt man?
Not strain a courtesie to save a Gentleman?
To save his life that has savd all your family?
A man that comes like a poor mortifid Pilgrim,
Only to beg a Blessing and depart again?
He would but see you, that he thinks would cure him.
But since you find fit reasons to the contrary,
And that it cannot stand with your clear honour,
Though you best know how well he has deservd of ye:
Ill send him word back though I grieve to do it,
Grieve at my soul, for certainly twill kill him,
What your will is.

Cal. Stay, I will think upont; where is he, Wench?

Clar. If you desire to see him,
Let not that trouble you, he shall be with you,
And in that time that no man shall suspect ye;
Your honour, Madam, is in your own free keeping;
Your care in me; in him all honesty;
If ye desire him not, let him pass by ye,
And all this business reckon but a dream.

C[a]l, Go in, and counsel me, I would fain see him,
And willingly comfort him.

Clar. Tis in your power;
And if you dare trust me, you shall do it safely,
Read that, and let that tell you, how he honours you.

[Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.
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Enter Clarinda with a Key, and Leon.

Leon. This happy Night. [Kisses her.

Clar. Preserve this eagerness
Till we meet nearer, there is something done
Will give us opportunity.

Leon. Witty Girl, the plot?

Clar. You shall hear that at leisure,
The whole house reels with joy at the report
Of Lidians safety, and that joy encreasd
From their affection to the brave Lisander,
In being made the happy instrument to compound
The bloudy difference.

Leon. They will hear shortly that
Will turn their mirth to mourning, he was then
The principal means to save two lives, but since
There are two faln, and by his single hand,
For which his life must answer, if the King,
Whose arm is long, can reach him.

Clar. We have now no spare time to hear stories, take this Key,
Twill make your passage to the banquetting house
Ith Garden free.

Leon. You will not fail to come?

Clar. For mine own sake ner doubt it; now for Lisander.

[Exit.

Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, Servants with lights.

Dor. To bed, to bed, tis very late.

Clean. To bed all, I have drunk a health too much.

Dor. Youll sleep the better,
My usual physick that way.

Clean. Wheres your Mistriss?

Clar. She is above, but very ill, and aguish;
The late fright of her Brother has much troubld her:
She would entreat to lye alone.

Clean. Her pleasure.

Dor. Commend my love to her, and my Prayers for her health,
Ill see her ere I go. [Exeunt; manet Clarinda.

Clar. All good rest to ye;
Now to my watch for Lisander, when he is furnishd,
For mine own friend, since I stand Centinel,
I love to laugh ith evenings too, and may,
The priviledg of my place will warrant it. [Exit.

Enter Lisander, and Lancelot.

Lis. You have done well hitherto; where are we now?

Lanc. Not far from the house, I hear by th Owls,
There are many of your Welch falkoners about it;
Here were a night to chuse to run away with
Another mans Wife, and do the feat.

Lis. Peace Knave,
The house is here before us, and some may hear us;
The Candles are all out.

Lanc. But one ith Parlour,
I see it simper hither, pray come this way.

Lis. Step to the Garden-door, and feel andt be open.

Lan. I am going, luck deliver me from the saw-pits,
Or I am buried quick; I hear a Dog,
No, tis a Cricket, ha? heres a Cuckold buried,
Take heed of his horns, Sir, heres the door, tis open.

[Clarinda at the door.

Clar. Whos there?

Lis. Friend.

Clar. Sir, Lisander?

Lis. I.

Clar. Ye are welcome, follow me, and make no noise.

Lis. Go to your horse, and keep your watch with care, Sirrah,
And be sure ye sleep not.

[Exeunt Lisander, Clarinda.

Lan. Send me out the Dairy-maid
To play at trump with me, and keep me waking,
My fellow horse and I must now discourse
Like two learned Almanack-Makers, of the Stars,
And tell what a plentiful year twill prove of Drunkards.
If I had but a pottle of Sack, like a sharp prickle,
To knock my Nose against when I am nodding,
I should sing like a Nightingale, but I must
Keep watch without it, I am apt to dance,
Good fortune guide me from the Faries Circles. [Exit.

Enter Clarinda with a Taper, and Lisander with a
Pistol, two Chairs set out.

Clar. Come near, [Calista sitting behind a Curtain.
Ill leave ye now, draw but that Curtain,
And have your wish; now, Leon, I am for thee;
We that are servants must make use of stoln hours,
And be glad of snatchd occasions. [Exit.

Lis. She is asleep,
Fierce Love hath closd his lights, I may look on her,
Within her eyes has lockt the graces up,
I may behold and live; how sweet she breaths!
The orient morning breaking out in odours
Is not so full of perfumes, as her breath is;
She is the abstract of all Excellence, and scorns a Parallel.

Cal. Whos there?

Lis. Your servant, your most obedient slave (adored Lady)
That comes but to behold those eyes again,
And pay some Vows I have to sacred Beauty,
And so pass by; I am blind as ignorance,
And know not where I wander, how I live,
Till I receive from their bright influence
Light to direct me, for Devotions sake,
You are the Saint I tread these holy steps to,
And holy Saints are all relenting sweetness,
Be not enragd, nor be not angry with me;
The greatest attribute of Heaven is mercy;
And tis the Crown of Justice, and the glory
Where it may kill with right, to save with pity.

Cal. Why do you kneel? I know you come to mock me,
Tupbraid me with the benefits you have givn me,
Which are too many, and too mighty, Sir,
For my return; and I confess tis justice,
That for my cruelty you should despise me,
And I expect however you are calm now,
A foyl you strive to set your cause upon,
It will break out; Calista is unworthy,
Coy, proud, disdainful, I acknowledge all,
Colder of Comfort than the frozen North is,
And more a stranger to Lisanders worth,
His youth and faith, than it becomes her gratitude,
I blush to grant it, yet take this along,
A soveraign medicine to allay displeasure,
May be an argument to bring me off too;
She is married, and she is chaste; how sweet that sounds!
How it perfumes all air tis spoken in!
O dear Lisander! would you break this union?

Lis. No, I adore it; let me kiss your hand,
And seal the fair faith of a Gentleman on it.

Cal. You are truly valiant, would it not afflict ye
To have the horrid name of Coward touch you?
Such is the Whore to me.

Lis. I nobly thank ye;
And may I be the same when I dishonour ye;
This I may do again. [Kissing her hand.

Cal. Ye may, and worthily;
Such comforts Maids may grant with modesty,
And neither make her poor nor wrong her bounty;
Noble Lisander, how fond now am I of ye!
I heard you were hurt.

Lis. You dare not heal me, Lady?
I am hurt here; how sweetly now she blushes!
Excellent Objects kill our sight, she blinds me;
The Roses in the pride of May shew pale to her;
O Tyrant, Custom! and O Coward, Honour!
How ye compel me to put on mine own Chains!
May I not kiss ye now in superstition?
For you appear a thing that I would kneel to;
Let me err that way. [Kisses her.

Cal. Ye shall err for once, I have a kind of noble pity on you,
Among your manly sufferings, make this most,
To err no farther in desire, for then, Sir,
You add unto the gratitudes I owe you;
And after death, your dear friends soul shall bless you.

Lis. I am wondrous honest.

Cal. I dare try. [Kisses.

Lis. I have tasted a blessedness too great for dull mortality,
Once more, and let me dye.

Cal. I dare not murther,
How will maids curse me if I kill with kisses!
And young men flye th embraces of fair Virgins?
Come, pray sit down, but lets talk temperately.

Lis. Is my dear friend abed?

Cal. Yes, and asleep;
Secure asleep, tis midnight too, Lisander,
Speak not so loud.

Lis. You see I am a Statue,
I could not stand else as I had eaten Ice,
Or took into my bloud a drowzie Poyson,
And Natures noblest, brightest flame burns in me;
Midnight? and I stand quietly to behold it so?
The Alarm rung, and I sleep like a Coward?
I am worn away, my faith, my dull obedience
Like Crutches, carry my decayed Body
Down to the Grave, I have no youth within me,
Yet happily you love too.

Cal. Love with honour.

Lis. Honour? whats that? tis but a specious title
We should not prize too high.

Cal. Dearer than life.

Lis. The value of it is as time hath made it,
And time and custome have too far insulted,
We are no gods, to be always tyed to strictness,
Tis a presumption to shew too like em;
March but an hour or two under Loves Ensigns,
We have Examples of great memories — 

Cal. But foul ones too, that greatness cannot cover,
That Wife that by Example sins, sins double,
And pulls the Curtain open to her shame too;
Methinks to enjoy you thus — 

Lis. Tis no joy, Lady,
A longing Bride if she stop here, would cry,
The Bridegroom too, and with just cause curse Hymen;
But yield a little, be one hour a Woman,
(I do not speak this to compel you, Lady)
And give your Will but motion, let it stir
But in the taste of that weak fears call evil,
Try it to understand it, well do nothing,
Youll ner come to know pure good else.

Cal. Fie, Sir.

Lis. I have found a way, lets slip into this errour
As Innocents, that know not what we did;
As we were dreaming both, let us embrace;
The sin is none of ours then, but our fancies;
What have I said? what blasphemy to honour?
O my base thoughts! pray ye take this and shoot me.
My Villain thoughts! [Noise within.

Cal. I weep your miseries, and would to heaven — what noise?

Lis. It comes on louder.
Kill me, and save your self; save your fair honour,
And lay the fault on me, let my life perish,
My base lascivious life, shoot quickly, Lady.

Cal. Not for the World, retire behind the hangings,
And there stand close — my husband, close, Lisander.

Enter Cleander with a Taper.

Clean. Dearest, are you well?

Cal. O my sad heart, my head, my head.

Clean. Alas, poor soul! what do you do out of your bed?
You take cold, my Calista; how do ye?

Cal. Not so well, Sir, to lie by ye, my Brothers fright — 

Clean. I had a frightful dream too,
A very frightful dream, my best Calista;
Methought there came a Dragon to your Chamber,
A furious Dragon (Wife) I yet shake at it;
Are all things well?

Lis. Shall I shoot him?

Cal. No, all well, Sir,
Twas but your care of me, your loving care,
Which always watches.

Clean. And methought he came
As if he had risen thus out of his Den,
As I do from these Hangings.

Lis. Dead.

Cal. Hold, good Sir.

Clean. And forcd ye in his arms thus.

Cal. Twas but fancy
That troubled ye, heres nothing to disturb me,
Good Sir, to rest again, and I am now drowzie,
And will to bed; make no noise, dear Husband,
But let me sleep; before you can call any body, I am abed.

Clean. This, and sweet rest dwell with ye. [Exit.

Cal. Come out again, and as you love, Lisander,
Make haste away, you see his mind is troubled;
Do you know the door ye came in at?

Lis. Well, sweet Lady.

Cal. And can ye hit it readily?

Lis. I warrant ye;
And must I go? Must here end all my happiness?
Here in a dream, as if it had no substance?

Cal. For this time, friend, or here begin our ruins;
We are both miserable.

Lis. This is some comfort
In my afflictions; they are so full already,
They can find no encrease.

Cal. Dear, speak no more.

Lis. You must be silent then.

Cal. Farewel, Lisander, thou joy of man, farewel.

Lis. Farewel, bright Lady,
Honour of woman-kind, a heavenly blessing.

Cal. Be ever honest.

Lis. I will be a dog else;
The vertues of your mind Ill make my Library,
In which Ill study the celestial beauty;
Your Constancy, my Armour that Ill fight in;
And on my Sword your Chastity shall sit,
Terrour to rebel bloud.

Cal. Once more, farewel; [Noise within.
O that my modesty coud hold you still, Sir — he comes again.

Lis. Heaven keep my hand from murther,
Murther of him I love.

Cal. Away, dear friend,
Down to the Garden stairs, that way, Lisander,
We are betrayd else.

Enter Cleander.

Lis. Honour guard the innocent. [Exit Lisander.

Clean. Still up? I feard your health.

Cal. Has missd him happily;
I am going now, I have done my meditations,
My hearts almost at peace.

Clean. To my warm Bed then.

Cal. I will, pray ye lead. [A Pistol shot within.

Clean. A Pistol shot ith house?
At these hours? sure some thief, some murtherer;
Rise, ho! rise all, I am betrayd.

Cal. O Fortune!
O giddy thing! he has met some opposition,
And killd; I am confounded, lost for ever.

Enter Dorilaus.

Dor. Now, whats the matter?

Clean. Thieves, my noble Father, Villains and Rogues.

Dor. Indeed! I heard a Pistol, lets search about.

Enter Malfort, Clarinda, and Servants.

Mal. To bed again, they are gone, Sir,
I will not bid you thank my valour fort;
Gone at the Garden door; there were a dozen,
And bravely armd, I saw em.

Clar. I am glad, glad at the heart.

Serv. One shot at me, and missd me.

Mal. No, twas at me, the Bullet flew close by me,
Close by my ear; another had a huge Sword,
Flourishd it thus; but at the point I met him,
But the Rogue taking me to be your Lordship,
(As sure your Name is terrible, and we
Not much unlike in the dark) roard out aloud,
Tis the kill-Crow, Dorilaus, and away
They ran as they had flown; now you must love me,
Or fear me for my Courage, Wench.

Clar. O Rogue!
O lying Rogue, Lisander stumbled, Madam,
At the Stairs-head, and in the fall the shot went off;
Was gone before they rose.

Cal. I thank Heaven fort.

Clar. I was frighted too, it spoild my game with Leon.

Cle. You must sit up; and they had come to your Chamber
What pranks would they have plaid! how came the door open?

Ma. I heard em when they forcd it; up I rose,
Took Durindana in my hand; and like
Orlando, issud forth.

Clar. I know you are valiant.

Clean. To bed again,
And be you henceforth provident, at sun-rising
We must part for a while.

Dor. When you are a bed,
Take leave of her, there twill be worth the taking;
Here tis but a cold Ceremony, ere long
Well find Lisander, or we have ill-fortune.

Clean. Lock all the doors fast.

Mal. Though they all stood open,
My name writ on the door, they dare not enter. [Exeunt.

Enter Clarange, Fryar with a letter.

Clar. Turnd Hermit?

Fry. Yes, and a devout one too; I heard him preach.

Clar. That lessens my belief,
For though I grant my Lidian a Scholar,
As far as fits a Gentleman, he hath studied
Humanity, and in that he is a Master;
Civility of manners, Courtship, Arms;
But never aimd at (as I could perceive)
The deep points of Divinity.

Fry. That confirms his
Devotion to be real, no way tainted
With ostentation, or hyp[ocr]isie,
The cankers of Religion; his Sermon
So full of gravity, and with such sweetness
Deliverd, that it drew the admiration
Of all the hearers on him; his own Letters
To you, which witness he will leave the World,
And these to fair Olinda, his late Mistriss,
In which he hath with all the moving language
That ever expressd Rhetorick, solicited
The Lady to forget him, and make you
Blessed in her embraces, may remove
All scrupulous doubts.

Clar. It strikes a sadness in me.
I know not what to think of t.

Fry. Ere he entred
His solitary Cell, he pend a Ditty,
His long, and last farewel to Love and Women,
So feelingly, that I confess however
It stands not with my order to be taken
With such poetical Raptures; I was movd,
And strangely with it.

Clar. Have you the Copy?

Fry. Yes, Sir;
My Novice too can sing it, if you please
To give him hearing.

Clar. And it will come timely,
For I am full of melancholy thoughts,
Against which I have heard with reason Musick
To be the speediest cure, pray you apply it.

A Song by the Novice.

Adieu fond love, farewel you wanton powers,
I am free again;
Thou dull Disease of bloud, and idle hours;
Bewitching pain,
Flye to the Fools that sigh away their time,
My nobler love to Heaven doth climb,
And there behold Beauty still young,
That Time can ner corrupt, nor Death destroy;
Immortal sweetness by fair Angels sung,
And honourd by Eternity and Joy:
There lives my love, thither my hopes aspire,
Fond love declines, this heavenly [love] grows higher.

Fri. How do ye approve it?

Clar. To its due desert,
It is a Heavenly Hymn, no ditty Father,
It passes through my ears unto my soul,
And works divinely on it; give me leave
A little to consider; shall I be
Outdone in all things? nor good of my self,
Nor by example? shall my loose hope still,
The viands of a fond affection, feed me
As I were a sensual beast? spiritual food
Refusd by my sick palat? tis resolvd.
How far off Father, doth this new made Hermit
Make his abode?

Fri. Some two dayes journey Son.

Clar. Having reveald my fair intentions to ye,
I hope your piety will not deny me
Your aids to further em?

Fri. That were against a good mans charity.

Clar. My first request is,
You would some time, for reasons I will shew you,
Defer delivery of Lidians Letters
To fair Olinda.

Fri. Well Sir.

Clar. For what follows,
You shall direct me; something I will do,
A new born zeal, and friendship prompts me to. [Ex.

Enter Dorilaus, Cleander, Chamberlain, Table,
Tapers, and three stools.

Clea. We have suppd well friend; let our beds be ready,
We must be stirring early.

Cham. They are made Sir.

Dor. I cannot sleep yet, wheres the jovial host
You told me of? thas been my custom ever
To parley with mine host.

Clea. Hes a good fellow,
And such a one I know you love to laugh with;
Go call your Master up.

Cham. He cannot come Sir.

Dor. Is he a bed with his wife?

Cham. No certainly.

Dor. Or with some other guests?

Cham. Neither andt like ye.

Clea. Why then he shall come by your leave my friend,
Ile fetch him up my self.

Cham. Indeed youl fail Sir.

Dor. Is he ith house?

Cham. No, but he is hard by Sir;
He is fast ins grave, he has been dead these three weeks.

Dor. Then o my conscience he will come but lamely,
And discourse worse.

Clean. Farewel mine honest Host then,
Mine honest merry Host; will you to bed yet?

Dor. No, not this hour, I prethee sit and chat by me.

Clean. Give us a quart of wine then, wel be merry.

Dor. A match my Son; pray let your wine be living,
Or lay it by your Master.

Cham. It shall be quick Sir. [Exit.

Dor. Has not mine Host a wife?

[Clean.] A good old woman.

Dor. Another coffin, that is not so handsom;
Your Hostesses in Innes should be blith things,
Pretty, and young to draw in passengers;
Shel never fill her beds well, if she be not beauteous.

Clean. And courteous too.

Enter Chamberlain, with wine.

Dor. I, I, and a good fellow,
That will mistake sometimes a Gentleman
For her good man; well done; heres to Lisander.

Clean. My full love meets it; make fire in our lodgings,
Wel trouble thee no farther; to your Son. [Ex. Cham.

Dor. Put in Clarange too; off witht, I thank ye;
This wine drinks merrier still, O for mine Host now,
Were he alive again, and well disposd,
I would so claw his pate.

Clean. Yare a hard drinker.

Dor. I love to make mine Host drunk, he will lye then
The rarest, and the roundest, of his friends,
His quarrels, and his guests, and they are the best bauds too,
Take em in that tune.

Clean. You know all.

Dor. I did Son, but time, and arms have worn me out.

Clea. Tis late Sir, I hear none stirring. [A lute is struck.

Dor. Hark, whats that, a Lute?
Tis at the door I think.

Clean. The doors are shut fast.

Dor. Tis morning sure, the Fiddlers are got up
To fright mens sleeps, have we nere a pispot ready?

Clean. Now I remember, I have heard mine Host thats dead
Touch a lute rarely, and as rarely sing too,
A brave still mean.

Dor. I would give a brace of French Crowns
To see him rise and Fiddle — Hark, a Song.

A SONG.

Tis late and cold, stir up the fire;
Sit close, and draw the Table nigher;
Be merry, and drink wine thats old,
A hearty medicine gainst a cold.
Your bed of wanton downs the best,
Where you shall tumble to your rest;
I could wish you wenches too,
But I am dead and cannot do;
Call for the best the house may ring,
Sack, White, and Claret let them bring,
And drink apace while breath you have,
Youl find but cold drink in the grave;
Plover, Partridge for your dinner,
And a Capon for the sinner,
You shall find ready when you are up,
And your horse shall have his sup:
Welcom welcom shall flye round,
And I shall smile though under ground.

Clean. Now as I live, it is his voice.

Dor. He sings well, the Devil has a pleasant pipe.

Clean. The fellow lyed sure.

Enter Host.

He is not dead, hes here: how pale he looks!

Dor. Is this he?

Clean. Yes.

Host. You are welcom noble Gentlemen,
My brave old guest most welcom.

Clean. Lying knaves,
To tell us you were dead, come sit down by us,
We thank ye for your Song.

Host. Would t had been better.

Dor. Speak, are ye dead?

Host. Yes indeed am I Gentlemen,
I have been dead these three weeks.

Dor. Then heres to ye, to comfort your cold body.

Clean. What do ye mean? stand further off.

Dor. I will stand nearer to him,
Shall he come out ons coffin to bear us company,
And we not bid him welcom? come mine Host,
Mine honest Host, heres to ye.

Host. Spirits Sir, drink not.

Clea. Why do ye appear?

Host. To wait upon ye Gentlemen,
Thas been my duty living, now my farewel;
I fear ye are not usd accordingly.

Dor. I could wish you warmer company mine Host,
How ever we are usd.

Host. Next to entreat a courtesie,
And then I go to peace.

Clea. Ist in our power?

Host. Yes and tis this, to see my body buried
In holy ground, for now I lye unhallowed,
By the clarks fault; let my new grave be made
Amongst good fellows, that have died before me,
And merry Hostes of my kind.

Clea. It shall be done.

Dor. And forty stoops of wine drank at thy funeral.

Clea. Do you know our travel?

Host. Yes, to seek your friends,
That in afflictions wander now.

Clean. Alas!

Host. Seek em no farther, but be confident
They shall return in peace.

Dor. Theres comfort yet.

Clea. Pray ye one word more, ist in your power mine Host,
Answer me softly, some hours before my death,
To give me warning?

Host. I cannot tell ye truly,
But if I can, so much alive I lovd ye,
I will appear again, adieu. [Exit.

Dor. Adieu, Sir.

Cle. I am troubld; these strange apparitions are
For the most part fatal.

Dor. This if told, will not
Find credit, the light breaks apace, lets lie down
And take some little rest, an hour or two,
Then do mine hosts desire, and so return,
I do believe him.

Clean. So do I, to rest, Sir. [Exeunt.

Enter Calista, and Clarinda.

Cal. Clarinda?

Clarin. Madam.

Cal. Is the house well ordered?
The doors lookd to now in your Masters absence?
Your care, and diligence amongst the Servants?

Clarin. I am stirring, Madam.

Cal. So thou art, Clarinda,
More than thou oughtst I am sure, why dost thou blush?

Clarin. I do not blush.

Cal. Why dost thou hang thy head wench?

Clarin. Madam, ye are deceivd, I look upright,
I understand ye not: she has spied Leon, [Aside.
Shame of his want of caution.

Cal. Look on me; what, blush again?

Clarin. Tis more than I know, Madam;
I have no cause that I find yet.

Cal. Examine then.

Clarin. Your Ladyship is set I think to shame me.

Cal. Do not deservt, who lay with you last night?
What bed-fellow had ye? none of the maids came near ye.

Clarin. Madam, they did.

Cal. Twas one in your Cousins cloaths then,
And wore a sword; and sure I keep no Amazons;
Wench do not lye, twill but proclaim thee guilty;
Lyes hide our sins like nets; like perspectives,
They draw offences nearer still, and greater:
Come, tell the truth.

Clarin. You are the strangest Lady
To have these doubts of me; how have I livd, Madam?
And which of all my careful services deserves these shames?

Cal. Leave facing, twill not serve ye,
This impudence becomes thee worse than lying.
I thought ye had livd well, and I was proud oft;
But you are pleasd to abuse my thoughts; who wast?
Honest repentance yet will make the fault less.

Clarin. Do ye compel me? do you stand so strict too?
Nay, then have at ye; I shall rub that sore, Madam,
(Since ye provoke me) will but vex your Ladyship;
Let me alone.

Cal. I will know.

Clarin. For your own peace,
The peace of your own conscience ask no farther;
Walk in, and let me alone.

Cal. No, I will know all.

Clar. Why, then Ile tell ye, twas a man I lay with,
Never admire, tis easie to be done, Madam,
And usual too, a proper man I lay with;
Why should you vex at that? young as Lisander,
And able too; I grudge not at your pleasure,
Why should you stir at mine? I steal none from ye.

Cal. And dost thou glory in this sin?

Cla. I am glad ont, to glory int is for a mighty Lady
That may command.

Cal. Why didst thou name Lisander?

Clari. Does it anger ye? does it a little gall ye?
I know it does, why would ye urge me Lady?
Why would ye be so curious to compel me?
I namd Lisander as my president,
The rule I errd by, you love him, I know it,
I grudgd not at it, but am pleasd it is so;
And by my care and diligence you enjoyd him,
Shall I for keeping counsel, have no comfort?
Will you have all your self? ingross all pleasure
Are ye so hard hearted? why do ye blush now, Madam?

Cal. My anger blushes, not my shame, base woman.

Clari. Ile make your shame blush, since you put me tot.
Who lay with you tother night?

Cal. With me? ye monster.

Clari. Whose sweet embraces circled ye? not your husbands;
I wonder ye dare touch me in this point, Madam?
Stir her against ye in whose hand your life lies?
More than your life, your honour? what smug Amazon
Was that I brought you? that maid had nere a petticoat?

Cal. Shel half perswade me anon, I am a beast too,
And I mistrust my self, though I am honest
For giving her the Helm, thou knowest, Clarinda,
(Evn in thy conscience) I was ever vertuous;
As far from lust in meeting with Lisander,
As the pure wind in welcoming the morning;
In all the co[n]versation I had with him,
As free, and innocent, as yon fair Heaven;
Didst not thou perswade me too?

Clarin. Yes, I had reason fort,
And now you are perswaded Ile make use ont.

Cal. If I had sind thus, and my youth enticd me,
The nobleness and beauty of his person,
Beside the mighty benefits I am bound to,
Is this sufficient warrant for thy weakness?
If I had been a whore, and cravd thy counsel
In the conveyance of my fault and faithfulness,
Thy secrecie, and truth in hiding of it;
Is it thy justice to repay me thus?
To be the Master sinner to compel me?
And build thy lusts security on mine honour?

Cla. They that love this sin, love their security;
Prevention, Madam, is the nail I knockd at,
And I have hit it home, and so Ile hold it,
And you must pardon me, and be silent too,
And suffer what ye see, and suffer patiently;
I shall do worse else.

Cal. Thou canst not touch my credit:
Truth will not suffer me to be abusd thus.

Clarin. Do not you stick to truth, she is seldom heard, Madam,
A poor weak tongue she has, and that is hoarse too
With pleading at the bars, none understand[s] her,
Or if you had her, what can she say for ye?
Must she not swear he came at midnight to ye,
The door left open, and your husband cozend
With a feignd sickness?

Cal. But by my soul I was honest, thou knowst I was honest.

Clarin. Thats all one what I know,
What I will testifie is that shall vex ye;
Trust not a guilty rage with likelihoods,
And on apparent proof, take heed of that, Madam;
If you were innocent (as it may be ye are)
I do not know, I leave it to your conscience,
It were the weakest and the poorest part of ye,
Men being so willing to believe the worst,
So open eyed in this age to all infamie,
To put your fame in this weak bark to the venture.

Cal. What do I suffer! O my precious honour,
Into what box of evils have I lockd thee!
Yet rather than be thus outbravd, and by
My drudg, my footstool, one that sued to be so;
Perish both life, and honour. Devil thus
I dare thy worst, defie thee, spit at thee,
And in my vertuous rage, thus trample on thee;
Awe me thy Mistris, whore, to be thy baud?
Out of my house, proclaim all that thou knowest,
Or malice can invent, fetch jealousie
From Hell, and like a furie breath it in
The bosom of my Lord; and to thy utmost
Blast my fair fame, yet thou shalt feel with horror
To thy seard conscience, my truth is built
On such a firm base, that if ere it can
Be forcd, or undermind by thy base scandals,
Heaven keeps no guard on innocence. [Exit.

Clarin. I am lost,
In my own hopes forsaken, and must fall
The greatest torment to a guilty woman
Without revenge, till I can fashion it
I must submit, at least appear as if
I did repent, and would offend no farther.
Monsieur Beronte my Lords Brother is
Obligd unto me for a private favour;
Tis he must mediate for me; but when time
And opportunity bids me strike, my wreak
Shall pour it self on her nice chastitie
Like to a torrent, deeds, not words shall speak me. [Exit.


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Alcidon, and Beronte, severally.

Alci. Ye are opportunely [m]et.

Ber. Your countenance expresses hast mixt with some fear.

Alci. Youl share with me in both, as soon as you are made
Acquainted with the cause, if you love vertue,
In danger not secure; I have no time
For circumstance, instruct me if Lisander
Be in your Brothers house?

Ber. Upon my knowledge he is not there.

Alci. I am glad ont.

Ber. Why good Sir?
(Without offence I speak it) theres no place
In which he is more honourd, or more safe,
Than with his friend Cleander.

Alci. In your votes
I grant it true, but as it now stands with him,
I can give reason to make satisfaction
For what I speak; you cannot but remember
The ancient difference between Lisander
And Cloridon, a man in grace at Court?

Ber. I do; and the foul plot of Cloridons kinsman
Upon Lisanders life, for a fall given to Cloridon
Fore the King, as they encountred at a solemn tilting.

Alci. It is now revengd:
In brief, a challenge was brought to Lisander
By one Chrysant[h]es; and as far as valour
Would give him leave, declind by bold Lisander:
But peace refusd, and braves on braves heapd on him,
Alone he met the opposites, ending the quarrel
With both their lives.

Ber. I am truly sorry fort.

Alci. The King incensed for his favorites death,
Hath set a price upon Lisanders head,
As a reward to any man that brings it
Alive, or dead; to gain this, every where
He is pursud, and laid for; and the friendship
Between him and your noble Brother known,
His house in reason cannot pass unsearcht,
And thats the principal cause that drew me hither,
To hasten his remove, if he had chosen
This Castle for his sanctuary.

Ber. Twas done nobly,
And you most welcom; this night pray you take
A lodging with us; and at my intreaty
Conceal this from my Brother, he is grown
Exceeding sad of late; and the hard fortune
Of one he values at so high a rate,
Will much encrease his melancholy.

Alci. I am tutord: pray you lead the way.

Ber. To serve you I will shew it. [Exeunt.

Enter Cleander, with a Book.

Cle. Nothing more certain than to dye, but when
Is most uncertain: if so, every hour
We should prepare us for the journey, which
Is not to be put off, I must submit
To the divine decree, not argue it,
And chearfully I welcom it: I have
Disposd of my estate, confessd my sins,
And have remission from my Ghost[l]y Father,
Being at peace too here: the apparition
Proceeded not from fancy, Dorilaus
Saw it, and heard it with me, it made answer
To our demands, and promisd, if twere not
Denyd to him by fate, he would forewarn me
Of my approaching end, I feel no symptome
Of sickness, yet I know not how a dulness
Invades me all over. Ha?

Enter Host.

Host. I come Sir,
To keep my promise; and as far as spirits
Are sensible of sorrow for the living,
I grieve to be the messenger to tell you,
Ere many hours pass, you must resolve
To fill a grave.

Cle. And feast the worms?

Host. Even so Sir.

Clea. I hear it like a man.

Host. It well becomes you, theres no evading it.

Cle. Can you discover by whose means I must dye?

Host. That is denyd me:
But my prediction is too sure; prepare
To make your peace with heaven. So farewel Sir. [Ex.

Cle. I see no enemy near; and yet I tremble
Like a pale coward: my sad doom pronouncd
By this aerial voice, as in a glass
Shews me my death in its most dreadfull shape.
What rampire can my humane frailty raise
Against the assault of fate? I do begin
To fear my self, my inward strengths forsake me,
I must call out for help. Within there? haste,
And break in to my rescue.

Enter Dorilaus, Calista, Olinda, Beronte, Alcidon,
Servants, and Clarinda, at several doors.

Dor. Rescue? where? shew me your danger.

Cal. I will interpose
My loyall breast between you and all hazard.

Ber. Your Brothers Sword secures you.

Alci. A true friend will dye in your defence.

Clean. I thank ye,
To all my thanks. Encompassd thus with friends
How can I fear? and yet I do, I am wounded,
Mortally wounded: nay it is within,
I am hurt in my minde: One word — 

Dor. A thousand.

Cle. I shall not live to speak so many to you.

Dor. Why? what forbids you?

Cle. But even now the spirit
Of my dead Host appeard, and told me, that
This night I should be with him: did you not meet it?
It went out at that door.

Dor. A vain Chimera
Of your imagination: can you think
Mine Host would not as well have spoke to me now,
As he did in the Inn? these waking dreams
Not alone trouble you, but strike a strange
Distraction in your Family: see the tears
Of my poor Daughter, fair Olindas sadness,
Your Brothers, and your friends grief, servants sorrow.
Good Son bear up, you have many years to live
A comfort to us all: lets in to supper;
Ghosts never walk till after mid-night, if
I may believe my Grannam. We will wash
These thoughts away with Wine, spight of Hobgoblins.

Cle. You reprehend me justly: gentle Madam,
And all the rest, forgive me, Ile endeavour
To be merry with you.

Dor. Thats well said.

Beron. I have procurd your pardon.

Cal. Once more I receive you
Into my service: but take especial care
You fall no further.

Clar. Never Madam: Sir,
When you shall find fit time to call me to it,
I will make good what I have said.

Ber. Till when, upon your life be silent.

Dor. We will have a health unto Lisander.

Cle. His name, Sir,
Somewhat revives me; but his sight would cure me.
How ever lets to supper.

Olin. Would Clarange
And Lidian were here too, as they should be,
If wishes coud prevail.

Cal. They are fruitless, Madam. [Ex.

Enter Leon.

Leon. If that report speak truth, Clarinda is
Dischargd her Ladies service, and what burthen
I then have drawn upon me is apparent,
The crop she reapt from her attendance was
Her best Revenue, and my principal means
Clarindas bounty, though I labourd hard fort,
A younger Brothers fortune: must I now
Have soure sawce after sweet meats? and be drivn
To leavie half a Crown a week, besides
Clouts, Sope, and Candles, for my heir Apparent,
If she prove, as she swears she is with child;
Such as live this way, find like me, though wenching
Hath a fair face, theres a Dragon in the tail oft
That stings to th quick. I must skulk here, until
I am resolvd: how my heart pants between
My hopes and fears! shes come; are we in the Port?
If not, lets sink together.

Enter Clarinda.

Clar. Things go better
Than you deserve; you carry things so openly,
I must bear every way, I am once more
In my Ladies grace.

Leon. And I in yours.

Clar. It may be; but I have sworn unto my Lady never
To sin again.

Leon. To be surprizd — the sin
Is in it self excusable; to be taken
Is a crime, as the Poet writes.

Clar. You know my weakness,
And that makes you so confident. You have got
A fair sword; was it not Lisanders?

Leon. Yes Wench,
And I grown valiant by the wearing of it:
It hath been the death of two. With this Lisander
Slew Clor[id]on, and Chrysanthes. I took it up,
Broken in the handle, but that is reformd,
And now in my possession; the late Master
Dares never come to challenge it: this sword,
And all the weapons that I have, are ever
Devoted to thy service: Shall we bill?
I am very gamesome.

Clar. I must first dispose of
The fool Malfort; he hath smoakd you, and is not,
But by some new device to be kept from me:
I have it here shall fit him: you know where
You must expect me, with all possible silence
Get thither.

Leon. You will follow?

Clar. Will I live?
She that is forfeited to lust must dye,
That humour being unfed; begone, here comes [Exit Le.

Enter Malfort in Armour.

My champion in Armour.

Malf. What adventure
I am bound upon I know not, but it is
My Mistresses pleasure that I should appear thus.
I may perhaps be terrible to others,
But as I am, I am sure my shadow frights me,
The clashing of my Armour in my ears,
Sounds like a passing-bell; and my Buckler, puts me
In mind of a Bier; this my broad Sword a pick-axe
To dig my grave: O love, abominable love,
What Monsters issue from thy dismal den,
Clarindas placket, which I must encounter,
Or never hope to enter?

Clar. Heres a Knight errant, Monsieur Malfort.

Malf. Stand, stand, or Ile fall for ye.

Clar. Know ye not my voice?

Malf. Yes, twas at that I trembld.
But were my false friend Leon here — 

Clar. Tis he.

Malf. Where? where?

Clar. He is not come yet.

Malf. Tis well for him,
I am so full of wrath.

Clar. Or fear — This Leon,
How ere my Kinsman, hath abusd you grosly,
And this night vowes to take me hence perforce,
And marry me to another: twas for this,
(Presuming on your love) I did entreat you
To put your armour on, that with more safety
You might defend me.

Mal. And Ile do it bravely.

Clar. You must stand here to beat him off, and suffer
No humane thing to pass you, though it appear
In my Lords shape, or Ladies: be not cozend
With a disguise.

Mal. I have been foold already, but now I am wise.

Clar. You must swear not to stir hence.

Mal. Upon these lips.

Clar. Nor move untill I call you?

Mal. Ile grow here rather.

Clar. This nights task well ended,
I am yours to morrow. Keep sure guard. [Exit Clar.

Malf. Adieu;
My honey-comb how sweet thou art, did not
A nest of Hornets keep it! what impossibilities
Love makes me undertake! I know my self
A natural Coward, and should Leon come,
Though this were Cannon proof, I should deliver
The wench before he askd her. I hear some footing:
Tis he; where shall I hide my self? that is
My best defence.

Enter Cleander.

Cle. I cannot sleep, strange visions
Make this poor life, I feard of late to lose,
A toy that I grow weary of.

Malf. Tis Leon.

Cle. Whats that?

Malf. If you are come, Sir, for Clarinda;
I am glad I have her for you; I resign
My interest; youll find her in her Chamber,
I did stay up to tell you so.

Clean. Clarinda, and Leon!
There is something more in this
Than I can stay to ask. [Exit.

Malf. What a cold pickle
(And that none of the sweetest) do I find
My poor self in!

Clean. [Speaks within.] Yield villain.

Enter Clarinda and Leon, running. Cleander
following.

Clar. Tis my Lord,
Shift for your self.

Leon. His life
Shall first make answer [Kills Cleander.
For this intrusion.

Malf. I am going away,
I am gone already. [Falls in a swoon.

Clean. Heaven take mercy on
My soul; too true presaging Host.

Clar. Hes dead,
And this wretch little better:
Do you stare upon your
Handy-work?

Leon. I am amazd.

Clar. Get ore the Garden wall, flye for your life,
But leave your sword behind; enquire not why:
Ile fashion something out of it, though I perish,
Shall make way for revenge.

Leon. These are the fruits
Of lust, Clarinda.

[Sidenote: Puts the sword in
Malforts hand.]

Clar. Hence, repenting Milk-sop. [Exit Leon.
Now tis too late. Lisanders sword, I that,
That is the Base Ile build on. So, Ile raise
The house. Help, murther, a most horrid
Murther. Monsieur Beronte, noble Dorilaus,
All buried in sleep? Aye me a murther,
A most unheard-of murther.

Enter Dorilaus as from bed.

Dor. More lights Knaves;
Beronte, Alcidon; more lights.

Enter Beronte, Alcidon, and Servants with lights.

Clar. By this I see too much.

Dor. My Son Cleander bathing
In his own gore. The Devil, to tell truth, ith shape of
An Host!

Ber. My Brother?

Malf. I have been
Ith other world, in Hell I think, these Devils
With fire-brands in their paws sent to torment me,
Though I never did the deed, for my lewd purpose
To be a Whore-master.

Dor. Whos that?

Alci. Tis one in Armour. A bloudy sword in his hand.

Dor. Sans question the murtherer.

Malf. Who I? you do me wrong,
I never had the heart to kill a Chicken;
Nor do I know this sword.

Alc. I do, too well.

Ber. I have seen Lisander wear it.

Clar. This confirms
What yester-night I whisperd: let it work,
The circumstance may make it good.

Malf. My Lord? and I his murtherer?

Ber. Drag the villain hence,
The Rack shall force a free confession from him.

Malf. I am struck dumb;
You need not stop my mouth.

Ber. Away with him. [Exit with Malfort.

Enter Calista, and Olinda.

Cal. Where is my Lord?

Dor. All that
Remains of him lies there: look on this object,
And then turn marble.

Cal. I am so already,
Made fit to be his Monument: but wherefore
Do you, that have both life and motion left you,
Stand sad spectators of his death.
And not bring forth his murtherer?

Ber. That lies in you: you must, and shall produce him.

Dor. She, Beronte?

Ber. None else.

Dor. Thou lyst, Ile prove it on thy head,
Or write it on thy heart.

Alc. Forbear, there is
Too much blood shed already.

Ber. Let not choler
Stifle your judgment; many an honest Father
Hath got a wicked Daughter. If I prove not
With evident proofs her hand was in the bloud
Of my dear Brother, (too good a Husband for her)
Give your revenge the reins, and spur it forward.

Dor. In any circumstance but shew her guilty,
Ile strike the first stroak at her.

Ber. Let me ask
A question calmly: do you know this Sword?
Have you not seen Lisander often wear it?

Dor. The same with which he rescued me.

Cal. I do, what inference from this to make me guilty?

Ber. Was he not with you in the house to-night?

Cal. No on my soul.

Ber. Nor ever heretofore
In private with you, when you feignd a sickness,
To keep your Husband absent?

Cal. Never, Sir, to a dishonest end.

Ber. Was not this Woman
Your instrument? her silence does confess it:
Here lyes Cleander dead, and here the sword
Of false Lisander, too long coverd with
A masque of seeming truth.

Dor. And is this all
The proof you can alledge? Lisander guilty,
Or my poor Daughter an Adulteress?
Suppose that she had changd discourse with one
To whom she owd much more?

Cal. Thou hast thy ends, wicked Clarinda. [She falls.

Oli. Help, the Lady sinks, malice hath killd her.

Dor. I would have her live,
Since I dare swear shes innocent: tis no time
Or place to argue now: this cause must be
Decided by the Judge; and though a Father,
I will deliver her into the hands
Of Justice. If she prove true gold when tryd,
Shes mine: if not, with curses Ile disclaim her:
Take up your part of sorrow, mine shall be
Ready to answer with her life the fact
That she is chargd with.

Ber. Sir, I look upon you as on a Father.

Dor. With the eyes of sorrow
I see you as a Brother: let your witnesses
Be ready.

Ber. Tis my care.

Alc. I am for Lidian.
This accident no doubt will draw him from
His Hermits life.

Clar. Things yet go right, persist, Sir. [Exeunt.

Enter Lisander, and Lancelot.

Lisan. Are the horses dead?

Lanc. Out-right. If you ride at this rate,
You must resolve to kill your two a day,
And thats a large proportion.

Lisan. Will you please
At any price, and speedily, to get fresh ones.
You know my danger, and the penalty
That follows it, should I be apprehended.
Your duty in obeying my commands,
Will in a better language speak your service,
Than your unnecessary, and untimely care of my expence.

Lanc. I am gone, Sir. [Exit.

Lisan. In this thicket
I will expect you: Here yet I have leisure
To call my self unto a strict account
For my passd life, how vainly spent: I would
I stood no farther guilty: but I have
A heavier reckoning to make: This hand
Of late as white as innocence, and unspotted,
Now wears a purple colour, dyd in gore,
My soul of the same tincture; pur-blind passion,
With flattering hopes, would keep me from despair,
Pleading I was provokd to it; but my reason
Breaking such thin and weak defences, tells me
I have done a double murther; and for what?
Was it in service of the King? his Edicts
Command the contrary: or for my Country?
Her Genius, like a mourning mother, answers
In Cloridon, and Chrysanthes she hath lost
Two hopeful sons, that might have done their parts,
To guard her from Invasion: for what cause then?
To keep th opinion of my valour upright,
Ith popular breath, a sandy ground to build on;
Bought with the Kings displeasure, as the breach
Of Heavens decrees, the loss of my true comforts,
In Parents, Kinsmen, Friends, as the fruition
Of all that I was born to, and that sits
Like to a hill of Lead here, in my exile,
(Never to be repeald, if I escape so)
I have cut off all hopes ever to look on

Enter Lidian, like a Hermite.

Divine Calista, from her sight, and converse,
For ever banishd.

Lid. I should know this voice,
His naming too my Sister, whom Lisander
Honourd, but in a noble way, assures me
That it can be no other: I stand bound
To comfort any man I find distressd:
But to aid him that savd my life, Religion
And Thankfulness commands, and it may be
High providence for this good end hath brought him
Into my solitary walk. Lisander, noble Lisander.

Lis. Whatsoeer thou art,
That honorable attribute thou givst me,
I can pretend no right to: come not near me,
I am infectious, the sanctity
Of thy profession (for thou appearest
A reverend Hermite) if thou flye not from me,
As from the Plague or Leprosie, cannot keep thee
From being polluted.

Lid. With good counsel, Sir,
And holy prayers to boot I may cure you,
Though both wayes so infected. You look wildly,
Peace to your conscience, Sir, and stare upon me,
As if you never saw me: hath my habit
Alterd my face so much, that yet you know not
Your servant Lidian?

Lis. I am amazd!
So young, and so religious?

Lid. I purpose (Heaven make me thankful fort) to leave the world:
I have made some trial of my strengths in this
My solitary life; and yet I find not
A faintness to go on.

Lis. Above belief: do you inhabit here?

Lid. Mine own free choice, Sir:
I live here poorly, but contentedly,
Because I find enough to feed my fortunes;
Indeed too much: these wild fields are my gardens,
The Crystal Rivers they afford their waters,
And grudge not their sweet streams to quench afflictions;
The hollow rocks their beds, which though they are hard,
(The Emblems of a doting lovers fortune)
Yet they are quiet; and the weary slumbers
The eyes catch there, softer than beds of Down, Friend;
The Birds my Bell to call me to devotions;
My Book the story of my wandring life,
In which I find more hours due to repentance
Than time hath told me yet.

Lis. Answer me truly.

Lid. I will do that without a conjuration.

Lis. Ith depth of meditation do you not
Sometimes think of Olinda?

Lid. I endeavour
To raze her from my memory, as I wish
You would do the whole Sex, for know, Lisander,
The greatest curse brave man can labour under,
Is the strong Witch-craft of a Womans eyes;
Where I find men I preach this doctrine to em:
As you are a Scholar, knowledge make your Mistris,
The hidden beauties of the Heavens your study;
There shall you find fit wonder for your faith,
And for your eye in-imitable objects:
As you are a professd souldier, court your honour,
Though she be stern, she is honest, a brave Mistris;
The greater danger you oppose to win her,
She shews the sweeter, and rewards the nobler;
Womans best loves to hers meer shadows be,
For after death she weds your memory.
These are my contemplations.

Lis. Heavenly ones;
And in a young man more remarkable.
But wherefore do I envy, and not tread in
This blessed tract? heres in the heart no falshood
To a vowd friend, no quarrels seconded
With Challenges, which answerd in defence
Of the word Reputation, murther follows.
A man may here repent his sins, and though
His hand like mine be staind in bloud, it may be
With penitence and true contrition washd off;
You have provd it, Lidian.

Lid. And youll find it true, if you persevere.

Lis. Here then ends my flight,
And here the fury of the King shall find me
Prepard for Heaven, if I am markd to dye;
For that I truly grieve for.

Enter Fryar, and Clarange in Fryars habit.

Fry. Keep your self conceald, I am instructed.

Clar. How the sight
Of my dear friend confirms me.

Lis. What are these?

Lid. Two reverend Fryers, one I know.

Fry. To you
This journey is devoted.

Lid. Welcome, Father.

Fry. I know your resolution so well grounded,
And your adieu unto the world so constant,
That though I am th unwilling messenger
Of a strange accident to try your temper,
It cannot shake you. You had once a friend,
A noble friend, Clarange.

Lid. And have still, I hope, good Father.

Fry. Your false hopes deceive you,
Hes dead.

Lis. Clarange dead?

Fry. I buried him;
Some said he dyd of melancholy, some of love,
And of that fondness perishd.

Lid. O Clarange!

Clar. Hast thou so much brave nature, noble Lidian,
So tenderly to love thy Rivals memory?
The bold Lisander weeps too.

Fry. I expected that you would bear this better.

Lid. I am a man, Sir, and my great loss weighd duly — 

Fry. His last words were
After confession, live long, dear Lidian,
Possessd of all thy wishes; and of me
He did desire, bathing my hand with tears,
That with my best care, I should seek, and find you,
And from his dying mouth prevail so with you,
That you a while should leave your Hermits strictness,
And on his Monument pay a tear or two,
To witness how you lovd him.

Lid. O my heart! to witness how I lovd him? would he had not
Led me into his Grave, but sacrificd
His sorrows upon mine, he was my friend,
My noble friend, I will bewail his ashes;
His fortunes, and poor mine were born together,
And I will weep em both; I will kneel by him,
And on his hallowd Earth do my last duties.
Ill gather all the pride of Spring to deck him,
Wood-bines shall grow upon his honourd Grave;
And as they prosper, clasp to shew our friendship,
And when they wither, Ill dye too.

Clar. Who would not
Desire to dye, to be bewaild thus nobly?

Fry. There is a Legacy he hath bequeathd you;
But of what value I must not discover,
Until those Rites and pious Ceremonies
Are duly tenderd.

Lid. I am too full of sorrow to be inquisitive.

Lis. To think of his,
I do forget mine own woes.

Enter Alcidon.

Alc. Graze thy fill, now
Thou hast done thy business; ha! who have we here?
Lisander, Lidian, and two Reverend Fryars?
What a strange scene of sorrow is expressd
In different postures, in their looks and station!
A common Painter eying these to help
His dull invention, might draw to the life
The living Sons of Priam, as they stood
On the pale Walls of Troy, when Hector fell
Under Achilless Spear; I come too late,
My Horse, though good and strong, movd like a Tortoise;
Ill News had wings, and hath got here before me.
All Pythagoreans? not a word?

Lid. O Alcidon — 
Deep Rivers with soft murmurs glide along
The shallow roar; Clarange!

Lis. Cloridon, Chrysanthes, spare my grief, and apprehend
What I should speak.

Alc. Their fates I have long since
For your sakes mournd; Claranges death, for so
Your silence doth confirm, till now I heard not;
Are these the bounds that are prescribd unto
The swelling seas of sorrow?

Lis. The bounds, Alcidon?
Can all the winds of mischief, from all Quarters,
Euphrates, Ganges, Tigris, Volga, Po,
Paying at once their tribute to this Ocean,
Make it swell higher? I am a Murtherer,
Banishd, proscribd, is there ought else that can
Be added to it?

Lid. I have lost a friend,
Prizd dearer than my being, and he dead,
My miseries at the height contemn the worst
Of Fortunes malice.

Alc. How our humane weakness,
Grown desperate from small disasters, makes us
Imagine them a period to our sorrows!
When the first syllable of greater woes
Is not yet written.

Lid. How?

Lis. Speak it at large,
Since grief must break my heart, I am ambitious
It should be exquisite.

Alc. It must be told,
Yet ere you hear it, with all care put on
The surest armour anvild in the Shop
Of passive fortitude; the good Cleander,
Your friend, is murtherd.

Lis. Tis a terrible pang,
And yet it will not do, I live yet, act not
The Torturers part; if that there be a blow
Beyond this, give it, and at once dispatch me.

Alc. Your Sword died in his heart-bloud was found near him,
Your private Conference at mid-night urgd
With fair Calista; which by her whose pure truth,
Would never learn to tell a lie, being granted,
She by enragd Beronte is accusd
Of Murther and Adultery, and you
(However I dare swear it false) concluded
Her principal Agent.

Lid. Wave upon wave rowls or me.
My Sister? my dear Sister?

Clar. Hold, great heart.

Fry. Tear open his Doublet.

Lis. Is this wound too narrow
For my life to get out at? Bring me to
A Cannon loaded, and some pitying friend
Give fire unto it, while I nail my breast
Unto his thundring mouth, that in the instant,
I may be piece-meal torn, and blown so far,
As not one joint of my dismemberd limbs
May ever be by search of man found out.
Cleander! Yet, why name I him? however
His fall deservd an Earth-quake, if compard
With what true honour in Calista suffers,
Is of no moment; my good Angel keep me
From Blasphemy, and strike me dumb before,
In th agony of my spirit, I do accuse
The Powers above, for their unjust permission
Of Vertue, innocent Vertue, to be branded
With the least vicious mark.

Clar. I never saw a man so far transported.

Alc. Give it way, tis now no time to stop it.

Enter Lancelot.

Lanc. Sir, I have bought
Fresh horses; and as you respect your life,
Speedily back em; the Archers of the Kings guard
Are every where in quest of you.

Lis. My life?
Perish all such with thee that wish it longer,
Let it but clear Calistas innocence, [Strikes Lancelot.
And Nestors Age, to mine was Youth, Ill flye
To meet the rage of my incensed King,
And wish his favourites Ghost appeard in Flames,
To urge him to revenge; let all the tortures
That Tyranny ere found out circle me,
Provided Justice set Calista free.

[Exeunt Lisander, Alcidon, and Lancelot.

Alc. Ill follow him.

Lid. I am rooted here.

Fry. Remember your dear friends last request, your sisters dangers,
With the aids that you may lend her.

Lid. Pray you support me,
My Legs deny their Office.

Clar. I grow still
Farther engagd unto his matchless vertues,
And I am dead indeed, until I pay
The debt I owe him in a noble way. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima.
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Enter Dorilaus, and Servant.

Dor. Thou hast him safe?

Serv. As fast as locks can make him;
He must break through three doors, and cut the throats
Of ten tall fellows, if that he scape us;
Besides, as far as I can apprehend,
He hath no such invention, for his looks
Are full of penitence.

Dor. Trust not a Knaves look,
They are like a Whores Oaths;
How does my poor Daughter
Brook her restraint?

Serv. With such a resolution
As well becomes your Lordships Child. [Knock within.

Dor. Whos that?

Enter Lemure.

Serv. Monsieur Lemure.

Dor. This is a special favour,
And may stand an example in the Court
For courtesie; it is the Clients duty
To wait upon his Patron; you prevent me,
That am your humble Suitor.

Lem. My near place
About the King, though it swell others, cannot
Make me forget your worth and Age, which may
Challenge much more respect; and I am sorry
That my endeavours for you have not met with
The good success I wishd; I movd the King
With my best advantage both of time and place,
Ith favour of your Daughter.

Dor. How do you find his Majesty affected?

Lem. Not to be
Swayd from the rigour of the Law; yet so far
The rarity of the Cause hath won upon him,
That he resolves to have in his own person
The hearing of it; her tryal will be noble,
And to my utmost strength, where I may serve her
My aids shall not be wanting.

Dor. I am your servant.

Lem. One word more; if you love Lisanders life,
Advise him, as he tenders it, to keep
Out of the way; if he be apprehended,
This City cannot ransom him; so good morrow. [Exit.

Dor. All happiness attend you; go thy ways,
Thou hast a clear and noble soul; for thy sake
Ill hold that man mine enemy, who dares mutter,
The Court is not the sphere where vertue moves,
Humanity, and Nobleness waiting on her.

Enter Servant.

Serv. Two Gentlemen (but what they are I know not,
Their faces are so muffld) press to see you,
And will not be denyd.

Dor. What er they are, I am too old to fear.

Serv. They need no Usher, they make their own way.

Enter Lisander, Alcidon.

Dor. Take you yours, Lisander; [Exit Servant.
My joy to see you, and my sorrow for
The danger you are in, contend so here,
Though different passions, nay opposd in Nature,
I know not which to entertain.

Lis. Your hate should win the victory from both, with justice,
You may look on me as a Homicide,
A man whose life is forfeited to the Law,
But if (hower I stand accusd) in thought
I sind against Cleanders life, or live
Guilty of the dishonour of your Daughter,
May all the miseries that can fall on man
Here, or hereafter, circle me.

Dor. To me this protestations useless, I embrace you,
As the preserver of my life, the man
To whom my son ows his, with life, his honour,
And howsoever your affection
To my unhappy Daughter, though it were
(For I have sifted her) in a noble way,
Hath printed some taint on her fame, and brought
Her life in question, yet I would not purchase
The wishd recovery of her reputation,
With strong assurance of her innocence
Before the King her Judge, with certain loss
Of my Lisander, for whose life, if found,
Theres no redemption; my excess of love,
(Though to enjoy you one short day would lengthen
My life a dozen years) boldly commands me,
Upon my knees, which yet were never bent,
But to the King and Heaven, to entreat you
To flye hence with all possible speed, and leave
Calista to her fortune.

Lis. O blessed Saints, forsake her in affliction? can you
Be so unnatural to your own bloud,
To one so well deserving, as to value
My safety before hers? shall innocence
In her be branded, and my guilt escape
Unpunishd? does she suffer so much for me,
For me unworthy, and shall I decline
(Eating the bitter bread of banishment)
The course of Justice to draw out a life?
(A life? I style it false, a living death)
Which being uncompelld, laid down will clear her,
And write her name anew in the fair legend
Of the best women? seek not to disswade me,
I will not, like a careless Poet, spoil
The last Act of my Play, till now applauded,
By giving the World just cause to say, I feard
Death more than loss of Honour.

Dor. But suppose Heaven hath designd some
Other saving means for her deliverance?

Lis. Other means? that is
A mischief above all I have groand under;
Shall any other pay my debt, while I
Write my self Bankrupt? or Calista owe
The least beholdingness for that which she
On all the bonds of gratitude I have seald to,
May challenge from me to be freely tenderd?
Avert it mercy! I will go to my Grave,
Without the curses of my Creditors;
Ill vindicate her fair name, and so cancel
My obligation to her, to the King,
To whom I stand accountable for the loss
Of two of his lovd subjects lives, Ill offer
Mine own in satisfaction, to Heaven
Ill pay my true Repentance, to the times,
Present, and future, Ill be registerd
A memorable President to admonish
Others, however valiant, not to trust
To their abilities to dare, and do,
And much less for the airy words of Honour,
And false stampd reputation to shake off
The Chains of their Religion and Allegiance,
The principal means appointed to prefer
Societies and Kingdoms. [Exit.

Dor. Lets not leave him; his minds much troubled.

Ale. Were your Daughter free,
Since from her dangers his distraction rises,
His cause is not so desperate for the slaughter
Of Cloridon, and Chrysanthes, but it may
Find passage to the mercy of the King,
The motives urgd in his defence, that forcd him
To act that bloudy Scene.

Dor. Heaven can send ayds,
When they are least expected, let us walk,
The hour of tryal draws near.

Alci. May it end well. [Exeunt.

Enter Olinda, and Lidian.

Oli. That for my love you should turn Hermit Lidian,
As much amazes me, as your report Claranges dead.

Lidi. He is so, and all comforts
My youth can hope for, Madam, with him buried;
Nor had I ever left my cell, but that
He did injoin me at his death to shed
Some tears of friendship on his Monument,
And those last Rites performd, he did [b]equeath you
As the best legacie a friend could give,
Or I indeed could wish to my embraces.

Oli. Tis still more strange, is there no foul play in it?
I must confess I am not sorry Sir
For your fair fortune; yet tis fit I grieve
The most untimely death of such a Gentleman,
He was my worthy Servant.

Lid. And for this acknowledgment, if I could prize you at
A higher rate I should, he was my friend:
My dearest friend.

Oli. But how should I be assurd Sir
(For slow belief is the best friend of truth)
Of this Gentlemans death? if I should credit it,
And afterward it fall out contrary,
How am I shamd? how is your vertue tainted?

Lid. There is a Frier that came along with me,
His business to deliver you a Letter
From dead Clarange: You shall hear his Testimonie.
Father, my reverend Father, look upon him,
Such holy men are Authors of no Fables.

Enter Clarange, (with a Letter writ out) and Frier.

Oli. They should not be, their lives and their opinions,
Like brightest purest flames should still burn upwards,
To me Sir? [delivers the Letter.

Clar. If you are the fair Olinda — 

Frier. I do not like these cross points.

Clar. Give me leave, I am nearest to my self. What I have plotted
Shall be pursud: you must not over-rule me.

Oli Do you put the first hand to your own undoing?
Play to betray your game? Mark but this letter.
Lady I am come to claim your noble promise, [Reads.
If you be Mistris of your word, ye are mine,
I am last returnd: your riddle is dissolvd,
And I attend your faith. Your humble servant Clarange.
Is this the Frier that saw him dead?

Lid. Tis he.

Clarange on my life: I am defeated:
Such reverend habits juggle? my true sorrow
For a false friend not worth a tear derided?

Fri. You have abusd my trust.

Oli. It is not well, nor like a Gentleman.

Clar. All stratagems
In love, and that the sharpest war, are lawfull,
By your example I did change my habit,
Caught you in your own toyle, and triumph in it,
And what by policys got, I will maintain
With valour, no Lisander shall come in again to fetch you off.

Lid. His honourd name
Pronouncd by such a treacherous tongue is tainted,
Maintain thy treason with thy sword? With what
Contempt I hear it! in a Wilderness
I durst encounter it, and would, but that
In my retired hours, not counterfeited
As thy religious shape was, I have learnd
When Justice may determine such a cause,
And of such weight as this fair Lady is,
Must not be put to fortune, I appeal
Unto the King, and he whose wisedom knows
To do his subjects right in their estates,
As graciously with judgement will determine
In points of honour.

Oli. Ile steer the same course with you.

Clar. Ile stand the tryal.

Fri. What have you done? or what intend you?

Cla. Ask not; Ile come off with honour. [Exeunt.

Enter Beronte, Clarinda, Malfort, a Bar set forth,
Officers.

Ber. Be constant in your proofs: should you shrink back now,
Your life must answer it, nor am I safe.
My honour being engagd to make that good
Which you affirm.

Clar. I am confident, so dearly
I honourd my dead Lord, that no respect,
Or of my Ladies bounties (which were great ones
I must confess) nor of her former life,
For while that she was chast, indeed I lovd her,
Shall hinder me from lending my assistance
Unto your just revenge — mine own I mean, [Aside.
If Leon keep far off enough, alls secure:
Lisander dares not come in, modest blushes
Parted with me long since, and impudence
Armd with my hate, unto her innocence shall be
The weapon I will fight with now.

Ber. The rack
Being presented to you, youl roar out
What you conceal yet.

Mal. Conceal? I know nothing
But that I shall be hangd, and that I look for,
It is my destiny, I ever had
A hanging look; and a wise woman told me,
Though I had not the heart to do a deed
Worthy the halter, in my youth or age,
I should take a turn with a wry mouth, and now
Tis come about: I have pend mine own ballad
Before my condemnation, in fear
Some rimer should prevent me: heres my Lady?
Would I were in heaven, or a thousand miles hence,
That I might not blush to look on her.

Enter Dorilaus, Calista, Olinda.

Dor. You behold this preparation, and the enemies
Who are to fight against your life, yet if
You bring no witness here, that may convince ye
Of breach of faith to your Lords bed, and hold up
Unspotted hands before the King, this tryal
You are to undergo, will but refine,
And not consume your honour.

Cal. How confirmd
I am here, whatsoever Fate falls on me,
You shall have ample testimony; till the death
Of my dear Lord, to whose sad memory
I pay a mourning widows tears, I livd
Too happy in my holy-day trim of glorie,
And courted with felicitie, that drew on me,
With other helps of nature, as of fortune,
The envie, not the love of most that knew me,
This made me to presume too much, perhaps
Too proud; but I am humbled; and if now
I do make it apparent, I can bear
Adversity with such a constant patience
As will set off my innocence, I hope Sir,
In your declining age, when I should live
A comfort to you, you shall have no cause,
How ere I stand accusd, to hold your honour
Ship-wrackd in such a Daughter.

Oli. O best friend, my honours at the stake too, for — 

Dor. Be silent; the King.

Enter King, Lemure, and Attendants.

Lem. Sir, if you please to look upon
The Prisoner, and the many services
Her Father hath done for you — 

King. We must look on
The cause, and not the persons. Yet beholding
With an impartial eye, th excelling beauties
Of this fair Lady, which we did believe
Upon report, but till now never saw em,
It moves a strange kind of compassion in me;
Let us survey you nearer, shes a book
To be with care perusd; and tis my wonder,
If such mishapen guests, as lust and murther,
At any price should ever find a lodging
In such a beauteous Inne! Mistake us not,
Though we admire the outward structure, if
The rooms be foul within, expect no favour.
I were no man, if I could look on beautie
Distressd, without some pity; but no King,
If any superficial gloss of feature
Could work me to decline the course of Justice.
But to the cause, Cleanders death, what proofs
Can you produce against her?

Ber. Royal Sir, touching that point my Brothers death,
We build on suppositions.

King. Suppositions? how? Is such a Lady Sir to be condemnd
On suppositions?

Ber. They are well grounded Sir:
And if we make it evident she is guilty
Of the first crime we charge her with, Adulterie,
That being the parent, it may find belief,
That murther was the issue.

King. We allow
It may be so; but that it may be, must not
Infer a necessary consequence
To cast away a Ladies life. What witnesses
To make this good?

Ber. The principal, this woman,
For many years her servant; she hath taken
Her oath in Court. Come forward.

King. By my Crown a lying face.

Clar. I swore Sir for the King:
And if you are the partie, as I do
Believe you are, for you have a good face,
How ever mine appears, swearing for you Sir,
I ought to have my oath pass.

King. Impudent too? well, what have you sworn?

Clar. That this Lady was
A goodly tempting Lady, as she is:
How thinks your Majestie? and I her servant,
Her officer as one would say, and trusted
With her closest Chamber-service; that Lisander
Was a fine timberd Gentleman, and active,
That he coud do fine gambolls
To make a Lady merrie; that this pair,
A very loving couple, mutually
Affected one another: so much for them Sir.
That I, a simple waiting-woman, having taken
My bodily oath, the first night of admittance
Into her Ladiships service, on her slippers,
(That was the book) to serve her will in all things,
And to know no Religion but her pleasure,
Tis not yet out of fashion with some Ladies;
That I, as the premisses shew, being commanded
To do my function, in conveyance of
Lisander to her chamber, (my Lord absent,
On a pretended sickness) did the feat,
(It cannot be denyd) and at dead mid-night
Left em together: what they did, some here
Can easily imagine! I have said, Sir.

Dor. The Devils Oratrix.

King. Then you confess you were her Bawd?

Clar. Thats course, her Agent Sir.

King. So, goodie Agent? and you think there is
No punishment due for you[r] agentship?

Clar. Let her suffer first,
Being my better, for adulterie,
And Ile endure the Mulct imposd on Bawds,
Call it by the worst name.

Cal. Live I to hear this?

King. Take her aside. Your answer to this Lady?

Cal. Heavn grant me patience: to be thus confronted,
(O pardon Royal Sir a womans passion)
By one, and this the worst of my mis-fortunes,
That was my slave, but never to such ends Sir,
Would give a statue motion into furie:
Let my passd life, my actions, nay intentions,
Be by my grand accuser justly censurd,
(For her I scorn to answer) and if they
Yield any probability of truth
In that she urges, then I will confess
A guilty cause; the peoples voyce, which is
The voyce of truth, my husbands tenderness
In his affection to me, that no dotage
But a reward, of humbleness, the friendship
Echod through France between him and Lisander,
All make against her; for him, in his absence,
(What ever imputation it draw on me)
I must take leave to speak: tis true, he lovd me,
But not in such a wanton way, his reason
Masterd his passions: I grant I had
At mid-night conference with him; but if he
Ever receivd a farther favour from me,
Than what a Sister might give to a Brother,
May I sink quick: and thus much, did he know
The shame I suffer for him, with the loss
Of his life for appearing, on my soul
He would maintain.

Enter Lisander, and Alcidon.

Lisa. And will, thou clear example of womens pureness.

King. Though we hold her such,
Thou hast expressd thy self a desperate fool,
To thrust thy head into the Lions jawes,
The justice of thy King.

Lisa. I came prepard fort,
And offer up a guilty life to clear
Her innocence; the oath she took, I swear to;
And for Cleanders death, to purge my self
From any colour malice can paint on me,
Or that she had a hand int, I can prove
That fatal night when he in his own house fell,
And many daies before, I was distant from it
A long daies journey.

Clarin. I am caught.

Ber. If so,
How came your sword into this stewards hands? stand forth.

Mal. I have heard nothing that you spake:
I know I must dye, and what kind of death
Pray you resolve me, I shall go away else
In a qualm; I am very faint.

Enter Leon, Servants, and Guard.

King. Carry him off, his fear will kill him. [Ex. with Mal.

Dor. Sir, twas my ambition,
My Daughters reputation being wounded
Ith general opinion, to have it
Curd by a publick trial; I had else
Forborn your Majesties trouble: Ile bring forth
Cleanders murtherer, in a wood I heard him
As I rode sadly by, unto himself
With some compunction, though this devil had none,
Lament what he had done, cursing her lust,
That drew him to that blody fact.

Le. To lessen
The foulness of it, for which I know justly
I am to suffer, and with my last breath
To free these innocents, I do confess all;
This wicked woman only guilty with me.

Clari. Ist come to this? thou puling Rogue, dye thou
With prayers in thy mouth; Ile curse the laws
By which I suffer, all I grieve for is,
That I dye unrevengd.

Leon. But one word more Sir,
And I have done; I was by accident where
Lisander met with Cloridon, and C[h]rysanthes,
Was an ear witness when he sought for peace,
Nay, beggd it upon colder terms than can
Almost find credit, his past deeds considered,
But they deaf to his reasons, severally
Assaulted him, but such was his good fortune,
That both fell under it; upon my death
I take it uncompeld, that they were guilty
Of their own violent ends; and he against
His will, the instrument.

Alci. This I will swear too, for I was not far off.

Dor. They have alledgd
As much to wake your sleeping mercy, Sir,
As all the Advocates of France can plead
In his defence.

King. The criminal judge shall sentence
These to their merits — with mine own hand, Lady,
I take you from the bar and do my self
Pronounce you innocent. [Ex. with Leon, and Clari.

All. Long live the King.

King. And to confirm you stand high in our favour,
And as some recompence for what you have
With too much rigour in your trial suffered;
Ask what you please, becoming me to grant,
And be possest of t.

Cal. Sir, I dare not doubt
Your royal promise, in a King it is
A strong assurance, that emboldens me
Upon my humble knees to make my boon,
Lisanders pardon.

Dor. My good Genius did prompt her to it.

Le[m]. At your feet thus prostrate, I second her petition.

Alci. Never King
Pourd forth his mercie on a worthier subject.

Ber. To witness my repentance for the wrong
In my unjust suspicion I did both;
I join in the same suit.

Lis. The life you give,
Still ready to lay down for your service,
Shall be against your enemies imployd,
Nor hazarded in brawles.

All. Mercie, dread Sir.

King. So many pressing me, and with such reasons
Moving compassion, I hope it will not
Be censurd levity in me, though I borrow
In this from justice to relieve my mercy;
I grant his pardon at your intercession,
But still on this condition; you Lisander,
In expiation of your guilt, shall build
A monument for my Cloridon, and C[h]rysanthes:
And never henceforth draw a Sword, but when
By us you are commanded, in defence of
The flower de Luce, and after one years sorrow
For your dear friend, Cleanders wretched fate,
Marry Calista.

Enter Lidian.

Lis. On your sacred hand, I vow to do it seriously.

Lid. Great Sir, stay,
Leave not your seat of justice, till you have
Given sentence in a cause as much important
As this you have determined.

King. Lidian?

Enter Clarange, and Frier.

Lid. He Sir, your humblest subject, I accuse Clarange
Of falshood in true friendship at the height;
We both were suiters to this Lady, both
Injoynd one pennance.

Clar. Trouble not the King
With an unnecessarie repetition
Of what the courts familiar with already.

Kin. Clarange?

Dor. With a shaven crown?

Olin. Most strange.

Clar. Look on thy rival, your late servant, Madam,
But now devoted to a better Mistris,
The Church, whose orders I have took upon me:
I here deliver up my interest to her;
And what was got with cunning as you thought,
I simply thus surrender: heretofore,
You did outstrip me in the race of friendship,
I am your equal now.

Dor. A suit soon ended.

Clar. And joyning thus your hands, I know both willing,
I may do in the Church my Friers Office
In marrying you.

Lid. The victory is yours, Sir.

King. It is a glorious one, and well sets of[f]
Our Scene of mercy; to the dead we tender
Our sorrow, to the living ample wishes
Of future happiness: tis a Kings duty
To prove himself a Father to his subjects:
And I shall hold it if this well succeed,
A meritorious, and praise worthy deed. [Exeunt.

Prologue.

A Story, and a known one, long since writ,
Truth must take place, and by an able wit,
Foul mouthd detraction daring not deny
To give so much to Fletchers memory;
If so, some may object, why then do you
Present an old piece to us for a new?
Or wherefore will your profest Writer be
(Not taxd of theft before) a Plagiary?
To this he answers in his just defence,
And to maintain to all our Innocence,
Thus much, though he hath travelld the same way,
Demanding, and receiving too the pay
For a new Poem, you may find it due,
He having neither cheated us, nor you;
He vowes, and deeply, that he did no[t] spare
The utmost of his strengths, and his best care
In the reviving it, and though his powers
Could not as he desired, in three short hours
Contract the Subject, and much less express
The changes, and the various passages
That will be lookd for, you may hear this day
Some Scenes that will confirm it is a play,
He being ambitious that it should be known
Whats good was Fletchers, and what ill his own.

* * * * *


Epilogue.
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Still doubtfull, and perplexd too, whether he
Hath done Fletcher right in this Historie,
The Poet sits within, since he must know it,
He with respect desires that you would shew it
By some accustomed sign, if from our action,
Or his indeavours you meet satisfaction,
With ours he hath his ends, we hope the best,
To make that certainty in you doth rest.


The Elder Brother (c. 1625)
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VERSE: FIRST QUARTO VERSION.


Actus I. Scena I.
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Lewis, Angellina, Sylvia.

Nay, I must walk you farther. Ang. I am tyrd Sir,
And nere shall foot it home. L. Tis for your health;
The want of exercise takes from your beauties,
And sloath dries up your sweetness: That you are
My onely Daughter and my heir, is granted;
And you in thankfulness must needs acknowledge,
You ever finde me an indulgent Father,
And open-handed. Ang. Nor can you tax me, Sir,
I hope, for want of duty to deserve
These favours from you. Lew. No, my Angellina,
I love and cherish thy obedience to me,
Which my care to advance thee, shall confirm:
All that I aime at, is to winne thee from
The practise of an idle foolish state
Usd by great Women, who think any labour
(Though in the service of themselves) a blemish
To their faire fortunes. Ang. Make me understand Sir,
What tis you point at. Lew. At the custome how
Virgins of wealthy families, waste their youth;
After a long sleep when you wake, your woman
Presents your breakfast, then you sleep again,
Then rise, and being trimmd up by others hands,
Yare led to dinner, and that ended, either
To Cards or to your Couch (as if you were
Born without motion) After this to Supper,
And then to bed; And so your life runnes round
Without variety or action Daughter.

Syl. Heres a learned Lecture! Lew. From this idlenesse
Diseases both in body and in minde
Grow strong upon you; where a stirring nature
With wholesome exercise guards both from danger:
Ide have thee rise with the Sunne, walke, dance or hunt,
Visite the groves and springs, and learne the vertue
Of Plants and Simples: Doe this moderately,
And thou shall not with eating chalke, or coales,
Leather and oatmeale, and such other trash,
Fall into the greene sicknesse. Syl. With your pardon
(Were you but pleasd to minister it) I could
Prescribe a remedy for my Ladies health,
And her delight too, farre transcending those
Your Lordship but now mentiond. Lew. What is it Sylvia?

Syl. What ist? A noble Husband; In that word, a
Noble Husband, all content of Woman
Is wholly comprehended; He will rowse her,
As you say, with the Sunne, and so pipe to her,
As she will dance, nere doubt it, and hunt with her,
Upon occasion, untill both be weary;
And then the knowledge of your Plants and Simples,
As I take it, were superfluous; A loving,
And but adde to it a gamesome Bedfellow,
Being the sure Physician. Lew. Well said Wench.

Ang. And who gave you Commission to deliver
Your verdict, Minion? Syl. I deserve a fee,
And not a frown, deare Madam; I but speak
Her thoughts, my Lord, and what her modesty
Refuses to give voyce to; shew no mercy
To a Maidenhead of fourteene, but off witht:
Let her lose no time Sir; fathers that deny
Their Daughters lawfull pleasure, when ripe for them,
In some kinds edge their appetites to tast of
The fruit that is forbidden. Lew. Tis well urgd,
And I approve it; no more blushing Girle,
Thy woman hath spoke truth, and so prevented
What I meant to move to thee: There dwells neere us
A Gentleman of blood, Mounsieur Brisac,
Of a faire state, sixe thousand Crowns per annum,
The happy Father of two hopefull Sons,
Of different breeding; Th elder, a meere Scholar,
The younger, a quaint Courtier. Ang. Sir, I know them
By publique fame, though yet I never saw them;
And that opposd antipathy between
Their various dispositions, renders them
The general discourse and argument;
One part inclining to the Scholar Charles,
The other side preferring Eustace, as
A man compleat in Courtship. Lew. And which [w]ay
(If of these two you were to chuse a husband)
Doth your affection sway you? Ang. to be plaine, Sir,
(Since you will teach me boldnesse) as they are
Simply themselves, to neither; Let a Courtier
Be never so exact, Let him be blest with
All parts that yeeld him to a Virgin gracious,
If he depend on others, and stand not
On his owne bottomes, though he have the meanes
To bring his Mistresse to a Masque, or by
Conveyance from some great ones lips, to taste
Such favour from the Kings: or grant he purchase,
Precedency in the Country, to be sworne
A servant Extraordinary to the Queen;
Nay, though he live in expectation of
Some huge preferment in reversion; If
He Want a present fortune, at the best
Those are but glorious dreames, and onely yeeld him
A happiness in posse, not in esse;
Nor can they fetch him silkes from th Mercer; nor
Discharge a Taylors bill; nor in full plenty
(Which still preserves a quiet bed at home)
Maintaine a family. Lew. Aptly considerd,
And to my wish; but whats thy censure of
The Schollar? Ang. Troth (if he be nothing else)
As of the Courtier; all his Songs, and Sonnets,
His Anagrams, Acrosticks, Epigrammes,
His deep and Philosophical discourse
Of natures hidden secrets, makes not up
A perfect husband; He can hardly borrow
The Starres of the Celestial crown to make me
A tire for my head; nor Charles Waine for a Coach,
Nor Ganymede for a Page, nor a rich Gowne
From Junos Wardrob, nor would I lye in
(For I despaire not once to be a mother)
Under heavens spangled Canopy, or banquet
My guests and Gossips with imagind Nectar;
Pure Orleans would doe better; no, no, father,
Though I could be well pleasd to have my husband
A Courtier, and a Schollar, young, and valiant,
These are but gawdy nothings, if there be not
Something to make a substance. Lew. And what is that?

Ang. A full estate, and that said, Ive said all,
And get me such a one with these additions,
Farewell Virginity, and welcome wedlock.

Lew. But where is such one to be met with Daughter?
A black Swan is more common, you may weare
Grey tresses ere we find him. Ang. I am not
So punctual in all ceremonies, I will bate
Two or three of these good parts, before Ile dwell
Too long upon the choice. Syl. Onely, my Lord, remember
That he be rich and active, for without these
The others yeeld no relish, but these perfect;
You must bear with small faults, Madam. Lew. Merry Wench,
And it becomes you well; Ile to Brisac,
And try what may be done; ith mean time, home,
And feast thy thoughts with th pleasures of a Bride.

Syl. Thoughts are but airy food Sir, let her tast them.


Actus I. Scena II.
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Andrew, Cooke, Butler.

Unload part of the Library, and make roome
For th other dozen of Carts, Ile straight be with you.

Co. Why hath he more bookes? And. More than ten Marts send over.

But. And can he tell their names? And. their names? he has em
As perfect as his pater noster, but thats nothing,
Has red them over leaf by leaf three thousand times;
But heres the wonder, though their weight would sink
A Spanish Carrack, without other ballast,
He carryeth them all in his head, and yet
He walkes upright. But. Surely he has a strong braine.

And. If all thy pipes of wine were filld with bookes
Made of the barkes of trees, or mysteries writ
In old moth-eaten vellam, he would sip thy Celler
Quite dry, and still be thirsty; Then fors Diet,
He eats and digests more Volumes at a meal,
Than there would be Larkes (though the sky should fall)
Devowred in a moneth in Paris, yet feare not
Sons oth buttry, and kitchin, though his learnd stomack
Cannot b appeasd; Heell seldom trouble you,
His knowing stomack contemnes your blacke Jacks, Butler,
And your Flagons; and Cook thy boyld, thy roast, thy bakd.

Co. How liveth he? And. Not as other men doe,
Few Princes fare like him; He breakes his fast
With Aristotle, dines with Tully, takes
His watering with the Muses, sups with Livie,
Then walkes a turne or two in via lactea,
And (after six houres conference with the starres)
Sleepes with old Erra Pater. But. This is admirable.

And. Ile tell you more hereafter, heres my old Master
And another old ignorant Elder, Ile upon em.

Enter Brisac, Lewis.

What Andrew? welcome, wheres my Charles! speake Andrew,
Where didst thou leave thy Master? And. Contemplating
The number of the sands in the high way,
And from that, purposes to make a judgement
Of the remainder in the Sea; He is Sir,
In serious study, and will lose no minute,
Nor out of s pace to knowledge. Lew. This is strange.

And. Yet he hath sent his duty Sir before him
In this fair manuscript. Bri. What have we here?
Pot-hookes and Andirons! And. I much pitie you,
It is the Syrian Character, or the Arabicke,
Would ee have it said, so great and deep a Scholar
As Master Charles is, should ask blessing
In any Christian Language? Were it Greeke,
I could interpret for you, but indeed
Im gone no farther. Bri. And in Greeke, you can
Lie with your smug wife Lilly. And. If I keepe her
From your French dialect, as I hope I shall Sir,
Howere she is your Laundresse, she shall put you
To th charge of no more soape than usuall
For th washing of your sheets. Bri. Take in the knave,
And let him eat. And. And drink too Sir. Bri. And drinke too Sir,
And see your Masters Chamber ready for him.

But. Come Doctor Andrew without Disputation
Thou shall commence ith Celler. And. I had rather
Commence on a cold bakd meat. Co. Thou shall hat, Boy. Ex.

Bri. Good Mounsieur Lewis, I esteeme my selfe
Much honourd in your cleare intent, to joyne
Our ancient families, and make them one,
And twill take from my age and cares to live
And see what you have purposd but in act,
Of which your visite at this present is
A hopeful Omen; I each minute expecting
Th arrival of my Sons; I have not wrongd
Their Birth for want of meanes and education,
To shape them to that course each was addicted;
And therefore that we may proceed discreetly,
Since whats concluded rashly seldome prospers,
You first shall take a strict perusal of them,
And then from your allowance, your fair daughter
May fashion her affection. Lew. Monsieur Brisac,
You offer fair, and nobly, and Ile meet you
In the same line of honour, and I hope,
Being blest but with one daughter, I shall not
Appeare impertinently curious,
Though with my utmost vigilance and study,
I labour to bestow her to her worth;
Let others speak her forme, and future fortune
From me descending to her; I in that
Sit down with silenc[e]. Bri. You may my Lord securely,
Since fame alowd proclaimeth her perfections,
Commanding all mens tongues to sing her praises;
Should I say more, you well might censure me
(What yet I never was) a Flatterer.
What tramplings that without of Horses?

Enter Butler.

Sir my young Masters are newly alighted.

Bri. Sir now observe their several dispositions.

Enter Charles.

Bid my Subsiser carry my Hackney to buttry,
And give him his bever; it is a civil
And sober beast, and will drink moderately,
And that done, turne him into the quadrangle.

Bri. He cannot out of his University tone.

Enter Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy.

Lackey, Take care our Coursers be well rubbd,
And cloathd, they have out strippd the wind in speed.

Lew. I marry Sir, theres metal in this young fellow!
What a sheeps look his elder brother has!

Char. Your blessing, Sir? Bri. Rise Charles, thou hast it.

Eust. Sir, though it be unusual in the Court,
(Since tis the Courtiers garbe) I bend my knee,
And do expect what followes. Bri. Courtly beggd.
My blessing! take it. Eust. Your Lordships vowd adorer: to Lew.
What a thing this brother is! yet Ile vouchsafe him
The new Italian shrug — How clownishly
The book-worme does return it! Ch. Im glad yare well; reads.

Eust. Pray you be happy in the knowledge of
This paire of accomplisht Mounsieurs.
They are Gallants that have seen both Tropicks.

Br. I embrace their love. Egr. which weel repay with servulating.

Cow. And will report your bounty in the Court.

Bri. I pray you make deserving use ont first:
Eustace, give entertainment to your friends,
Whats in my house is theirs. Eust. Which weel make use of;
Lets warme our braines with half a dozen healths,
And then hang cold discourse, for weell speak fire-workes. Exe.

Lew. What at his book already? Bri. Fy, Fy, Charles,
No hour of interruption? Cha. Plato differs
From Socrates in this. Bri. Come lay them by;
Let them agree at leasure. Cha. Mans life Sir, being
So short, and then the way that leades unto
The knowledg of our selves, so long and tedious,
Each minute should be precious. Bri. In our care
To manage worldly business, you must part with
This bookish contemplation, and prepare
Your self for action; to thrive in this age,
Is held the blame of learning; you must study
To know what part of my lands good for th plough,
And what for pasture; how to buy and sell
To the best advantage; how to cure my Oxen
When theyre oregrown with labour. Cha. I may do this
From what Ive read Sir; for what concerns tillage?
Who better can deliver it than Virgil
In his Georgicks? and to cure your herds,
His Bucolicks is a masterpeece; but when
He does discribe the Commonwealth of Bees,
Their industry and knowledge of the herbs,
From which they gather honey, with their care
To place it with decorum in the Hive,
Their gover[n]ment among themselves, their order
In going forth and comming loaden home,
Their obedience to their King, and his rewards
To such as labour, with his punishments
Onely inflicted on the slothful Drone,
Im ravished with it, and there reap my harvest,
And there receive the gaine my Cattle bring me,
And there find wax and honey. Bri. And grow rich
In your imagination; heyday heyday,
Georgicks, Bucolicks, and Bees! Art mad?

Cha. No Sir, the knowledge of these guards me from it.

Bri. But can you find among your bundle of bookes
(And put in all your Dictionaries that speak all tongus)
What pleasure they enjoy, that do embrace
A well shapd wealthy Bride? Answer me that.

Cha. Tis frequent Sir in story, there I read of
All kinde of vertuous and vitious women;
The ancient Spartan Dames, and Roman Ladyes,
Their beauties and deformities, and when
I light upon a Portia or Cornelia,
Crownd with still-flourishing leaves of truth and goodness,
With such a feeling I peruse their fortunes,
As if I then had livd, and freely tasted
Their ravishing sweetness; at the present loving
The whole sexe for their goodness and example.
But on the contrary when I looke on
A Clytemnestra, or a Tullia;
The first bathd in her husbands blood; The latter,
Without a touch of piety, driving on
Her Chariot ore her fathers breathless trunk,
Horrour invades my faculties; and comparing
The multitudes o th guilty, with the few
That did dye Innocents, I detest, and loathe m
As ignorance or Atheisme. Bri. You resolve then
Nere to make payment of the debt you owe me.

Cha. What debt, good Sir? Bri. A debt I payd my father
When I begat thee, and made him a Grandsir,
Which I expect from you. Cha. The children Sir,
Which I will leave to all posterity,
Begot and brought up by my painefull studies,
Shall be my living issue. Bri. Very well.
And I shall have a general collection
Of all the quiddits from Adam to this time
To be my Grandchild. Ch. And such a one I hope Sir
As shall not shame the family. Bri. Nor will you
Take care of my estate? Cha. But in my wishes;
For know Sir, that the wings on which my Soul
Is mounted, have long since born her too high
To stoope to any prey that scares not upwards.
Sordid and dunghil minds composd of earth,
In that grosse Element fix all their happiness;
But purer spirits, purgd and refind, shake off
That clog of humane frailtie; give me leave
Tinjoy my selfe; that place that does containe
My Bookes (the best Companions) is to me
A glorious Court, where hourely I converse
With the old Sages and Philosophers,
And sometimes for variety, I conferre
With Kings and Emperours, and weigh their Counsels,
Calling their Victories (if unjustly got)
Unto a strict accompt, and in my phancy,
Deface their ill-placd Statues; Can I then
Part with such constant pleasures, to embrace
Uncertaine vanities? No, be it your care
Taugment your heap of wealth; It shall be mine
Tencrease in knowledg — Lights there for my study. Exit.

Bri. Was ever man that had reason thus transported
From all sense and feeling of his proper good?
It vexes me, and if I found not comfort
In my young Eustace, I might well conclude
My name were at a period! Lew. Hees indeed Sir
The surer base to build on. Bri. Eustace. Eust. Sir.
[Ent. Eust. Egre. Cow. & Andr.

Bri. Your eare in private. And. I suspect my master
Has found harsh welcome, hes gon supperless
Into his study; could I find out the cause,
It may be borrowing of his books, or so,
I shall be satisfid. Eust. My duty shall Sir,
Take any forme you please; and in your motion
To have me married, you cut off all dangers
The violent heats of youth might beare me to.

Lew. It is well answerd. Eust. Nor shall you my Lord
For your faire Daughter ever finde just cause
To mourn your choice of me; the name of husband,
Nor the authority it carries in it
Shall ever teach me to forget to be
As I am now her servant, and your Lordships;
And but that modesty forbids, that I
Should sound the Trump of my owne deserts,
I could say my choice manners have been such,
As render me lovd and remarkable
To th Princes of the blood. Cow. Nay to the King.

Egre. Nay to the King and Councel. And. These are Court admirers,
And ever eccho him that beares the bagg.
Though I be dull-eyd, I see through this jugling.

Eust. Then for my hopes: Cow. Nay certainties. Eust. They stand
As faire as any mans. What can there fall
In compass of her wishes which she shall not
Be suddenly possessd of? Loves she titles?
By th grace and favour of my princely friends,
I am what she would have me. Bri. He speakes well,
And I beleeve him. Lew. I could wish I did so.
Pray you a word Sir. Hes a proper Gentleman,
And promises nothing, but what is possible.
So far I will go with you; Nay I add,
He hath won much upon me, and were he
But one thing that his brother is, the bargain
Were soone struck up. Bri. Whats that my Lord? Lew. the heire.

And. Which he is not, and I trust never shall be.

Bri. Come, that shall breed no difference; you see
Charles has givn ore the World; Ile undertake,
And with much ease, to buy his birthright of him
For a dry-fat of new bookes; nor shall my state
Alone make way for him, but my-elder brothers,
Who being issueless, tadvance our name,
I doubt not will add his; Your resolution?

Lew. He first acquaint my daughter with the proceedings,
On these terms I am yours, as she shall be,
Make you no scruple, get the writings ready,
She shall be tractable; to-morrow we will hold
A second conference: Farewell noble Eustace,
And you brave Gallants. Eust. Ful increase of honour
Wait ever on you[r] Lordship. And. The Gowt rather
And a perpetual Meagrim. Bri. You see Eustace,
How I travail to possess you of a fortune
You were not born to; be you worthy of it,
Ile furnish you for a Suitor; visit her
And prosper int. Eust. Shees mine Sir, fear it not:
In all my travailes, I nere met a Virgin
That could resist my Courtship. Eust. If take now,
Ware made for ever, and will revel it. Exeunt.

And. In tough Welsh parsly, which in our vulgar Tongue
Is strong hempen halters; My poore Master cooznd,
And I a looker on! If we have studied
Our majors, and our minors, antecedents,
And consequents, to be concluded coxcombes,
W have made a faire hand ont; I am glad I hve found
Out all their plots, and their conspiracies;
This shall t old Mounsieur Miramont, one, that though
He cannot read a Proclamation, yet
Dotes on learning, and loves my Master Charles
For being a Schollar; I hear hees comming hither,
I shall meet him, and if he be that old
Rough teasty blade he always usd to be,
Ile ring him such a peale as shall go neere
To shake their belroome, peradventure, beat m,
For he is fire and flaxe, and so have at him. Exit.

Finis Actus primi.


Actus II. Scena I.
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Miramont, Brisac.

Nay Brother, brother. Bri. Pray Sir be not moved,
I meddle in no business but mine own,
And in mine owne tis reason I should governe.

Mir. But how to govern then, and understand Sir,
And be as wise as yare hasty, though you be
My brother, and from one bloud sprung, I must tell yee
Heartily and home too. Br. What Sir? Mir. What I grieve to find
You are a foole, and an old foole, and thats two.

Bri. Wel part em, if you please. Mir. No theyre entailed to em.
Seeke to deprive an honest noble spirit,
Your eldest Son Sir? and your very Image,
(But hes so like you that he fares the worse fort)
Because he loves his booke and doates on that,
And onely studies how to know things excellent,
Above the reach of such course braines as yours,
Such muddy fancies, that never will know farther
Then when to cut your Vines, and cozen Merchants,
And choake your hide-bound Tenants with musty harvests.

Bri. You go to fast. Mir. Im not come too my pace yet;
Because h has made his studie all his pleasure,
And is retyrd into his Contemplation,
Not medling with the dirt and chaffe of nature,
That makes the spirit of the mind mud too,
Therefore must he be flung from his inheritance?
Must he be dispossessd, and Mounsieur Gingle boy
His younger brother — Bri. You forget your self.

Mir. Because h has been at Court and learnd new tongues,
And how to speak a tedious peece of nothing;
To vary his face as Seamen do their Compass,
To worship images of gold and silver,
And fall before the she Calves of the Season,
Therefore must he jump into his brothers land?

Bri. Have you done yet, and have you spake enough,
In praise of learning, Sir? Mir. Never enough.

Bri. But brother do you know what learning is?

Mir. It is not to be a justice of Peace as you are,
And palter out your time ith penal Statutes.
To heare the curious Tenets controverted
Between a Protestant Constable, and Jesuit Cobler,
To pick natural Philosophic out of bawdry,
When your Worships pleasd to correctifie a Lady;
Nor tis not the main moral of blinde Justice,
(Which is deep learning) when your worships Tenants
Bring a light cause, and heavie Hennes before yee,
Both fat and feesible, a Goose or Pig,
And then you sit like equity with both hands
Weighing indifferently the state oth question.
These are your quodlibets, but no learning Brother.

Bri. You are so parlously in love with learning,
That Ide be glad to know what you understand, brother.
Ime sure you have read all Aristotle. Mir. Faith no,
But I beleeve, I have a learned faith Sir,
And thats it makes a Gentleman of my sort;
Though I can speak no Greek I love the sound ont,
It goes so thundering as it conjurd Devils.
Charles speakes it loftily, and if thou wert a man,
Or hadst but ever heard of Homers Iliads,
Hesiod, and the Greek Poets, thou wouldst run mad,
And hang thy self for joy th hadst such a Gentleman
To be thy son; O he has read such things
To me! Bri. And you do understand m Brother?

Mir. I tell thee no, thats not material; the sounds
Sufficient to confirme an honest man:
Good brother Brisac, dos your young Courtier
That weares the fine cloathes, and is the excellent Gentleman,
(The Traveller, the Souldier, as you think too)
Understand any other power than his Taylor?
Or knowes what motion is more than an Horse race?
What the moon meanes, but to light him home from Taverns?
Or the comfort of the Sun is, but to weare slasht clothes in?
And must this peece of ignorance be popt up,
Because t can Kisse the hand, and cry sweet Lady?
Say it had been at Rome, and seen the Reliques,
Drunk your Verdea wine, and ridde at Naples,
Brought home a pox of Venice treacle with it,
To cure young wenches that have eaten ashes:
Must this thing therefore? — Bri. Yes Sir this thing must,
I will not trust my land to one so sotted,
So grown like a disease unto his studie;
He that will fling off all occasions
And cares, to make him understand what state is,
And how to govern it, must by that reason,
Be flung himself aside from managing:
My younger boy is a fine Gentleman.

Mir. He is an asse, a peece of Ginger-bread,
Gilt over to please foolish girles puppets.

Bri. You are my elder Brother. Mir. So I had need,
And have an elder wit, thoudst shame us all else.
Go too, I say, Charles shall inherit. Bri. I say no,
Unless Charles had a soul to understand it;
Can he manage six thousand Crowns a yeare
Out of the Metaphysicks? or can all
His learnd Astronomy look to my Vineyards?
Can the drunken old Poets make up my Vines?
(I know they can drinke m) or your excellent Humanists
Sell m the Merchants for my best advantage?
Can History cut my hay, or get my Corne in?
And can Geometrie vent it in the market?
Shall I have my sheepe kept with a Jacobs staffe now?
I wonder you will magnifie this mad man,
You that are old and should understand. Mir. Should, saist thou,
Thou monstrous peece of ignorance in office!
Thou that hast no more knowledge than thy Clerk infuses,
Thy dapper Clerk larded with ends of Latin,
And he no more than custom of offences;
Thou unrepriveable Dunce! that thy formal band strings,
Thy Ring nor pomander cannot expiate for,
Dost thou tell me I should? Ile pose thy Worship
In thine own Libraty an Almanack,
Which thou art dayly poring on to pick out
Dayes of iniquity to cozen fooles in,
And full Moones to cut Cattel; dost thou taint me,
That have run over Story, Poetry,
Humanity? Bri. As a cold nipping shadow
Does ore eares of Corne, and leave em blasted,
Put up your anger, what Ile do Ile do.

Mir. Thou shall not doe. Bri. I will. Mir. Thou art an Asse then,
A dull old tedious Asse, th[] art ten times worse
And of lesse credit than Dunce Hollingshead
The Englishman, that writes of snowes and Sheriffes.

Enter Lewis.

Bri. Wel take you pleasure, heres one I must talke with.

Lew. Good day Sir. Bri. Faire to you Sir. Lew. May I speake wye?

Bri. With all my heart, I was waiting on your goodness.

Lew. Good morrow Mo[n]sieur Miramont. Mir. O sweet Sir,
Keep your good morrow to coole your Worships pottage,
A couple of the worlds fooles met together
To raise up dirt and dunghils. Lew. Are they drawne?

Bri. They shall be ready Sir, within these two houres;
And Charles set his hand. Lew. Tis necessary;
For he being a joint purchaser, though your state
Was got by your owne industrie, unlesse
He seale to the Conveyance, it can be
Of no validity. Bri. He shall be ready,
And do it willingly. Mir. He shall be hangd first.

Bri. I hope your daughter likes. Lew. S[h]e loves him well Sir.
Young Eustace is a bait to catch a woman,
A budding spritely fellow; yare resolved then,
That all shall passe from Charles. Bri. All all, hees nothing,
A bunch of bookes shall be his patrimony,
And more then he can manage too. Lew. Will your brother
Passe over his land to, to your son Eustace?
You know he has no heire. Mir. He will be flead first,
And horse-collars made of s skin! Bri. let him alone,
A wilful man; my state shall serve the turne, Sir.
And how does your Daughter? Lew. Ready for the houre,
And like a blushing Rose that staies the pulling.

Bri. To morrow, thens the day. Lew. Why then to morrow
Ile bring the Girle; get you the Writings ready.

Mir. But hark you Monsieur, have you the vertuous conscience
To help to robb an heire, an Elder Brother,
Of that which Nature and the Law flings on him?
You were your fathers eldest son, I take it,
And had his Land, would you had had his wit too,
Or his discretion to consider nobly,
What tis to deale unworthily in these things;
Youl say hees none of yours, hes his son;
And he will say, he is no son to inherit
Above a shelfe of Bookes; Why did he get him?
Why was he brought up to write and reade, and know things?
Why was he not like his father, a dumbe Justice?
A flat dull peece of flegme, shapd like a man,
A reverend Idoll in a peece of arras?
Can you lay disobedience, want of manners,
Or any capital crime to his charge? Lew. I doe not,
Nor do not weigh your words, they bite not me, Sir;
This man must answer. Bri. I have dont already.
And givn sufficient reason to secure me;
And so good morrow brother to your patience.

Lew. Good morrow Monsieur Miramont. Mir. Good night-caps
Keepe braines warme, or Maggots will breed in m.
Well Charles, thou shall not want to buy thee bookes yet,
The fairest in thy study are my gift,
And the University Lovaine for thy sake,
Hath tasted of my bounty, and to vex
Th old doting foole thy father, and thy brother,
They shall not share a Solz of mine between them;
Nay more, Ile give thee eight thousand Crowns a year,
In some high strain to write my Epitaph.


Actus II. Scaena II.
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Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy.

How do I look now my elder Brother?
Nay, tis a handsome Suit. Cow. All courtly, courtly.

Eust. Ile assure ye Gentlemen, my Taylor has travaild,
And speaks as lofty Language in his bills too;
The cover of an old Book would not shew thus.
Fye, fie; what things these Academicks are?
These book-worms, how they look! Egr. Thare mere Images,
No gentle motion nor behaviour in m,
Theyl prattle ye of primum mobile,
And tell a story of the state of Heaven,
What Lords and Ladies govern in such houses,
And what wonders they do when they meet together,
And how they spit snow, fire, and hail like a Jugler,
And make a noise when they are drunk, which we call Thunder.

Cow. They are the sneakingst things, and the contemptiblest;
Such small-beer brains, but aske em any thing
Out of the Element of their understanding,
And they stand gaping like a roasted Pig;
Do they know what a Court is or a Councel,
Or how th affairs of Christendome are managd?
Do they know any thing but a tyred hackney?
And they cry absurd as the Horse understood em.
They have made a fair youth of your elder brother,
A pretty piece of flesh. Eust. I thank m for it,
Long may he study to give me his state.
Saw you my Mistress? Egre. Yes, shees a sweet young woman,
But be sure you keep her from Learning. Eust. Songs she
May have, and read a little unbakd Poetry,
Such as the Dablers of our time contrive,
That has no weight nor wheel to move the mind,
Nor indeed nothing but an empty sound;
She shall have cloaths, but not made by Geometry;
Horses and Coach, but of no immortal race;
I will not have a Scholar in mine house
Above a gentle Reader; They corrupt
The foolish women with their subtle problems;
Ile have my house calld Ignorance, to fright
Prating Philosophers from entertainment.

Cow. It will do well, love those that love good fashions,
Good clothes and rich, they invite men to admire m,
That speak the lisp of Court. Oh tis great Learning!
To ride well, dance well, sing well, or whistle Courtly,
Th are rare endowments; that they have seen far Countries,
And can speak strange things, though they speak no truths,
For then they make things common. When are you married?

Eust. To morrow, I think, we must have a Masque Boyes,
And of our own making. Egre. Tis not half an houres work,
A Cupid and a fiddle, and the things done,
But lets be handsome, shalls be Gods or Nymphs?

Eust. What, Nymphs with beards? Cow. Thats true, wel be Knights
then,
Some wandring Knights, that light here on a sudden.

Eust. Lets go, lets go, I must go visit, Gentlemen,
And mark what sweet lips I must kiss to morrow. Exeunt.


Actus II. Scena III.
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Cook, Andrew, Butler.

And how dos my Master? And. Is ats book, peace Coxcomb,
That such an unlearnd tongue as thine should ask for him!

Co. Dos he not study conjuring too? And. Have you
Lost any Plate, Butler? But. No, but I know
I shall to morrow at dinner. And. Then to morrow
You shall be turnd out of your place fort; we meddle
With no spirits oth Buttry, they taste too small for us;
Keep me a Pye in folio, I beseech thee,
And thou shall see how learnedly Ile translate him;
Shalls have good cheer to morrow? Coo. Ex. Lent, good cheer Andrew.

And. The spight ont is, that much about that time,
I shall be arguing, or deciding rather,
Which are the Males or Females of red Herrings
And whether they be taken in the red Sea onely,
A question found out by Copernicus,
The learned Motion-maker. Co. I marry Butler,
Here are rare things; a man that lookd upon him,
Would swear he understood no more than we do.

But. Certain, a learned Andrew. And. Ive so much ont
And am so loaden with strong understanding,
I fear, theyl run me mad, heres a new instrument,
A metamatical glister to purge the Moon with,
When she is laden with cold flegmatick humours,
And heres another to remove the Stars,
When they grow too thick in the Firmament.

Co. O heavens! why do I labour out my life
In a beef-pot? and only search the secrets
Of a Sallad; and know no farther! And. They are not
Reveald to all heads; These are far above
Your Element of Fire. Cooke. I could tell you
Of Archimides glass to fire your coals with,
And of the Philosophers turf that nere goes out;
And Gilbert Butler, I could ravish thee,
With two rare inventions. But. What are they Andrew?

And. The one to blanch your bread from chippings base,
And in a moment, as thou wouldst an Almond,
The Sect of the Epicureans invented that;
The other for thy trenches, thats a strong one,
To cleanse you twenty dozen in a minute,
And no noise heard, which is the wonder Gilbert,
And this was out of Platos new Ideas.

But. Why, what a learned Master dost thou serve Andrew?

And. These are but the scrapings of his understanding, Gilbert;
With gods and goddesses, and such strange people
He deals, and treats with in so plain a fashion,
As thou dost with thy boy that drawes thy drink,
Or Ralph there with his kitchin boyes and scalders.

Coo. But why should he not be familiar and talk sometimes,
As other Christians do, of hearty matters,
And come into the Kitchin, and there cut his breakfast?

But. And then retyre to the Buttry and there eat it,
And drink a lusty bowle to my younger Master
That must be now the heir will do all these,
I and be drunk too; These are mortal things.

And. My Master studies immortality. Coo. Now thou talkst
Of immortality, how dos thy wife Andrew? My old Master
Did you no small pleasure when he procurd her
And stockd you in a farme. If he should love her now,
As he hath a Colts tooth yet, what sayes your learning
And your strange instruments to that my Andrew?
Can any of your learned Clerks avoid it?
Can ye put by his Mathematical Engine?

And. Yes, or Ile break it; thou awakenst me,
And Ile peep ith Moon this moneth but Ile watch for him.
My Master rings, I must go make him a fire,
And conjure ore his books. Coo. Adieu good Andrew,
And send thee manly patience with thy learning. Exeu.


Actus II. Scaena IV.
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Charles.

I have forgot to eat and sleep with reading,
And all my faculties turn into studie;
Tis meat and sleep; what need I outward garments,
When I can cloathe my self with understanding?
The stars and glorious planets have no Taylors,
Yet ever new they are and shine like Courtiers.
The seasons of the yeare find no fond parents,
Yet some are armd in silver Ice that glisters,
And sovne in gawdy green come in like Masquers:
The Silk-worme spines her owne suit and her lodging,
And has no aid nor partner in her labours:
Why should we care for any thing but knowledge,
Or look upon the world but to contemne it?

Enter Andrew.

Would you have any thing? Cha. Andrew, I find
There is a flie grown ore the eye oth Bull,
Which will go neere to blind the Constellation.

And. Put a gold-ring ins nose, and that will cure him.

Cha. Ariadnes crowns away too; two main starres
That held it fast are slipd out. And. Send it presently
To Gallatteo the Italian Star-wright
Heell set it right againe with little labour.

Cha. Thou art a pretty Schollar. And. I hope I shall be;
Have I swept bookes so often to know nothing?

Cha. I heare thou art married. And. It hath pleasd your father
To match me to a maid of his owne choosing,
I doubt her constellations loose too, and wants nailing,
And a sweet farme he has given us a mile off Sir.

Cha. Marry thy selfe to understanding, Andrew,
These women are Errata in all Authours,
Theyre faire to see to, and bound up in vellam,
Smooth, white and cleare, but their contents are monstrous;
They treat of nothing but dull age and diseases.
Thou hast not so much wit in thy head, as there is
On those shelves, Andrew. And. I think I have not Sir.

Cha. No, if thou hadst thouldst nere marryed a woman
In thy bosome, theyre Cataplasmes made oth deadly sins:
I nere saw any yet but mine own mother;
Or if I did, I did regard them but
As shadowes that passe by of under Creatures.

And. Shall I bring you one? lie trust you with my owne wife;
I would not have your brother go beyond ye;
Thare the prittiest natural Philosophers to play with.

Cha. No, no, thare Opticks to delude mens eyes with.
Does my younger brother speake any Greek yet, Andrew?

And. No, but he speaks High Dutch, and that goes as daintily.

Cha. Reach me the bookes down I read yesterday,
And make a little fire and get a manchet;
Make cleane those instruments of brass I shewd you,
And set the great Sphere by, then take the fox tayle
And purg the bookes from dust, last take your Lilly,
And get your part ready. And. Shall I go home Sir?
My wives name is Lilly, there my best part lyes, Sir.

Cha. I mean your Gammer, O thou dunderhead!
Wouldst thou be ever in thy wives Syntaxis?
Let me have no noise nor nothing to disturb me,
I am to find a secret. And. So am I too,
Which if I you find, I shall make some smart fort. — Exeunt.


Actus III. Scena I.
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Lewis, Angellina; Sylvia, Notary.

This is the day my daughter Angellina,
The happy, that must make you a fortune,
A large and full one, my great care has wrought it,
And yours must be as great to entertaine it;
Young Eustace is a Gentleman at all points,
And his behaviour affable and courtly,
His person excellent, I know you find that,
I read it in your eyes, you like his youth,
Young handsome people should be matchd together,
Then followes handsome Ch[i]ldren, handsome fortunes;
The most part of his fathers state, my Wench,
Is tid in a joynture, that makes up the harmony;
And when yare marryed. hes of that soft temper,
And so far will be chaind to your observance,
That you may rule and turne him as you please.
What are the writings drawn on our side, Sir?

Not. They are, and here I have so fetterd him,
That if the Elder Brother set his hand to,
Not all the power of law shall ere release him.

Lew. These Notaries are notable confident Knaves,
And able to doe more mischeife than an Army:
Are all your clauses sure? Not. Sure as proportion,
They may turne Rivers sooner than these writings.

Not. Why did you not put all the lands in, Sir?

Lew. Twas not conditiond. Not. If it had been found,
It had been but a fault made in the writing;
If not found all the Land. Lew. These are small Devils
That care not who has misch[ie]fe, so they make it;
They live upon the meere scent of dissension.
Tis well, tis well, Are you contented Girle?
For your wil must be known. Ang. A husbands welcom,
And as an humble wife He entertaine him,
No soveraignty I aime at, tis the mans Sir,
For she that seekes it, killes her husbands Honour:
The Gentleman I have scene, and well observd him,
Yet find not that gracd excellence you promise,
A pretty Gentle man and he may please too,
And some few flashes I have heard come from him,
But not to admiration as to others;
Hees young and may be good, yet he must make it,
And I may help, and help to thank him also.
It is your pleasure I should make him mine,
Andt has beene still my duty to observe you.

Lew. Why then lets go, And I shall love your modesty.
To horse, and bring the Coach out Angellina,
To morrow you will looke more womanly.

Ang. So I looke honestly, I feare no eyes, Sir. Exeunt.


Actus III. Scaena II.
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Brisac, Andrew, Cooke, Lilly.

Wait on your Master, he shall have that befits him;

And. No inheritance, Sir? Bri. You speak like a foole, a coxcomb,
He shall have annual meanes to buy him bookes,
And find him cloathes and meat, what would he more?
Trouble him with Land? tis flat against his nature:
I love him too, and honour those gifts in him.

And. Shall Master Eustace have all? Bri. All, all, he knowes how
To use it, hees a man bred in the world,
Tother ith heavens: my Masters, pray be wary,
And serviceable; and Cooke see all your sawces
Be sharp and poynant in the pallat, that they may
Commend you; looke to your roast and bakd meates hansomly,
And what new kickshawes and delicate made things — 
Is th musick come? But. Yes Sir, thare here at breakfast.

Bri. There will be a Masque too, you must see this roome clean,
And Butler your doore open to all good fellowes,
But have an eye to your plate, for their be Furies;
My Lilly welcome, you are for the linnen,
Sort it, and see it ready for the table,
And see the bride-bed made, and looke the cords be
Not cut asunder by the Gallants too,
There be such knacks abroad; hark hither, Lilly,
To morrow night at twelve a clock, Ile suppe wye,
Your husband shall be safe, Ile send ye meat too,
Before I cannot well slip from my company.

And. Will ye so, will you so, Sir? Ile make one to eate it,
I may chance make you stagger too. Bri. No answer, Lilly?

Lil. One word about the linnen; Ile be ready,
And rest your worships still. And. And Ile rest wyee,
You shall see what rest twill be: Are ye so nimble?
A man had need have ten paire of eares to watch you.

Bri. Wait on your Master, for I know he wants ye,
And keep him in his studie, that the noise
Do not molest him: I will not faile my Lilly — 
Come in sweet hearts, all to their several duties. Exeunt.

And. are you kissing ripe, Sir? Double but my farm
And kisse her till thy heart ake; these smocke vermin,
How eagerly they leap at old mens kisses,
They lick their lipps at profit, not at pleasure;
And ift were not for th scurvie name of Cuckold,
He should lye with her, I know sheel labour at length
With a good lordship. If he had a wife now,
But thats all one, lie fit him: I must up
Unto my Master, heel be mad with studie — Exit.


Actus III. Scoena III.
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Charles.

What a noise is in this house, my head is broken,
Within a Parenthesis, in every corner,
As if the earth were shaken with some strange Collect,
There are stirres and motions. What Planet rules this house?

Enter Andrew.

Whos there? And. Tis I Sir faithful Andrew. Cha. Come neere
And lay thine eare downe, hearst no noise? And. The Cookes
Are chopping hearbs and mince meat to make pies,
And breaking Marrow-bones — Char. Can they set them againe?

And. Yes, yes, in brothes and puddings, and they grow stronger
For the use of any man. Cha. What speakings that?
Sure there is a massacre. And. Of Pigs and Geese Sir,
And Turkeys for the spit. The Cookes are angry Sirs,
And that makes up the medly. Cha. Do they thus
At every dinner? I nere markd them yet,
Nor know who is a Cook. And. Thare sometimes sober,
And then they beat as gently as a Tabor.

Char. What loads are these? Andr. Meat, meat, Sir, for the Kitchin,
And stinking Fowles the Tenants have sent in;
Theyl nere be found out at a general eating;
And theres fat Venison, Sir. Cha. Whats that? And. Why Deer,
Those that men fatten for their private pleasures,
And let their tenants starve upon the Commons.

Char. Ive red of Deer, but yet I nere eat any.

And. Theres a Fishmongers boy with Caviar Sir,
Anchoves and Potargo, to make ye drink.

Cha. Sure these are modern, very modern meats,
For I understand m not. And. No more dos any man
From Caca merda or a substance worse,
Till they be greasd with oyle, and rubd with onions,
And then flung out of doors, they are rare Sallads.

Cha. And why is all this, prithee tell me Andrew!
Are there any Princes to dine here to day?
By this abundance sure there should be Princes;
Ive read of entertainment for the gods
At half this charge, will not six dishes serve em?
I never had but one, and that a small one.

And. Your Brothers married this day, hes married,
Your younger brother Eustace. Cha. What of that?

And. And all the friends about are bidden hither.
Theres not a dog that knowes the house but comes too.

Cha. Married? to whom? And. Why to a dainty Gentlewoman,
Young, sweet, and modest. Cha. Are there modest women?
How do they look? And. O yould blesse your self to see them.
He parts withs book, he nere did so before yet.

Cha. What dos my father for m? And. Gives all his Land,
And makes your brother Heir. Cha. Must I have nothing?

And. Yes, you must study still, and hel maintain you.

Cha. I am his eldest brother. And. True, you were so,
But he has leapd ore your shoulders, Sir. Cha. Tis wel,
Hel not inherit my understanding too?

And. I think not, hel scarce find tenants to let it
Out to. Cha. Hark, hark. Andr. The Coach that brings the fair
Lady.

Enter Lewis, Angellina, Ladies, Notary, &c.

And. Now you may see her. Cha. Sure this should be modest;
But I do not truly know what women make of it,
Andrew; She has a face looks like a story,
The storie of the Heavens looks very like her.

And. She has a wide face then. Cha. She has a Cheiubins,
Coverd and vaild with modest blushes.
Eustace be happy, whiles poor Charles is patient.
Get me my book again, and come in with me — Exeunt.

Enter Brisac, Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy, Miramont.

Bri. Welcome sweet Daughter, welcome noble Brother,
And you are welcome Sir, with all your writings,
Ladies most welcome; What? my angry brother!
You must be welcome too, the Feast is flat else.

Mir. I am not come for your welcome, I expect none;
I bring no joyes to blesse the bed withal;
Nor songs, nor Masques to glorifie the Nuptials,
I bring an angrie mind to see your folly,
A sharp one too, to reprehend you for it.

Bri. Youl stay and dine though? Mir. All your meat smells mustie,
Your table will shew nothing to content me.

Bri. Ile answer you, heres good meat. Mira. But your sawce is
scurvie;
It is not seasond with the sharpness of discretion.

Eust. It seems your anger is at me, dear Uncle.

Mir. Thou art not worth my anger, thart a boy,
A lump o thy fathers lightness, made of nothing
But antick cloaths and cringes; look in thy head,
And twill appear a footbal full of fumes
And rotten smoke; Ladie, I pitie you;
You are a handsome and a sweet young Ladie,
And ought to have a handsome man yoakd tye,
An understanding too; this is a Gincrack,
That ca[n] get nothing but new fashions on you;
For say he have a thing shapd like a child,
Twill either prove a tumbler or a tailor.

Eust. These are but harsh words Uncle. Mir. So I mean em.
Sir, you play harsher play w your elder brother.

Eust. I would be loth to give you. Mi. Do not venter,
Ile make your wedding cloaths fit closer tee then;
I but disturb you, lie go see my nephew:

Lew. Pray take a piece of rosemarie. Mir. Ile wear it,
But for the Ladies sake, and none of yours;
May be Ile see your table too. Bri. Pray do, Sir.

Ang. A mad old Gentleman. Bri. Yes faith sweet daughter,
He has been thus his whole age to my knowledge,
He has made Charles his heir, I know that certainly;
Then why should he grudge Eustace any thing?

Ang. I would not have a light head, nor one laden
With too much learning, as they say, this Charles is,
That makes his book his Mistress: Sure, theres something
Hid in this old mans anger, that declares him
Not a mere Sot. Bri. Come shall we go and seal brother?
All things are readie, and the [P]riest is here.
When Charles has set his hand unto the Writings,
As he shall instantly, then to the Wedding,
And so to dinner. Lew. Come, lets seal the book first
For my daughters Jointure. Bri. Lets be private int Sir. Exeunt.


Actus III. Scaena IV.
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Enter Charles, Miramont, Andrew.

Mir. Nay, yare undone. Cha. hum. Mira. Ha ye no greater feeling?

And. You were sensible of the great b[oo]ke, Sir,
When it fell on your head, and now the house
Is ready to fall, Do you feare nothing? Cha. Will
He have my bookes too? Mir. No, he has a book,
A faire one too to read on, and read wonders,
I would thou hadst her in thy studie Nephew,
And twere but to new string her. Cha. Yes, I saw her,
And me though[t] twas a curious peece of learning,
Handsomely bound, and of a daintly letter.

And. He flung away his booke. Mir. I like that in him,
Would he had flung away his dulness too,
And speak to her. Cha. And must my brother have all?

Mir. All that your father has. Cha. And that faire woman too?

Mir. That woman also. Cha. He has enough then
May I not see her somtimes, and call her Sister?
I will doe him no wrong. Mir. This makes me mad
I could now cry for anger; these old fooles
Are the most stubborn and the wilfullest Coxcombs — 
Farewil, and fall to your booke, forget your brother;
You are my heire, and Ile provide ya wife;
Ile looke upon this marriage, though I hate it. Exit.

Enter Brisac.

Where is my son? And. There Sir, casting a figure
What chopping children his brother shall have.

Bri. He dos well; How dost Charles? still at thy book?

And. Hees studying now Sir, who shall be his father.

Bri. Peace you rude Knave — Come hither Charles be merry.

Cha. I thank you, I am busie at my book, Sir.

Bri. You must put your hand my Charles, as I would have you
Unto a little peece of parchment here;
Onely your name, you write a reasonable hand.

Cha. But I may do unreasonably to write it.
What is it Sir? Bri. To passe the Land I have, Sir,
Unto your younger brother. Cha. Ist no more?

Bri. No, no, tis nothing; you shall be provided for,
And new bookes you shall have still, and new studies,
And have your meanes brought in without thy care boy,
And one still to attend you. Cha. This shewes your love father.

Bri. Im tender to you. And. Like a stone, I take it.

Cha. Why father, Ile go downe, ant please you let me,
Because Ide see the thing they call the Gentlewoman,
I see no woman but through contemplation,
And there Ile doet before the company,
And wish my brother fortune. Bri. Doe I prithee.

Cha. I must not stay, for I have things above
Require my study. Bri. No, thou shalt not stay,
Thou shalt have a brave dinner too. And. Now has he
Orethrowne himselfe for ever; I will down
Into the Celler, and be stark drunk for anger. Exeunt.


Actus III. Scaena V.
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Enter Lewis, Angellina, Eustace, Priest, Ladies, Cowsy,
Notary, Miramont.

Not. Come let him bring his sons hand, and alls done.
Is yours ready? Pr. Yes Ile dispatch ye presently,
Immediately for in truth I am a hungry.

Eust. Doe speak apace, for we believe exactly
Doe not we stay long Mistris? Ang. I find no fault,
Better things well done than want time to doe them.
Uncle, why are you sad? Mir. Sweet smelling blossome,
Would I were thine Uncle to thine owne content,
Ide make thy husbands state a thousand, better
A yearlie thousand, thou hast mist a man,
(But that he is addicted to his studie,
And knowes no other Mistresse than his minde)
Would weigh down bundles of these emptie kexes.

Ang. Can he speak, Sir? Mir. Faith yes, but not to women:
His language is to heaven, and heavenlie wonder,
To Nature, and her dark and secret causes.

Ang. And does he speak well there? Mir. O, admirably;
But hees to bashful too behold a woman,
Theres none that sees him, nor he troubles none.

Ang. He is a man. Mir. Faith Yes, and a cleare sweet spirit.

Ang. Then conversation me thinkes — Mir. So think I
But it is his rugged fate, and so I leave you.

Ang. I like thy noblenesse. Eust. See my mad Uncle
Is courting my faire Mistresse. Lew. Let him alone,
Theres nothing that allayes an angrie mind
So soone as a sweet beautie; heel come to us.

Enter Brisac, Charles.

Eust. My fathers here, my brother too! thats a wonder,
Broke like a spirit from his Cell. Bri. Come hither,
Come neerer Charles; Twas your desire to see
My noble Daughter, and the company,
And give your brother joy, and then to seal boy.
You doe like a good brother. Lew. Marry dos he
And he shall have my love for ever fort.
Put to your hand now. Not. Heres the Deed Sir, ready.

Cha. No, you must pardon me a while, I tell ye,
I am in contemplation, doe not trouble me.

Bri. Come, leave thy studie, Charles. Cha. Ile leave my life first;
I studie now to be a man, Ive found it.
Before, what man was, was but my argument.

Mir. I like this best of all, he has taken fire,
His dull mist flies away. Eust. Will you write brother?

Cha. No, brother no, I have no time for poore things,
Im taking th height of that bright Constellation.

Bri. I say, you trifle time, Son. Cha. I will not seale, Sir;
I am your eldest, and Ile keepe my birthright,
For heaven forbid I should become example;
Had yonely shewd me Land, I had deliverd it,
And been a proud man to have parted with it;
Tis dirt, and labour; Doe I speak right Uncle?

Mir. Bravely my boy, and blesse thy tongue. Char. Ile forward,
But you have opend to me such a treasure,
I find my mind free, heaven direct my fortune.

Mir. Can he speak now? Is this a son to sacrifice?

Cha. Such an inimitable piece of beauty
That I have studyed long, and now found onely,
That Ile part sooner with my soul of reason,
And be a plant, a beast, a fish, a flie,
And onely make the number of things up
Than yeeld one foot of Land, if she be tyd tot.

Lew. He speakes unhappily. Aug. and me thinkes bravely.
This the meere Schollar? Eust. You but vexe your selfe brother
And vex your studie too. Cha. Go you and studie,
For ts time young Eustace, you want both man and manners,
Ive studied both, although I made no shew ont.
Goe turne the Volumes over I have read,
Eate and digest them, that they may grow in thee,
Weare out the tedious night with thy dimme Lampe,
And sooner lose the day than leave a doubt.
Distil the sweetness from the Poets Spring,
And learne to love, Thou knowst not what faire is,
Traverse the stories of the great Heroes,
The wise and civill lives of good men walke through;
Thou hast scene nothing but the face of Countries,
And brought home nothing but their empty words:
Why shouldst thou weare a Jewel of this worth?
That hast no worth within thee to preserve her.

Beauty cleere and faire,
where the aire
Rather like a perfume dwells,
Where the violet and the rose
The blew veines in blush disclose,
And come to honour nothing else.

Where to live neere,
And planted there,
Is to live, and still live new;
Where to gain a favour is
More then light, perpetual blisse,
Make me live by serving you.

Deare again backe recal
to this light,
A stranger to himselfe and all;
Both the wonder and the story
Shall be yours, and eke the Glory,
I am your servant, and your thrall.

Mir. Speake such another Ode, and take all yet.
What say ye to the Scholar now? Ang. I wonder;
Is he your brother, Sir? Bust. Yes, would he were buried,
I feare heel make an asse of me a younger.

Ang. Speake not so softly Sir, tis very likely.

Bri. Come leave your finical talke, and lets dispatch, Charles.

Cha. Dispatch? What? Bri. Why the land. Cha. You are deceivd, Sir,
Now I perceive what tis that woes a woman,
And what maintaines her when shees wood: Ile stop here.
A wilfull poverty nere made a beauty,
Nor want of meanes maintaind it vertuously:
Though land and monies be no happinesse,
Yet they are counted good additions.
That use Ile make; He that neglects a blessing,
Though he want present knowledge how to use it,
Neglects himself; May be I have done you wrong Lady,
Whose love and hope went hand in hand together;
May be my brother, that has long expected
The happie houre and blest my ignorance;
Pray give me leave Sir, I shall cleare all doubts.
Why did they shew me you? Pray tell me that?

(Mir. Heel talke thee into a pension for thy knaverie)

Cha. You happie you, why did you breake unto me?
The rosie sugred morne nere broke so sweetly:
I am a man, and have desires within me,
Affections too, though they were drownd a while,
And lay dead, till the Spring of beautie raisd them;
Till I saw those eyes, I was but a lump;
A Chaos of confusedness dwelt in me;
Then from those eyes shot Love, and he distinguisht,
And into forme he drew my faculties;
And now I know my Land, and now I love too.

Bri. We had best remove the Maide. Cha. It is too late Sir.
I have her figure here. Nay frowne not Eustace,
There are lesse worthie soules for younger brothers;
This is no forme of silk but sanctitie,
Which wilde lascivious hearts can never dignifie.
Remove her where you will, I walk along still;
For like the light we make no separation;
You may sooner part the billowes of the Sea,
And put a barre betwixt their fellowships,
Than blot out my remembrance; sooner shut
Old time into a Den, and stay his motion,
Wash off the swift houres from his downie wings,
Or steale eternitie to stop his glasse,
Than shut the sweet Idea I have in me.
Roome for an elder brother, pray give place, Sir.

Mir. Has studied duel too, take heed, heel beat thee.
Has frighted the old Justice into a fever;
I hope heel disinherit him too for an asse;
For though he be grave with yeeres, hees a great babie.

Cha. Doe not you think me mad? Ang. No certain, Sir,
I have heard nothing from you but things excellent.

Cha. You looke upon my cloathes and laugh at me,
My scurvie clothes! Ang. They have rich linings Sir.
I would your brother — Cha. His are gold and gawdie.

Ang. But touch em inwardlie, they smell of Copper.

Cha. Can ye love me? I am an heire, sweet Ladie,
How ever I appeare a poore dependant;
Love you with honour, I shall love so ever;
Is your eye ambitious? I may be a great man.
Ist wealth or lands you covet? my father must dye.

Mir. That was well put in, I hope heel take it deepely.

Cha. Old men are not immortal, as I take it;
Is it, you looke for, youth and handsomness?
I doe confess my brothers a handsome Gentleman,
But he shall give me leave to lead the way Ladie,
Can you love for love, and make that the reward?
The old man shall not love his heapes of gold
With a more doting superstition,
Than Ile love you. The young man his delights,
The merchant when he ploughs the angrie sea up,
And sees the mountaine billows failling on him,
As if all Elements, and all their angers
Were turnd into one vowd destruction;
Shall not with greater joy embrace his safetie.
Weel live together like two wanton Vines,
Circling our soules and loves in one another,
Weel spring together and weel beare one fruit;
One joy shall make us smile, and one griefe mourne;
One age go with us, and one houre of death
Shall shut our eyes, and one grave make us happie.

Ang. And one hand scale the match, Ime yours for ever.

Lew. Nay, stay, stay, stay. Ang. Nay certainly, tis done Sir.

Bri. There was a contract. Ang. Onely conditional,
That if he had the Land, he had my love too;
This Gentlemans the heire, and heell maintaine it.
Pray be not angrie Sir at what I say;
Or if you be, tis at your owne adventure.
You have the out side of a pretty Gentleman,
But by my troth you[r] inside is but barren;
Tis not a face I onely am in love with,
Nor will I say your face is excellent,
A reasonable hunting face to Court the winde with;
Nor thare not words unlesse they be well placd too,
Nor your sweete Dam-mes, nor your hired verses,
Nor telling me of Cloathes, nor Coach and horses,
No nor your visits each day in new suites,
Nor you[r] black patches you weare variouslie,
Some cut like starres, some in halfe Moones, some Lozenges,
(All which but shew you still a younger brother.)

Mir. Gramercie Wench, thou hast a noble soule too.

Ang. Nor you[r] long travailes, not your little knowledge,
Can make me doate upon you. Faith goe studie,
And gleane some goodness, that you may shew manlie;
Your Brother at my suit Ime sure will teach you;
Or onely studie how to get a wife Sir,
Yare cast far behind, tis good you should be melancholie,
It shewes like a Gamester that had lost his money,
And tis the fashon to weare your arme in a skarfe Sir,
For you have had a shrewd cut ore the fingers.

Lew. But are y in earnest? Ang. Yes, beleeve me father,
You shall nere choose for me, yare old and dim Sir,
And th shaddow of the earth ecclipsd your judgement,
Yhave had your time without controwle deare father,
And you must give me leave to take mine now Sir.

Bri. This is the last time of asking, Will you set your hand to?

Cha. This is the last time of answering, I will never.

Bris. Out of my doores. Char. Most willingly. Miram. He shall Jew,
Thou of the Tribe of Man-y-asses Coxcombe,
And never trouble thee more till thy chops be cold foole.

Ang. Must I be gone too? Lew. I will never know thee.

Ang. Then this man will; what fortune he shall run, father,
Beet good or bad, I must partake it with him.

Enter Egremont.

When shall the Masque begins? Eust. Tis done alreadie,
All, all, is broken off, I am undone friend,
My brothers wise againe, and has spoild all,
Will not release the land, has wone the Wench too.

Egre. Could he not stay till th Masque was past? Ware ready.
What a skirvie tricks this? Mir. O you may vanish,
Performe it at some Hall, where the Citizens wives
May seet for six pence a peece, and a cold supper.
Come lets goe Charles; And now my noble Daughter,
Ile sell the tiles of my house ere thou shall want Wench.
Rate up your dinner Sir, and sell it cheape,
Some younger brother will take t up in commodities.
Send you joy, Nephew Eustace, if you studie the Law,
Keep your great pippin-pies, theyl goe far with ye.

Cha. Ide have your blessing. Bri. No, no, meet me no more,
Farewell, thou wilt blast mine eyes else. Cha. I will not.

Lew. Nor send not you for Gownes. Ang. Ile weare course flannel first.

Bri. Come lets goe take some counsel. Lew. Tis too late.

Bri. Then stay and dine, It may be we shall vexe em. Exeunt.


Actus IV. Scaena I.

[image: img47.jpg]

Enter Brisac, Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy.

Nere talke to me, you are no men but Masquers,
Shapes, shadowes, and the signes of men, Court bubbles,
That every breath or breakes or blowes away,
You have no soules, no metal in your bloods,
No heat to stir ye when ye have occasion,
Frozen dull things that must be turnd with leavers;
Are you the Courtiers and the travaild Gallants?
The spritely fellowes, that the people talk of?
Ye have no more Spirit than three sleepy sops.

Eust. What would ye have me doe, Sir? Bri. Follow your brother,
And get ye out of doores, and seeke your fortune,
Stand still becalmd, and let an aged Dotard,
A haire-braind puppie, and a bookish boy,
That never knew a blade above a penknife,
And how to cut his meat in Characters,
Crosse my designe, and take thine owne Wench from thee,
In mine owne house too? Thou dispisd poore fellow!

Eust. The reverence that I ever bare to you Sir,
Then to my Uncle, with whomt had been but sawcinesse
Thave been so rough — Egre. And we not seeing him
Strive in his owne cause, that was principal,
And should have led us on, thought it ill manners
To begin a quarrel here. Bri. You dare doe nothing.
Doe you make your care the excuse of your cowardlinesse?
Three boyes on hobbie-horses with three penny halberts,
Would beat you all. Cow. You must not say so. Bri. Yes,
And sing it too. Cow. You are a man of peace,
Therefore we must give way. Bri. Ile make my way;
And therefore quickly leave me, or Ile force you;
And having first torne off your flaunting feathers,
Ile tramble on em; and if that cannot teach you
To quit my house, Ile kick ye out of my gates;
You gawdie glow-wormes carrying seeming fire,
Yet have no heat within ye. Cow. O blest travaile!
How much we owe thee for our power to suffer?

Egre. Some spleenative youths now that had never seen
More than thy Countrie smoak, will grow in choler.
It would shew fine in us. Eust. Yes marry would it,
That are prime Courtiers, and must know no angers,
But give thankes for our injuries, if we purpose
To hold our places. Bri. Will you find the doore?
And finde it suddenlie, you shall lead the way, Sir,
With your perfumd retinew, and cover
The now lost Angellina, or build on it,
I will adopt some beggers doubtful issue
Before thou shall inherit. Eust. Weel to councel,
And what may be done by mans wit or valour
Weel put in execution. Bri. Doe, or never
Hope I shall know thee. Le. O Sir, have I found you? [Exeunt.
Ent. Lewis.

Bri. I never hid my selfe, whence flows this fury?
With which as it appeares, you come to fright me.

Lew. I smell a plot, meere conspiracy
Among ye all to defeate me of my daughter,
And if she be not suddenly delivered,
Untainted in her reputation too,
The best of France shall know how I am juggled with.
She is my heire, and if she may be ravisht
Thus from my care, farewel Nobilitie;
Honour and blood are meer neglected nothings.

Bri. Nay then, my Lord you go too far, and tax him
Whose innocencie understands not what feare is;
If your unconstant daughter will not dwell
On certainties, must you thenceforth conclude,
That I am fickle? What have I omitted,
To make good my integritie and truth?
Nor can her lightnesse, nor your supposition
Cast an aspersion on me. Lew. I am wounded
In fact, nor can words cure it: doe not trifle,
But speedilie, once more I doe repeate it,
Restore my daughter as I brought her hither.
Or you shall heare from me in such a kinde,
As you will blush to answer. Bri. all the world
I think conspires to vex me, yet I will not
Torment my selfe; some spriteful mirth must banish
The rage and melancholie which hath almost choakd me,
Ta knowing man tis Physick, and tis thought on,
One merrie houre Ile have in spight of fortune,
To cheare my heart, and this is that appointed,
This night Ile hugge my Lilly in mine armes,
Provocatives are sent before to cheare me;
We old men need em, and though we pay deare,
For our stolne pleasures, so it be done securely;
The charge much like a sharp sawce gives m relish.
Well honest Andrew, I gave you a farme,
And it shall have a beacon to give warning
To my other Tenants when the Foe approaches;
And presently, you being bestowed else where,
Ile graffe it with dexteritie on your forehead;
Indeed I will Lilly. I come poore Andrew. Exit.


Actus IV. Scaena II.
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Enter Miramont, Andrew.

Do they chafe roundly? And. As they were rubbd with soap, Sir,
And now they sweare alowd, now calme again,
Like a ring of bells whose sound the wind still alters,
And then they sit in councel what to doe,
And then they jar againe what shall be done;
They talke of Warrants from the Parliament,
Complaints to the King, and forces from the Province,
They have a thousand heads in a thousand minutes,
Yet nere a one head worth a head of garlick.

Mir. Long may they chafe, and long may we laugh at em,
A couple of pure puppies yokd together.
But what sayes the young Courtier Master Eustace,
And his two warlike friends? And. They say but little,
How much they think I know not; they looke ruefully,
As if they had newly come from a vaulting house,
And had beene quite shot through tween winde and water
By a she Dunkirke, and had sprung a leake, Sir.
Certaine my master was too blame. Mir. Why Andrew?

And. To take away the Wench oth sudden from him,
And give him no lawful warning, he is tender;
And of a young girles constitution, Sir,
Readie to get the greene sickness with conceit;
Had he but tane his leave innavailing language,
Or bought an Elegie of his condolement,
That th world might have tane notice, he had beene
An Asse, t had beene some favour. Mir. Thou sayest true,
Wise Andrew, but these Schollars are such things
When they can prattle. And. Very parlous things Sir.

Mir. And when they gaine the Libertie to distinguish
The difference twixt a father and a foole,
To looke below and spie a younger brother
Pruning up and dressing up his expectations
In a rare glasse of beauty, too good for him:
Those dreaming Scholars then turne Tyrants, Andrew,
And shew no mercy. And. The mores the pittie, Sir.

Mir. Thou toldst me of a trick to catch my brother,
And anger him a little farther, Andrew,
It shall be onely anger I assure thee,
And little shame. And. And I can fit you, Sir;
Hark in your eare. Mir. Thy wife? And. So I assure ye;
This night at twelve a clock. Mir. Tis neat and handsome;
There are twentie Crownes due to thy project Andrew;
Ive time to visit Charles, and see what Lecture
He reades to his Mistresse. That done, Ile not faile
To be with you. And. Nor I to watch my Master — Exeunt.


Actus IV. Scaena III.
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Angellina, Sylvia, with a taper.

Ime worse than ere I was; for now I feare,
That that I love, that that I onely dote on;
He followes me through every roome I passe,
And with a strong set eye he gazes on me,
As if his spark of innocence were blowne
Into a flame of lust; Vertue defend me.
His Uncle to is absent, and tis night;
And what these opportunities may teach him — 
What feare and endlesse care tis to be honest!
To be a maide, what miserie, what mischiefe!
Would I were rid of it, so it were fairlie.

Syl. You need not feare that, will you be a childe still?
He followes you, but still to looke upon you;
Or if he did desire to lie with ye,
Tis but your owne desire, you love for that end;
Ile lay my life, if he were now abed wye,
He is so modest, he would fall a sleepe straight.

Ang. Dare you venter that? Syl. Let him consent, and have at ye;
I feare him not, he knowes not what a woman is,
Nor how to find the mysterie men aime at.
Are you afraid of your own shadow, Madam?

Ang. He followes still, yet with a sober face;
Would I might know the worst, and then I were satisfied.

Syl. You may both, and let him but goe with ye.

Cha. Why doe you fle me? What have I so ill
About me or within me to deserve it?

Ang. I am going to bed Sir. Cha. And I am come to light ye;
I am a maide, and tis a maidens office.

Ang. You may have me to bed Sir, without a scruple,
And yet I am charie too who comes about me.
Two Innocents should not feare one another.

Syl. The Gentleman sayes true. Pluck up your heart, Madam.

Cha. The glorious Sun both rising and declining
We boldly looke upon; even then sweet Ladie,
When like a modest bride he drawes nights curtaines,
Even then he blushes, that men should behold him.

Ang. I feare he will perswade me to mistake him.

Syl. Tis easily done, if you will give your minde tot.

Ang. Pray ye to your bed. Cha. Why not to yours, dear Mistress,
One heart and one bed. Ang. True Sir, when tis lawful;
But yet you know — Cha. I would not know, forget it;
Those are but sickly loves that hang on Ceremonie,
Nurst up with doubts and feares, ours high and healthful,
Full of beleefe, and fit to teach the Priest;
Love shall seale first, then hands confirme the bargaine.

Ang. I shall be an Heretique if this continue.
What would you doe a bed? you make me blush, Sir.

Cha. Ide see you sleepe, for sure your sleepes are excellent
You that are waking such a noted wonder,
Must in your slumber prove an admiration:
I would behold your dreames too, ift were possible;
Those were rich showes. Ang. I am becomming Traitor.

Cha. Then like blew Neptune courting of an Hand,
Where all the perfumes and the pretious things
That wait upon great Nature are laid up,
Ide clip it in mine armes, and chastly kiss it,
Dwell in your bosome like your dearest thoughts,
And sigh and weepe. Ang. Ive too much woman in me.

Cha. And those true teares falling on your pure Chrystals,
Should turne to armelets for great Queenes t adore.

Ang. I must be gone. Cha. Do not, I will not hurt ye;
This is to let you know, my worthiest Lady,
Yhave cleard my mind, and I can speak of love too;
Feare not my manners, though I never knew
Before these few houres what a beautie was,
And such a one that fires all hearts that feele it;
Yet I have read of vertuous temperance,
And studied it among my other secrets,
And sooner would I force a separation
Betwixt this Spirit and the case of flesh,
Than but conceive one rudeness against chastitie.

An[g]. Then we may walk. Cha. And talk of any thing,
Any thing fit for your eares, and my language;
Though I was bred up dull I was ever civil;
Tis true, I have found it hard to looke on you,
And not desire; Twil prove a wise mans task;
Yet those desires I have so mingled still
And tempered with the quality of honour,
That if you should yeeld, I should hate you fort.
I am no Courtier of a light condition,
Apt to take fire at every beautious face.
That onely serves his will and wantonness,
And lets the serious part run by
As thin neglected sand. Whitness of name,
You must be mine; why should I robbe my selfe
Of that that lawfully must make me happy?
Why should I seeke to cuckold my delights,
And widow all those sweets I aime at in you?
Wel loose our selves in Venus groves of mirtle
Where every little bird shall be a Cupid,
And sing of love and youth, each winde that blowes
And curles the velvet leaves shall breed delights,
The wanton springs shall call us to their bankes,
And on the perfumd flowers weel feast our senses,
Yet weel walk by untainted of their pleasures,
And as they were pure Temples weel talk in them.

Ang. To bed, and pray then, we may have a faire end
Of our faire loves; would I [w]ere worthy of you,
Or of such parents that might give you thankes;
But I am poore in all but in your love.
Once more, good night. Cha. A good night tye, and may
The dew of sleepe fall gently on you, sweet one,
And lock up those faire lights in pleasing slumbers;
No dreames but chast and cleare attempt your fancie,
And break betimes sweet morne, Ive lost my light else.

Ang. Let it be ever night when I lose you.

Syl. This Scholar never went to a Free-Schoo[le], hes so simple

[Enter a servant.]

Ser. Your brother with two Gallants is at dore, Sir
And theyre so violent, theyl take no denial.

Ang. this is no time of night. Cha. Let em in Mistresse.

Serv. They stay no leave; Shall I raise the house on m?

Cha. Not a man, nor make no murmur oft, I charge ye.

Enter Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy.

Thare here, my Uncle absent, stand close to me.
How doe you brother with your curious story?
Have you not read her yet sufficiently?

Cha. No, brother, no, I stay yet in the Preface;
The stiles too hard for you. Eust. I must entreat her.
Shees parcel of my goods. Cha. Shees all when you have her.

Ang. Hold off your hands, unmannerly, rude Sir;
Nor I, nor what I have depend on you.

Cha. Do, let her alone, she gives good counsel; doe not
Trouble your selfe with Ladies, they are too light;
Let out your land, and get a provident Steward.

Ang. I cannot love ye, let that satisfie you;
Such vanities as you are to be laught at.

Eust. Nay, Then you must goe, I must claime mine owne.

Both. A way, a way with her. Cha. Let her alone,
[She strikes off Eustaces hat]
Pray let her alone, and take your coxcombe up:
Let me talk civilly a while with you brother.
It may be on some termes I may part with her.

Eust. O; is your heart come downe? what are your termes, Sir?
Put up, put up. Cha. This is the first and cheifest,
[Snatches away his sword.]
Lets walk a turne; now stand off fooles, I advise ye,
Stand as far off as you would hope for mercy:
This is the first sword yet I ever handled,
And a swords a beauteous thing to looke upon,
And if it hold, I shall so hunt your insolence:
Tis sharp Im sure, and if I put it home,
Tis ten to one I shall new pink your Sattins:
I find I have spirit enough to dispose of it,
And will enough to make ye all examples;
Let me tosse it round, I have the full command ont:
Fetch me a native Fencer, I defie him;
I feele the fire of ten strong spirits in me.
Doe you watch me when my Uncle is absent?
This is my griefe, I shall be flesht on Cowards;
Teach me to fight, I willing am to learne.
Are ye all gilded flies, nothing but shew in ye?
Why stand ye gaping? who now touches her?
Who calls her his, or who dares name her to me?
But name her as his owne; who dares look on her?
That shall be mortal too; but think, tis dangerous.
Art thou a fit man to inherit land,
And hast no wit nor spirit to maintaine it?
Stand still thou signe of man, and pray for thy friends,
Pray heartilie, good prayers may restore ye.

Ang. But doe not kill em Sir. Cha. You speak too late, Deare,
It is my first fight, and I must doe bravely,
I must not looke with partial eyes on any;
I cannot spare a button of these Gentlemen;
Did life lye in their heel Achilles like,
Ide shoot my anger at those parts and kill um.
Who waits within? Ser. Sir. Cha. View all these, view em well
Goe round a bout em and still view their faces,
Round about yet; See how death waits upon em,
For thou shall never view em more. Eust. Pray hold, Sir.

Cha. I cannot hold, you stand so fair before me,
I must not hold twill darken all my glories.
Goe to my Uncle, bid him poste to the King,
And get my pardon instantly, I have need ont.

Eust. Are you so unnatural? Cha. You shall die last Sir,
Ile talke thee dead, thou art no man to fight with.
Come, will ye come? me thinkes Ive fought whole battailes.

Cow. We have no quarel to you, that we know on, Sir.

Egre. Weel quit the house and ask ye mercie too:
Good Ladie, let no murther be done here;
We came but to parly. Cha. How my sword
Thirsts after them? stand away Sweet. Eust. Pray Sir,
Take my submission, and I disclaime for ever.

Cha. Away ye poore things, ye despicable Creatures!
Doe you come poste to fetch a Ladie from me,
From a poore Schoole-boy that ye scornd of late?
And grow lame in your hearts when you should execute?
Pray take her, take her, I am weary of her;
What did ye bring to carrie her. Egre. A Coach and four horses.

Cha. But are they good? Egre. As good as France can shew Sir.

Cha. Are you willing to leave those, and take your safeties?
Speak quickly. Eust. Yes with all our hearts. Cha. Tis done then.
Many have got one horse, Ive got foure by th bargaine.

Enter Miramont.

Mi. How Now, whos here. Ser. Nay Now, yare gon without bail.

Mir. What, drawne my friends! Fetch me my two-hand sword;
I will not leave a head on your shoulders, Wretches.

Eust. In troth Sir, I came but to doe my dutie.

Both. And we to renew our loves. Mir. Bring me a blanket.
What came they for? Ang. To borrow me a while, Sir;
But one that never fought yet has so curried,
So bastina[d]od them with manly carriage,
They stand like things Gorgon had turnd to stone;
They watchd your being absent, and then thought
They might doe wonders here, and they have done so?
For by my troth, I wonder at their coldness,
The nipping North or frost never came neere them,
St. George upon a Signe would grow more sensible:
If the name of honour were for ever to be lost,
These were the most sufficient men to doe it
In all the world, and yet they are but young,
What will they rise to? Theyre as full of fire
As a frozen Glo-wormes ratle, and shine as goodly;
Nobilitie and patience are matchd rarely
In these three Gentlemen, they have right use ont;
Theyl stand still for an houre and be beaten.
These are the Anagrammes of three great Worthies.

Mir. They will infect my house with cowardize,
If they breathe longer in it; my roofe covers
No baffld Monsieurs, walk and aire your selves;
As I live, they stay not here, while liverd wretches
Without one word to ask a reason why,
Vanish, tis the last warning, and with speed,
For if I take ye in hand I shall dissect you,
And read upon your flegmatick dull carcases.
My horse againe there: I have other business,
Which you shall heare hereafter and laugh at it.
Good night Charles, faire goodness to you dear Ladie
Tis late, tis late. Ang. Pray Sir be careful of us.

Mir. It is enough, my best care shall attend ye. Exeunt.


Actus IV. Scaena IV.
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Enter Andrew.

Are you come old Master? very good, your horse
Is well set up, but ere ye part, Ile ride you
And spur your reverend Justiceship such a question,
As I shall make the sides of your reputation bleed,
Trulie I will. Now must I play at Bo-peep — 
A banquet — well, Potatoes and Eringoes,
And as I take it, Cantharides, — Excellent,
A Priapisme followes, and as Ile handle it,
It shall old lecherous Goat in authoritie.
Now they begin to bill; how he slavers her!
[G]ramercie Lilly, she spits his kisses out,
And now he offers to fumble she fals off,
(Thats a good Wench) and cries fair play above boord
Who are they in the corner? As I live,
A covey of Fidlers; I shall have some musick yet
At my making free oth Companie of Horners;
Theres the comfort, and a Song too! He beckons for one — 
Sure tis no Anthem nor no borrowed rhymes
Out of the Schoole of vertue; I will listen — A Song.
This was never pennd at Geneva, the notes too spritely.
So, so, the musickes paid for, and now what followes?
O that Monsieur Miramont would but keep his word.
Here were a feast to make him fat with laughter,
At the most tis not six minutes riding from his house,
Nor will he break I hope — O are you come Sir?
The prey is in the net and will break in
Upon occasion. Mir. Thou shall rule me Andrew.
O th infinite fright that will assaile this Gentleman!
The quarterns, tertians, and quotidians
That will hang like Sargeants on his worships shoulders!
The humiliation of the flesh of this man!
This grave austere man will be wondred at.
How will those solemne lookes appeare to me;
And that severe face, that speak chaines and shackles?
Now I take him in the nick, ere I done with him,
He had better have stood between two panes of wainscot;
And made his recantation in the market,
Than heare me conjure him. And. He must passe this way,
To th onely bed I have, he comes, stand close.

Bri. Well done, well done, give me my night-cap. So.
Quick, quick, untruss me; I will truss and trounce thee;
Come Wench a kiss between each point; kiss close;
It is a sweet Parenthesis. Lil. Yare merry Sir.

Bri. Merry I will be anon, and thou shall feele it,
Thou shall my Lilly. Lil. Shall I aire your bed, Sir?

Bri. No, no, Ile use no warming pan but thine, Girle;
Thats all; Come kiss me again. Lil. Haye done yet?

Bri. No, but I will doe, and doe wonders, Lilly.
Shew me the way. Lil. You cannot misse it, Sir;
You shall have a Cawdle in the morning, for
Your worships breakfast. Bri. How, ith morning. Lilly?
Thart such a wittie thing to draw me on.
Leave fooling, Lilly, I am hungry now,
And th hast another Kickshaw, I must tast it.

Lil. Twill make you surfet, I am tender of you:
Yhave all yare like to have. And. And can this be earnest?

Mir. it seemes so, and she honest. Bri. Have I not
Thy promise Lilly? Lil. Yes and I have performed
Enough to a man of your yeares, this is truth,
And you shall find Sir, you have kist and towsd me,
Handled my legg and foote, what would you more, Sir,?
As for the rest, it requires youth and strength,
And the labour in an old man would breed Agues,
Sciaticaes, and Cramps; you shall not curse me,
For taking from you what you cannot spare, Sir:
Be good unto your selfe, yave tane alreadie
All you can take with ease; you are past threshing,
It is a worke too boisterous for you; leave
Such drudgerie to Andrew. Mir. How she jeeres him?

Lil. Let Andrew alone with his owne tillage,
Hees tough, and can manure it. Bri. Yare a queane,
A scoffing jeering quean. Lil. It may be so, but
Ime sure, Ile nere be yours. Bri. Doe not provoke me,
If thou dost, Ile have my Farm againe, and turne
Thee out a begging. Lil. Though you have the will,
And want of honestie to deny your Deed, Sir,
Yet I hope Andrew has got so much learning
From my young Master, as to keep his own;
At the worst, Ile tell a short tale to the Judges,
For what grave ends you signd your Lease, and on
What termes you would revoke it. Bri. Whore thou darst not.
Yeeld or Ile have thee whipt; How my bloud boiles,
As if twere ore a furnace! Mir. I shall coole it.

Bri. Yet gentle Lilly, pitie and forgive me,
Ile be a friend tye, such a loving bountiful friend — 

Lil. To avoid suites in Law, I would grant a litle,
But should fierce Andrew know it, what would become
Of me? And. A whore, a whore! Bri. Nothing but well Wench,
I will put such a strong bit in his mouth,
As thou shalt ride him how thou wilt, my Lilly:
Nay, he shall hold the doore, as I will worke him,
And thank thee for the office. Mir. Take heed Andrew,
These are shrewd temptations. And. Pray you know
Your Cue, and second me Sir; By your Worships favour.

Bri. Andrew! And. I come in time to take possession
Of th office you assigne me; hold the doore,
Alas tis nothing for a simple man
To stay without when a deepe understanding
Holds conference within, say with his wife:
A trifle Sir, I know I hold my farme
In Cuckolds Tenure: you are Lord othe soile Sir,
Lilly is a Weft, a Straie shees yours, to use Sir,
I claime no interest in her. Bri. Art thou serious?
Speak honest Andrew, since thou hast oreheard us,
And wink at small faults, man; Ime but a pidler,
A little will serve my turne; thoult finde enough
When Ive my bellyfull; wilt thou be private
And silent? And. By all meanes, Ile onely have
A Ballad made oft, sung to some lewd Tune,
And the name of it shall be Justice Trap,
It will sell rarely with your Worships name,
And Lillies on the top. Bri. Seek not the ruine
O my reputation, Andrew. And. Tis for your credit,
Monsieur Brisac printed in capital letters,
Then pasted upon all the posts in Paris.

Bri. No mercy, Andrew? And. O, it will proclaim you
From th Citie to the Court, and prove sport royal.

Bri. Thou shall keep thy Farm. Mir. He does afflict him rarely.

And. You trouble me. Then his intent arriving,
The vizard of his hypocrisie polld off
To the Judge criminal. Bri. O, I am undone.

And. Hees put out of Commission with disgrace,
And held uncapable of bearing Office
Ever hereafter. This is my revenge,
And this Ile put in practice. Bri. Doe but heare me.

And. To bring me back from my Grammer to my horne-book,
It is unpardonable. Bri. Do not play the Tyrant;
Accept of composition. Lil. Heare him, Andrew.

And. What composition? Bri. Ile confirme thy farme,
And add untot an hundred acres more
Adjoyning to it. And. Umb, This mollifies,
But yare so fickle: and will again denie this,
There being no witness by. Bri. Call any witness,
Ile presently assure it. And. Say you so,
Troth theres a friend of mine Sir, within hearing,
That is familiar with all thats past,
His testimonie will be authentical.

Bri. will he be secret? And. You may tye his tongue up.
As you would doe your purse-strings. Br. Miramont. M. Ha, Ha, Ha.

And. this is my witness. Lord how you are troubled?
Sure, yhave an ague, you shake so with choler;
Hees your loving brother Sir, and will tell no bodie
But all he meets, that you have eate a snake,
And are grown young, gamesom, and rampant. Bri. Caught thus?

And. If he were one that would make jests of you,
Or plague ye with making your religious gravitie
Ridiculous to your neighbours, Then you had
Some cause to be perplexd. Bri. I shall become
Discourse for Clowns and Tapsters. And. Quick, Lilly, Quick,
Hees now past kissing, between point and point.
He swounds, fetch him some Cordiall — Now put in Sir.

Mir. Who may this be? sure this is some mistake:
Let me see his face, weares he not a false beard?
It cannot be Brisac that worthie Gentleman,
The pillar and the patron of his Countrie;
He is too prudent and too cautelous,
Experience hath taught him tavoid these fooleries,
He is the punisher and not the doer,
Besides hees old and cold, unfit for woman;
This is some Counterfeit, he shall be whipt fort,
Some base abuser of my worthie brother.

Bri. Open the doores, will yeimprison me? are ye my Judges?

Mir. The man raves! This is not judicious Brisac:
Yet now I think ont, a has a kinde of dog looke
Like my brother, a guiltie hanging face.

Bri. Ile suffer bravely, doe your worst, doe, doe.

Mir. Why, its manly in you. Bri. Nor will I raile nor curse,
You slave, you whore, I will not meddle with you,
But all the torments that ere fell on men,
That fed on mischiefe, fall heavily on you all. Exit.

Lil. You have givn him a heat, Sir. Mir. He will ride you
The better, Lil. And. Weel teach him to meddle with Scholars.

Mir. he shall make good his promise tincrease thy Farm, Andrew
Or Ile jeere him to death, feare nothing Lilly,
I am thy Champion. This jeast goes to Charles,
And then Ile hunt him out, and Monsieur Eustace
The gallant Courtier, and laugh heartily
To seem mourne together. And. Twill be rare, Sir. Exeunt.


Actus V. Scaena I.

[image: img47.jpg]

Eustace, Egremont. Cowsy.

Turnd out of doores and baffled! Egre. We share with you
In the affront. Cow. Yet beare it not like you
With such dejection. Eust. My Coach and horses made
The ransome of our cowardize. Lew. Cow. Pish, thats nothing,
Tis Damnum reparabile, and soone recoverd.

Egre. It is but feeding a suitor with false hopes,
And after squeeze him with a dozen of oathes.
You are new riggd, and this no more remembred.

Eust. And does the Court that should be the example
And Oracle of the Kingdome, read to us
No other doctrine! Egre. None that thrives so well
As that, within my knowledge. Cow. Flatterie rubbes out,
But since great men learne to admire themselves,
Tis something crest-falne. Egre. To be of no Religion,
Argues a subtle moral understanding,
And it is often cherisht. Eust. Pietie then,
And valour, nor to doe nor suffer wrong,
Are they no vertues? Egre. Rather vices, Eustace;
Fighting! Whats fighting? It may be in fashion,
Among Provant swords, and buffe-jerkin men:
But wus that swim in choice of silkes and Tissues;
Though in defence of that word reputation,
Which is indeed a kind of glorious nothing,
To lose a dram of blood must needs appeare
As coarse as to be honest. Eust. And all this
You seriously beleeve. Cow. It is a faith,
That we will die in, since from the black guard
To the grim Sir in office, there are few
Hold other Tenets. Eust. [N]ow my eyes are open,
And I behold a strong necessity
That keepes me knave and coward. Cow. Yare the wiser.

Eust. Nor can I change my copy, if I purpose
To be of your society. Egre. By no meanes.

Eust. Honour is nothing with you? Cow. A meere bubble,
For whats growne common, is no more regarded.

Eust. My sword forcd from me too, and still detaind,
You thinks no blemish. Egre. Get me a battoone?
Tis twenty times more courtlike, and less trouble.

Eust. And yet you weare a sword. Cow. Yes, and a good one,
A Millan hilt, and a Damasco blade,
For ornament, no use the Court allowes it.

Eust. Wilt not fight of it selfe? Cow. I nere trid this,
Yet I have worne as faire as any man,
Ime sure Ive made my Cutler rich, and paid
For several weapons, Turkish and Toledos,
Two thousand Crownes, and yet could never light
Upon a fighting one. Eust. Ile borrow this,
I like it well. Cow. Tis at your service Sir,
A lath in a velvet scabbard will serve my turne.

Eust. And now I have it leave me; yare infectious,
The plague and leprosie of your baseness spreading
On all that doe come neere you; such as you
Render the Throne of Majesty, the Court
Suspected and contemptible, you are Scarabees
That batten in her dung, and have no pallats
To taste her curious viands, and like Owles
Can onely see her night deformities,
But with the glorious splendor of her beauties
You are struck blinde as Moles, that undermine
The sumptuous building that allowd you shelter,
You stick like running ulcers on her face,
And taint the pureness of her native candor,
And being bad servants, cause your masters goodness
To be disputed of; you make the Court
That is the abstract of all Academies,
To teach and practice noble undertakings,
(Where courage sits triumphant crownd with Lawrel,
And wisedome loaded with the weight of honour)
A Schoole of vices. Egre. What sudden raptures this?

Eust. A heavenly one that raising me from sloth and ignorance,
(In which your conversation long hath charmd me)
Carries me up into the aire of action,
And knowledge of my selfe; even now I feele
But pleading onely in the Courts defence,
(Though far[r]e short of her merits and bright lustre)
A happy alteration, and full strength
To stand her Champion against all the world,
That throw aspersions on her. Cow. Sure heel beat us,
I see it in his eyes. Egre. A second Charles;
Pray look not Sir so furiously. Eust. Recant
What you have said, ye Mungrils, and licke up
The vomit you have cast upon the Court,
Where you unworthily have had warmth and breeding,
And sweare that you like Spiders, have made poyson
Of that which was a saving antidote.

Egre. We will sweare any thing. Cow. We honour the Court
As a most sacred place. Egre. And will make oath,
If you enjoyne us tot, nor knave nor fool,
Nor Coward living in it. Eust. Except you two,
You Rascals! Cow. Yes, we are all these, and more,
If you will have it so. Eust. And that until
You are again reformd and growne new men,
You nere presume to name the Court, or presse
Into the Porters Lodge but for a penance,
To be disciplind for your roguery, and this done
With true contrition. Both. Yes Sir. Eust. You againe
May eat scraps and be thankful. Cow. Heres a cold breakfast
After a sharpe nights walking. Eust. Keepe your oathes,
And without grumbling vanish. Both. We are gone, Sir. Exeunt.

Eust. May all the poorenesse of my spirit goe with you,
The fetters of my thraldome are filed off:
And I at libertie to right my selfe,
And though my hope in Angellinas little,
My honour (unto which compard shees nothing)
Shall like the Sun disperse those lowring Clouds
That yet obscure and dimme it; not the name
Of brother shall divert me, but from him,
That in the worlds opinion ruind me,
I will seek reparation, and call him
Unto a strict accompt. Ha! tis neere day,
And if the Muses friend rose-cheekd Aurora,
Invite him to this solitary grove,
As I much hope she will, he seldome missing
To pay his vowes here to her, I shall hazard
To hinder his devotions — The doore opens — Enter Charles.
Tis he most certain, and bys side my sword,
Blest opportunity. Cha. I have oreslept my selfe,
And lost part of the morne, but Ile recover it:
Before I went to bed, I wrote some notes
Within my table-book, which I will now consider.
Ha! What meanes this? What do I with a sword?
Learnd Mercurie needs not thaide of Mars, and innocence
Is to it selfe a guard, yet since armes ever
Protect arts, I may justly weare and use it;
For sincet was made my prize, I know not how
Ime growne in love witht and cannot eate nor study,
And much lesse walke without it: but I trifle,
Matters of more weight ask my judgement. Eust. Now Sir,
Treate of no other Theme, Ile keep you to it,
And see yexpound it well. Cha. Eustace! Eust. The same Sir,
Your younger brother, who as duty bindes him,
Hath all this night (turnd out of doores) attended,
To bid good morrow tye. Cha. This not in scorne,
Commands me to returne it; Would you ought else?

Eust. O much, Sir, here I end not, but begin;
I must speak to you in another straine,
Than yet I ever usd, and if the language
Appeare in the delivery rough and harsh,
You (being my Tutor) must condemne your selfe,
From whom I learnd it. Cha. When I understand
(Beet in what stile you please) whats your demand,
I shall endeavour in the self same phrase
To make an answer to the point. Eust. I come not
To lay claime to your birthright, tis your owne,
And tis fit you enjoy it, nor ask I from you
Your learning and deepe knowledge; (though I am not
A Schollar as you are) I know them Diamonds
By your sole industry, patience and labour
Forcd from steepe rocks, and with much toile attended,
And but to few that prize their value granted,
And therefore without rival freely weare them.

Cha. These not repind at (as you seeme tinforme me)
The motion must be of a strange condition,
If I refuse to yeeld tot; therefore Eustace,
Without this tempest in your lookes propound it,
And feare not a denial. Eust. I require then,
(As from an enemy, and not a brother)
The reputation of a man of honour,
Not by a faire war wonne when I was waking,
But in my sleepe of folly ravishd from me;
With these, the restitution of my sword,
With large acknowledgement of satisfaction,
My Coach, my Horses; I will part with life,
Ere lose one haire of them, and what concludes all,
My Mistress Angellina, as she was
Before the Musical Magick of thy tongue
Inchanted and seducd her. These performd,
And with submission, and done publiquely,
At my fathers and my Uncles intercession,
(That I put in too) I perhaps may listen
To termes of reconcilement; but if these
In every circumstance are not subscribd to,
To th last gasp I defie thee. Cha. These are strict
Conditions to a brother. Eust. My rest is up,
Nor will I give less. Cha. Ime no Gamester, Eustace,
Yet I can guesse your resolution stands
To win or loose all; I rejoyce to find ye
Thus tender of your honour, and that at length
You understand what a wretched thing you were,
How deeply wounded by your selfe, and made
Almost incurable, in your owne hopes,
The dead flesh of pale cowardise growing over
Your festred reputation, which no balme
Or gentle unguent ever could make way to,
And I am happy, that I was the Surgeon
That did apply those burning corrosives
That render you already sensible
O th danger you were plungd in, in teaching you,
And by a faire gradation, how far[r]e,
And with what curious respect and care
The peace and credit of a man within,
(Which you nere thought till now) should be preferrd
Before a gawdy outside; pray you fix here,
For so farre I go with you. Eust. This discourse
Is from the subject. Cha. Ile come to it brother,
But if you think to build upon my ruines,
Youl find a false foundation your high offers
Taught by the Masters of dependancies,
That by compounding differences tween others
Supply their owne necessities, with me
Will never carryt; As you are my brother,
I would dispence a little, but no more
Than honour can give way to; nor must I
Destroy that in my selfe I love in you;
And therefore let not hopes nor threats perswade you
I will descend to any composition
For which I may be censurd. Eust. You shall fight then.

Cha. With much unwillingness with you, but if
Theres no evasion — Eust. None. Cha. Heare yet a word
As for the sword and other fripperies,
In a faire way send for them, you shall have em.
But rather than surrender Angellina,
Or heare it againe mentiond, I oppose
My breast unto lowd thunder, cast behinde me
All ties of Nature. Eust. She detaind, Ime deafe
To all perswasion. Cha. Guard thy selfe then Eustace,
I use no other Rhetorick. Mir. Clashing of swords [Enter Miram.]
So neere my house? brother opposd to brother!
Here is no fencing at halfe sword; hold, hold,
Charles, Eustace. Eust. Second him, or call in more helpe.
Come not betweene us, Ile not know nor spare you;
Dye fight by th booke? Cha. Tis you that wrong me, off Sir,
And suddenly, Ile conjure down the Spirit
That I have raised in him. Eust. Never, Charles,
Tis thine, and in thy death, be doubled in me.

Mir. Ime out of breath, yet trust not too much tot boyes,
For if you pawse not suddenly, and heare reason,
Doe, kill your Uncle, doe, but that Ime patient,
And not a cholerick old teasty foole,
Like your father, Ide daunce a matachin with you,
Should make you sweat your best blood fort; I would,
And it may be I will, Charles I command thee,
And Eustace I entreat thee, thart a brave Spark,
A true tough-metald blade, and I begin
To love thee heartily, give me a fighting Courtier,
Ile cherish him for example; in our age
Thare not born every day. Cha. You of late Sir,
In me lovd learning. Mir. True, but take me wye, Charles,
Twas when yong Eustace wore his heart ins breeches,
And fought his battailes in Complements and Cringes,
Whens understanding wavd in a flaunting feather,
And his best contemplation lookd no further
Than a new-fashiond doublet, I confess then
The lofty noise your Greek made onely pleasd me;
But now hees turnd an Oliver and a Rowland,
Nay the whole dozen of peeres are bound up in him:
Let me remember, when I was of his yeeres,
I did looke very like him; and did you see
My picture as I was then, you would sweare
That gallant Eustace (I meane, now he dares fight)
Was the true substance and the perfect figure.
Nay, nay, no anger, you shall have enough Charles.

Cha. Sure Sir, I shall not need addition from him.

Eust. Nor I from any, this shall decide my interest,
Though I am lost to all deserving men,
To all that men call good, for suffering tamely
Insufferable wrongs, and justly slighted
By yeelding to a minute of delay
In my revenge, and from that made a stranger
Unto my fathers house and favour, orewhelmd
With all disgraces, yet I will mount upward,
And force my selfe a fortune, though my birth
And breeding doe deny it. Cha. Seek not Eustace,
By violence, what will be offerd to you
On easier composition; though I was not
Allied unto your weakness, you shall find me
A brother to your bravery of spirit,
And one that not compelld tot by your sword,
(Which I must never feare) will share it with you
In all but Angellina. Mir. Nobly said Charles,
And learne from my experience, you may heare reason
And never maime your fighting; for your credit
Which you think you have lost, spare, Charles, and swinge me,
And soundly; three or foure walking cloakes
That weare no swords to guard em, yet deserve it,
Thou art made up againe. Eust. All this is lip-salve.

Mir. It shall be Hearts-ease, Eustace, ere Ive done;
As for thy fathers anger, now thou darst fight,
Nere fearet, for Ive the dowcets of his gravity
Fast in a string, I will so pinch and wring him,
That spight of his authority, thou shalt make
Thine owne conditions with him. Eust. Ile take leave
A little to consider. Cha. Here comes Andrew.

Mir. But without his Comical and learned face;
What sad disaster, Andrew? And. You may read Sir,
A Tragedy in my face. Mir. Art thou in earnest?

And. Yes, by my life Sir, and if now you help not,
And speedily, by force or by persuasion,
My good old Master (for now I pitie him) is
Ruind for ever. Cha. Ha, my father! And. He Sir.

Mir. By what meanes? speake. And. At the suit of Monsieur Lewis
His house is seizd upon, and he in person
Is under guard, (I saw it with these eyes Sir)
To be conveyd to Paris, and there sentencd.

Mir. Nay, then there is no jesting. Cha. Doe I live,
And know my father injurd? And. And whats worse Sir,
My Lady Angellina — Eust. What of her?

And. Shees carryed away too. Mir. How? And. While you were absent,
A crew of Monsieur Lewis friends and kinsmen
By force break in at th back part of the house,
And took her away by violence; faithful Andrew,
(As this can witness for him) did his best,
In her defence, but twould not doe. Mir. Away,
And see our horses sadled, tis no time
To talke, but doe: Eustace, you now are offerd
A spatious field, and in a pious war
To exercise you[r] valour, heres a cause,
And such a one, in which to fall is honourable,
Your duty and reverence due to a fathers name
Commanding it; but these unnatural jarres
Arising betweene brothers (should you prosper)
Would shame your victorie. Eust. I would doe much Sir,
But still my reputation! Mir. Charles shall give you
All decent satisfaction; nay joyne hands,
And heartily; why this is done like brothers;
And old as I am, in this cause that concerns
The honour of our family, Monsieur Lewis
(If reason cannot work) shall find and feele
Theres hot blood in this arme, Ile lead you bravely.

Eust. And if I follow not, a Cowards name
Be branded on my forehead. Cha. This Spirit makes you
A sharer in my fortunes. Mir. And in mine,
Of which (Brisac once freed, and Angellina
Again in our possession) you shall know
My heart speakes in my tongue. Eust. I dare not doubt it, Sir.
Exeunt.


Actus V. Scaena II.
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Enter Lewis, Brisac, Angellina, Sylvia, Officers.

Lew. Ime deafe to all perswasions. Bri. I use none,
Nor doubt I, though a while my innocence suffers,
But when the King shall understand how false
Your malice hath informd him, he in justice
Must set me right againe. Ang. Sir, let not passion
So far[r]e transport you as to think in reason,
This violent course repaires, but ruins it;
That honour you would build up, you destroy;
What you would seeme to nourish, if respect
Of my preferment or my patern
May challenge your paternal love and care,
Why doe you, now good fortune has provided
A better husband for me than your hopes
Could ever fancy, strive to robb me of him?
In what is my Lord Charles defective Sir?
Unless deep learning be a blemish in him,
Or well proportiond limbs be mulcts in Nature,
Or what you onely aimd at, large revenewes
Are on the sudden growne distastful to you,
Of what can you accuse him? Lew. Of a rape
Done to honour, which thy ravenous lust
Made the consent to. Syl. Her lust! you are her father.

Lew. And you her Bawd. Syl. Were you ten Lords, tis false,
The pureness of her chaste thoughts entertains not
Such spotted instruments. Ang. As I have a soule Sir.

Lew. I am not to be alterd; to sit downe
With this disgrace, would argue me a Peasant,
And not borne noble: all rigour that the Law
And that encrease of power by favour yeelds,
Shall be with all severity inflicted;
You have the Kings hand fort; no Bayle will serve,
And therefore at your perils Officers, away with em.

Bri. This is madness. Lew. Tell me so in open Court,
And there Ile answer you. Mir. Well overtaken;

[Enter Mir. Char. Eust. Andrew.]

Cha. Ill if they dare resist. Eust. He that advances
But one step forward dies. L. Shew the Kings Writ.

Mir. Shew your discretion, twil become you better.

Cha. Yare once more in my power, and if againe
I part with you, let me for ever lose thee.

Eust. Force will not dot nor threats; accept this service
From your despaird of Eustace. And. And beware
Your reverend Worship never more attempt
To search my Lilly-pot, you see what followes.

Lew. Is the Kings power contemnd? Mir. No, but the torrent
O your wilful folly stoppd. And for you, good Sir,
If you would but be sensible, what can you wish
But the satisfaction of an obstinate Will.
That is not indeard to you? rather than
Be crossd in what you purposd, youl undoe
Your daughters fame, the credit of your judgement,
And your old foolish neighbour; make your states,
And in a suite not worth a Cardecue,
A prey to advocates, and their buckram Scribes,
And after they have plumd ye, returne home
Like a couple of naked Fowles without a feather.

Cha. This is a most strong truth Sir. Mir. No, no, Monsieur,
Let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charge,
But when our follies are repelld by reason,
Tis fit that we retreat and nere come on more:
Observe my learned Charles, heel get thee a Nephew
On Angellina shall dispute in her belly,
And suck the Nurse by Logick: and heres Eustace,
He was an asse, but now is grown an Amadis;
Nor shall he want a Wife, if all my land
For a joynture can effect it: Yare a good Lord,
And of a gentle nature, in your lookes
I see a kinde consent, and it shewes lovely:
And doe you heare old Foole? but Ile not chide,
Hereafter like me, ever doate on learning,
The meere beleefe is excellent, twill save you;
And next love valour, though you dare not fight
Your selfe, or fright a foolish Officer, young Eustace
Can doe it to a haire. And to conclude,
Let Andrews Farm bencreasd, that is your penance,
You know for what, and see you rut no more,
You understand me, So embrace on all sides;
Ile pay those Billmen, and make large amends;
Provided we preserve you still our friends. — Exeunt.
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THE TEXT OF the present volume was passed for press by Arnold Glover and some progress had been made in his lifetime in the collection of the material given in the Appendix. Mrs. Glovers help has again been most valuable in the completion of the work. The Elder Brother is printed entirely in prose in the Second Folio, and I have therefore printed in the Appendix the play in verse, as it appeared in the First Quarto. The case is an interesting one, and readers will be glad, I think, to have both forms in the same volume. I have not concerned myself with passages in the Second Folio in prose which have since been printed as verse. On the whole I agree with a recent critic who characterises as vexatious the later practice of printing much manifest prose as verse, each post-seventeenth century editor apparently making it a point of honour to discover metre where no one had found it before, and where no one with an ear can find it now. I am glad to have had the opportunity of seeing the 1625 manuscript of Demetrius and Enanthe, the play first printed in a somewhat mutilated form in the First Folio of 1647, where it is called The Humorous Lieutenant. It is stated in the Dictionary of National Biography (Vol. XIX, ) that this MS. is preserved in the Dyce Library but the statement is incorrect. The MS. has never been a part of the Dyce collection. 

It was printed by Dyce in 1830 and after that date it rested for many years in obscurity. To Mrs. Glover is due the credit for having traced it to its present home. For help in this search our thanks are due to Lord Stanley of Alderley, to W.R.M. Wynne, Esq., of Peniarth, Towyn, Merioneth (whose father owned the MS. and left a note in his copy of Dyces reprint that he had given the MS. to his old friend the late W. Ormsby Gore, Esq., M.P. for North Shropshire) and to Lord Harlech, the grandson of Mr. Ormsby Gore. Lord Harlech re-discovered the MS. in his library at Brogyntyn, Oswestry, and he has very kindly permitted a thorough examination of it. Dyces 1830 publication is described as a reprint verbatim et literatim, but it has little claim to be so called. 

The punctuation is altered throughout, the spelling is altered in scores of words and though the actual verbal differences between the original MS. and Dyces reprint of it are not very many, yet these occur here and there throughout the play. Later editors, therefore, relying upon Dyce, have been led into recording as MS. readings variations which do not occur in the MS. A brief description of the MS. will be found in the Appendix, p-18, together with the passages omitted from the Folios and a complete record of the verbal variations. The present collation omits readings incorrectly given by Dyce. The third volume of this text will be ready immediately and good progress is being made with the remaining volumes. When the publication of the entire text is completed it is intended to print, by way of a commentary thereon, a companion volume containing a series of explanatory notes upon the text, a glossary and whatsoever supplementary material may be deemed to be of use to the student or to the general reader. 

A.R. WALLER. CAMBRIDGE, 30 January, 1906.


PERSONS REPRESENTED IN THE PLAY.
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Lewis, a Lord.
Miramont, a Gentleman.
Brisac, a Justice, Brother to Miramont.
Charles, a Scholar, \ Sons to
Eustace, a Courtier, / Brisac.
Egremont, \ two Courtiers, friends to
Cowsy, / Eustace.
Andrew, Servant to Charles.
Cook, \ Servants to
Butler, / Brisac.
Priest.
Notary.
Servants.
Officers.
Angellina, Daughter to Lewis.
Sylvia, her Woman.
Lilly, Wife to Andrew.
Ladies.

LECTORI.

Wouldst thou all Wit, all Comick Art survey? Read here and wonder; Fletcher writ the Play.


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER LEWIS, ANGELLINA, and Sylvia.

Lewis. Nay, I must walk you farther.

Ang. I am tird, Sir, and neer shall foot it home.

Lew. Tis for your health; the want of exercise takes from your Beauties, and sloth dries up your sweetness: That you are my only Daughter and my Heir, is granted; and you in thankfulness must needs acknowledge, you ever find me an indulgent Father, and open handed.

Ang. Nor can you tax me, Sir, I hope, for want of duty to deserve these favours from you.

Lew. No, my Angellina, I love and cherish thy obedience to me, which my care to advance thee shall confirm: all that I aim at, is, to win thee from the practice of an idle foolish state, usd by great Women, who think any labour (though in the service of themselves) a blemish to their fair fortunes.

Ang. Make me understand, Sir, what tis you point at.

Lew. At the custom, how Virgins of wealthy Families waste their youth; after a long sleep, when you wake, your Woman presents your Breakfast, then you sleep again, then rise, and being trimmd up by other hands, yare led to Dinner, and that ended, either to Cards or to your Couch, (as if you were born without motion) after this to Supper, and then to Bed: and so your life runs round without variety or action, Daughter.

Syl. Heres a learned Lecture!

Lew. Fro[m] this idleness, Diseases, both in body and in mind, grow strong upon you; where a stirring nature, with wholesome exercise, guards both from danger: Id have thee rise with the Sun, walk, dance, or hunt, visit the Groves and Springs, and learn the vertue of Plants and Simples: Do this moderately, and thou shalt not, with eating Chalk, or Coles, Leather and Oatmeal, and such other trash, fall into the Green-sickness.

Syl. With your pardon (were you but pleasd to minister it) I could prescribe a Remedy for my Ladys health, and her delight too, far transcending those your Lordship but now mentiond.

Lew. What is it, Sylvia?

Syl. What ist! a noble Husband; in that word, a noble Husband, all content of Woman is wholly comprehended; He will rouse her, as you say, with the Sun; and so pipe to her, as she will dance, neer doubt it; and hunt with her, upon occasion, until both be weary; and then the knowledge of your Plants and Simples, as I take it, were superfluous. A loving, and, but add to it, a gamesome Bedfellow, being the sure Physician.

Lew. Well said, Wench.

Ang. And who gave you Commission to deliver your Verdict, Minion?

Syl. I deserve a Fee, and not a frown, dear Madam: I but speak her thoughts, my Lord, and what her modesty refuses to give voice to. Shew no mercy to a Maidenhead of fourteen, but off witht: let her lose no time, Sir; Fathers that deny their Daughters lawful pleasures, when ripe for them, in some kinds edge their appetites to taste of the fruit that is forbidden.

Lew. Tis well urgd, and I approve it: No more blushing, Girl, thy Woman hath spoke truth, and so prevented what I meant to move to thee. There dwells near us a Gentleman of bloud, Monsieur Brisac, of a fair Estate, six thousand Crowns per annum, the happy Father of two hopeful Sons, of different breeding; the Elder, a meer Scholar; the younger, a quaint Courtier.

Ang. Sir, I know them by publick fame, though yet I never saw them; and that opposd antipathy between their various dispositions, renders them the general discourse and argument; one part inclining to the Scholar Charles, the other side preferring Eustace, as a man compleat in Courtship.

Lew. And which way (if of these two you were to chuse a Husband) doth your affection sway you?

Ang. To be plain Sir, (since you will teach me boldness) as they are simply themselves, to neither: let a Courtier be never so exact, let him be blessd with all parts that yield him to a Virgin gracious; if he depend on others, and stand not on his own bottoms, though he have the means to bring his Mistris to a Masque, or by conveyance from some great ones lips, to taste such favour from the King: or grant he purchase precedency in the Court, to be sworn a servant Extraordinary to the Queen; nay, though he live in expectation of some huge preferment in reversion; if he want a present fortune, at the best those are but glorious dreams, and only yield him a happiness in posse, not in esse; nor can they fetch him Silks from the Mercer, nor discharge a Tailors Bill, nor in full plenty (which still preserves a quiet Bed at home) maintain a Family.

Lew. Aptly considerd, and to my wish: But whats thy censure of the Scholar?

Ang. Troth (if he be nothing else) as of the Courtier, all his Songs and Sonnets, his Anagrams, Acrosticks, Epigrams, his deep and Philosophical Discourse of Natures hidden Secrets, makes not up a perfect Husband; he can hardly borrow the Stars of the Celestial Crown to make me a Tire for my Head, nor Charless Wain for a Coach, nor Ganymede for a Page, nor a rich Gown from Junos Wardrobe, nor would I lie in (for I despair not once to be a Mother) under Heavens spangled Canopy, or Banquet my Guests and Gossips with imagind Nectar; pure Orleans would do better: No, no, Father, though I could be well pleasd to have my Husband a Courtier, and a Scholar, young, and valiant; these are but gawdy nothings, if there be not something to make a substance.

Lew. And what is that?

Ang. A full Estate, and that said, Ive said all; and get me such a one with these Additions, farwel Virginity, and welcome Wedlock.

Lew. But where is such a one to be met with, Daughter? A black Swan is more common; you may wear grey Tresses ere we find him.

Ang. I am not so punctual in all Ceremonies, I will bate two or three of these good parts, before Ile dwell too long upon the choice.

Syl. Only, my Lord, remember, that he be rich and active, for without these, the others yield no relish, but these perfect. You must bear with small faults, Madam.

Lew. Merry Wench, and it becomes you well; Ile to Brisac, and try what may be done; ith mean time home, and feast thy thoughts with thpleasures of a Bride.

Syl. Thoughts are but airy food, Sir, let her taste them.


ACTUS I. SCENA II.
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ENTER ANDREW, COOK, and Butler.

And. Unload part of the Library, and make room for thother dozen of Carts; Ile straight be with you.

Cook. Why, hath he more Books?

And. More than ten Marts send over.

But. And can he tell their names?

And. Their names! he has em as perfect as his Pater Noster; but thats nothing, has read them over leaf by leaf three thousand times; but heres the wonder, though their weight would sink a Spanish Carrock, without other Ballast, he carrieth them all in his head, and yet he walks upright.

But. Surely he has a strong brain.

And. If all thy pipes of Wine were filld with Books, made of the Barks of Trees, or Mysteries writ in old moth-eaten Vellam, he would sip thy Cellar quite dry, and still be thirsty: Then fors Diet, he eats and digests more Volumes at a meal, than there would be Larks (though the Sky should fall) devoured in a month in Paris. Yet fear not Sons othe Buttery and Kitchin, though his learnd stomach cannot be appeasd; hell seldom trouble you, his knowing stomach contemns your Black-jacks, Butler, and your Flagons; and Cook, thy Boild, thy Rost, thy Bakd.

Cook. How liveth he?

And. Not as other men do, few Princes fare like him; he breaks his fast with Aristotle, dines with Tully, takes his watering with the Muses, sups with Livy, then walks a turn or two in Via Lactea, and (after six hours conference with the Stars) sleeps with old Erra Pater.

But. This is admirable.

And. Ile tell you more hereafter. Heres my old Master, and another old ignorant Elder; Ile upon em.
Enter Brisac, Lewis.

Bri. What, Andrew? welcome; wheres my Charles? speak, Andrew, where didst thou leave thy Master?

And. Contemplating the number of the Sands in the Highway, and from that, purposes to make a Judgment of the remainder in the Sea: he is, Sir, in serious study, and will lose no minute, nor out ofs pace to knowledge.

Lew. This is strange.

And. Yet he hath sent his duty, Sir, before him in this fair Manuscript.

Bri. What have we here? Pot-hooks and Andirons!

And. I much pity you, it is the Syrian Character, or the Arabick. Would you have it said, so great and deep a Scholar as Mr Charles is, should ask blessing in any Christian Language? Were it Greek I could interpret for you, but indeed Im gone no farther.

Bri. And in Greek you can lie with your smug Wife Lilly.

And. If I keep her from your French Dialect, as I hope I shall, Sir; however she is your Landress, she shall put you to the charge of no more Soap than usual for thwashing of your Sheets.

Bri. Take in the Knave, and let him eat.

And. And drink too, Sir.

Bri. And drink too Sir, and see your Masters Chamber ready for him.

But. Come, Dr Andrew, without Disputation thou shalt Commence ithe Cellar.

And. I had rather Commence on a cold Bakd meat.

Cook. Thou shalt hat, Boy.

Bri. Good Monsieur Lewis, I esteem my self much honourd in your clear intent, to joyn our ancient Families, and make them one; and twill take from my age and cares, to live and see what you have purposd but in act, of which your visit at this present is a hopeful Omen; I each minute expecting the arrival of my Sons; I have not wrongd their Birth for want of Means and Education, to shape them to that course each was addicted; and therefore that we may proceed discreetly, since whats concluded rashly seldom prospers, you first shall take a strict perusal of them, and then from your allowance, your fair Daughter m[a]y fashion her affection.

Lew. Monsieur Brisac, you offer fair and nobly, and Ile meet you in the same line of Honour; and I hope, being blest but with one Daughter, I shall not appear impertinently curious, though with my utmost vigilance and study, I labour to bestow her to her worth: Let others speak her form, and future Fortune from me descending to her; I in that sit down with silence.

Bri. You may, my Lord, securely, since Fame aloud proclaimeth her perfections, commanding all mens tongues to sing her praises; should I say more, you well might censure me (what yet I never was) a Flatterer. What tramplings that without of Horses?
Enter Butler.

But. Sir, my young Masters are newly alighted.

Bri. Sir, now observe their several dispositions.
Enter Charles.

Char. Bid my Supsiser carry my Hackney to the Buttry, and give him his Bever; it is a civil and sober Beast, and will drink moderately; and that done, turn him into the Quadrangle.

Bri. He cannot out of his University tone.
Enter Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy.

Eust. Lackey, take care our Coursers be well rubbd, and cloathd; they have out-strippd the Wind in speed.

Lew. I marry, Sir, theres metal in this young Fellow! What a Sheeps look his elder Brother has!

Char. Your blessing, Sir.

Bri. Rise, Charles, thou hast it.

Eust. Sir, though it be unusual in the Court, (since tis the Courtiers garb) I bend my knee, and do expert what follows.

Bri. Courtly beggd. My blessing, take it.

Eust. (to Lew.) Your Lordships vowd adorer. What a thing this Brother is! yet Ile vouchsafe him the new Italian shrug — How clownishly the Book-worm does return it!

Char. Im glad ye are well. [Reads.

Eust. Pray you be happy in the knowledge of this pair of accomplishd Monsieurs; they are Gallants that have seen both Tropicks.

Bri. I embrace their love.

Egr. Which well repay with servulating.

Cow. And will report your bounty in the Court.

Bri. I pray you make deserving use ont first. Eustace, give entertainment to your Friends; whats in my house is theirs.

Eust. Which well make use of; lets warm our brains with half a dozen Healths, and then hang cold discourse, for well speak Fire-works. [Ex.

Lew. What, at his Book already?

Bri. Fie, fie, Charles, no hour of interruption?

Char. Plato differs from Socrates in this.

Bri. Come, lay them by; let them agree at leisure.

Char. Mans life, Sir, being so short, and then the way that leads unto the knowledge of our selves, so long and tedious, each minute should be precious.

Bri. In our care to manage worldly business, you must part with this Bookish contemplation, and prepare your self for action; to thrive in this Age is held the blame of Learning: You must study to know what part of my Lands good for the Plough, and what for Pasture; how to buy and sell to the best advantage; how to cure my Oxen when theyre oer-grown with labour.

Char. I may do this from what Ive read, Sir; for, what concerns Tillage, who better can deliver it than Virgil in his Georgicks? and to cure your Herds, his Bucolicks is a Masterpiece; but when he does describe the Commonwealth of Bees, their industry, and knowledge of the herbs from which they gather Honey, with their care to place it with decorum in the Hive; their Government among themselves, their order in going forth, and coming loaden home; their obedience to their King, and his rewards to such as labour, with his punishments only inflicted on the slothful Drone; Im ravishd with it, and there reap my Harvest, and there receive the gain my Cattle bring me, and there find Wax and Honey.

Bri. And grow rich in your imagination; heyday, heyday! Georgicks, Bucolicks, and Bees! art mad?

Char. No, Sir, the knowledge of these guards me from it.

Bri. But can you find among your bundle of Books (and put in all your Dictionaries that speak all Tongues) what pleasure they enjoy, that do embrace a well-shapd wealthy Bride? Answer me that.

Char. Tis frequent, Sir, in Story, there I read of all kind of virtuous and vitious women; the antient Spartan Dames, and Roman Ladies, their Beauties and Deformities; and when I light upon a Portia or Cornelia, crownd with still flourishing leaves of truth and goodness; with such a feeling I peruse their Fortunes, as if I then had livd, and freely tasted their ravishing sweetness; at the present loving the whole Sex for their goodness and example. But on the contrary, when I look on a Clytemnestra, or a Tullia; the first bathd in her Husband[s] bloud; the latter, without a touch of piety, driving on her Chariot oer her Fathers breathless Trunk, horrour invades my faculties; and comparing the multitudes oth guilty, with the few that did die Innocents, I detest and loath em as Ignorance or Atheism.

Bri. You resolve then neer to make payment of the debt you owe me.

Char. What debt, good Sir?

Bri. A debt I paid my Father when I begat thee, and made him a Grandsire, which I expect. from you.

Char. The Children, Sir, which I will leave to all posterity, begot and brought up by my painful Studies, shall be my living Issue.

Bri. Very well; and I shall have a general Collection of all the quiddits from Adam to this time, to be my Grandchild.

Char. And such a one, I hope, Sir, as shall not shame the Family.

Bri. Nor will you take care of my Estate?

Char. But in my wishes; for know, Sir, that the wings on which my Soul is mounted, have long since born her too high, to stoop to any Prey that soars not upwards. Sordid and dunghill minds, composd of earth, in that gross Element fix all their happiness; but purer Spirits, purged and refind, shake off that clog of humane frailty; give me leave tenjoy my self; that place that does contain my Books (the best Compa[n]ions) is to me a glorious Court, where hourly I converse with the old Sages and Philosophers, and sometimes for variety, I confer with Kings and Emperors, and weigh their Counsels, calling their Victories (if unjustly got) unto a strict accompt, and in my phancy, deface their ill-placd Statues; can I then part with such constant pleasures, to embrace uncertain vanities? No, be it your care taugment your heap of wealth; it shall be mine tincrease in knowledge — Lights there for my Study — [Exit.

Bri. Was ever man that had reason thus transported from all sense and feeling of his proper good? It vexes me, and if I found not comfort in my young Eustace, I might well conclude my name were at a period!

Lew. He is indeed, Sir, the surer base to build on.
Enter Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy, and Andrew.

Bri. Eustace.

Eust. Sir.

Bri. Your ear in private.

And. I suspect my Master has found harsh welcome, hes gone supperless into his Study; could I find out the cause, it may be borrowing of his Books, or so, I shall be satisfied.

Eust. My duty shall, Sir, take any form you please; and in your motion to have me married, you cut off all dangers the violent heats of youth might bear me to.

Lew. It is well answerd.

Eust. Nor shall you, my Lord, for your fair Daughter ever find just cause to mourn your choice of me; the name of Husband, nor the authority it carries in it, shall ever teach me to forget to be, as I am now, her Servant, and your Lordships; and but that modesty forbids, that I should sound the Trumpet of my own deserts, I could say, my choice manners have been such, as render me lovd and remarkable to the Princes of the Blood,

Cow. Nay, to the King.

Egre. Nay to the King and Council.

And. These are Court-admirers, and ever echo him that bears the Bag. Though I be dull-eyd, I see through this jugling.

Eust. Then for my hopes.

Cow. Nay certainties.

Eust. They stand as fair as any mans. What can there fall in compass of her wishes, which she shall not be suddenly possessd of? Loves she Titles? by the grace and favour of my Princely Friends, I am what she would have me.

Bri. He speaks well, and I believe him.

Lew. I could wish I did so. Pray you a word, Sir. Hes a proper Gentleman, and promises nothing, but what is possible. So far I will go with you; nay, I add, he hath won much upon me; and were he but one thing that his Brother is, the bargain were soon struck up.

Bri. Whats that, my Lord?

Lew. The Heir.

And. Which he is not, and I trust never shall be.

Bri. Come, that shall breed no difference; you see Charles has given oer the world; Ile undertake, and with much ease, to buy his Birth-right of him for a Dry-fat of new Books; nor shall my state alone make way for him, but my elder Brothers, who being issueless, to advance our name, I doubt not will add his. Your resolution?

Lew. Ile first acquaint my Daughter with the proceedings; on these terms I am yours, as she shall be, make you no scruple. Get the Writings ready, she shall be tractable; to morrow we will hold a second conference. Farewell noble Eustace; and you brave Gallants.

Eust. Full increase of honour wait ever on your Lordship.

And. The Gout rather, and a perpetual Meagrim.

Bri. You see, Eustace, how I travel to possess you of a Fortune you were not born to; be you worthy of it: Ile furnish you for a Suitor: visit her, and prosper int.

Eust. Shes mine, Sir, fear it not: in all my travels, I neer met a Virgin that could resist my Courtship. If it take now, were made for ever, and will revel it. [Ex.

And. In tough Welsh Parsly, which, in our vulgar Tongue, is strong Hempen Halters; my poor Master cozend, and I a looker on! If we have studid our Majors and our Minors, Antecedents and Consequents, to be concluded Coxcombs, whave made a fair hand ont. I am glad I have found out all their plots, and their Conspiracies; this shall told Monsieur Miramont, one, that though he cannot read a Proclamation, yet dotes on Learning, and loves my Master Charles for being a Scholar; I hear hes coming hither, I shall meet him; and if he be that old, rough, testy blade he always usd to be, Ile ring him such a peal, as shall go near to shake their Belroom, peradventure beatm, for he is fire and flax; and so have at him. [Exit.


ACTUS SE[C]UNDUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER MIRAMOUNT, BRISAC.

Mir. Nay, Brother, Brother.

Bri. Pray, Sir, be not moved, I meddle with no business but mine own, and in mine own tis reason I should govern.

Mir. But how to govern then, and understand, Sir, and be as wise as yare hasty, though you be my Brother, and from one bloud sprung, I must tell ye heartily and home too.

Bri. What, Sir?

Mir. What I grieve to find, you are a fool, and an old fool, and thats two.

Bri. Well part em, if you please.

Mir. No, theyre entaild to em. Seek to deprive an honest noble Spirit, your eldest Son, Sir, and your very Image, (but hes so like you, that he fares the worse fort) because he loves his Book, and dotes on that, and only studies how to know things excellent, above the reach of such course Brains as yours, such muddy Fancies, that never will know farther than when to cut your Vines, and cozen Merchants, and choak your hidebound Tenants with musty Harvests.

Bri. You go too fast.

Mir. Iam not come to my pace yet. Because hhas made his study all his pleasure, and is retird into his Contemplation, not medling with the dirt and chaff of Nature, that makes the spirit of the mind mud too; therefore must he be flung from his inheritance? must he be dispossessd, and Monsieur Gingle-boy his younger Brother — 

Bri. You forget your self.

Mir. Because hhas been at Court, and learnd new Tongues, and how to speak a tedious piece of nothing; to vary his face as Sea-men do their compass, to worship Images of gold and silver, and fall before the She- calves of the season; therefore must he jump into his Brothers Land?

Bri. Have you done yet, and have you spoke enough in praise of Learning, Sir?

Mir. Never enough.

Bri. But, Brother, do you know what Learning is?

Mir. It is not to be a Justice of Peace as you are, and palter out your time ith penal Statutes. To hear the curious Tenets controverted between a Protestant Constable, and Jesuite Cobler; to pick Natural Philosophy out of Bawdry, when your Worships pleasd to correctifie a Lady; nor tis not the main Moral of blind Justice, (which is deep Learning) when your Worships Tenants bring a light cause, and heavy Hens before ye, both fat and feeble, a Goose or Pig; and then youll sit like equity with both hands weighing indifferently the state oth question. These are your Quodlibets, but no Learning, Brother.

Bri. You are so parlously in love with Learning, that Id be glad to know what you understand, Brother; Im sure you have read all Aristotle.

Mir. Faith no; but I believe I have a learned faith, Sir, and thats it makes a Gentleman of my sort; though I can speak no Greek, I love the sound of t, it goes so thundring as it conjurd Devils: Charles speaks it loftily, and if thou wert a man, or hadst but ever heard of Homers Iliads, Hesiod, and the Greek Poets, thou wouldst run mad, and hang thy self for joy th hadst such a Gentleman to be thy Son: O he has read such things to me!

Bri. And you do understand em, Brother?

Mir. I tell thee, No, thats not material; the sounds sufficient to confirm an honest man: Good Brother Brisac, does your young Courtier, that wears the fine Cloaths, and is the excellent Gentleman, (the Traveller, the Soldier, as you think too) understand any other power than his Tailor? or knows what motion is more than an Horse-race? What the Moon means, but to light him home from taverns? or the comfort of the Sun is, but to wear slashd clothes in? And must this piece of ignorance be popt up, because t can kiss the hand, and cry, sweet Lady? Say it had been at Rome, and seen the Reliques, drunk your Verdea Wine, and rid at Naples, brought home a Box of Venice Treacle with it, to cure young Wenches that have eaten Ashes: Must this thing therefore? — 

Bri. Yes Sir, this thing must; I will not trust my Land to one so sotted, so grown like a Disease unto his Study; he that will fling off all occasions and cares, to make him understand what state is, and how to govern it, must, by that reason, be flung himself aside from managing. My younger Boy is a fine Gentleman.

Mir. He is an Ass, a piece of Ginger-bread, gilt over to please foolish Girls puppets.

Bri. You are my elder Brother.

Mir. So I had need, and have an elder Wit, thoudst shame us all else. Go to, I say, Charles shall inherit.

Bri. I say, no, unless Charles had a Soul to understand it; can he manage six thousand Crowns a year out of the Metaphysics? or can all his learnd Astronomy look to my Vineyards? Can the drunken old Poets make up my Vines? (I know they can drink em) or your excellent Humanists sell em the Merchants for my best advantage? Can History cut my Hay, or get my Corn in? And can Geometry vend it in the Market? Shall I have my sheep kept with a Jacobs-staff now? I wonder you will magnifie this madman, you that are old, and should understand.

Mir. Should, sayst thou? thou monstrous piece of ignorance in Office! thou that hast no more knowledge than thy Clerk infuses, thy dapper Clerk, larded with ends of Latin, and he no more than custom of offences. Thou unreprieveable Dunce! that thy formal Bandstrings, thy Ring, nor pomander cannot expiate for, dost thou tell me I should? Ile pose thy Worship in thine own Library and Almanack, which thou art daily poring on, to pick out days of iniquity to cozen fools in, and Full Moons to cut Cattle: dost thou taint me, that have run over Story, Poetry, Humanity?

Bri. As a cold nipping shadow does oer ears of Corn, and leave em blasted, put up your anger, what Ill do, Ill do.

Mir. Thou shalt not do.

Bri. I will.

Mir. Thou art an Ass then, a dull old tedious Ass; th art ten times worse, and of less credit than Dunce Hollingshead the Englishman, that writes of Shows and Sheriffs.
Enter Lewis.

Bri. Well, take your pleasure, heres one I must talk with.

Lew. Good-day, Sir.

Bri. Fair to you, Sir.

Lew. May I speak wye?

Bri. With all my heart, I was waiting on your goodness.

Lew. Good morrow, Monsieur Miramont.

Mir. O sweet Sir, keep your good morrow to cool your Worships pottage; a couple of the worlds fools met together to raise up dirt and dunghils.

Lew. Are they drawn?

Bri. They shall be ready, Sir, within these two hours; and Charles set his hand.

Lew. Tis necessary; for he being a joint purchaser, though your Estate was got by your own industry, unless he seal to the Conveyance, it can be of no validity.

Bri. He shall be ready and do it willingly.

Mir. He shall be hangd first.

Bri. I hope your Daughter likes.

Lew. She loves him well, Sir; young Eustace is a bait to catch a Woman, a budding spritely Fellow; yare resolvd then, that all shall pass from Charles?

Bri. All, all, hes nothing; a bunch of Books shall be his Patrimony, and more than he can manage too.

Lew. Will your Brother pass over his Land to your son Eustace? you know he has no Heir.

Mir. He will be flead first, and Horse-collars made ofs skin.

Bri. Let him alone, a wilful man; my Estate shall serve the turn, Sir. And how does your Daughter?

Lew. Ready for the hour, and like a blushing Rose that stays the pulling.

Bri. To morrow thens the day.

Lew. Why then to morrow Ill bring the Girl; get you the Writings ready.

Mir. But hark you, Monsieur, have you the virtuous conscience to help to rob an Heir, an Elder Brother, of that which Nature and the Law flings on him? You were your Fathers eldest Son, I take it, and had his Land; would you had had his wit too, or his discretion, to consider nobly, what tis to deal unworthily in these things; youll say hes none of yours, hes his Son; and he will say, he is no Son to inherit above a shelf of Books: Why did he get him? why was he brought up to write and read, and know these things? why was he not like his Father, a dumb Justice? a flat dull piece of phlegm, shapd like a man, a reverend Idol in a piece of Arras? Can you lay disobedience, want of manners, or any capital crime to his charge?

Lew. I do not, nor do weigh your words, they bite not me, Sir; this man must answer.

Bri. I have dont already, and given sufficient reason to secure me: and so good morrow, Brother, to your patience.

Lew. Good morrow, Monsieur Miramont.

Mir. Good Night-caps keep brains warm, or Maggots will breed in em. Well, Charles, thou shalt not want to buy thee Books yet, the fairest in thy Study are my gift, and the University of Lovain, for thy sake, hath tasted of my bounty; and to vex the old doting Fool thy Father, and thy Brother, they shall not share a Solz of mine between them; nay more, Ill give thee eight thousand Crowns a year, in some high strain to write my Epitaph.


ACTUS II. SCENA II.

[image: img47.jpg]

ENTER EUSTACE, EGREMONT, Cowsy.

Eust. How do I look now, my Elder Brother? Nay, tis a handsome Suit.

Cow. All Courtly, Courtly.

Eust. Ill assure ye, Gentlemen, my Tailor has traveld, and speaks as lofty Language in his Bills too; the cover of an old Book would not shew thus. Fie, fie; what things these Academicks are! these Book-worms, how they look!

Egre. Theyre meer Images, no gentle motion or behaviour in em; theyll prattle ye of Primum Mobile, and tell a story of the state of Heaven, what Lords and Ladies govern in such Houses, and what wonders they do when they meet together, and how they spit Snow, Fire, and Hail, like a Jugler, and make a noise when they are drunk, which we call Thunder.

Cow. They are the sneakingst things, and the contemptiblest; such Small-beer brains, but ask em any thing out of the Element of their understanding, and they stand gaping like a roasted Pig: do they know what a Court is, or a Council, or how the affairs of Christendom are managd? Do they know any thing but a tired Hackney? and they cry absurd as the Horse understood em. They have made a fair Youth of your Elder Brother, a pretty piece of flesh!

Eust. I thank em fort, long may he study to give me his Estate. Saw you my Mistris?

Egre. Yes, shes a sweet young Woman; but be sure you keep her from Learning.

Eust. Songs she may have, and read a little unbakd Poetry, such as the Dablers of our time contrive, that has no weight nor wheel to move the mind, nor indeed nothing but an empty sound; she shall have cloaths, but not made by Geometry; Horses and Coach, but of no immortal Race: I will not have a Scholar in my house above a gentle Reader; they corrupt the foolish Women with their subtle Problems; Ile have my house calld ignorance, to fright prating Philosophers from Entertainment.

Cow. It will do well, love those that love good fashions, good cloaths, and rich; they invite men to admire em, that speak the lisp of Court. Oh tis great Learning! to Ride well, Dance well, Sing well, or Whistle Courtly, theyre rare endowments; that they have seen far Countreys, and can speak strange things, though they speak no truths, for then they make things common. When are you marrid?

Eust. To morrow, I think; we must have a Masque, Boys, and of our own making.

Egre. Tis not half an hours work, a Cupid, and a Fiddle, and the things done: but lets be handsome, shalls be Gods or Nymphs?

Eust. What, Nymphs with Beards?

Cow. Thats true, well be Knights then; some wandring Knights, that light here on a sudden.

Eust. Lets go, lets go, I must go visit, Gentlemen, and mark what sweet lips I must kiss to morrow. [Exeunt.


ACTUS II. SCENA III.
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ENTER COOK, ANDREW, Butler,

Cook. And how dos my Master?

And. Hes ats Book; peace, Coxcomb, that such an unlearned tongue as thine should ask for him!

Co. Dos he not study conjuring too?

And. Have you lost any Plate, Butler?

But. No, but I know I shall to morrow at dinner.

And. Then to morrow you shall be turnd out of your place fort; we meddle with no spirit oth Buttery, they taste too small for us; keep me a Pie in Folio, I beseech thee, and thou shalt see how learnedly Ile translate him. Shalls have good cheer to morrow?

Co. Excellent good cheer, Andrew.

And. The spight ont is, that much about that time, I shall be arguing, or deciding rather, which are the Males or Females of Red Herrings, and whether they be taken in the Red-Sea only; a question found out by Copernicus, the learned Motion-maker.

Co. I marry, Butler, here are rare things; a man that lookd upon him, would swear he understood no more than we do.

But. Certain, a learned Andrew.

And. Ive so much ont, and am so loaden with strong understanding, I fear, theyll run me mad. Heres a new Instrument, a Mathematical Glister to purge the Moon with when she is laden with cold phlegmatick humours; and heres another to remove the Stars, when they grow too thick in the Firmament.

Co. O Heavens! why do I labour out my life in a Beef-pot? and only search the secrets of a Sallad, and know no farther?

And. They are not reveald to all heads; these are far above your Element of Fire, Cook. I could tell you of Archimedes Glass, to fire your Coals with; and of the Philosophers Turf, that neer goes out: and, Gilbert Butler, I could ravish thee with two rare inventions.

But. What are they, Andrew.

And. The one to blanch your Bread from chippings base, and in a moment, as thou wouldst an Almond; the Sect of the Epicureans invented that: The other for thy Trenchers, thats a strong one, to cleanse you twenty dozen in a minute, and no noise heard, which is the wonder, Gilbert; and this was out of Platos new Ideas.

But. Why, what a learned Master dost thou serve, Andrew?

And. These are but the scrapings of his understanding, Gilbert; with gods and goddesses, and such strange people he deals, and treats with in so plain a fashion, as thou dost with thy Boy that draws thy drink, or Ralph there, with his Kitchin-Boys and Scalders.

Co. But why should he not be familiar, and talk sometimes, as other Christians do, of hearty matters, and come into the Kitchin, and there cut his Breakfast?

But. And then retire to the Buttery, and there eat it, and drink a lusty Bowl to my young Master, that must be now the Heir, hell do all these, I and be drunk too; these are mortal things.

And. My Master studies immortality.

Co. Now thou talkst of immortality, how dos thy Wife, Andrew? my old Master did you no small Pleasure when he procurd her, and stockd you in a Farm. If he should love her now, as he hath a Colts tooth yet, what says your learning and your strange Instruments to that, my Andrew? Can any of your learned Clerks avoid it? can ye put by his Mathematical Engine?

And. Yes, or Ile break it: thou awakenst me, and Ile peep ith Moon this month but Ile watch for him. My Master rings, I must go make him a fire, and conjure oer his Books.

Co. Adieu, good Andrew, and send thee manly patience with thy learning. [Exeunt.


ACTUS II. SCENA IV.
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Enter Charles.

Cha. I have forgot to eat and sleep with reading, and all my faculties turn into study; tis meat and sleep; what need I outward garments, when I can cloath my self with understanding? The Stars and glorious Planets have no Tailors, yet ever new they are, and shine like Courtiers. The Seasons of the year find no fond Parents, yet some are armd in silver Ice that glisters, and some in gawdy Green come in like Masquers. The Silk-worm spins her own suit and lodging, and has no aid nor partner in her labours. Why should we care for any thing but knowledge, or look upon the World but to contemn it?
Enter Andrew.

And. Would you have any thing?

Char. Andrew, I find there is a flie grown oer the Eye oth Bull, which will go near to blind the Constellation.

And. Put a Gold-ring ins nose, and that will cure him.

Char. Ariadnes Crowns away too; two main Stars that held it fast are slip[t] out.

And. Send it presently to Galateo, the Italian Star-wright, hell set it right again with little labour.

Char. Thou art a pretty Scholar.

And. I hope I shall be; have I swept Books so often to know nothing?

Char. I hear thou art married.

And. It hath pleasd your Father to match me to a Maid of his own chusing; I doubt her Constellations loose too, and wants nailing; and a sweet Farm he has given us a mile off, Sir.

Char. Marry thy self to understanding, Andrew; these Women are Errata in all Authors, theyre fair to see to, and bound up in Vellam, smooth, white and clear, but their contents are monstrous; they treat of nothing but dull age and diseases. Thou hast not so much wit in thy head, as there is on those shelves, Andrew.

And. I think I have not, Sir.

Char. No, if thou hadst, thouldst neer married a Woman in thy bosom, theyre Cataplasms made oth deadly sins: I neer saw any yet but mine own Mother; or if I did, I did regard them but as shadows that pass by of under creatures.

And. Shall I bring you one? He trust you with my own Wife; I would not have your Brother go beyond ye; theyre the prettiest Natural Philosophers to play with.

Char. No, no, theyre Opticks to delude mens eyes with. Does my younger Brother speak any Greek yet, Andrew?

And. No, but he speaks High Dutch, and that goes daintily.

Char. Reach me the Books down I read yesterday, and make a little fire, and get a manchet; make clean those Instruments of Brass I shewd you, and set the great Sphere by; then take the Fox tail, and purge the Books from dust; last, take your Lilly, and get your part ready.

And. Shall I go home, Sir? my Wifes name is Lilly, there my best part lies, Sir.

Charles. I mean your Grammar, O thou Dunderhead wouldst thou be ever in thy Wifes Syntaxis? Let me have no noise, nor nothing to disturb me; I am to find a secret.

And. So am I too; which if I find, I shall make some smart fort — [Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER LEWIS, ANGELLINA, Sylvia, Notary.

Lewis. This is the day, my Daughter Angellina, the happy, that must make you a Fortune, a large and full one, my care has wrought it, and yours must be as great to entertain it. Young Eustace is a Gentleman at all points, and his behaviour affable and courtly, his person excellent; I know you find that, I read it in your eyes, you like his youth; young handsome people should be matchd together, then follows handsome Children, handsome fortunes; the most part of his Fathers Estate, my Wench, is tid in a Jointure, that makes up the harmony; and when ye are married, hes of that soft temper, and so far will be chaind to your observance, that you may rule and turn him as you please. What, are the Writings drawn on your side, Sir?

Not. They are, and here I have so fetterd him, that if the Elder Brother set his hand to, not all the power of Law shall eer release him.

Lew. These Notaries are notable confident Knaves, and able to do more mischief than an Army. Are all your Clauses sure?

Not. Sure as proportion; they may turn Rivers sooner than these Writings.

Lew. Why did you not put all the Lands in, Sir?

Not. Twas not conditiond; if it had been found, it had been but a fault made in the Writing; if not found, all the Land.

Lew. These are small Devils, that care not who has mischief, so they make it; they live upon the meer scent of dissention. Tis well, tis well; are you contented, Girl? for your will must be known.

Ang. A Husbands welcome, and as an humble Wife Ile entertain him; no Sovereignty I aim at, tis the mans, Sir; for she that seeks it, kills her husbands honour: The Gentleman I have seen, and well observd him, yet find not that gracd excellence you promise; a pretty Gentleman, and he may please too, and some few flashes I have heard come from him, but not to admiration as to others: Hes young, and may be good, yet he must make it, and I may help, and help to thank him also. It is your pleasure I should make him mine, and t has been still my duty to observe you.

Lew. Why then lets go, and I shall love your modesty. To Horse, and bring the Coach out, Angellina; to morrow you will look more womanly.

Ang. So I look honestly, I fear no eyes, Sir. [Exeunt.


ACTUS III. SCENA II.
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ENTER BRISAC, ANDREW, Cook, Lilly.

Bris. Wait on your Master, he shall have that befits him.

And. No Inheritance, Sir?

Bri. You speak like a fool, a coxcomb; he shall have annual means to buy him Books, and find him cloathes and meat, what would he more? Trouble him with Land? tis flat against his nature. I love him too, and honour those gifts in him.

And. Shall Master Eustace have all?

Bri. All, all; he knows how to use it, hes a man bred in the world, thother ith Heavens. My Masters, pray be wary, and serviceable; and Cook, see all your Sawces be sharp and poynant in the palate, that they may commend you; look to your Roast and Bakd meats handsomely, and what new Kick-shaws and delicate made things — Is th Musick come?

But. Yes, Sir, theyre here at Breakfast.

Bri. There will be a Masque too; you must see this Room clean, and, Butler, your door open to all good-fellows; but have an eye to your Plate, for there be Furies; my Lilly, welcome you are for the Linen, sort it, and see it ready for the Table, and see the Bride-bed made, and look the cords be not cut asunder by the Gallants too, there be such knacks abroad. Hark hither, Lilly, to morrow night at twelve a clok Ile sup wye: your husband shall be safe, Ile send ye meat too; before I cannot well slip from my company.

And. Will you so, will you so, Sir? Ile make one to eat it, I may chance make you stagger too.

Bri. No answer, Lilly?

Lil. One word about the Linen; Ile be ready, and rest your Worships still.

And. And Ile rest wye, you shall see what rest twill be. Are ye so nimble? a man had need have ten pair of ears to watch you.

Bri. Wait on your Master, for I know he wants ye, and keep him in his Study, that the noise do not molest him. I will not fail my Lilly — Come in, sweet-hearts, all to their several duties. [Exeunt.

And. Are you kissing ripe, Sir? Double but my Farm, and kiss her till thy heart ake. These Smock-vermine, how eagerly they leap at old mens kisses, they lick their lips at profit, not at pleasure; and if t were not for the scurvy name of Cuckold, he should lie with her. I know shell labour at length with a good Lordship. If he had a Wife now, but thats all one, Ile fit him. I must up unto my Master, hell be mad with Study — [Exit.


ACTUS III. SCENA III.
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Enter Charles.

Char. What a noise is in this house? my head is broken, within a Parenthesis, in every corner, as if the Earth were shaken with some strange Collect, there are stirs and motions. What Planet rules this house?
Enter Andrew.
Whos there?

And. Tis I, Sir, faithful Andrew.

Char. Come near, and lay thine ear down; hearst no noise?

And. The Cooks are chopping herbs and mince-meat to make Pies, and breaking Marrow-bones — 

Char. Can they set them again?

And. Yes, yes, in Broths and Puddings, and they grow stronger for the use of any man.

Char. What speakings that? sure theres a Massacre.

And. Of Pigs and Geese, Sir, and Turkeys, for the spit. The Cooks are angry Sirs, and that makes up the medley.

Char. Do they thus at every Dinner? I nere markd them yet, nor know who is a Cook.

And. Theyre sometimes sober, and then they beat as gently as a Tabor.

Char. What loads are these?

And. Meat, meat, Sir, for the Kitchen, and stinking Fowls the Tenants have sent in; theyll ner be found out at a general eating; and theres fat Venison, Sir.

Char. Whats that?

And. Why Deer, those that men fatten for their private pleasures, and let their Tenants starve upon the Commons.

Char. Ive read of Deer, but yet I neer eat any.

And. Theres a Fishmongers Boy with Caviar, Sir, Anchoves, and Potargo, to make ye drink.

Char. Sure these are modern, very modern meats, for I understand em not.

And. No more does any man from Caca merda, or a substance worse, till they be greasd with Oyl, and rubbd with Onions, and then flung out of doors, they are rare Sallads.

Char. And why is all this, prethee tell me, Andrew? are there any Princes to dine here to day? by this abundance sure there should be Princes; Ive read of entertainment for the gods at half this charge; will not six Dishes serve em? I never had but one, and that a small one.
And.Your Brothers marrid this day; hes marrid your younger Brother Eustace.

Char. What of that?

And. And all the Friends about are bidden hither; theres not a Dog that knows the house, but comes too.

Char. Marrid! to whom?

And. Why to a dainty Gentlewoman, young, sweet, and modest.

Char. Are there modest women? how do they look?

And. O youll bless yourself to see them. He parts withs Books, he neer did so before yet.

Char. What does my Father for em?

And. Gives all his Land, and makes your Brother heir.

Char. Must I have nothing?

And. Yes, you must study still, and hell maintain you.

Char. I am his eldest Brother.

And. True, you were so; but he has leapd oer your shoulders, Sir.

Char. Tis well; hell not inherit my understanding too?

And. I think not; hell scarce find Tenants to let it out to.

Char. Hark! hark!

And. The Coach that brings the fair Lady.
Enter Lewis, Angellina, Ladies, Notary, &c.

And. Now you may see her.

Char. Sure this should be modest, but I do not truly know what women make of it, Andrew; she has a face looks like a story, the story of the Heavens looks very like her.

And. She has a wide face then.

Char. She has a Cherubins, coverd and vaild with modest blushes. Eustace, be happy, whiles poor Charles is patient. Get me my Books again, and come in with me — [Exeunt.
Enter Brisac, Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy, Miramont.

Bri. Welcome, sweet Daughter; welcome, noble Brother; and you are welcome, Sir, with all your Writings; Ladys, most welcome: What, my angry Brother! you must be welcome too, the Feast is flat else.

Mir. I am not come for your welcome, I expect none; I bring no joys to bless the bed withall; nor Songs, nor Masques to glorifie the Nuptials; I bring an angry mind to see your folly, a sharp one too, to reprehend you for it.

Bri. Youll stay and dine though.

Mir. All your meat smells musty, your Table will shew nothing to content me.

Bri. Ile answer you heres good meat.

Mir. But your sauce is scurvie, it is not seasond with the sharpness of discretion.

Eust. It seems your anger is at me, dear Uncle.

Mir. Thou art not worth my anger, thart a Boy, a lump othy Fathers lightness, made of nothing but antick cloathes and cringes; look in thy head, and twill appear a foot-ball full of fumes and rotten smoke. Lady, I pity you; you are a handsome and a sweet young Lady, and ought to have a handsom man yokd tye, an understanding too; this is a Gimcrack, that can get nothing but new fashions on you; for say he have a thing shapd like a child, twill either prove a Tumbler or a Tailor.

Eust. These are but harsh words, Uncle.

Mir. So I mean em. Sir, you play harsher play wyour elder Brother.

Eust. I would be loth to give you.

Mir. Do not venture, Ile make your wedding cloaths sit closer tye then; I but disturb you, Ile go see my Nephew.

Lew. Pray take a piece of Rosemary.

Mir. Ile wear it, but for the Ladys sake, and none of yours; may be Ile see your Table too.

Bri. Pray do, Sir.

Ang. A mad old Gentleman.

Bri. Yes faith, sweet Daughter, he has been thus his whole age, to my knowledge; he has made Charles his Heir, I know that certainly; then why should he grudge Eustace any thing?

Ang. I would not have a light head, nor one laden with too much learning, as, they say, this Charles is, that makes his Book his Mistris; Sure theres something hid in this old mans anger, that declares him not a meer sot.

Bri. Come, shall we go and seal, Brother? all things are ready, and the Priest is here. When Charles has set his hand unto the Writings, as he shall instantly, then to the Wedding, and so to dinner.

Lew. Come, lets seal the Book first for my Daughters Jointure.

Bri. Lets be private int, Sir. [Exeunt.


ACTUS III. SCENA IV.
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ENTER CHARLES, MIRAMONT, Andrew.

Mir. Nay, yare undone.

Char. Hum.

Mir. Haye no greater feeling?

And. You were sensible of the great Book, Sir, when it fell on your head, and now the house is ready to fall, do you fear nothing?

Char. Will he have my Books too.

Mir. No, he has a Book, a fair one too, to read on, and read wonders; I would thou hadst her in thy Study, Nephew, and twere but to new string her.

Char. Yes, I saw her, and me thought twas a curious piece of Learning, handsomely bound, and of a dainty Letter.

And. He flung away his Book.

Mir. I like that in him; would he had flung away his dulness too, and spoke to her.

Char. And must my Brother have all?

Mir. All that your Father has.

Char. And that fair woman too?

Mir. That woman also.

Char. He has enough then. May I not see her sometimes, and call her sister? I will do him no wrong.

Mir. This makes me mad, I could now cry for anger: these old Fools are the most stubborn and the wilfullest Coxcombs; Farewell, and fall to your Book, forget your Brother: you are my Heir, and Ile provide ya Wife: Ile look upon this marriage, though I hate it. [Exit.
Enter Brisac.

Bri. Where is my Son?

And. There, Sir, casting a Figure what chopping children his Brother shall have.

Bri. He does well. How dost, Charles? still at thy Book?

And. Hes studying now, Sir, who shall be his Father.

Bri. Peace, you rude Knave — Come hither, Charles, be merry.

Char. I thank you, I am busie at my Book, Sir.

Bri. You must put your hand, my Charles, as I would have you, unto a little piece of Parchment here: only your name; you write a reasonable hand.

Char. But I may do unreasonably to write it. What is it, Sir?

Bri. To pass the Land I have, Sir, unto your younger Brother.

Char. Ist no more?

Bri. No, no, tis nothing: you shall be provided for, and new Books you shall have still, and new Studies, and have your means brought in without thy care, Boy, and one still to attend you.

Char. This shews your love, Father.

Bri. Im tender to you.

And. Like a stone, I take it.

Char. Why Father, Ill go down, ant please you let me, because Id see the thing they call the Gentlewoman; I see no Woman but through contemplation, and there Ill dot before the company, and wish my Brother fortune.

Bri. Do, I prethee.

Char. I must not stay, for I have things above require my study.

Bri. No, thou shalt not stay; thou shalt have a brave dinner too.

And. Now has he oerthrown himself for ever; I will down into the Cellar, and be stark drunk for anger. [Exeunt.


ACTUS III. SCENA V.
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ENTER LEWIS, ANGELLINA, Eustace, Priest, Ladies, Cowsy, Notary, and Miramont.

Not. Come, let him bring his Sons hand, and alls done. Is yours ready?

Pri. Yes, Ill dispatch ye presently, immediately, for in truth I am a hungry.

Eust. Do, speak apace, for we believe exactly: do not we stay long, Mistress?

Ang. I find no fault, better things well done, than want time to do them. Uncle, why are you sad?

Mir. Sweet smelling blossom, would I were thine Uncle to thine own content, Id make thy Husbands state a thousand better, a yearly thousand. Thou hast mist a man, (but that he is addicted to his study, and knows no other Mistress than his mind) would weigh down bundles of these empty kexes.

Ang. Can he speak, Sir?

Mir. Faith yes, but not to Women; his language is to Heaven, and heavenly wonder; to Nature, and her dark and secret causes.

Ang. And does he speak well there?

Mir. O admirably! but hes too bashful to behold a Woman, theres none that sees him, and he troubles none.

Ang. He is a man.

Mir. Faith yes, and a clear sweet spirit.

Ang. Then conversation me thinks — 

Mir. So think I; but it is his rugged Fate, and so I leave you.

Ang. I like thy nobleness.

Eust. See my mad Uncle is courting my fair Mistress.

Lew. Let him alone; theres nothing that allays an angry mind so soon as a sweet Beauty: hell come to us.
Enter Brisac, and Charles.

Eust. My Fathers here, my Brother too! thats a wonder, broke like a Spirit from his Cell.

Bri. Come hither, come nearer, Charles; twas your desire to see my noble Daughter, and the company, and give your Brother joy, and then to Seal, Boy; you do, like a good Brother.

Lew. Marry does he, and he shall have my love for ever fort. Put to your hand now.

Not. Heres the Deed, Sir, ready.

Char. No, you must pardon me a while, I tell ye, I am in contemplation, do not trouble me.

Bri. Come, leave thy Study, Charles.

Char. Ill leave my life first; I study now to be a man, Ive found it. Before what Man was, was but my Argument.

Mir. I like this best of all, he has taken fire, his dull mist flies away.

Eust. Will you write, Brother?

Char. No, Brother, no; I have no time for poor things, Im taking the height of that bright Constellation.

Bri. I say you trifle time, Son.

Char. I will not seal, Sir; I am your Eldest, and Ill keep my Birth-right, for Heaven forbid I should become example: Had yonly shewd me Land, I had deliverd it, and been a proud man to have parted with it; tis dirt, and labour. Do I speak right, Uncle?

Mir. Bravely, my Boy, and bless thy tongue.

Char. Ill forward: but you have opend to me such a treasure, I find my mind free; Heaven direct my fortune.

Mir. Can he speak now? Is this a son to sacrifice?

Char. Such an inimitable piece of Beauty, that I have studied long, and now found only, that Ill part sooner with my soul of Reason, and be a Plant, a Beast, a Fish, a Flie, and only make the number of things up, than yield to one foot of Land, if she be tid tot.

Lew. He speaks unhappily.

Ang. And methinks bravely. This the meer Scholar?

Eust. You but vex your self, Brother, and vex your study too.

Char. Go you and study, for tis time, young Eustace; you want both man and manners; Ive studyd both, although I made no shew ont. Go turn the Volumes over I have read, eat and digest them, that they may grow in thee; wear out the tedious night with thy dim Lamp, and sooner lose the day, than leave a doubt. Distil the sweetness from the Poets Spring, and learn to love; thou knowst not what fair is: Traverse the stories of the great Heroes, the wise and civil lives of good men walk through; thou hast seen nothing but the face of Countrys, and brought home nothing but their empty words: why shouldst thou wear a Jewel of this worth, that hast no worth within thee to preserve her?
Beauty clear and fair,
Where the Air
Rather like a perfume dwells,
Where the Violet and the Rose
The blew Veins in blush disclose,
And come to honour nothing else.
Where to live near,
And planted there,
Is to live, and still live new;
Where to gain a favour is
More than light, perpetual bliss,
Make me live by serving you.
Dear again back recall
To this light,
A stranger to himself and all;
Both the wonder and the story
Shall be yours, and eke the glory;
I am your servant and your thrall.

Mir. Speak such another Ode, and take all yet. What say ye to the Scholar now?

Ang. I wonder; is he your Brother, Sir?

Eust. Yes, would he were buried; I fear hell make an Ass of me a younger.

Ang. Speak not so softly, Sir, tis very likely.

Bri. Come, leave your finical talk, and lets dispatch, Charles.

Char. Dispatch, what?

Bri. Why the Land.

Char. You are deceivd, Sir. Now I perceive what tis that wooes a woman, and what maintains her when shes wood: Ill stop here. A wilful poverty neer made a Beauty, nor want of means maintaind it vertuously: though land and moneys be no happiness, yet they are counted good additions. That use Ill make; he that neglects a blessing, though he want a present knowledge how to use it, neglects himself. May be I have done you wrong, Lady, whose love and hope went hand in hand together; may be my Brother, that has long expected the happy hour, and blessd my ignorance; pray give me leave, Sir, I shall clear all doubts; why did they shew me you? pray tell me that?
(Mir. Hell talk thee into a pension for thy knavery.)

Char. You, happy you, why did you break unto me? The Rosie sugred morn neer broke so sweetly: I am a man, and have desires within me, affections too, though they were drownd a while, and lay dead, till the Spring of beauty raisd them; till I saw those eyes, I was but a lump, a chaos of confusedness dwelt in me; then from those eyes shot Love, and he distinguishd, and into form he drew my faculties; and now I know my Land, and now I love too.

Bri. We had best remove the Maid.

Char. It is too late, Sir. I have her figure here. Nay frown not, Eustace, there are less worthy Souls for younger Brothers; this is no form of Silk, but Sanctity, which wild lascivious hearts can never dignifie. Remove her where you will, I walk along still, for, like the light, we make no separation; you may sooner part the Billows of the Sea and put a barr betwixt their fellowships, than blot out my remembrance; sooner shut old Time into a Den, and stay his motion, wash off the swift hours from his downy wings, or steal Eternity to stop his glass, than shut the sweet Idea I have in me. Room for an Elder Brother, pray give place, Sir.

Mir. Has studied duel too; take heed, hell beat thee. Has frighted the old Justice into a Feaver; I hope hell disinherit him too for an Ass; for though he be grave with years, hes a great Baby.

Char. Do not you think me mad?

Ang. No certain, Sir, I have heard nothing from you but things excellent.

Char. You look upon my cloaths, and laugh at me, my scurvy cloaths!

Ang. They have rich linings, Sir. I would your Brother — 

Char. His are gold and gawdie.

Ang. But touch em inwardly, they smell of Copper.

Char. Can ye love me? I am an Heir, sweet Lady, however I appear a poor dependent; love you with honour I shall love so ever. Is your eye ambitious? I may be a great man; ist wealth or lands you covet? my Father must die.

Mir. That was well put in, I hope hell take it deeply.

Char. Old men are not immortal, as I take it; is it you look for, youth and handsomness? I do confess my Brothers a handsome Gentleman, but he shall give me leave to lead the way, Lady. Can you love for love, and make that the reward? The old man shall not love his heaps of Gold with a more doting superstition, than Ile love you. The young man his delights, the Merchant, when he ploughs the angry Sea up and sees the mountain billows falling on him, as if all the Elements, and all their angers, were turnd into one vowd destruction; shall not with greater joy embrace his safety. Well live together like two wanton Vines, circling our souls and loves in one another, well spring together, and well bear one fruit; one joy shall make us smile, and one grief mourn; one age go with us, and one hour of death shall shut our eyes, and one grave make us happy.

Ang. And one hand seal the Match, Im yours for ever.

Lew. Nay, stay, stay, stay.

Ang. Nay certainly, tis done, Sir.

Bri. There was a contract.

Ang. Only conditional, that if he had the Land, he had my love too; this Gentlemans the Heir, and hell maintain it. Pray be not angry, Sir, at what I say; or if you be, tis at your own adventure. You have the out- side of a pretty Gentleman, but by my troth your inside is but barren; tis not a face I only am in love with, nor will I say your face is excellent, a reasonable hunting face to court the wind with; nor theyre not words, unless they be well placd too, nor your sweet Dam-mes, nor your hired Verses, nor telling me of Clothes, nor Coach and Horses, no nor your visits each day in new Suits, nor your black Patches you wear variously, some cut like Stars, some in Half-moons, some Lozenges, (all which but shew you still a younger Brother.)

Mir. Gramercy, Wench, thou hast a noble Soul too.

Ang. Nor your long travels, nor your little knowledge, can make me doat upon you. Faith go study, and glean some goodness, that you may shew manly; your Brother at my suit Im sure will teach you; or only study how to get a Wife, Sir. Yare cast far behind, tis good you should be melancholy, it shews like a Gamester that had lost his mony; and tis the fashion to wear your arm in a skarf, Sir, for [you] have had a shrewd cut oer the fingers.

Lew. But are yin earnest?

Ang. Yes, believe me, Father, you shall neer choose for me; yare old and dim, Sir, and th shadow of the earth Eclipsd your judgment. Yhave had your time without control, dear Father, and you must give me leave to take mine now, Sir.

Bri. This is the last time of asking, will you set your hand to?

Cha. This is the last time of answering, I will never.

Bri. Out of my doors.

Char. Most willingly.

Mir. He shall, Jew, thou of the Tribe of Man-y-asses, Coxcomb, and never trouble thee more till thy chops be cold, fool.

Ang. Must I be gone too?

Lew. I will never know thee.

Ang. Then this man will; what Fortune he shall run, Father, bet good or bad, I must partake it with him.
Enter Egremont.

Egre. When shall the Masque begin?

Eust. Tis done already; all, all is broken off, I am undone, Friend, my Brothers wise again, and has spoild all, will not release the Land, has won the Wench too.

Egre. Could he not stay till the Masque was past? ware ready. What a scurvy tricks this?

Mir. O you may vanish, perform it at some Hall, where the Citizens Wives may seet for Six-pence a piece, and a cold Supper. Come, lets go, Charles. And now, my noble Daughter, Ile sell the Tiles of my House, ere thou shalt want, Wench. Rate up your Dinner, Sir, and sell it cheap: some younger Brother will taket up in Commodities. Send you joy, Nephew Eustace; if you study the Law, keep your great Pippin-pies, theyll go far with ye.

Char. Id have your blessing.

Bri. No, no, meet me no more. Farewel, thou wilt blast mine eyes else.

Char. I will not.

Lew. Nor send not you for Gowns.

Ang. Ill wear course Flannel first.

Bri. Come, lets go take some counsel.

Lew. Tis too late.

Bri. Then stay and dine; it may be we shall vex em. [Exeunt.


ACTUS QUARTUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER BRISAC, EUSTACE, Egremont, Cowsy.

Brisac. Neer talk to me, you are no men but Masquers; shapes, shadows, and the signs of men, Court bubbles, that every breath or breaks or blows away. You have no souls, no metal in your bloods, no heat to stir ye when ye have occasion: frozen dull things, that must be turnd with Leavers. Are you the Courtiers, and the travelld Gallants? the spritely Fellows that the people talk of? Ye have no more spirit than three sleepy sopes.

Eust. What would ye have me do, Sir?

Bri. Follow your Brother, and get ye out of doors, and seek your Fortune. Stand still becalmd, and let an aged Dotard, a hair-braind Puppy, and a Bookish Boy, that never knew a Blade above a Pen-knife, and how to cut his meat in Characters, cross my design, and take thine own Wench from thee, in mine own house too? Thou despisd poor fellow!

Eust. The reverence that I ever bare to you, Sir, then to my Uncle, with whom t had been but sawciness t have been so rough — 

Egre. And we not seeing him strive in his own cause, that was principal, and should have led us on, thought it ill manners to begin a quarrel here.

Bri. You dare do nothing. Do you make your care the excuse of your Cowardise? Three Boys on Hobby-horses, with three penny Halberds, would beat you all.

Cow. You must not say so.

Bri. Yes, and sing it too.

Cow. You are a man of peace, therefore we must give way.

Bri. Ill make my way, and therefore quickly leave me, or Ill force you; and having first torn off your flanting feathers, Ill trample on em; and if that cannot teach you to quit my house, Ill kick ye out of my gates; you gawdy Glow-worms, carrying seeming fire, yet have no heat within ye.

Cow. O blest travel! how much we owe thee for our power to suffer!

Egre. Some splenetive Youths now, that had never seen more than thy Country smoak, will grow in choler; it would shew fine in us.

Eust. Yes marry would it, that are prime Courtiers, and must know no angers, but give thanks for our injuries, if we purpose to hold our places.

Bri. Will you find the door? and find it suddenly? you shall lead the way, Sir, with your perfumd retinue, and recover the now lost Angellina, or build on it, I will adopt some beggars doubtful issue, before thou shalt inherit.

Eust. Well to counsel, and what may be done by mans wit or valour, well put in Execution.

Bri. Do, or never hope I shall know thee. [Exeunt.
Enter Lewis.

Lew. O Sir, have I found you?

Bri. I never hid my self; whence flows this fury, with which, as it appears, you come to fright me?

Lew. I smell a plot, meer conspiracy amongst ye all to defeat me of my Daughter; and if she be not suddenly deliverd, untainted in her reputation too, the best of France shall know how I am jugled with. She is my Heir, and if she may be ravishd thus from my care, farewel Nobility; Honour and Blood are meer neglected nothings.

Bri. Nay then, my Lord, you go too far, and tax him, whose innocency understands not what fear is. If your unconstant Daughter will not dwell on certainties, must you thenceforth conclude that I am fickle? what have I omitted, to make good my integrity and truth? nor can her lightness, nor your supposition, cast an aspersion on me.

Lew. I am wounded in fact, nor can words cure it: do not trifle, but speedily, once more I do repeat it, restore my Daughter as I brought her hither, or you shall hear from me in such a kind, as you will blush to answer.

Bri. All the world, I think, conspires to vex me, yet I will not torment my self: some sprightful mirth must banish the rage and melancholy which hath almost choakd me; t a knowing man tis Physick, and tis thought on; one merry hour Ill have in spight of Fortune, to chear my heart, and this is that appointed; this night Ill hug my Lilly in mine arms, provocatives are sent before to chear me, we old men need em, and though we pay dear for our stoln pleasures, so it be done securely, the charge much like a sharp sauce, gives em relish. Well, honest Andrew, I gave you a Farm, and it shall have a Beacon, to give warning to my other Tenants when the Foe approaches; and presently, you being bestowed else-where, Ile graff it with dexterity on your forehead; indeed I will, Lilly, I come, poor Andrew. [Exit.


ACTUS IV. SCENA II.
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ENTER MIRAMONT, ANDREW.

Mir. Do they [chafe] roundly?

And. As they were rubbd with Soap, Sir, and now they swear aloud, now calm again; like a Ring of Bells, whose sound the wind still alters, and then they sit in counsel what to do, and then they jar again what shall be done; they talk of Warrants from the Parliament, Complaints to the King, and Forces from the Province; they have a thousand heads in a thousand minutes, yet neer a one head worth a head of Garlick.

Mir. Long may they chafe, and long may we laugh at em; a couple of pure Puppies yokd together. But what sayes the young Courtier Master Eustace, and his two warlike Friends?

And. They say but little, how much they think I know not; they look ruefully, as if they had newly come from a vaulting-house, and had been quite shot through tween wind and water by a she Dunkirk, and had sprung a Leak, Sir. Certain my Master was to blame.

Mir. Why, Andrew?

And. To take away the Wench oth sudden from him, and give him no lawful warning; he is tender, and of a young Girls constitution, Sir, ready to get the Green sickness with conceit. Had he but tane his leave in availing Language, or bought an Elegy of his condolement, that the world might have tane notice, he had been an Ass, t had been some favour.

Mir. Thou sayst true, wise Andrew; but these Scholars are such things, when they can prattle.

And. And very parlous things, Sir.

Mir. And when [they] gain the liberty to distinguish the difference twixt a Father and a Fool, to look below, and spie a younger Brother pruning up, and dressing up his expectations in a rare glass of beauty, too good for him; those dreaming Scholars then turn Tyrants, Andrew, and shew no mercy.

Mir. The mores the pity, Sir.

Mir. Thou toldst me of a trick to catch my Brother, and anger him a little farther, Andrew. It shall be only anger, I assure thee, and little shame.

And. And I can fit you, Sir. Hark in your ear.

Mir. Thy Wife?

And. So I assure ye; this night at twelve a clock.

Mir. Tis neat and handsome; there are twenty Crowns due to thy project, Andrew; Ive time to visit Charles, and see what Lecture he reads to his Mistris. That done, Ile not fail to be with you.

And. Nor I to watch my master — [Exeunt.


ACTUS IV. SCENA III.
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ENTER ANGELLI[N]A, SYLVIA, with a Taper.

Ang. Im worse than eer I was; for now I fear, that that I love, that that I only dote on; he follows me through every room I pass, and with a strong set eye he gazes on me, as if his spark of innocence were blown into a flame of lust. Virtue defend me. His Uncle too is absent, and tis night; and what these opportunities may teach him — What fear and endless care tis to be honest! to be a Maid what misery, what mischief! Would I were rid of it, so it were fairly.

Syl. You need not fear that, will you be a child still? He follows you, but still to look upon you; or if he did desire to lie with ye, tis but your own desire, you love for that end; Ile lay my life, if he were now a bed wye, he is so modest, he would fall asleep straight.

Ang. Dare you venture that?

Syl. Let him consent, and have at ye; I fear him not, he knows not what a woman is, nor how to find the mystery men aim at. Are you afraid of your own shadow, Madam?

Ang. He follows still, yet with a sober face; would I might know the worst, and then I were satisfied.

Syl. Ye may both, and let him but go with ye.

Char. Why do you flie me? what have I so ill about me, or within me, to deserve it?

Ang. I am going to bed, Sir.

Char. And I am come to light ye; I am a Maid, and tis a Maidens office.

Ang. You may have me to bed, Sir, without a scruple, and yet I am chary too who comes about me. Two Innocents should not fear one another.

Syl. The Gentleman says true. Pluck up your heart, Madam.

Char. The glorious Sun both rising and declining we boldly look upon; even then, sweet Lady, when, like a modest Bride, he draws nights curtains, even then he blushes, that men should behold him.

Ang. I fear he will perswade me to mistake him.

Syl. Tis easily done, if you will give your mind tot.

Ang. Pray ye to your bed.

Char. Why not to yours, dear Mistris? one heart and one bed.

Ang. True, Sir, when tis lawful: but yet you know — 

Char. I would not know, forget it; those are but sickly loves that hang on Ceremonies, nursd up with doubts and fears; ours high and healthful, full of belief, and fit to teach the Priest: Love shall seal first, then hands confirm the bargain.

Ang. I shall be a Heretick if this continue. What would you do a bed? you make me blush, Sir.

Char. Id see you sleep, for sure your sleeps are excellent, you that are waking such a noted wonder, must in your slumber prove an admiration. I would behold your dreams too, ift were possible; those were rich showes.

Ang. I am becoming Traitor.

Char. Then like blew Neptune courting of an Island, where all the perfumes and the precious things that wait upon great Nature are laid up, Id clip it in my arms, and chastly kiss it, dwell in your bosome like your dearest thoughts, and sigh and weep.

Ang. Ive too much woman in me.

Char. And those true tears falling on your pure Crystals, should turn to armelets for great Queens tadore.

Ang. I must be gone.

Char. Do not, I will not hurt ye; this is to let you know, my worthiest Lady, yhave cleard my mind, and I can speak of love too: Fear not my manners, though I never knew, before these few hours, what a Beauty was, and such a one that fires all hearts that feel it; yet I have read of virtuous Temperance, and studyd it among my other Secrets; and sooner would I force a separation betwixt this spirit and the case of flesh, than but conceive one rudeness against Chastity.

Ang. Then we may walk.

Char. And talk of any thing, any fit for your ears, and my language; though I was bred up dull, I was ever civil; tis true, I have found it hard to look on you, and not desire, twill prove a wise mans task; yet those desires I have so mingled still, and tempered with the quality of honour, that if you should yield, I should hate you fort. I am no Courtier of a light condition, apt to take fire at every beauteous face; that only serves his will and wantonness, and lets the serious part run by as thin neglected sand. Whiteness of name, you must be mine; why should I rob my self of that that lawfully must make me happy? why should I seek to cuckold my delights, and widow all those sweets I aim at in you? Well lose our selves in Venus Groves of Myrtle, where every little Bird shall be a Cupid, and sing of love and youth, each wind that blows, and curls the velvet-leaves, shall breed delights, the wanton Springs shall call us to their banks, and on the perfumd flowers well feast our senses; yet well walk by untainted of their pleasures, and as they were pure Temples well talk in them.

Ang. To bed, and pray then, we may have a fair end of our fair loves; would I were worthy of you, or of such parents that might give you thanks: But I am poor in all but in your love. Once more, good night.

Char. A good night tye, and may the dew of sleep fall gently on you, sweet one, and lock up those fair lights in pleasing slumbers; no dreams but chaste and clear attempt your fancy, and break betimes sweet morn, Ive lost my light else.

Ang. Let it be ever night when I lose you.

Syl. This Scholar never went to a Free-School, hes so simple.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Your Brother, with two Gallants, is at door, Sir, and theyre so violent, theyll take no denial.

Ang. This is no fit time of night.

Char. Let em in, Mistris.

Serv. They stay no leave; shall I raise the house on em?

Char. Not a man, nor make no murmur oft I charge ye.
Enter Eustace, Egremont, Cowsy.

Eust. Theyre here, my Uncle absent, stand close to me. How do you, Brother, with your curious story? have you not read her yet sufficiently?

Char. No, Brother, no; I stay yet in the Preface: the styles too hard for you.

Eust. I must entreat her; shes parcel of my goods.

Char. Shes all when you have her.

Ang. Hold off your hands, unmannerly, rude Sir; nor I, nor what I have depend on you.

Char. Do, let her alone, she gives good counsel; do not trouble your self with Ladies, they are too light: Let out your Land, and get a provident Steward.

Ang. I cannot love ye, let that satisfie you; such vanities as you, are to be laughd at.

Eust. Nay, then you must go; I must claim mine own.

Both. Away, away with her.
Char. Let her alone, pray let her alone, [She strikes off and take your Coxcomb up: Let me talk [Eustaces hat. civilly a while with you, Brother. It may be on some terms I may part with her.

Eust. O, is your heart come down? what are your terms, Sir? Put up, put up.

Char. This is the first and chiefest; [Snatches away his sword] lets walk a turn. Now stand off, fools, I advise ye, stand as far off as you would hope for mercy: this is the first sword yet I ever handled, and a swords a beauteous thing to look upon; and if it hold, I shall so hunt your insolence: tis sharp, Im sure, and if I put it home, tis ten to one I shall new pink your Sattins; I find I have spirit enough to dispose of it, and will enough to make ye all examples; let me toss it round, I have the full command ont. Fetch me a native Fencer, I defie him; I feel the fire of ten strong spirits in me. Do you watch me when my Uncle is absent? this is my grief, I shall be fleshd on Cowards; teach me to fight, I willing am to learn. Are ye all gilded flies, nothing but shew in ye? why stand ye gaping? who now touches her? who calls her his, or who dares name her to me? but name her as his own; who dares look on her? that shall be mortal too; but think, tis dangerous. Art thou a fit man to inherit Land, and hast no wit nor spirit to maintain it? Stand still, thou sign of a man, and pray for thy friends, pray heartily, good prayers may restore ye.

Ang. But do not kill em, Sir.

Char. You speak too late, Dear; it is my first fight, and I must do bravely, I must not look with partial eyes on any; I cannot spare a button of these Gentlemen; did life lie in their heel, Achilles like, Id shoot my anger at those parts, and kill em. Who waits within?

Ser. Sir.

Char. View all these, view em well, go round about em, and still view their faces; round about yet, see how death waits upon em, for thou shalt never view em more.

Eust. Pray hold, Sir.

Char. I cannot hold, you stand so fair before me; I must not hold; twill darken all my glories. Go to my Uncle, bid him post to the King, and get my pardon instantly, I have need ont.

Eust. Are you so unnatural?

Char. You shall die last, Sir, Ill take thee dead, thou art no man to fight with. Come, will ye come? Me-thinks Ive fought whole Battels.

Cow. We have no quarrel to you that we know on, Sir.

Egre. Well quit the house, and ask ye mercy too. Good Lady, let no murther be done here; we came but to parly.

Char. How my sword thirsts after them! Stand away, Sweet.

Eust. Pray, Sir, take my submission, and I disclaim for ever.

Char. Away, ye poor things, ye despicable creatures! do you come poste to fetch a Lady from me? from a poor School-boy that ye scornd of late, and grow lame in your hearts when you should execute? Pray take her, take her, I am weary of her: What did you bring to carry her?

Egre. A Coach and four Horses.

Char. But are they good?

Egre. As good as France can shew Sir.

Char. Are you willing to leave those, and take your safeties? Speak quickly.

Eust. Yes with all our hearts.

Char. Tis done then. Many have got one Horse, Ive got four by th bargain.
Enter Miramont.

Mir. How now, whos here?

Ser. Nay, now yare gone without bail.

Mir. What, drawn, my Friends? Fetch me my two-hand Sword; I will not leave a head on your shoulders, Wretches.

Eust. In troth, Sir, I came but to do my duty.

Both. And we to renew our loves.

Mir. Bring me a Blanket. What came they for?

Ang. To borrow me a while, Sir; but one that never fought yet, has so currid, so bastinadod them with manly carriage, they stand like things Gorgon had turnd to stone: they watchd your being absent, and then thought they might do wonders here, and they have done so; for by my troth I wonder at their coldness, the nipping North or Frost never came near them; St George upon a sign would grow more sensible. If the name of Honour were for ever to be lost, these were the most sufficient men to do it in all the world; and yet they are but young, what will they rise to? Theyre as full of fire as a frozen Glow-worms rattle, and shine as goodly: Nobility and patience are matchd rarely in these three Gentlemen, they have right use ont; theyll stand still for an hour and be beaten. These are the Anagrams of three great Worthies.

Mir. They will infect my house with cowardize, if they breath longer in it; my roof covers no baffld Monsieurs, walk and air your selves; as I live they stay not here. White-liverd wretches, without one word to ask a reason why. Vanish, tis the last warning, and with speed; for if I take ye in hand, I shall dissect you, and read upon your flegmatick dull Carcases. My Horse again there: I have other business, which you shall hear hereafter, and laugh at it. Good-night Charles, fair goodness to your dear Lady; tis late, tis late.

Ang. Pray, Sir, be careful of us.

Mir. It is enough, my best care shall attend ye. [Exeunt.


ACTUS IV. SCENA IV.
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ENTER ANDREW.

And. Are you come, old Master? Very good, your Horse is well set up; but ere you part, Ill ride you, and spur your Reverend Justiceship such a question, as I shall make the sides of your Reputation bleed, truly I will. Now must I play at Bo-peep — A Banquet — well, Potatoes and Eringoes, and, as I take it, Cantharides — Excellent, a Priapism follows, and as Ill handle it, it shall, old Lecherous Goat in Authority. Now they begin to Bill; how he slavers her! Gramercy Lilly, she spits his kisses out, and now he offers to fumble, she falls off, (thats a good Wench) and cries fair play above board. Who are they in the corner? As I live, a covy of Fidlers; I shall have some Musick yet at my making free oth Company of Horners; theres the comfort, and a Song too! He beckons for one — Sure tis no Anthem, nor no borrowd Rhymes out of the School of Vertue; I will listen — [A Song. This was never pennd at Geneva, the Notes too sprightly. So, so, the Musicks paid for, and now what follows? O that Monsieur Miramont would but keep his word; here were a Feast to make him fat with laughter; at the most tis not six minutes riding from his house, nor will he break, I hope — O are you come, Sir? the prey is in the Net, and will break in upon occasion.

Mir. Thou shalt rule me, Andrew. O thinfinite fright that will assail this Gentleman! the Quartans, Tertians, and Quotidians that will hang like Serjeants on his Worships shoulders? the humiliation of the flesh of this man, this grave, austere man will be wondred at. How will those solemn looks appear to me; and that severe face, that speaks chains and shackles? Now I take him in the nick, ere I have done with him, he had better have stood between two panes of Wainscot, and made his recantation in the Market, than hear me conjure him.

And. He must pass this way to th only Bed I have; he comes, stand close.

Bri. Well done, well done, give me my night-cap. So. Quick, quick, untruss me; I will truss and trounce thee. Come, Wench, a kiss between each point; kiss close, it is a sweet Parenthesis.

Lil. Yare merry, Sir.

Bri. Merry I will be anon, and thou shalt feel it, thou shalt, my Lilly.

Lil. Shall I air your Bed, Sir?

Bri. No, no; Ill use no Warming-pan but thine, Girl, thats all. Come kiss me again.

Lil. Haye done yet?

Bri. No; but I will do, and do wonders, Lilly. Shew me the way.

Lil. You cannot miss it, Sir; you shall have a Cawdle in the morning for your Worships breakfast.

Bri. How, ith morning, Lilly? thart such a witty thing to draw me on. Leave fooling, Lilly, I am hungry now, and thhast another Kickshaw, I must taste it.

Lil. Twill make you surfeit, I am tender of you: yhave all yare like to have.

And. And can this be earnest?

Mir. It seems so, and she honest.

Bri. Have I not thy promise, Lilly?

Lil. Yes, and I have performed enough to a man of your years, this is truth; and you shall find, Sir, you have kissd and tousd me, handld my leg and foot; what would you more, Sir? As for the rest, it requires youth and strength, and the labour in an old man would breed Agues, Sciaticas, and Cramps: You shall not curse me for taking from you what you cannot spare, Sir. Be good unto your self, yhave tane already all you can take with ease; you are past threshing, it is a work too boisterous for you, leave such drudgery to Andrew.

Mir. How she jeers him!

Lil. Let Andrew alone with his own tillage, hes tough, and can manure it.

Bri. Yare a quean, a scoffing, jeering quean.

Lil. It may be so, but Im sure Ill ner be yours.

Bri. Do not provoke me, if thou dost Ill have my Farm again, and turn thee out a begging.

Lil. Though you have the will, and want of honesty to deny your deed, Sir; yet I hope Andrew has got so much learning from my young Master, as to keep his own; at the worst Ill tell a short tale to the Judges, for what grave ends you signd your Lease, and on what terms you would revoke it.

Bri. Whore, thou darst not. Yield, or Ill have thee whipt: how my Bloud boils, as ift were ore a Furnace!

Mir. I shall cool it.

Bri. Yet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me, Ill be a friend tye, such a loving bountiful friend — 

Lil. To avoid Suits in Law, I would grant a little; but should fierce Andrew know it, what would become of me?

And. A Whore, a Whore!

Bri. Nothing but well Wench, I shall put such a strong Bit in his mouth, as thou shall ride him how thou wilt, my Lilly; nay, he shall hold the door, as I will work him, and thank thee for the Office.

Mir. Take heed, Andrew, these are shrewd temptations.

And. Pray you know your Cue, and second me, Sir. By your Worships favour.

Bri. Andrew!

And. I come in time to take possession of thOffice you assign me; hold the door! alas, tis nothing for a simple man to stay without, when a deep understanding holds conference within, say with his Wife: a trifle, Sir. I know I hold my Farm by Cuckolds Tenure; you are Lord oth Soil, Sir. Lilly is a Weft, a stray, shes yours to use, Sir, I claim no interest in her.

Bri. Art thou serious? speak, honest Andrew, since thou hast oerheard us, and wink at small faults, man; Im but a pidlar, a little will serve my turn; thoult find enough when Ive my belly full: Wilt thou be private and silent?

And. By all means, Ill only have a Ballad made oft, sung to some lewd Tune, and the name of it shall be Justice Trap; it will sell rarely with your Worships name, and Lillys on the top.

Bri. Seek not the ruine o my reputation, Andrew.

And. Tis for your credit, Monsieur Brisac, printed in Capital Letters, then pasted upon all the posts in Paris.

Bri. No mercy, Andrew?

And. O, it will proclaim you from the City to the Court, and prove Sport Royal.

Bri. Thou shalt keep thy Farm.

Mir. He does afflict him rarely.

And. You trouble me. Then his intent arriving, the vizard of his hypocrisie pulld of[f] to the Judge criminal.

Bri. O I am undone.

And. Hes put out of Commission with disgrace, and held uncapable of bearing Office ever hereafter. This is my revenge, and this Ill put in practice.

Bri. Do but hear me.

And. To bring me back from my Grammar to my Hornbook, it is unpardonable.

Bri. Do not play the Tyrant; accept of composition.

Lil. Hear him, Andrew.

And. What composition?

Bri. Ill confirm thy Farm, and add unto it a hundred Acres more, adjoyning to it.

And. Umb, this mollifies; but yare so fickle, and will again deny this, there being no witness by.

Bri. Call any witness, Ill presently assure it.

And. Say you so? troth theres a friend of mine, Sir, within hearing, thats familiar with all thats past, his testimony will be authentical.

Bri. Will he be secret?

And. You may tie his tongue up, as you would do your purse-strings.

Bri. Miramont!

Mir. Ha-ha-ha!

And. This is my witness. Lord how you are troubled! sure you have an Ag[u]e, you shake so with choler: Heres your loving Brother, Sir, and will tell no body but all he meets, that you have eat a Snake, and are grown young, gamesome, and rampant.

Bri. Caught thus?

And. If he were one that would make jests of you, or plague ye, with making your Religious gravity ridiculous to your Neighbours, then you had some cause to be perplexd.

Bri. I shall become discourse for Clowns and Tapsters.

And. Quick, Lilly, quick, hes now past kissing, between point and point. He swounds, fetch him some Cordial — Now put in, Sir.

Mir. Who may this be? sure this is some mistake: let me see his face, wears he not a false beard? it cannot be Brisac that worthy Gentleman, the Pillar and the Patron of his Country; he is too prudent, and too cautelous, experience hath taught him tavoid these fooleries, he is the punisher, and not the doer; besides hes old and cold, unfit for Woman: This is some counterfeit, he shall be whipt fort, some base abuser of my worthy Brother.

Bri. Open the doors; will ye imprison me? are ye my Judges?

Mir. The man raves! this is not judicious Brisac: yet now I think ont, hhas a kind of Dog look like my Brother, a guilty hanging face.

Bri. Ill suffer bravely, do your worst, do, do.

Mir. Why, its manly in you.

Bri. Nor will I rail nor curse, you slave, you whore, I will not meddle with you; but all the torments that ere fell on men, that fed on mischief, fall heavily on you all. [Exit.

Lil. You have given him a heat, Sir.

Mir. He will ride you the better, Lilly.

And. Well teach him to meddle with Scholars.

Mir. He shall make good his promise tincrease thy Farm, Andrew, or Ill jeer him to death. Fear nothing, Lilly, I am thy Champion. This jeast goes to Charles, and then Ill hunt him out, and Monsieur Eustace the gallant Courtier, and laugh heartily to see em mourn together.

And. Twill be rare, Sir. [Exeunt.


ACTUS QUINTUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER EUSTACE, EGREMONT, Cowsy.

Eust. Turnd out of doors and baffled!

Egre. We share with you in the affront.

Cow. Yet bear it not like you with such dejection.

Eust. My Coach and Horses made the ransom of our Cowardize!

Cow. Pish, thats nothing, tis damnum reparabile, and soon recoverd.

Egre. It is but feeding a Suitor with false hopes, and after squeeze him with a dozen of Oaths, You are new riggd, and this no more remembred.

Eust. And does the Court, that should be the Example and Oracle of the Kingdom, read to us no other Doctrine?

Egre. None that thrives so well as that, within my knowledge.

Cow. Flattery rubs out; but since great men learn to admire themselves, tis something crest-faln.

Egre. To be of no Religion, argues a subtle, moral understanding, and it is often cherishd.

Eust. Piety then, and valour, nor to do and suffer wrong, are they no virtues?

Egre. Rather vices, Eustace; Fighting! whats fighting? it may be in fashion among provant swords, and Buff-jerkin men: But wus that swim in choice of Silks and Tissues; though in defence of that word Reputation, which is indeed a kind of glorious nothing, to lose a dram of blood must needs appear as coarse as to be honest.

Eust. And all this you seriously believe?

Cow. It is a faith that we will die in, since from the black Guard to the grim Sir in Office, there are few hold other Tenets.

Eust. Now my eyes are open, and I behold a strong necessity that keeps me knave and coward.

Cow. Yare the wiser.

Eust. Nor can I change my copy, if I purpose to be of your society.

Egre. By no means.

Eust. Honour is nothing with you?

Cow. A meer bubble; for whats grown common, is no more regarded.

Eust. My sword forcd from me too, and still detaind, you think tis no blemish.

Egre. Get me a Batton, tis twenty times more Court-like, and less trouble.

Eust. And yet you wear a sword.
Cow. Yes, and a good one, a Milan hilt, and a Damasco blade for ornament, not use, the Court allows it.

Eust. Willt not fight of it self?

Cow. I neer trid this, yet I have worn as fair as any man; Im sure Ive made my Cutler rich, and paid for several weapons, Turkish and Toledos, two thousand Crowns, and yet could never light upon a fighting one.

Eust. Ile borrow this, I like it well.

Cow. Tis at your service, Sir, a Lath in a Velvet Scabbard will serve my turn.

Eust. And now I have it, leave me; yare infectious, the plague and leprosie of your baseness spreading on all that do come near you; such as you render the Throne of Majesty, the Court, suspected and contemptible; you are Scarabees that batten in her dung, and have no palats to taste her curious Viands; and like Owles, can only see her night deformities, but with the glorious splendor of her beauties, you are struck blind as Moles, that undermine the sumptuous Building that allowd you shelter: you stick like running ulcers on her face, and taint the pureness of her native candor, and being bad Servants, cause your Masters goodness to be disputed of; you make the Court, that is the abstract of all Academies, to teach and practise noble undertakings, (where courage sits triumphant crownd with Lawrel, and wisdom loaded with the weight of honour) a School of Vices.

Egre. What sudden raptures this?

Eust. A heavenly one, that raising me from sloth and ignorance, (in which your conversation long hath charmd me) carries me up into the air of action, and knowledge of my self; even now I feel, but pleading only in the Courts defence (though far short of her merits and bright lustre) a happy alteration, and full strength to stand her Champion against all the world, that throw aspersions on her.

Cow. Sure hell beat us, I see it in his eyes.

Egre. A second Charles; pray look not, Sir, so furiously.

Eust. Recant what you have said, ye Mungrils, and lick up the vomit ye have cast upon the Court, where you unworthily have had warmth and breeding, and swear that you, like Spiders, have made poison of that which was a saving Antidote.

Egre. We will swear any thing.

Cow. We honour the Court as a most sacred place.

Egre. And will make oath, if you enjoyn us tot, nor knave, nor fool, nor coward living in it.

Eust. Except you two, you Rascals.

Cow. Yes, we are all these, and more, if you will have it so.

Eust. And that until you are again reformd and grown new men, you neere presume to name the Court, or press into the Porters Lodge but for a penance, to be disciplind for your roguery, and this done with true contrition.

Both. Yes, Sir.

Eust. You again may eat scraps, and be thankful.

Cow. Heres a cold breakfast after a sharp nights walking.

Eust. Keep your oaths, and without grumbling vanish.

Both. We are gone, Sir. [Exeunt.

Eust. May all the poorness of my spirit go with you: the fetters of my thraldom are fild off, and I at liberty to right my self; and though my hope in Angellinas little, my honour (unto which compard shes nothing) shall, like the Sun, disperse those lowring Clouds that yet obscure and dim it; not the name of Brother shall divert me, but from him, that in the worlds opinion ruind me, I will seek reparation, and call him unto a strict accompt. Ha! tis near day, and if the Muses friend, Rose-cheekd Aurora, invite him to this solitary Grove, as I much hope she will, he seldome missing to pay his vows here to her, I shall hazard to hinder his devotions — The door opens, tis he most certain, and bys side my Sword. Blest Opportunity.
Enter Charles.

Char. I have oer-slept my self, and lost part of the morn, but Ile recover it: Before I went to bed, I wrote some Notes within my Table-book, which I will now consider. Ha! what means this? What do I with a Sword? Learnd Mercury needs not th aid of Mars, and innocence is to it self a guard; yet since Arms ever protect Arts, I may justly wear and use it; for since twas made my prize, I know not how Im grown in love witht, and cannot eat nor study, and much less walk without it. But I trifle, matters of more weight ask my judgment.

Eust. Now, Sir, treat of no other Theme, Ile keep you to it, and see yexpound it well.

Char. Eustace!

Eust. The same, Sir, your younger Brother, who, as duty binds him, hath all this night (turnd out of door) attended, to bid Good-morrow tye.

Char. This not in scorn, commands me to return it. Would you ought else?

Eust. O much, Sir, here I end not, but begin; I must speak to you in another strain than yet I ever usd; and if the language appear in the delivery rough and harsh, you (being my Tutor) must condemn your self, from whom I learnd it.

Char. When I understand (bet in what style you please) whats your demand, I shall endeavour, in the self-same phrase, to make an answer to the point.

Eust. I come not to lay claim to your birth-right, tis your own, and tis fit you enjoy it; nor ask I from you your learning and deep knowledge; (though I am not a Scholar as you are) I know them Diamonds by your sole industry, patience and labour, forcd from steep Rocks, and with much toil attended, and but to few that prize their value granted, and therefore without Rival freely wear them.

Char. These not repind at (as you seem tinform me) the motion must be of a strange condition, if I refuse to yield tot; therefore, Eustace, without this tempest in your looks, propound it, and fear not a denial.

Eust. I require then (as from an Enemy, and not a Brother) the reputation of a man, the honour, not by a fair War won when I was waking, but in my sleep of folly ravishd from me; with these, the restitution of my Sword, with large acknowledgment of satisfaction, my Coach, my Horses; I will part with life, ere lose one hair of them; and, what concludes all, my Mistris Angellina, as she was before the musical Magick of thy tongue inchanted and seducd her. These performd, and with submission, and done publickly, at my Fathers and my Uncles intercession, (that I put in too) I perhaps may listen to terms of reconcilement; but if these, in every circumstance, are not subscribd to, to the last gasp I defie thee.

Char. These are strict conditions to a Brother.

Eust. My rest is up, nor will I give less.

Char. Im no Gamester, Eustace, yet I can ghess your resolution stands to win or lose all; I rejoyce to find ye thus tender of your honour, and that at length you understand what a wretched thing you were, how deeply wounded by your self, and made almost incurable in your own hopes, the dead flesh of pale cowardise growing over your festred reputation, which no Balm or gentle Unguent could ever make way to; and I am happy that I was the Surgeon that did apply those burning corrosives, that render you already sensible oth danger you were plungd in, in teaching you, and by a fair gradation, how far, and with what curious respect and care the peace and credit of a man within, (which you neer thought till now) should be preferrd before a gawdy outside; pray you fix here, for so far I go with you.

Eust. This discourse is from the subject.

Char. Ile come to it, Brother; but if you think to build upon my ruines, youll find a false foundation: your high offers, taught by the Masters of dependencies, that by compounding differences tween others, supply their own necessities, with me will never carryt: as you are my Brother, I will dispense a little, but no more than honour can give way to; nor must I destroy that in my self I love in you; and therefore let not hopes or threats persuade you I will descend to any composition for which I may be censurd.

Eust. You shall fight then.

Char. With much unwillingness with you; but if theres no evasion — 

Eust. None.

Char. Hear yet a word; as for the Sword and other fripperies, in a fair way send for them, you shall have em. But rather than surrender Angellina, or hear it again mentiond, I oppose my breast unto loud thunder, cast behind me all tyes of Nature.

Eust. She detaind, Im deaf to all persuasion.

Char. Guard thy self then. Eustace; I use no other Rhetorick.
Enter Miram.

Mir. Clashing of swords so near my house! Brother opposd to Brother! heres no fencing at half sword; hold, hold, Charles, Eustace.

Eust. Second him, or call in more help. Come not between us, Ile not know nor spare you; Dye fight by th book?

Char. Tis you that wrong me, off Sir, and suddenly, Ile conjure down the Spirit that I have raisd in him.

Eust. Never, Charles, tis thine, and in thy death, be doubled in me.

Mir. Im out of breath, yet trust not too much tot, Boys; for if you pause not suddenly, and hear reason, do, kill your Uncle, do; but that Im patient, and not a cholerick old teasty fool, like your Father, Id dance a matachin with you, should make you sweat your best bloud fort; I would, and it may be I will. Charles, I command thee, and Eustace, I entreat thee, thart a brave Spark, a true tough-metalld blade, and I begin to love thee heartily; give me a fighting Courtier, Ile cherish him for example; in our Age theyre not born every day.

Char. You of late, Sir, in me lovd learning.

Mir. True, but take me wye, Charles; twas when young Eustace wore his heart ins breeches, and fought his Battels in Complements and Cringes, whens understanding wavd in a flanting Feather, and his best contemplation lookd no further than a new fashiond doublet; I confess then, the lofty noise your Greek made, only pleasd me; but now hes turnd an Oliver and a Rowland, nay, the whole dozen of Peers are bound up in him: Let me remember, when I was of his years, I did look very like him; and did you see my Picture as I was then, you would swear that gallant Eustace (I mean, now he dares fight) was the true substance, and the perfect figure. Nay, nay, no anger, you shall have enough, Charles.

Char. Sure, Sir, I shall not need addition from him.

Eust. Nor I from any, this shall decide my interest; though I am lost to all deserving men, to all that men call good, for suffering tamely insufferable wrongs, and justly slighted by yielding to a minute of delay in my revenge, and from that made a stranger unto my Fathers house and favour, oerwhelmd with all disgraces; yet I will mount upward, and force my self a fortune, though my birth and breeding do deny it.

Char. Seek not, Eustace, by violence, what will be offerd to you on easier composition; though I was not allid unto your weakness, you shall find me a Brother to your bravery of spirit, and one that, not compelld tot by your sword, (which I must never fear) will share with you in all but Angellina.

Mir. Nobly said, Charles, and learn from my experience, you may hear reason, and never maim your fighting; for your credit, which you think you have lost, spare Charles, and swinge me, and soundly; three or four walking velvet Cloaks, that wear no swords to guard em, yet deserve it, thou art made up again.

Eust. All this is Lip-salve.

Mir. It shall be Hearts-ease, Eustace, ere I have done; as for thy Fathers anger, now thou darst fight, neer fear it, for Ive the dowcets of his gravity fast in a string, I will so pinch and wring him, that, spight of his authority, thou shalt make thine own conditions with him.

Eust. Ile take leave a little to consider.

Char. Here comes Andrew.

Mir. But without his comical and learned face; what sad disaster, Andrew?

And. You m[a]y read, Sir, a Tragedy in my face.

Mir. Art thou in earnest?

And. Yes, by my life, Sir; and if now you help not, and speedily, by force, or by persuasion, my good old Master (for now I pity him) is ruind for ever.

Char. Ha, my Father!

And. He, Sir.

Mir. By what means? speak.

And. At the suit of Monsieur Lewis; his house is seizd upon, and he in person is under guard, (I saw it with these eyes, Sir) to be conveyd to Paris, and there Sentencd.

Mir. Nay, then there is no jesting.

Char. Do I live, and know my Father injurd?

And. And whats worse, Sir, my Ladie Angellina — 

Eust. What of her?

And. Shes carrid away too.

Mir. How?

And. While you were absent, a crew of Monsieur Lewis friends and kinsmen, by force, brake in at th back part of the house, and took her away by violence; faithful Andrew (as this can witness for him) did his best in her defence, but twould not do.

Mir. Away, and see our Horses sadled, tis no time to talk, but do. Eustace, you now are offerd a spatious field, and in a pious War to exercise your valour; heres a cause, and such a one, in which to fall is honourable, your dutie and reverence due to a fathers name commanding it; but these unnatural jars arising between Brothers (should you prosper) would shame your victory.

Eust. I would do much, Sir, but still my rep[u]tation!

Mir. Charles shall give you all decent satisfaction; nay, joyn hands, and heartily, why, this is done like Brothers; and as old as I am, in this cause that concerns the honour of our Family, Monsieur Lewis (if reason cannot work) shall find and feel theres hot blood in this arm, Ile lead you bravely.

Eust. And if I follow not, a cowards name be branded on my forehead.

Char. This spirit makes you a sharer in my fortunes.

Mir. And in mine, of which (Brisac once freed, and Angellina again in our possession) you shall know, my heart speaks in my tongue.

Eust. I dare not doubt it, Sir. [Exeunt.


ACTUS V. SCENA II.
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ENTER LEWIS, BRISAC, Angelli[n]a, Sylvia, Officers.

Lew. Im deaf to all perswasions.

Bri. I use none, nor doubt I, though a while my innocence suffers, but when the King shall understand how false your malice hath informd him, he in justice must set me right again.

Ang. Sir, let not passion so far transport you, as to think in reason, this violent course repairs, but ruins it; that honour you would build up, you destroy; what you would seem to nourish, if respect of my preferment or my pattern may challenge your paternal love and care, why do you, now good fortune has provided a better Husband for me than your hopes could ever fancy, strive to rob me of him? In what is my Lord Charles defective, Sir? unless deep Learning be a blemish in him, or well proportiond limbs be mulcts in nature, or, what you only aimd at, large Revenues, are, on the sudden, grown distasteful to you. Of what can you accuse him?

Lew. Of a Rape done to Honour, which thy ravenous lust made thee consent to.

Syl. Her lust! you are her Father.

Lew. And you her Bawd.

Syl. Were you ten Lords, tis false; the pureness of her chaste thoughts entertains not such spotted instruments.

Ang. As I have a Soul, Sir.

Lew. I am not to be alterd; to sit down with this disgrace, would argue me a Peasant, and not born Noble: all rigour that the Law, and that increase of power by favour yields, shall be with all severity inflicted; you have the Kings hand fort, no Bail will serve, and therefore at your perils, Officers, away with em.

Bri. This is madness.

Lew. Tell me so in open Court, and there Ile answer you.
Enter Miramont, Charles, Eustace, Andrew.

Mir. Well overtaken.

Char. Ill if they dare resist.

Eust. He that advances but one step forward dies.

Lew. Shew the Kings Writ.

Mir. Shew your discretion, twill become you better.

Char. Yare once more in my power, and if again I part with you, let me for ever lose thee.

Eust. Force will not dot, nor threats; accept this service from your despaird of Eustace.

And. And beware your Reverend Worship never more attempt to search my Lilly pot, you see what follows.

Lew. Is the Kings power contemnd?

Mir. No, but the torrent o your wilful folly stoppd. And for you, good Sir, if you would but be sensible, what can you wish, but the satisfaction of an obstinate will, that is not endeard to you? rather than be crossd in what you purposd, youll undo your Daughters fame, the credit of your judgment, and your old foolish Neighbour; make your Estates, and in a Suit not worth a Cardecue, a prey to Advocates, and their buckram Scribes, and after they have plumd ye, return home like a couple of naked Fowles without a feather.

Char. This is a most strong truth, Sir.

Mir. No, no, Monsieur, let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charge; but when our follies are repelld by reason, tis fit that we retreat, and neer come on more: Observe my learned Charles, hell get thee a Nephew on Angellina shall dispute in her belly, and suck the Nurse by Logick: and heres Eustace, he was an Ass, but now is grown an Amadis; nor shall he want a Wife, if all my Land, for a Joynture, can effect: Yare a good Lord, and of a gentle nature, in your looks I see a kind consent, and it shews lovely: and do you hear, old Fool? but Ile not chide, hereafter, like me, ever doat on Learning, the meer belief is excellent, twill save you; and next love Valour, though you dare not fight your self, or fright a foolish Officer, young Eustace can do it to a hair. And, to conclude, let Andrews farm b encreasd, that is your penance, you know for what, and see you rut no more; you understand me. So embrace on all sides.
Ile pay those Bilmen, and make large amends, Provided we preserve you still our Friends — [Exeunt.
* * * * *
Prologue.
But that it would take from our modesty
To praise the Writer, or the Comedy,
Till your fair suffrage crown it, I should say,
Yare all most welcome to no vulgar Play;
And so far ware confident: And if he
That made it, still lives in your memorie,
You will expect what we present to night,
Should be judged worthy of your ears and sight.
You shall hear Fletcher in it, his true strain,
And neat expressions; living he did gain
Your good opinions; but now dead commends
This Orphan to the care of Noble Friends;
And may it raise in you content and mirth,
And be received for a legitimate birth.
Your grace erects new Trophies to his fame,
And shall, to after-times, preserve his name.
Epilogue.
Tis not the hands, or smiles, or common way
Of approbation to a well likd Play,
We only hope; but that you freely would
To th Authors memory so far unfold,
And shew your loves and liking to his Wit,
Not in your praise, but often seeing it;
That being the grand assurance that can give
The Poet and the Player means to live.


Collaborations with John Fletcher and Francis Beaumont
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Grace Dieu Priory, an independent Augustinian priory near Thringstone, Leicestershire — Francis Beaumont was born in Grace Dieu in 1584.


Thierry and Theodoret (c. 1607)
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Portrait of Francis Beaumont, from an original painting at Knole Park, Sevenoaks, Kent


Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER THEODORET, BRUNHALT, Bawd[b]er.

BRUNHALT.
TAXE me with these hot tainters?

Theodoret. You are too sudain;
I doe but gently tell you what becomes you
And what may bend your honor! how these courses
Of loose and lazie pleasures; not suspected
But done and known, your mind that grants no limit
And all your Actions follows, which loose people
That see but through a mist of circumstance
Dare term ambitious; all your wayes hide sores
Opening in the end to nothing but ulcers.
Your instruments like these may call the world
And with a fearfull clamor, to examine
Why, and to what we govern. From example
If not for vertues sake ye may be honest:
There have been great ones, good ones, and tis necessary
Because you are your self, and by your self
A self-peece from the touch of power and Justice,
You should command your self, you may imagine
Which cozens all the world, but chiefly women
The name of greatness glorifies your actions
And strong power like a pent-house, promise[s]
To shade you from opinion; Take heed mother,
And let us all take heed these most abuse us
The sins we doe, people behold through opticks,
Which shews them ten times more than common vices,
And often multiplys them; Then what justice
Dare we inflict upon the weak offenders
When we are theeves our selves?

Brun. This is, Martell,
Studied and pend unto you, whose base person
I charge you by the love you owe a mother
And as you hope for blessings from her prayers,
Neither to give belief to, nor allowance,
Next I tell you Sir, you from whom obedience
Is so far fled, that you dare taxe a mother;
Nay further, brand her honor with your slanders,
And break into the treasures of her credit,
Your easiness is abused, your faith fraited
With lyes, malitious lyes, your merchant mischief,
He that never knew more trade then Tales, and tumbling
Suspitious into honest hearts; What you or he,
Or all the world dare lay upon my worth,
This for your poor opinions: I am shee,
And so will bear my self, whose truth and whiteness
Shall ever stand as far from these detections
As you from dutie, get you better servants
People of honest actions without ends,
And whip these knaves away, they eat your favours,
And turn em unto poysons: my known credit
Whom all the Courts o this side Nile have envied,
And happy she could site me, brought in question
Now in my hours of age and reverence,
When rather superstition should be rendred
And by a Rush that one days warmth
Hath shot up to this swelling; Give me justice,
Which is his life.

Theod. This is an impudence, and he must tell you, that till
now mother brought ye a sons obedience, and now breaks it
Above the sufferance of a Son.

Bawd. Bless us!
For I doe now begin to feel my self
Turning into a halter, and the ladder
Turning from me, one pulling at my legs too.

Theod. These truths are no mans tales, but all mens troubles,
They are, though your strange greatness would out-stare um:
Witness the daily Libels, almost Ballads
In every place, almost in every Province,
Are made upon your lust, Tavern discourses,
Crowds cramd with whispers; Nay, the holy Temples,
Are not without your curses: Now you would blush,
But your black tainted blood dare not appear
For fear I should fright that too.

Brun. O ye gods!

Theod. Do not abuse their names: They see your actions
And your conceald sins, though you work like Moles,
Lies level to their justice.

Brun. Art thou a Son?

Theod. The more my shame is of so bad a mother,
And more your wretchedness you let me be so;
But woma[n], for a mothers name hath left me
Since you have left your honor; Mend these ruins,
And build again that broken fame, and fairly;
Your most intemperate fires have burnt, and quickly
Within these ten days take a Monasterie,
A most strickt house; a house where none may whisper,
Where no more light is known but what may make ye
Believe there is a day where no hope dwells,
Nor comfort but in tears.

Brun. O miserie!

Theod. And there to cold repentance, and starvd penance
Tye your succeeding days; Or curse me heaven
If all your guilded knaves, brokers, and bedders,
Even he you built from nothing, strong Protal[dy]e,
Be not made ambling Geldings; All your maids,
If that name doe not shame em, fed with spunges
To suck away their ranckness; And your self
Onely to empty Pictures and dead Arras
Offer your old desires.

Brun. I will not curse you,
Nor lay a prophesie upon your pride,
Though heaven might grant me both: unthankfull, no,
I nourishd ye, twas I, poor I groand for you,
Twas I felt what you sufferd, I lamented
When sickness or sad hours held back your swe[e]tness;
Twas I payd for your sleeps, I watchd your wakings:
My daily cares and fears, that rid, plaid, walkd,
Discoursd, discoverd, fed and fashiond you
To what you are, and I am thus rewarded.

Theod. But that I know these tears I could dote on em,
And kneell to catch em as they fall, then knit em
Into an Armlet, ever to be honord;
But woman they are dangerous drops, deceitfull,
Full of the weeper, anger and ill nature.

Brun. In my last hours despisd.

Theod. That Text should tell
How ugly it becomes you to err thus;
Your flames are spent, nothing but smoke maintains ye;
And those your favour and your bounty suffers
Lye not with you, they do but lay lust on you
And then imbrace you as they caught a palsie;
Your power they may love, and like Spanish Jennetts
Commit with such a gust.

Bawd. I would take whipping,
And pay a fine now. [Exit Bawdher.

Theod. But were ye once disgraced,
Or fallen in wealth, like leaves they would flie from you,
And become browse for every beast; You willd me
To stock my self with better friends, and servants,
With what face dare you see me, or any mankind,
That keep a race of such unheard of relicks,
Bawds, Leachers, Letches, female fornications,
And children in their rudiments to vices,
Old men to shew examples: and lest Art
Should loose her self in act, to call back custome,
Leave these, and live like Niobe. I told you how
And when your eyes have dropt away remembrance
Of what you were. Im your Son! performe it.

Brun. Am I a woman, and no more power in me,
To tye this Tyger up, a soul to no end,
Have I got shame and lost my will? Brunhalt
From this accursed hour, forget thou borst him,
Or any part of thy blood gave him living,
Let him be to thee an Antipathy,
A thing thy nature sweats at, and turns backward:
Throw all the mischiefs on him that thy self,
Or woman worse than thou art, have invented,
And kill him drunk, or doubtfull.

Enter Bawd[b]er, Protaldie, Lecure.

Bawd. Such a sweat,
I never was in yet, dipt of my minstrels,
My toyes to prick up wenches withall; Uphold me,
It runs like snow-balls through me.

Brun. Now my varlets,
My slaves, my running thoughts, my executions.

Baw. Lord how she looks!

Brun. Hell take ye all.

Baw. We shall be gelt.

Brun. Your Mistress,
Your old and honord Mistress, you tyrd curtals
Suffers for your base sins; I must be cloysterd,
Mewd up to make me virtuous who can help this?
Now you stand still like Statues; Come Protaldye,
One kiss before I perish, kiss me strongly,
Another, and a third.

Lecure. I fear not gelding
As long [as] she holds this way.

Brun. The young courser
That unli[c]kt lumpe of mine, will win thy Mistriss;
Must I be chast Protaldye?

Pro. Thus and thus Lady.

Brun. It shall be so, let him seek fools for Vestalls,
Here is my Cloyster.

Lecure. But what safety Madam
Find you in staying here?

Brun. Thou hast hit my meaning,
I will to Thierry Son of my blessings,
And there complain me, tell my tale so subtilly,
That the cold stones shall sweat; And Statues mourn,
And thou shalt weep Protaldye in my witness,
And there forswear.

Bawd. Yes, any thing but gelding,
Im not yet in quiet Noble Lady,
Let it be done to night, for without doubt
To morrow we are capons.

Brun. Sleep shall not seize me,
Nor any food befriend me but thy kisses,
Ere I forsake this desart, I live honest;
He may as well bid dead men walk, I humbled,
Or bent below my power; let night-dogs tear me,
And goblins ride me in my sleep to jelly,
Ere I forsake my sphear.

Lecure. This place you will.

Brun. Whats that to you, or any,
Ye doss, you powderd pigsbones, rubarbe glister:
Must you know my designs? a colledge on you,
The proverbe makes but fools.

Prota. But Noble Lady.

Brun. You a sawcie ass too, off I will not,
If you but anger me, till a sow-gelder
Have cut you all like colts, hold me and kiss me,
For Im too much troubled; Make up my treasure,
And get me horses private, come about it. [Exeunt.

[Act. I. Scæ. 2.]

Enter Theodoret, Martell, &c.

Theod. Though I assure my self (Martell) your counsell
Had no end but allegeance and my honor:
Yet [I am] jealous, I have passd the bounds
Of a sons duty; For suppose her worse
Than you report, not by bare circumstance,
But evident proof confirmd has given her out:
Yet since all weaknesses] in a kingdome, are
No more to be severely punished than
The faults of Kings are by the Thunderer
As oft as they offend, to be revengd:
If not for piety, yet for policie,
Since some are of necessitie to be spard,
I might, and now I wish I had not lookd
With such strict eyes into her follies.

Mart. Sir, a duty well dischargd is never followd
By sad repentance, nor did your Highness ever
Make payment of the debt you owd her, better
Than in your late reproofs not of her, but
Those crimes that made her worthy of reproof.
The most remarkeable point in which Kings differ
From private men, is that they not alone
Stand bound to be in themselves innocent,
But that all such as are allyed to them
In nearness, [or] dependance, by their care
Should be free from suspition of all crime;
And you have reapd a double benefit
From this last great act: first in the restraint
Of her lost pleasures, you remove th example
From others of the like licentiousness,
Then when tis known that your severitie
Extended to your mother, who dares hope for
The least indulgence or connivence in
The easiest slips that may prove dangerous
To you, or to the Kingdome?

Theod. I must grant
Your reason[s] good (Martell) if as she is
My mother, she had been my subject, or
That only here she could make challenge to
A place of Being; But I know her temper
And fear (if such a word become a King,)
That in discovering her, I have let lo[o]se
A Tygress, whose rage being shut up in darkness,
Was grievous only to her self; Which brought
Into the view of light, her cruelty,
Provokd by her own shame, will turn on him
That foolishly presumd to let her see
The loathd shape of her own deformitie.

Mart. Beasts of that nature, when rebellious threats
Begin to appear only in their eyes,
Or any motion that may give suspition
Of the least violence should be chaind up;
Their fangs and teeth, and all their means of hurt,
Pard off, and knockt out, and so made unable
To do ill; They would soon begin to loath it.
Ill apply nothing: but had your Grace done,
Or would doe yet, what your less forward zeal
In words did only threaten, far less danger
Would grow from acting it on her, than may
Perhaps have Being from her apprehension
Of what may once be practisd: For believe it,
Who confident of his own power, presumes
To spend threats on an enemy, that hath means
To shun the worst they can effedt, gives armor
To keep oft his own strength; Nay more, disarms
Himself, and lyes unguarded gainst all harms,
Or doubt, or malice may produce.

Theod. Tis true.
And such a desperate cure I would have usd,
If the intemperate patient had not been
So near me as a mother; but to her,
And from me gentle unguents only were
To be applid: and as physitians
When they are sick of fevers, eat themselves
Such viands as by their diredtions are
Forbid to others though alike diseasd;
So she considering what she is, may challenge
Those cordialls to restore her, by her birth,
And priviledge, which at no suit must be
Granted to others.

Mart. May your pious care
Effedt but what it aimd at, I am silent.

Enter Devitry.

Theod. What laught you at Sir?

Vitry. I have some occasion,
I should not else; And the same cause perhaps
That makes me do so, may beget in you
A contrary effedt.

Theod. Why, whats the matter?

Vitry. I see and joy to see that sometimes poor men,
(And most of [such] are good) stand more indebted
For [meanes] to breathe to such as are held vitious,
Than those that wear, like Hypocrites on their foreheads,
Thambitious titles of just men and vertuous.

Mart. Speak to the purpose.

Vitry. Who would eer have thought
The good old Queen, your Highness reverend mother,
Into whose house (which was an Academ,)
In which all principles of lust were practisd:
No soldier might presume to set his foot;
At whose most blessed intercession
All offices in the state, were charitably
Conferd on Panders, oerworn chamber wrestlers,
And such physitians as knew how to kill
With safety under the pretence of saving,
And such like children of a monstrous peace,
That she I say should at the length provide
That men of war, and honest younger brothers,
That would not owe their feeding to their cod-peece,
Should be esteemd of more than mothers, or drones,
Or idle vagabonds.

Theod. I am glad to hear it,
Prethee what course takes she to doe this?

Vitry. One that cannot fail, she and her virtuous train,
With her jewels, and all that was worthy the carrying,
The last night left the court, and, as tis more
Than said, for tis confirmd by such as met her,
Shes fled unto your brother.

Theod. How?

Vitry. Nay storm not,
For if that wicked tongue of hers hath not
Forgot [its] pace, and Thierry be a Prince
Of such a fiery temper, as report
Has given him out for; You shall have cause to use
Such poor men as my self; And thank us too
For comming to you, and without petitions;
Pray heaven reward the good old woman fort.

Mart. I foresaw this.

Theod. I hear a tempest comming,
That sings mine & my kingdomes ruin: haste,
And cause a troop of horse to fetch her back:
Yet stay, why should I use means to bring in
A plague that of her self hath left me? Muster
Our Soldiers up, well stand upon our guard,
For we shall be attempted; Yet forbear
The inequality of our powers will yield me
Nothing but loss in their defeature: something
Must be done, and done suddainly, save your labor,
In this Ill use no counsell but mine own,
That course though dangerous is best. Command
Our daughter be in readiness, to attend us:
Martell, your company, and honest Vitry,
Thou wilt along with me.

Vitry. Yes any where,
To be worse than Im here, is past my fear. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER THIERRY, BRUNHALT, Bawdier, Lecure, &c.

Thier. You are here in a sanctuary; and that viper
(Who since he hath forgot to be a Son,
I much disdain to think of as a brother)
Had better, in despight of all the gods,
To have raizd their Temples, and spurnd down their Altars,
Than in his impious abuse of you,
To have calld on my just anger.

Brun. Princely Son;
And in this, worthy of a near name
I have in the relation of my wrongs,
Been modest, and no word my tongue deliverd
Texpress my insupportable injuries,
But gave my heart a wound: Nor has my grief
Being from what I suffer; But that he,
Degenerate as he is, should be the actor
Of my extremes; And force me to divide
The [fires] of brotherly affection,
Which should make but one flame.

Thier. That part of his
As it deserves shall burn no more: [if or]
The tears of Orphans, Widows, or all such
As dare acknowledge him to be their Lord,
Joynd to your wrongs, with his heart blood have power
To put it out: and you, and these your servants,
Who in our favours shal find cause to know
In that they left not you, how dear we hold them;
Shal[l] give Theodoret to understand,
His ignorance of the prizeless Jewel, which
He did possess in you, mother in you,
Of which I am more proud to be the donor,
Than if th absolute rule of all the world
Were offerd to this hand; Once more you are welcome,
Which with all ceremony due to greatness
I would make known, but that our just revenge
Admits not of delay; Your hand Lord Generali.

Enter Protaldie, with soldiers.

Brun. Your favor and his merit I may say
Have made him such, but I am jelous how
Your subjects will receive it.

Thier. How my subjects?
What doe you make of me? Oh heaven! My subjects!
How base should I esteem the name of Prince
If that poor dust were any thing before
The whirle-wind of my absolute command?
Let em be happy and rest so contented:
They pay the tribute of their hearts & knees,
To such a Prince that not alone has power,
To keep his own but to increase it; That
Although he hath a body may add to
The famd night labor of strong Hercules:
Yet is the master of a continence
That so can temper it, that I forbear
Their daughters, and their wives, whose hands though strong,
As yet have never drawn by unjust mean
Their proper wealth into my treasury,
But I grow glorious, and let them beware
That in their least repining at my pleasures,
They change not a mild Prince, (for if provokd
I dare and will be so) into a Tyrant.

Brun. You see theres hope that we shall rule again,
And your faln fortunes rise.

Bawd. I hope your Highness
Is pleasd that I should still hold my place with you;
For I have been so long usd to provide you
Fresh bits of flesh since mine grew stale, that surely
If cashird now, I shall prove a bad Cator
In the Fish-market of cold chastity.

Lecure. For me I am your own, nor since I first
Knew what it was to serve you, have remembred
I had a soul, but such [a] one whose essence
Depended wholy on your Highness pleasure,
And therefore Madam — 

Brun. Rest assurd you are
Such instruments we must not lose.

Lecure. Bawd. Our service. (of them?

Thier. You have viewd them then, whats your opinion
In this dull time of peace, we have prepard em
Apt for the war. Ha?

Prota. Sir, they have limbs
That promise strength sufficient, and rich armors
The Soldiers best lovd wealth: More, it appears
They have been drilld, nay very pretily drilld:
For many of them can discharge their muskets
Without the danger of throwing off their heads,
Or being offensive to the standers by,
By sweating too much backwards; Nay I find
They know the right, and left hand file, and may
With some impulsion no doubt be brought
To pass the A, B, C, of war, and come
Unto the Horn-book.

Thier. Well, that care is yours;
And see that you effect it.

Prota. I am slow
To promise much; But if within ten days,
By precepts and examples, not drawn from
Worm-eaten presidents of the Roman wars
But from mine own, I make them not transcend
All that eer yet bore armes, let it be said,
Protaldye brags, which would be unto me
As hatefull as to be esteemd a coward:
For Sir, few Captaines know the way to win [him],
And make the soldiers valiant. You shall [see me]
Lie with them in their trenches, talk, and drink,
And be together drunk; And, what seems stranger,
Well sometimes wench together, which once practisd
And with some other care and hidden acts,
They being all made mine, Ill breath[e] into them
Such fearless resolution and such fervor,
That though I brought them to beseige a fort,
Whose walls were steeple high, and cannon proof,
Not to be undermind, they should fly up,
Like swallows: and the parapet once won,
For proof of their obedience, if I willd them
They should leap down again, and what is more,
By some directions they should have from me,
Not break their necks.

Thi. This is above belief.

Brun. Sir, on my knowledg[e] though he hath spoke much,
Hes able to do more.

Lecure. She means on her.

Brun. And howsoever in his thankfulness,
For some few favors done him by my self,
He left Austracia, not Theodoret,
Though he was chiefly aimd at, could have laid
With all his Dukedomes power, that shame upon him,
Which in his barborous malice to my honor,
He swore with threats to effedt.

Thier. I cannot but
Believe you Madam, thou art one degree
Grown nearer to my heart, and I am proud
To have in thee so glorious a plant
Transported hither; In thy condudt, we
Go on assurd of conquest; our remove
Shall be with the next Sun.

Enter Theod[o]ret, Memberge, Martell, Devitry.

Lecure. Amazement leave me, tis he.

Bawd. We are again undone.

Prot. Our guilt hath no assurance nor defence.

Bawd. If now your ever ready wit fail to protect us,
We shall be all discoverd.

Brun. Be not so
In your amazement and your foolish fears,
I am prepared fort.

Theod. How? Not one poor welcome,
In answer of so long a journey made
Only to see your brother.

Thier. I have stood
Silent thus long, and am yet unresolvd
Whether to entertaine thee on my sword,
As fits a parricide of a mothers honor;
Or whether being a Prince, I yet stand bound
(Though thou art here condemnd) to give thee hearing
Before I execute. What foolish hope,
(Nay pray you forbear) or desperate madness rather,
(Unless thou comst assurd, I stand in debt
As far to all impiety as thy self)
Has made thee bring thy neck unto the axe?
Since looking only here, it cannot but
Draw fresh blood from thy seard up conscience,
To make thee sensible of that horror, which
They ever bear about them, that like Nero,
Like said I? Thou art worse: since thou darest strive
In her defame to murther thine alive.

Theod. That she that long since had the boldness to
Be a bad woman, (though I wish some other
Should so report her) could not want the cunning,
(Since they go hand in hand) to lay fair colo[u]rs
On her black crimes, I was resolvd before,
Nor make I doubt, but that she hath impoysond
Your good opinion of me, and so far
Incensd your rage against me, that too late
I come to plead my innocence.

Brun. To excuse thy impious scandalls rather.

Prot. Rather forcd with fear to be compeld to come.

Thierry. Forbear.

Theod. This moves not me, and yet had I not been
Transported on my own integrity,
I neither am so odious to my subjects,
Nor yet so barren of defence, but that
By force I could have justified my guilt,
Had I been faulty, but since innocence
Is to it self an hundred thousand gards,
And that there is no Son, but though he owe
That name to an ill mother, but stands bound
Rather to take away with his own danger
From the number of her faults, than for his own
Security, to add unto them. This,
This hath made me to prevent thexpence
Of bloud on both sides, the injuries, the rapes,
(Pages, that ever wait upon the war:)
The account of all which, since you are the cause,
Believe it, would have been required from you;
Rather I say to offer up my daughter,
Who living onely could revenge my death,
With my heart blood a sacrifice to your anger
Than that you should draw on your head more curses
Than yet you have deserved.

Thier. I do begin
To feel an alteration in my nature,
And in his full saild confidence, a showre
Of gentle rain, that falling on the fire
Of my hot rage hath quenched it, ha! I would
Once more speak roughly to him, and I will,
Yet there is something whispers to me, that
I have said too much. How is my heart devided
Between the duty of a Son, and love
Due to a brother! yet I am swayed here,
And must aske of you, how tis possible
You can effect me that have learned to hate,
Where you should pay all love?

Theod. Which joynd with duty,
Upon my knees I should be proud to tender,
Had she not usd her self so many swords
To cut those bonds that tide me to it.

Thier. Fie no more of that.

Theod. Ala[s] it is a theme,
I take no pleasure to discourse of; Would
It could assoon be buried to the world,
As it should die to me: nay more, I wish
(Next to my part of heaven) that she would spend
The last part of her life so here, that all
Indifferent Judges might condemn me, for
A most malicious slanderer, nay texde it
Upon my forehead, if you hate me mother,
Put me to such a shame, pray you do, believe it
There is no glory that may fall upon me,
Can equall the delight I should receive
In that disgrace; provided the repeal
Of your long banishd virtues, and good name,
Usherd me to it.

Thier. See, she shews her self
An e[a]sie mother, which her tears confirme.

Theod. Tis a good sign, the comfortablest rain
I ever saw.

Thier. Embrace: Why this is well,
May never more but love in you, and duty
On your part rise between you.

Bawd. Do you hear Lord Generali,
Does not your new stampd honor on the suddain
Begin to grow sick?

Prota. Yes I find it fit,
That putting off my armor I should think of
Some honest hospitall to retire to.

Bawd. Sure although I am a bawd, yet being a Lord,
They cannot whip me fort, whats your opinion?

Lecure. The beadle will resolve you, for I cannot,
There is something that more near concerns my self,
That calls upon me.

Mart. Note but yonder scarabs,
That livd upon the dung of her base pleasures,
How from the fear that she may yet prove honest
Hang down their wicked heads.

Vitry. What is that to me?
Though they and all the pol[e]cats of the Court,
Were trust together, I perceive not how
It can advantage me a cardekue,
To help to keep me honest. [A horn.

Enter a Post.

Thier. How, from whence?

Post. These letters will resolve your grace.

Thier. What speak they? — [Reads.
How all things meet to make me this day happy?
See mother, brother, to your reconcilement
Another blessing almost equall to it,
Is coming towards me; My contracted wife
Ordella, daughter of wise Datarick,
The King of Aragon is on our confines;
Then to arrive at such a time, when you
Are happily here to honor with your presence
Our long deferd, but much wishd nuptiall,
Falls out above expression; Heaven be pleasd
That I may use these blessings powrd on me
With moderation.

Brun. Hell and furies ayd me,
That I may have power to avert the plagues
That press upon me.

Thier. Two dayes journy sayest thou,
We will set forth to meet her: in the mean time
See all things be prepard to entertain her;
Nay let me have your companies, theres a Forrest
In the midway shall yeild us hunting sport,
To ease our travel, Ill not have a brow
But shall wear mirth upon it, therefore clear them.
Well wash away all sorrow in glad feasts;
And the war we mean to men, well make on beasts.
[Exeunt omnes, prater Brun. Bawdber, Portaldy, Lecure.

Brun. Oh that I had the Magick to transforme you
Into the shape of such, that your own hounds
Might tear you peece-meale; Are you so stupid?
No word of comfort? have I fed you mothers
From my excess of moysture, with such cost
And can you yeild no other retribution,
But to devour your maker, pandar, sponge,
Impoysoner, all grown barren?

Prota. You your self
That are our mover, and for whom alone
We live, have faild your self in giving way
To the reconcilement of your [sonnes],

Lecure. Which if
You had prevented, or would teach us how
They might again be severd, we could easily
Remove all other hindrances that stop
The passage of your pleasures.

Baud. And for me,
If I fail in my office to provide you
Fresh delicat[e]s, hang me.

Brun. Oh you are dull, and find not
The cause of my vexation; Their reconcilement
Is a mock castle built upon the sand
By children, which when I am pleasd to orethrow,
I can with ease spurn down.

Lecure. If so, from whence
Grows your affliction?

Brun. My grief comes along
With the new Queen, in whose grace all my power
Must suffer shipwrack: for me now,
That hitherto have kept the first, to know
A second place, or yeeld the least precedence
To any other [s] death; To have my sleeps
Less enquird after, or my rising up
Saluted with less reverence, or my gates
Empty of suitors, or the Kings great favours
To pass through any hand but mine, or he
Himself to be directed by another,
Would be to me: doe you understand me, yet
No meanes to prevent this.

Prota. Fame gives her out
To be a woman of [a] chastity
Not to be wrought upon; and therefore Madam
For me, though I have pleasd you, to attempt her
Were to no purpose.

Brun. Tush, some other way.

Baud. Faith I know none else, all my bringing up
Aimd at no other learning.

Lecure. Give me leave,
If my art fail me not, I have thought on
A speeding project.

Brun. What [ist]? but effect it,
And thou shalt be my AEsculapius,
Thy image shall be set up in pure gold,
To which Ill fall down and worship it.

Lecure. The Lady is fair.

Brun. Exceeding fair.

Lecure. And young.

Brun. Some fifteen at the most.

Lecure. And loves the King with equall ardor.

Brun. More, she dotes on him.

Lecure. Well then, [what] think you if I make a drink
Which given unto him on the bridall night
Shall for five days so rob his faculties,
Of all ability to pay that duty,
Which new made wives expect, that she shall swear
She is not matchd to a man.

Prota. Twere rare.

Lecure. And then,
If she have any part of woman in her,
Shell or fly out, or at least give occasion
Of such a breach which nere can be made up,
Since he that to all else did never fail
Of as much as could be performd by man
Proves only Ice to her.

Brun. Tis excellent.

Bawd. The Physitian
Helps ever at a dead lift; a fine calling,
That can both raise, and take down, out upon thee.

Brun. For this one service [I am] ever thine,
Prepare it; Ill give it him my self, for you Protaldye,
By this kiss, and our promisd sport at night,
Doe conjure you to bear up, not minding
The opposition of Theodoret,
Or any of his followers; What so ere
You are, yet appear valiant, and make good
The opinion that is had of you: For my self
In the new Queens remove, being made secure,
Fear not, Ill make the future building sure. [Exeunt.
[Wind horns.

Enter Theodoret, Thierry.

Theod. This Stag stood well, and cunningly.

Thierry. My horse,
Im sure, has found it, for her sides are
Blooded from flank to shoulder, wheres the troop?

Enter Martell.

Theodoret. Past homeward, weary and tird as we are,
Now Martell, have you remembred what we thought of?

Mart. Yes Sir, I have snigled him, and if there be
Any desert in his blood, beside the itch,
Or manly heat, but what decoctions
Leaches, and callises have cramd into him,
Your Lordship shall know perfect.

Thier. Whats that, may not I know too?

Theod. Yes Sir,
To that end we cast the project.

Thierry. What [ist]?

Mart. A desire Sir,
Upon the gilded flag your Graces favor
Has stuck up for a Generali, and to inform you,
For this hour he shall pass the test, what valour,
Staid judgement, soul, or safe discretion
Your mothers wandring eyes, and your obedience
Have flung upon us, to assure your knowledge,
He can be, dare be, shall be, must be nothing,
Load him with piles of honors; Set him off
With all the cunning foyls that may deceive us:
But a poor, cold, unspirited, unmannerd,
Unhonest, unaffected, undone, fool,
And most unheard of coward, a meer lump
Made to loade beds withall, and like a night-mare,
Ride Ladies that forget to say their prayers,
One that dares only be diseasd, and in debt,
Whose body mewes more plaisters every month,
Than women doe old faces.

Thier. No more, I know him,
I now repent my error, take your time
And try him home, ever thus far reservd,
You tie your anger up.

Mart. I lost it else Sir.

Thier. Bring me his sword fair taken without violence,
For that will best declare him.

Theod. Thats the thing.
Th[ie]r. And my best horse is thine.

Mart. Your Graces servant. [Exit.

Theod. [Youle] hunt no more Sir.

Thier. Not to day, the weather
Is grown too warm, besides the dogs are spent,
Well take a cooler morning, lets to horse,
And hollow in the troop. [Exeunt. Wind horns.
Enter 2 Huntsmen.

1. I marry Twainer,
This woman gives indeed, these are the Angels
That are the keepers saints.

2. I like a woman
That handles the deers dowsets with discretion;
And payes us by proportion.

1. Tis no treason
To think this good old Lady has a stump yet
That may require a corrall.

2. And the bells too.

Enter Protaldye.
Shee has lost a friend of me else, but heres the dark,
No more for feare oth bell ropes.

Prota. How now Keepers,
Saw you the King?
I. Yes Sir, hes newly mounted,
And as we take t ridden home.

Pro. Farew[e]ll then. [Exit Keepers.

Enter Martell.
My honourd Lord, Fortune has made me happy
To meet with such a man of men to side me.

Protald. How Sir? I know ye not
Nor what your fortune means.

Mart. Few words shall serve, I am betraid Sir:
Innocent and honest; malice and violence,
Are both against me, basely and foully layd for;
For my life Sir, danger is now about me,
Now in my throat Sir.

Protald. Where Sir?

Mart. Nay I fear not,
And let it now powr down in storms upon me,
I have met with a noble guard.

Prot. Your meaning Sir,
For I have present business.

Mart. O my Lord,
Your honor cannot leave a gentleman
At least a fair design of this brave nature,
To which your worth is wedded, your profession
Hatcht in, and made one peece in such a perill,
There are but six my Lord.

Prot. What six?

Mart. Six villains sworn, and in pay to kill me.

Protaldye. Six? — (are present?

Mart. Alas Sir, what can six do, or sixscore, now you
Your name will blow em off: say they have shot too,
Who dare present a peece? your valours proof Sir.

Prot. No, Ill assure you Sir, nor my discretion
Against a multitude;Tis true, I dare fight
Enough, and well enough, and long enough:
But wisedome Sir, and weight of what is on me,
In which I am no more mine own, nor yours Sir,
Nor as I take it any single danger,
But what concerns my place, tel[l]s me directly,
Beside my person, my fair reputation,
If I thrust into crowds, and seek occasions
Suffers opinion, six? Why Hercules
Avoyded two men, yet not to give example;
But only for your present dangers sake Sir,
Were there but four Sir, I card not if I killd them,
They will serve to whet my sword.

Mart. There are but four Sir,
I did mistake them; but four such as Europe,
Excepting your great valour.

Prot. Well considerd,
I will not meddle with em, four in honor,
Are equall with fourscore, besides they re people
Only directed by their fury.

Mart. So much nobler shall be your way of justice.

Prot. That I find not.

Mart. You will not leave me thus?

Prot. I would not leave you, but look you Sir,
Men of my place and business, must not
Be questiond thus.

Mart. You cannot pass Sir,
Now they have seen me with you without danger.
They are here Sir, within hearing, take but two.

Prot. Let the law take em; take a tree Sir
Ill take my horse, that you may keep with safety,
If they have brought no hand-saws, within this hour
Ill send you rescue, and a toyl to take em.

Mart. You shall not goe so poorly, stay but one Sir.

Prot. I have been so hamperd with these rescues,
So hewd an[d] torturd, that the truth is Sir,
I have mainly vowd against em, yet for your sake,
If as you say there be but one, Ill stay,
And see fair play o both sides.

Mart. There is no
More Sir, and as I doubt a base one too.

Prot. Fie on him, goe lug him out by th ears.

Mart. Yes,
This is he Sir, the basest in the kingdome.

Prot. Do you know me?

Mart. Yes, for a generall fool,
A knave, a coward, and upstart stallion baw[d],
Beast, barking puppy, that dares not bite.

Prot. The best man best knows patience.

Mart. Yes,
This way Sir, now draw your sword, and right you,
Or render it to me, for one you shall doe.

Pro. If wearing it may do you any honor,
I shall be glad to grace you, there it is Sir.

Mart. Now get you home, and tell your Lady Mistris,
Shee has shot up a sweet mushrum; quit your place too,
And say you are counseld well, thou wilt be beaten else
By thine own lanceprisadoes; when they know thee,
That tuns of oyl of roses will not cure thee;
Goe get you to your foyning work at Court,
And learn to sweat again, and eat dry mutton;
An armor like a frost will search your bones
And make you roar you rogue; Not a reply,
For if you doe, your ears goe off.

Prot. Still patience. [Exeunt.
[Loud musick, A Banquet set out.

Enter Thierry, Ordella, Brunhalt, Theodoret, Lecure,
Bawd[b]er, (&c.

Thier. It is your place, and though in all things else
You may and ever shall command me, yet
In this Ill be obeyed.

Ordella. Sir, the consent,
That made me yours, shall never teach me to
Repent I am so; yet be you but pleasd
To give me leave to say so much; The honor
You offer me were better given to her,
To whom you owe the power of giving.

Thier. Mother,
You hear this and rejoyce in such a blessing
That payes to you so large a share of duty,
But fie no more, for as you hold a place
Nearer my heart than she, you must sit nearest
To all those graces, that are in the power
Of Majesty to bestow.

Brun. Which Ill provide,
Shall be short livd Lecure.

Lecure. I have it ready.

Brun. Tis well, wait on our cup.

Lecure. You honor me.

Thier. We are dull,
No object to provoke mirth.

Theod. Martell,
If you remember Sir, will grace your Feast,
With some thing that will yield matter of mirth,
Fit for no common view.

Thier. Touching Protaldye.

Theod. You have it.

Brun. What of him? I fear his baseness — [aside.
In spight of all the titles that my favours
Have clothd him, which will make discovery
Of what is yet conceald.

Enter Martell.

Theod. Look Sir, he has it,
Nay we shall have peace when so great a soldier
As the renound P[rd]taldye, will give up
His sword rather then use it.

Brun. Twas thy plot,
Which I will turn on thine own head. [aside.

Thie. Pray you speak,
How won you him to part fromt?

Mart. Won him Sir,
He would have yielded it upon his knees
Before he would have hazarded the exchange
Of a phil[l]ip of the forehead: had you willd me
I durst have undertook he should have sent you
His Nose, provided that the loss of it
Might have savd the rest of his face: he is, Sir
The most unutterable coward that eer nature
Blest with hard shoulders, which were only given him,
To the ruin of bastinados.

Thier. Possible?

Theod. Observe but how she frets.

Mart. Why believe it:
But that I know the shame of this disgrace,
Will make the beast to live with such, and never
Presume to come more among men; Ill hazard
My life upon it, that a boy of twelve
Should scourge him hither like a Parish Top,
And make him dance before you.

Brun. Slave thou liest,
Thou darst as well speak Treason in the hearing
Of those that have the power to punish it,
As the least syllable of this before him,
But tis thy hate to me.

Martel. Nay, pray you Madam,
I have no ears to hear you, though a foot
To let you understand what he is.

Brun. Villany.

Theod. You are too violent.
Enter Protaldye.
The worst that can come
Is blanketing; for beating, and such virtues
I have been long acquainted with.

Mart. Oh strange!

Bawdb. Behold the man you talk of.

Brun. Give me leave,
Or free thy self, (think in what place you are)
From the foul imputation that is laid
Upon thy valour (be bold, Ill protect you)
Or here I vow (deny it or forswear it)
These honors which thou wearst unworthily,
Which be but impudent enough, and keep them,
Shall be torn from thee with thy eyes.

Prot. I have it,
My v[a]lour! is there any here beneath,
The stile of King, dares question it?

Thier. This is rare.

Prot. Which of [my] actions, which have still been noble,
Has rendrd me suspected?

Thier. Nay Martel[l]
You must not fall off.

Mart. Oh Sir, fear it not,
Doe you know this sword?

Prot. Yes.

Mart. Pray you on what terms
Did you part with it?

Prot. Part with it say you?

Mart. So.

Thier. Nay, study not an answer, confess freely.

Prot. Oh! remembert now at the Stags [fall],
As we to day were hunting, a poor fellow,
And now I view you better, I may say
Much of your pitch: this silly wretch I spoke of
With his petition falling at my feet,
(Which much against my Will he kist,) desird
That as a special means for his preferment,
I would vouchsafe to let him use my sword,
To cut off the Stags head.

Brun. Will you hear that?

Bawdb. This Lye bears a similitude of Truth.

Prot. I ever courteous, (a great weakness in me)
Granted his humble suit.

Mart. Oh impudence!

Thier. This change is excellent.

Mart. A word with you,
Deny it not, I was that man disguisd,
You know my temper, and as you respect
A daily cudgeling for one whole year,
Without a second pulling by the ears,
Or tweaks by th nose, or the most precious balm
You usd of patience, patience do you mark me,
Confess before these Kings with what base fear
Thou didst deliver it.

Prot. Oh, I sh[all] burst,
And if I have not instant liberty
To tear this fellow limb by limb, the wrong
Will break my heart, although Herculean,
And somewhat bigger; theres my gage, pray you he[re],
Let me redeem my credit.

Thier. Ha, ha, forbear.

Mart. Pray you let me take it up, and if I do not,
Against all odds of Armor and of Weapons,
With this make him confess it on his knees
Cut off my head.

Prot. No, thats my office.

Bawdb. Fie, you take the Hangmans place.

Ordel. Nay, good my Lord
Let me attone this difference, do not suffer
Our bridal night to be the Centaurs Feast.
[You are] a Knight, and bound by oath to grant
All just suits unto Ladies; for my sake
Forget your supposd wrong.

Prot. Well let him thank you,
For your sake he shall live, perhaps a day,
And may be, on submission longer.

Theod. Nay,
Martell You must be patient.

Mart. I am yours,
And this slave shall be once more mine.

Thier. Sit all;
One health, and so to bed, for I too long
Deferr my choicest delicates.

Brun. Which if poison
Have any power, thou shalt like Tantalus
Behold and never taste, be careful.

Lecu. Fear not.

Brun. Though it be rare in our Sex, yet for once
I will begin a health.

Thier. Let it come freely.

Brun. Lecure, the cup; here to the son we hope
This night shall be an Embrion.

Thier. You have namd
A blessing that I most desird, I pledge you;
Give me a larger cup, that is too little
Unto so great a god.

Brun. Nay, then you wrong me,
Follow as I began.

Thier. Well as you please.

Brun. Ist done?

Lecu. Unto your wish I warrant you,
For this night I durst trust him with my Mother.

Thier. So tis gone round, lights.

Brun. Pray you use my service.

Ordel. Tis that which I shall ever owe you, Madam,
And must have none from you, pray [you] pardon me.

Thier. Good rest to all.

Theod. And to [you] pleasant labour. Mart[ell]
Your company, Madam, good night.
[Exeunt all but Brunhalt, Protal, Lecure, Bawdber.

Brun. Nay, you have cause to blush, but I will hide it,
And whats more, I forgive you; ist not pity
That thou that art the first to enter combate
With any Woman, and what is more, oercome her,
In which she is best pleasd, should be so [fearefull]
To meet a man.

Prot. Why would you have me lose
That bloud that is dedicated to your service
In any other quarrel?

Brun. No, reserve it,
As I will study to preserve thy credit:
You sirrah, bet your care to find out one
That is poor, though valiant, that at any rate
Will, to redeem my servants reputation,
Receive a publique baffling.

Bawdb. Would your Highness
Were pleasd to inform me better of your purpose.

Brun. Why one, Sir, that would thus be boxd
Or kickd, do you apprehend me now?

Bawdb. I feel you Madam,
The man that shall receive this from my Lord,
Shall have a thousand crowns.

Pro. He shall.

Bawdb. Besides
His day of bastinadoing past oer,
He shall not lose your grace, nor your good favour?

Brun. That shall make way to it.

Bawdb. It must be a man
Of credit in the Court, that is to be
The foil unto your v[a]lour.

Prot. True, it should.

Bawdb. And if he have place there, tis not the worse.

Brun. Tis much the better.

Bawdb. If he be a Lord,
Twill be the greater grace.

Brun. Thou art in the right.

Bawdb. Why then behold that valiant man and Lord,
That for your sake will take a cudgeling:
For be assurd, when it is spread abroad
That you have dealt with me, theyll give you out
For one of the Nine Worthies.

Brun. Out you pandar,
Why, to beat thee is only exercise
For such as do affect it, lose not time
In vain replies, but do it: come my solace
Let us to bed, and our desires once quenchd
Well there determine of Theodorets death
For hes the Engine usd to ruin us;
Yet one wor[d] more, Lecure, art thou assurd
The potion will work?

Lecure. My life upon it.

Brun. Come my Protaldye, then glut me with
Those best delights of man, that are denyd
To her that does expect them, being a Bride.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER THIERRY, AND Ordella, as from bed.

Thier. Sure I have drunk the bloud of Elephants:
O The tears of Mandrake, and the Marble dew,
Mixt in my draught, have quencht my natural heat,
And left no spark of fire, but in mine eyes,
With which I may behold my miseries:
Ye wretched flames which play upon my sight,
Turn inward, make me all one piece, though earth.
My tears shall over-whelm you else too.

Or. What moves my Lord to this strange sadness?
If any late discerned want in me,
Give cause to your repentance, care and duty
Shall find a painful way to recompence.

Thier. Are you yet frozen veins, feel you a breath,
Whose temperate heat would make the North Star reel,
Her Icy pillars thawd, and do you not melt?
Draw nearer, yet nearer,
That from thy barren kiss thou maist confess
I have not heat enough to make a blush.

Ordel. Speak nearer to my understanding, like a Husband.

Thier. How should he speak the language of a Husband,
Who wants the tongue and organs of his voice?

Ordel. It is a phrase will part with the same ease
From you, with that you now deliver.

Thier. Bind not his ears up with so dull a charm
Who hath no other sense left open, why should thy words
Find more restraint than thy free speaking actions,
Thy close embraces, and thy midnight sighs
The silent Orators to slow desire?

Ordel. Strive not to win content from ignorance
Which must be lost in knowledge: heaven can witness
My farthest hope of good, reacht at your pleasure,
Which seeing alone, may in your look be read:
Add not a doubtful comment to a text
That in it self is direct and easie.

Thier. Oh thou hast drunk the juyce of hemlock too,
Or did upbraided nature make this pair
To shew she had not quite forgot her first
Justly praisd Workmanship, the first chast couple
Before the want of joy, taught guilty sight
A way through shame and sorrow to delight:
Say, may we mix, as in their innocence
When Turtles kist, to confirm happiness,
Not to beget it.

Ordel. I know no bar.

Thier. Should I believe thee, yet thy pulse beats, woman,
And says the name of Wife did promise thee
The blest reward of duty to thy mother,
Who gave so often witness of her joy,
When she did boast thy likeness to her Husband. (self,

Ordel. Tis true, that to bring forth a second to your
Was only worthy of my Virgin loss;
And should I prize you less, unpatternd Sir?
Then being exemplifyd, ist not more honor
To be possessor of unequalld virtue,
Than what is paralelld? give me belief,
The name of mother knows no way of good,
More than the end in me: who weds for Lust
Is oft a widow: when I married you,
I lost the name of Maid to gain a Title
Above the wish of change, which that part can
Only maintain, is still the same in man,
His virtue and his calm society,
Which no gray hairs can threaten to dissolve
Nor wrinkles bury.

Thier. Confine thy self to silence, lest thou take
That part of reason from me, is only left
To give perswasion to me, Im a man:
Or say thou hast never seen the Rivers haste
With gladsome speed, to meet th amorous sea.

Ordel. We are but to praise the coolness of their streams.

Thier. Nor viewd the Kids, taught by their lustful [s]ires,
Pursue each other through the wanton lawns,
And likd the sport.

Ordel. As it made way unto their envied rest
With weary knots, binding their harmless eyes.
Thier. Nor do you know the reason why the Dove,
One of the pair, your hands wont hourly feed,
So often dipt and kist her happy mate.

Ordel. Unless it were to welcome his wishd sight,
Whose absence only gave her mourning voice.

Thier. And you could, Dove-like to a single objed,
Bind your loose spirits to one, nay, such a one
Whom only eyes and ears must flatter good,
Your surer sence made useless, my self, nay
As in my all of good, already known.

Ordel. Let proof plead for me; let me be mewd up
Where never eye may reach me, but your own;
And when I shall repent, but in my looks, if sigh.

Thier. Or shed a tear thats warm.

Ordel. But in your sadness.

Thier. Or when you hear the birds call for their mates,
Ask if it be St. Valentine, their coupling day.

Ordel. If any thing may make a thought suspected
Of knowing any happiness but you,
Divorce me, by the Title of Most Falshood. (a friend?

Thier. Oh, who would know a wife, that might have such
Posterity henceforth, lose the name of blessing
And leave the earth inhabited to people heaven.
Enter Theodoret, Brunhalt, Martel, Protaldye.

Mart. All happiness to Thierry and Ordella.

Thier. Tis a desire but borrowed from me, my happiness
Shall be the period of all good mens wishes,
Which friends, nay dying Fathers shall bequeath,
And in my one give all: is there a duty
Belongs to any power of mine, or love
To any virtue I have right to? here, place it here,
Ordellas name shall only bear command,
Rule, Title, Sovereignty.

Brun. What passion sways my Son?

Thier. Oh Mother, she has doubled every good
The travel of your bloud made possible
To my glad being.

Prot. He should have done
Little to her, he is so light hearted.

Thier. Brother, friends, if honor unto shame
If wealth to want inlarge the present sense,
My joyes are unbounded, instead of question
Let it be envy, not bring a present
To the high offering of our mirth, Banquets, and Masques;
Keep waking our delights, mocking nights malice,
Whose dark brow would fright pleasure from us,
Our Court be but one st[a]ge of Revels, and each [e]ye
The Scene where our content moves.

Theod. There shall want
Nothing to express our shares in your delight, Sir.

Mart. Till now I neer repented the estate
Of Widower. (presence

Thier. Musick, why art thou so slow voicd? it staies thy
My Ordella, this chamber is a sphere
Too narrow for thy all-moving virtue.
Make way, free way I say;
Who must alone, her Sexes want supply,
Had need to have a room both large and high.

Mart. This passions above utterance.

Theod. Nay, credulity. [Exit all but Thierry, Brunhalt.

Brun. Why Son what mean you, are you a man?

Thier. No Mother I am no man, were I a man,
How could I be thus happy?

Brun. How can a wife be author of this joy then?

Thier. That being no man, I am married to no woman;
The best of men in full ability,
Can only hope to satisfie a wife,
And for that hope ridiculous, I in my want
And such defective poverty, that to her bed
From my first Cradle brought no strength but thought,
Have met a temperance beyond hers that rockt me,
Necessity being her bar; where this
Is so much sensless of my deprivd fire;
She knows it not a loss by her desire.

Brun. It is beyond my admiration.

Thier. Beyond your sexes faith,
The unripe Virgins of our age, to heart
Will dream themselves to women, and convert
Th example to a miracle.

Brun. Alas, tis your defeat moves my amazement,
But what [i]ll can be separate from ambition?
Cruel Theodoret.

Thier. What, of my brother?

Brun. That to his name your barrenness adds rule;
Who loving the effect, would not be strange
In favouring the cause; look on the profit,
And gain will quickly point the mischief out.

Thier. The name of Father, to what I possess
Is shame and care.

Brun. Were we begot to single happiness
I grant you; but from such a wife, such virtue
To get an heir, what hermet would not find
Deserving argument to break his vow
Even in his age of chastity?

Thier. You teach a deaf man language.

Brun. The cause found out, the malady may cease,
Have you heard of one Forts?

Thier. A learned Astronomer, great Magician,
Who lives hard by retird.

Brun. Repair to him, with the just hour and place
Of your nativity; fools are amazd at fate,
Griefs but conceald are never desperate.

Thier. You have timely wakend me, nor shall I sleep
Without the satisfaction of his Art. [Exit Thierry.
Enter Lecure.

Brun. Wisdom prepares you tot, Lecure, met happily.

Lecure. The ground answers your purpose, the conve[iance]
Being secure and easie, falling just
Behind the state set for Theodoret.

Brun. Tis well, your trust invites you to a second charge,
You know Lefortes Cell.

Lecure. Who constellated your fair birth.

Brun. Enough, I see thou knowst him, wheres Bawdber?

Lec. I left him careful of the project cast,
To raise Protaldies credit.

Brun. A sore that must be plaisterd, in whose wound
Others shall find their graves, think themselves sound,
Your ear, and quickest apprehension. [Exeunt.
Enter Bawdber and a servant.

Bawdb. This man of war will advance.

Lecu. His hours upon the stroke.

Bawdb. Wind him back, as you favour my ears,
I [lo]ve no noise in my head, my brains have hitherto
Been imployd in silent businesses.
Enter Devitry.

Lecu. The Gentleman is within your reach Sir. [Exit.

Bawdb. Give ground, whilst I drill my wits to the enDevitry, I take it. (counter,

Devi. Alls that left of him.

Bawdb. Is there another parcel of you, if it be at pawn
I will gladly redeem it, to make you wholly mine.

Fitry. You seek too hard a pennyworth.

Bawdb. You too ill to keep such distance; your parts have been long known
To me, howsoever you please to forget acquaintance.

Fit. I must confess I have been subject to lewd company.

Bawdb. Thanks for your good remembrance,
You have been a soldier Devitry, and born[e] Arms.

Fit. A couple of unprofitable ones, that have only servd
to get me a stomach to my dinner.

Bawdb. Much good may it do you, Sir.

Fitry. You sh[ould] have heard me say I had dind first, I
have built on an unwholsome ground, raisd up a house, before
I knew a Tenant, matcht to meet weariness, sought to find want and hunger.

Bawdb. It is time you put up your sword, and run away
for meat, Sir, nay, if I had not withdrawn er now, I might
have kept thee; fast with you: but since the way to thrive
is never late, what is the nearest course to profit think you?

Fitry. It may be your worship will say bawdry.

Bawdb. True sense, bawdry.

Vitry. Why, is the[re] five kinds of them, I never knew but one.

Bawdb. Ill shew you a new way of prostitution, fall back,
further yet, further, there is fifty crowns, do but as much
to Protaldye the Queens favorite, they are doubled.

Vitry. But thus much.

Bawdb. Give him but an affront as he comes to the presence, and in his drawing make way, like a true bawd to his
valour, the s[um]s thy own; if you take a scratch in the arm
or so, every drop of bloud weighs down a ducket.

Vitry. After that rate, I and my friends would begger the
kingdom. Sir, you have made me blush to see my want,
whose cure is such a cheap and easie purchase, this is Malebawdry belike.
Enter Protaldy, a Lady, and Revellers.

Bawdb. See, you shall not be long earning your wages,
your works before your eyes.

Vitry. Leave it to my handling, Ill fall upont instantly.

Bawdb. What opinion will the managing of this affair
Bring to my wisdom? my invention tickles
With apprehension ont:

Pro. These are the joyes of marriage, Lady,
Whose sights are able to dissolve Virginity.
Speak freely, do you not envy the Brides felicity?

Lady. How should I, being partner oft?

Pro. What you enjoy is but the Banquets view,
The taste stands from your pallat; if he impart
By day so much of his content, think what night gave?

Vitry. Will you have a relish of wit, Lady?

Bawdb. This is the man.

Lady. If it be not dear, Sir.

Vitry. If you affect cheapness, how can you prize this
sullied ware so much? mine is fresh, my own, not retaild.

Pro. You are saucy, sirrah.

Vitry. The fitter to be in the dish with such dry Stock-fish
as you are, how, strike?

Bawdb. Remember the condition as you look for payment.

Vitry. That box was left out of the bargain.

Pro. Help, help, help.

Bawdb. Plague of the Scriveners running hand,
What a blow is this to my reputation!
Enter Thierry, Theodoret, Brunhalt, Ordella,
Memberge, Martell.

Thier. What villain dares this outrage?

Devitry. Hear me, Sir, this creature hird me with fifty
crowns in hand, to let Protaldye have the better of me at
single Rapier on a made quarrel; he mistaking the weapon,
laies me over the chops with his club fist, for which I was bold
to teach him the Art of memory.

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Theo. Your General, Mother, will display himself.
Spight of our Peace I see.

Thier. Forbear these civil jars, fie Protaldy,
So open in your projects, avoid our presence, sirrah.

Devi. Willingly; if you have any more wages to earn,
You see I can take pains.

Theo. Theres somewhat for thy labour,
More than was promisd, ha, ha, ha.

Bawdb. Where could I wish my self now? in the Isle of Dogs.
So I might scape scratching, for I see by her Cats eyes
I shall be clawd fearfully.

Thier. Well hear no more ont Musick.
Musick drown all sadness;
Command the Revellers in, at what a rate I do purchase
My Mothers absence, to give my spleen full liberty.

Brun. Speak not a thoughts delay, it names thy ruin.

Pro. I had thought my life had born[e] more value with you.

Brun. Thy loss carries mine witht, let that secure thee.
The vault is ready, and the door conveys tot
Falls just behind his chair, the blow once given,
Thou art unseen.

Pro. I cannot feel more than I fear, Im sure. [Withdraws.

Brun. Be gone, and let them laugh their own destruction.

Thier. You will add unto her rage.

Theod.Foot, I shall burst, unless I vent my self, ha, ha, ha.

Brun. Me Sir, you never could
Have found a time to invite more willingness
In my dispose to pleasure.

Memb. Would you would please to make some other choise.

Revel. Tis a disgrace would dwell upon me, Lady,
Should you refuse.

Memb. Your reason conquers; my Grandmothers looks
Have turnd all air to earth in me, they sit
Upon my heart like night-charms, black and heavy.
[They Dance.

Thier. You are too much libertine.

Theod. The fortune of the fool perswades my laughter
More than his cowardize; was ever Rat
Taen by the tail thus? ha, ha, ha.

Thier. Forbear I say.

Prot. No eye looks this way, I will wink and strike,
Lest I betray my self. [Behind the State stabs Theodoret.

Theo. Ha, did you not see one near me?

Thier. How near you, why do you look so pale, brother?
Treason, treason.

Memb. Oh my presage! Father.
Or della. Brother.

Mart. Prince, Noble Prince.

Thier. Make the gates sure, search into every angle
And corner of the Court, oh my shame! Mother,
Your Son is slain, Theodoret, noble Theodoret,
Here in my arms, too weak a Sanctuary
Gainst treachery and murder, say, is the Traitor taken?

1 Guard. No man hath past the chamber on my life Sir.

Thier. Set present fire unto the place, that all unseen
May perish in this mischief, who moves slow tot,
Shall add unto the flame.

Brun. What mean you? give me your private hearing.

Thier. Perswasion is a partner in the crime,
I will renounce my claim unto a mother,
If you make offer ont.

Brun. Eer a Torch can take flame, I will produce
The author of the fact.

Thier. Withdraw but for your Lights.

Memb. Oh my too true suspition.
[Exeunt Martel, Memberg.

Thier. Speak, wheres the Engine to this horrid act?

Brun. Here you do behold her; upon whom make good
Your causeless rage; the deed was done by my incitement,
Not yet repented.

Thier. Wh[i]ther did nature start, when you conceivd?
A birth so unlike woman? say, what part
Did not consent to make a son of him,
Reservd it self within you to his mine.

Brun. Ha, ha, a son of mine! doe not dissever
Thy fathers dust, shaking his quiet urn,
To which [thy] breath would send so foul an issue.
My Son, thy Brother?

Thier. Was not Theodoret my brother, or is thy tongue
Confederate with thy heart, to speak and do
Only things monstrous?

Brun. Hear me and thou shalt make thine own belief,
Thy, still with sorrow mentiond, father livd
Three careful years, in hope of wished heirs,
When I conceivd, being from his jealous fear
Injoynd to quiet home, one fatal day:
Transported with my pleasure to the chase,
I forcd command, and in pursuit of game
Fell from my horse, lost both my child and hopes.
Despair which only in his love saw life
Worthy of being, from a Gardners Arms
Snatcht this unlucky brat, and calld it mine,
When the next year repaid my loss with thee:
But in thy wrongs preservd my misery,
Which that I might diminish, though not end,
My sighs, and wet eies from thy Fathers Will,
Bequeath this largest part of his Dominions
Of France unto thee, and only left
Austracia unto that changling, whose life affords
Too much of ill gainst me to prove my words,
And call him stranger.

Thier. Come, doe not weep, I must, nay do believe you.
And in my fathers satisfaction count it
Merit, not wrong, or loss;

Brun. You doe but flatter, theres anger yet flames
In your eyes.

Thier. See, I will quench it, and confess that you
Have sufferd double travel for me.

Brun. You will not fire the house then?

Thier. Rather reward the author who gave cause
Of knowing such a secret, my oath and duty
Shall be assurance ont.

Brun. Protaldye, rise good faithful servant, heaven knows
How hardly he was drawn to this attempt.
Enter Protaldye.

Thier. Protaldye? he had a Gardners fa[t]e Ill swear:
[F]ell by thy hand, Sir, we doe owe unto you for this service.

Brun. Why lookest thou so dejected?
Enter Martel.

Prot. I want a little shift, Lady, nothing else.

Mart. The fires are ready, please it your grace withdraw,
Whilst we perform your pleasure.

Thier. Reserve them for the body; since he had the fate
To live and die a Prince, he shall not lose
The Title in his Funeral. [Exit.

Mart. His fate to live a Prince,
Thou old impiety, made up by lust and mischief,
Take up the body. [Exeunt with the body of Theod.
Enter Lecure and a Servant.

Lecu. Dost think Lefortes sure enough?

Serv. As bonds can make him, I have turnd his eyes to
the East; and left him gaping after the Morning star, his
head is a meer Astrolobe, his eyes stand for the Poles, the
gag in his mouth being the Coachman, his five teeth have
the nearest resemblance to Charles Wain.

Lecure. Thou hast cast a figure which shall raise thee,
direct my hair a little: and in my likeness to him, read a
fortune suiting thy largest hopes.

Ser. You are so far bove likeness, you are the same,
If you love mirth, perswade him from himself.
Tis but an Astronomer out of the way,
And lying, will bear the better place fort.

Lecure. I have profitabler use in hand, haste to the Queen
And tell her how you left me changd. [Exit Servant.
Who would not serve this virtuous adlive Queen?
She that loves mischief bove the man that does it,
And him above her pleasure, yet knows no heaven else.
Enter Thierry.

Thier. How well this loan[es] suits the Art I seek,
Discovering secret, and succeeding Fate,
Knowledge that puts all lower happiness on,
With a remiss and careless hand,
Fair peace unto your meditations, father.

Lecure. The same to you, you bring, Sir.

Thier. Drawn by your much famd skill, I come to know
Whether the man who owes [t]his character,
Shall eer have issue.

Lecure. A resolution falling with most ease,
Of any doubt you could have namd, he is a Prince
Whose fortune you enquire.

Thie. He is nobly born.

Lecure. He had a Dukedom lately falln unto him,
By one, calld Brother, who has left a Daughter.

Thier. The question is, of Heirs, not Lands.

Lecure. Heirs, yes, he shall have Heirs.

Thier. Begotten of his body, why lookst thou pale?
Thou canst not suffer in his want.

Lecure. Nor thou, I neither can nor will
Give farther knowledge to thee.

Thier. Thou must, I am the man my self,
Thy Sovereign, who must owe unto thy wisdom
In the concealing of my barren shame. (yours,

Lecure. Your Grace doth wrong your Stars; if this be
You may have children.

Thier. Speak it again.

Lecure. You may have fruitful issue.

Thier. By whom? when? how?

Lecure. It was the fatal means first struck my bloud
With the cold hand of wonder, when I read it
Printed upon your birth.

Thier. Can there be any way unsmooth, has end
So fair and good?

Lecure. We that behold the sad aspects of Heaven,
Leading sence blinded, men feel grief enough
To know, though not to speak their miseries.

Thier. Sorrow must lose a name, where mine finds life;
If not in thee, at least ease pain with speed,
Which must know no cure else.

Lecure. Then thus,
The first of Females which your eye shall meet
Before the Sun next rise, coming from out
The Temple of Diana, being slain, you live
Father of many sons.

Thier. Callst thou this sadness, can I beget a Son?
Deserving less than to give recompence
Unto so poor a loss? what eer thou art,
Rest peaceable blest creature, born to be
Mother of Princes, whose grave shall be more fruitful
Than others marriage beds: methinks his Art
Should give her form and happy figure to me,
I long to see my happiness, he is gone,
As I remember, he namd my brothers Daughter,
Were it my Mother, twere a gainful death
Could give Ordellas virtue living breath. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER THIERRY AND Martel.

Mart. Your Grace is early stirring.

Thier. How can he sleep,
Whose happiness is laid up in an hour
He knows comes stealing towar[d] him, Oh Martel!
Ist possible the longing Bride, whose wishes
Out-runs her fears, can on that day she is married
Consume in slumbers, or his Arms rust in ease,
That hears the charge, and sees the honord purchase
Ready to [gild] his valour? Mine is more
A power above these passions; this day France,
France that in want of issue withers with us;
And like an aged River, runs his head
Into forgotten ways, again I ransome,
And his fair course turn right: this day Thierry,
The Son of France, whose manly powers like prisoners
Have been tied up, and fetterd, by one death
Give life to thousand ages; this day beauty
The envy of the world, Pleasure the glory,
Content above the world, desire beyond it
Are made mine own, and useful.

Mart. Happy Woman
That dies to do these things.

Thier. But ten times happier
That lives to do the greater; oh Martel,
The gods have heard me now, and those that scornd me,
Mothers of many children, and blest fathers
That see their issues like the Stars un-numberd,
Their comfort more than them, shall in my praises
Now teach their Infants songs; and tell their ages
From such a Son of mine, or such a Queen,
That chaste Ordella brings me blessed marriage
The chain that links two Holy Loves together
And in the marriage, more than blest Ordella,
That comes so near the Sacrament it self,
The Priests doubt whether purer.

Mart. Sir, yare lost.

Thier. I prethee let me be so.

Mart. The day wears,
And those that have been offering early prayers,
Are now retiring homeward.

Thier. Stand and mark then.

Mart. Is it the first must suffer.

Thier. The first Woman.

Mart. What hand shall do it, Sir?

Thier. This hand Martell,
For who less dare presume to give the gods
An incense of this offering?

Mart. Would I were she,
For such a way to die, and such a blessing
Can never crown my parting.

Enter two men passing over.

Thier. What are those?

Mart. Men, men, Sir, men.

Thier. The plagues of men light on em,
They cross my hopes like Hares, whos that?

Enter a Priest.

Mart. A Priest, Sir.

Thier. Would he were gelt.

Mart. May not these rascals serve, Sir,
Well hangd and quarterd?

Thier. No.

Mart. Here comes a woman.
Enter Ordella veild.

Thier. Stand and behold her then.

Mart. I think a fair one.

Thier. Move not whilst I prepare her: may her peace
Like his whose innocence the gods are pleasd with,
And offering at their Altars, gives his soul
Far purer than those fires; pull heaven upon her,
You holy powers, no humane spot dwell in her,
No love of any thing, but you and goodness,
Tie her to earth, fear be a stranger to her,
And all weak blouds affections, but thy hope
Let her bequeath to Women: hear me heaven,
Give her a spirit masculine, and noble,
Fit for your selves to ask, and me to offer.
Oh let her meet my blow, doat on her death;
And as a wanton Vine bows to the pruner,
That by his cutting off, more may increase,
So let her fall to raise me fruit; hail woman.
The happiest, and the best (if the dull Will
Do not abuse thy fortune) France eer found yet.

Ordel. Sh is more than dull, Sir, less, and worse than
Woman,
That may inherit such an infinite
As you propound, a greatness so near goodness;
And brings a Will to rob her.

Thier. Tell me this then,
Was there eer woman yet, or may be found,
That for fair Fame, unspotted memory,
For virtues sake, and only for it self sake
Has, or dare make a story?

Ordel. Many dead Sir,
Living I thin[ke] as many.

Thier. Say, the kingdom
May from a womans Will receive a blessing,
The King and kingdom, not a private safety.
A general blessing, Lady.

Ordel. A general curse
Light on her heart, denies it.

Thier. Full of honor;
And such examples as the former ages
Were but dim shadows of, and empty figures.

Ordel. You strangely stir me, Sir, and were my weakness
In any other flesh but modest womans,
You should not ask more questions, may I do it?

Thier. You may, and which is more, you must.

Ordel. I joy int,
Above a moderate gladness, Sir, you promise
It shall be honest.

Thier. As ever time discoverd.

Ordel. Let it be what it may then, what it dare,
I have a mind will hazard it.

Thier. But hark ye,
What may that woman merit, makes this blessing!

Ordel. Only her duty, Sir.

Thier. Tis terrible.

Ordel. Tis so much the more noble.

Thier. Tis full of fearful shadows.

Ordel. So is sleep, Sir.
Or any thing thats meerly ours, and mortal,
We were begotten gods else; but those fears
Feeling but once the fires of nobler thoughts,
Flie, like the shapes of clouds we form, to nothing.

Thier. Suppose it death.

Ordel. I do.

Thier. And endless parting
With all we can call ours, with all our sweetness,
With youth, strength, pleasure, people, time, nay reason:
For in the silent grave, no conversation,
No joyful tread of friends, no voice of Lovers,
No careful Fathers counsel, nothings h[e]ard,
Nor nothing is, but all oblivion,
Dust and an endless darkness, and dare you woman
Desire this place?
Ord[e]l. Tis of all sleeps the sweetest,
Children begin it to us, strong men seek it,
And Kings from heighth of all their painted glories
Fall like spent exhalations, to this centre:
And those are fools that fear it, or imagine
A few unhandsome pleasures, or lifes profits
Can recompence this place; and mad that staies it,
Till age blow out their lights, or rotten humors,
Bring them dispersd to th earth.

Thier. Then you can suffer?
Or del. As willingly as say it.

Thier. Martell, a wonder,
Heres a woman that dares die, yet tell me,
Are you a Wife?

Ordel. I am Sir.

Thier. And have children?
She sighs and weeps.

Ordel. Oh none Sir.

Thier. Dare you venture
For a poor barren praise you neer shall hear,
To part with these sweet hopes?

Ordel. With all but Heaven,
And yet die full of children; he that reads me
When I am ashes, is my Son in wishes,
And those chaste dames that keep my memory,
Singing my yearly requiems, are my Daughters.

Thier. Then there is nothing wanting but my knowledg[e].
And what I must doe, Lady?

Ordel. You are the King, Sir,
And what you do Ill suffer, and that blessing
That you desire, the gods showr on the Kingdom.

Thier. Thus much before I strike then, for I must kill you,
The gods have willd it so, theyre made the blessing
Must make France young again, and me a man,
Keep up your strength still nobly.

Ordel. Fear me not.

Thier. And meet death like a measure.

Ordel. I am stedfast.

Thier. Thou shalt be sainted woman, and thy Tomb
Cut out in Chrystal, pure and good as thou art;
And on it shall be graven every age,
Succeeding Peers of France that rise by thy fall,
Tell thou liest there like old and fruitful nature.
Darest thou behold thy happiness?

Ordel. I dare Sir.

Thier. Ha? — [Pul[l]s off her veil, lets fall his sword.

Mar. Oh Sir, you must not doe it.

Thier. No, I dare not.
There is an Angel keeps that Paradice,
A fiery Angel friend; oh virtue, virtue,
Ever and endless virtue.

Ordel. Strike, Sir, strike;
And if in my poor death fair France may merit,
Give me a thousand blows, be killing me
A thousand days.

Thier. First let the earth be barren,
And man no more remembred, rise Ordella,
The nearest to thy maker, and the purest
That ever dull flesh shewed us, oh my heart-strings. [Exit.

Mart. I see you full of wonder, therefore noblest,
And truest amongst Women, I will tell you
The end of this strange accident.

Ordel. Amazement
Has so much wove upon my heart, that truly
I feel my self unfit to hear, oh Sir,
My Lord has slighted me.

Mart. Oh no sweet Lady.

Ordel. Robbd me of such a glory by his pity,
And most unprovident respect.

Mart. Dear Lady,
It was not meant to you.

Ordel. Else where the day is,
And hours distinguish time, time runs to ages,
And ages end the world, I had been spoken.
[Mart.] Ill tell you what it was, if but your patience
Will give me hearing.

Ordel. If I have transgrest,
Forgive me, Sir.

Mart. Your noble Lord was counseld,
Grieving the barrenness between you both,
And all the Kingdom with him, to seek out
A man that knew the secrets of the gods,
He went, found such [a] one, and had this answer,
That if he woud have issue, on this morning,
For this hour was prefixt him, he should kill
The first he met, being Female, from the Temple;
And then he should have children, the mistake
Is now too perfect, Lady.

Ordel. Still tis I, Sir,
For may this work be done by common women?
Durst any but my self that knew the blessing,
And felt the benefit, assume this [dying]
In any other, tad been lost, and nothing,
A curse and not a blessing; I was figurd;
And shall a little fondness barr my purchase?

Mart. Where should he then seek children?

Ordel. Where they are
In wombs ordaind for issues, in those beauties
That bless a marriage-bed, and makes it proceed
With kisses that conceive, and fruitful pleasures;
Mine like a grave, buries those loyal hopes,
And to a grave it covets.

Mart. You are too good,
Too excellent, too honest; rob not us
And those that shall hereafter seek example,
Of such inestimable worthies in woman.
Your Lord of such obedience, all of honor
In coveting a cruelty is not yours,
A Will short of your Wisdom; make not error
A Tomb-stone of your virtues, whose fair life
Deserves a constellation: your Lord dare not;
He cannot, ought not, must not run this hazard,
He makes a separation, nature shakes at,
The gods deny, and everlasting justice
Shrinks back, and sheaths her sword at.

Ordel. Alls but talk, Sir,
I find to what I am reservd, and needful,
And though my Lords compassion makes me poor,
And leaves me in my best use, yet a strength
Above mine own, or his dull fondness finds me;
The gods have given it to me. [Draws a knife.

Mart. Self-destruction!
Now all good Angels bless thee, oh sweet Lady,
You are abusd, this is a way to shame you,
And with you all that knows you, all that loves you,
To ruin all you build, would you be famous?
Is that your end?

Ordel. I would be what I should be.

Mart. Live and confirm the gods then, live and be loaden
With more than Olive[s ]bear, or fruitful Autumn;
This way you kill your merit, kill your cause,
And him you would raise life to, where, or how
Got you these bloudy thoughts? what Devil durst
Look on that Angel face, and tempt? doe you know
What ist to die thus, how you strike the Stars,
And all good things above, do you feel
What follows a self-bloud, whether you venture,
And to what punishment? excellent Lady,
Be not thus cozend, do not fool your self,
The Priest was never his own sacrifice,
But he that thought his hell here.

Ordel. I am counselld.

Mart. And I am glad ont, lie, I know you dare not.

Ordel. I never have done yet.

Mart. Pray take my comfort,
Was this a soul to lose? two more such women
Would save their sex; see, she repents and prayes,
Oh hear her, hear her, if there be a faith
Able to reach your mercies, she hath sent it.

Ordel. Now good Martel confirm me.

Mart. I will Lady,
And every hour advise you, for I doubt
Whether this plot be heavens, or hells; your mother
And I will find it, if it be in mankind
To search the center of it: in the mean time
Ill give you out for dead, and by your self,
And shew the instrument, so shall I find
A joy that will betray her.

Ordel. Do whats fittest;
And I will follow you.

Mart. Then ever live
Both able to engross all love, and give. [Exeunt.
Enter Brunhalt, Protaldye.

Brun. Im in labour
To be deliverd of that burthenous project
I have so long gone with; ha, heres the Midwife,
Or life, or death.
Enter Lecure.

Lecu. If in the supposition
Of her death in whose life you die, you ask me,
I think you are safe.

Brun. Is she dead?

Lecu. I have usd
All means to make her so, I saw him waiting
At the Temple door, and usd such Art within,
That only she of all her Sex was first
Givn up unto his fury.

Brun. Which if love
Or fear made him forbear to execute
The vengeance he determind, his fond pity
Shall draw it on himself, for were there left
Not any man but he, to serve my pleasures,
Or from me to receive commands, which are
The joyes for which I love life, he should be
Removd, and I alone left to be Queen
Oer any part of goodness thats left in me.

Lecu. If you are so resolvd, I have provided
A means to s[h]ip him hence: look upon this,
But touch it sparingly, for this once usd,
Say but to dry a tear, will keep the eye-lid
From closing, until death perform that office.

Brun. Givet me, I may have use [oft], and on you
Ill make the first experiment: if one sigh
Or heavy look beget the least suspition,
Childish compassion can thaw the Ice
Of your so long congeald and flinty hardness.
Slight, go on constant, or I shall.

Prot. Best Lady,
We have no faculties which are not yours.

Lecu. Nor will be any thing without you.
B[r]un. Be so, and we will stand or fall together, for
Since we have gone so far, that death must stay
The journey, which we wish should never end;
And innocent, or guilty, we must die,
When we do so, lets know the reason why.
Enter Thierry and Courtiers.

Lecu. The King.

Thier. Well be alone.

Prot. I would I had
A Convoy too, to bring me safe off.
For rage although it be allaid with sorrow,
Appears so dreadful in him, that I shake
To look upont.

Brun. Coward I will meet it,
And know from whence t has birth: Son, kingly Thierry.

Thier. Is cheating grown so common among men?
And thrives so well here, that the gods endeavour
To practise it above?

Brun. Your Mother.

Thier. Ha! or are they only careful to revenge,
Not to reward? or when, for your offences
We study satisfaction, must the cure
Be worse than the disease?

Brun. Will you not hear me?

Thier. To lose th ability to perform those duties
For which I entertaind the name of Husband,
Askd more than common sorrow; but timpose
For the redress of that defect, a torture
In marking her to death, for whom alone
I felt that weakness as a want, requires
More than the making the head bald: or falling
Thus flat upon the earth, or cursing that way,
Or praying this, oh such a Scene of grief,
And so set down, (the world the stage to act on)
May challenge a Tragedian better practisd
Than I am to express it; for my cause
Of passion is so strong, and my performance
So weak, that though the part be good, I fear
Thill acting of it, will defraud it of
The poor reward it may deserve, mens pity.

Brun. I have given you way thus long, a King, and what
Is more, my Son, and yet a slave to that
Which only triumphs over cowards sorrow,
For shame look up.

Thier. Ist you, look down on me:
And if that you are capable to receive it,
Let that return to you, that have brought forth
One markd out only for it: what are these?
Come they upon your privilege to tread on
The Tomb of my afflictions?

Prot. No, not we Sir.

Thier. How dare you then omit the ceremony
Due to the funeral of all my hopes,
Or come unto the marriage of my sorrows,
But in such colours as may sort with them?

Prot. Alas; we will wear any thing.

Brun. This is madness
Take but my counsel.

Thier. Yours? dare you again
Though armd with th authority of a mother,
Attempt the danger that will fall on you
If such another syllable awake it?
Goe, and with yours be safe, I have such cause
Of grief, nay more, to love it, that I will not
Have such as these be sharers in it.

Lecu. Madam.

Prot. Another time were better.

Brun. Do not sti[r],
For I must be resolvd, and will, be statues.
Enter Martel.

Thier. I, thou art welcome, and upon my soul
Thou art an honest man, do you see, he has tears
To lend to him whom prodigal expence
Of sorrow, has made bankrupt of such treasure,
Nay, thou dost well.

Mart. I would it might excuse
The ill I bring along.

Thier. Thou makst me smile
I[n] the heighth of my calamities, as if
There could be the addition of an Atome,
To the gyant-body of my miseries.
But try, for I will hear thee, all sit down, tis death
To any that shall dare to interrupt him
In look, gesture, or word.

Mart. And such attention
As is due to the last, and the best story
That ever was deliverd, will become you,
The grievd Ordella, (for all other titles
But take away from that) having from me
Prompted by your last parting groan, enquird,
What drew it from you, and the cause soon learnd:
For she whom barbarism could deny nothing,
With such prevailing earnestness desird it,
Twas not in me, though it had been my death,
To hide it from her, she I say, in whom
All was, that Athens, Rome, or warlike Sparta,
Have registred for good in their best Women:
But nothing of their ill, knowing her self
Markd out, (I know not by what power, but sure
A cruel one) to dye, to give you children;
Having first with a setled countenance
Lookd up to Heaven, and then upon her self,
(It being the next best object) and then smild,
As if her joy in death to do you service,
Would break forth, in despight of the much sorrow
She shewd she had to leave you: and then taking
Me by the hand, this hand which I must ever
Love better than I have done, since she touchd it,
Go said she, to my Lord, (and to goe to him
Is such a happiness I must not hope for)
And tell him that he too much prizd a trifle
Made only worthy in his love, and her
Thankful acceptance, for her sake to rob
The Orphan Kingdom of such guardians, as
Must of necessity descend [from] him;
And therefore in some part of recompence
Of his much love, and to shew to the world
That twas not her fault only, but her fate,
That did deny to let her be the mother
Of such most certain blessings: yet for proof,
She did not envy her, that happy her,
That is appointed to them, her [q]uick end
Should make way for her, which no sooner spoke,
But in a moment this too ready engine
Made such a battery in the choisest Castle
That ever nature made to defend life,
That strait it shook, and sunk.

Thier. Stay, dares any
Presume to shed a tear before me? or
Ascribe that worth unto themselves to merit:
To do so for her? I have done, now on.

Mart. Falln thus, once more she smild, as if that death
For her had studied a new way to sever
The soul and body, without sense of pain;
And then tell him (quoth she) what you have seen,
And with what willingness twas done: for which
My last request unto him is, that he
Would instantly make choice of one (most happy
In being so chosen) to supply my place,
By whom if heaven bless him with a daughter,
In my remembrance let it bear my name
Which said she dyd.

Thier. I hear this, and yet live;
Heart! art thou thunder proof, will nothing break thee?
Shes dead, and what her entertainment may be
In thother world without me is uncertain,
And dare I stay here unresolvd?

Mart. Oh Sir!

Brun. Dear son.

Prot. Great King.

Thier. Unhand me, am I falln
So low, that I have lost the power to be
Disposer of my own life?

Mart. Be but pleasd
To borrow so much time of sorrow, as
To call to mind her last request, for whom
(I must confess a loss beyond expression)
You turn your hand upon your self, twas hers
And dying hers, that you should live and happy
In seeing little models of your self,
By matching with another, and will you
Leave any thing that she desird ungranted?
And suffer such a life that was [l]aid down
For your sake only to be fruitless?

Thier. Oh thou dost throw charms upon me, against which
I cannot stop my ears, bear witness heaven
That not desire of life, nor love of pleasure[s]
Nor any future comforts, but to give
Peace to her blessed spirit in satisfying
Her last demand, makes me defer our meeting,
Which in my choice, and suddain choice shall be
To all apparent.

Brun. How? doe I remove one mischief
To draw upon my head a greater?

Thier. Go, thou only good man, to whom for her self
Goodness is dear, and prepare to interr it
In her that was; oh my heart! my Ordella,
A monument worthy to be the casket
Of such a jewel.

Mart. Your command that makes way
Unto my absence is a welcome one,
For but your self theres nothing here Martel,
Can take delight to look on; yet some comfort
Goes back with me to her, who though she want it
Deserves all blessings. [Exit.

Brun. So soon to forget
The loss of such a wife, believe it will
Be censurd in the world.

Thier. Pray you no more,
There is no arg[u]ment you can use to cross it,
But does increase in me such a suspition
I would not cherish — whos that?
Enter Memberge.

Memb. One, no guard
Can put back from access, whose tongue no threats
Nor praises can silence, a bold suitor, and
For that which if you are your self, a King,
You were made so to grant it, Justice, Justice.

Thier. With what assurance dare you hope for that
Which is denyd to me? or how can I
Stand bound to be just, unto such as are
Beneath me, that find none from those that are
Above me?

Memb. There is justice, twere unfit
That any thing but vengeance should fall on him,
That by his giving way to more than murther,
(For my dear fathers death was parricide)
Makes it his own.

Brun. I charge you hear her not.

Memb. Hell cannot stop just prayers from entring heaven,
I must and will be heard Sir; but remember
That he that by her plot fell, was your brother,
And the place where, your Palace, against all
Th inviolable rites of hospitality,
Your word, a Kings word, given up for his safety,
His innocence, his protection, and the gods
Bound to revenge the impious breach of such
So great and sacred bonds; and can you wonder,
(That in not punishing such a horrid murther
You did it) that heavens favour is gone from you?
Which never will return, until his bloud
Be washd away in hers.

Brun. Drag hence the wretch.

Thier. Forbear, with what variety
Of torments do I meet! oh thou hast opend
A Book, in which writ down in bloudy Letters,
My conscience finds that I am worthy of
More than I undergoe, but Ill begin
For my Or dellas sake, and for thine own
To make less heavens great anger: thou hast lost
A father, I to thee am so; the hope
Of a good Husband, in me have one; nor
Be fearful I am still no man, already
That weakness is gone from me.

Brun. That it might — [Aside.
Have ever grown inseparably upon thee,
What will you do? Is such a thing as this
Worthy the lovd Ordellas place, the daughter
Of a poor Gardener?

Memb. Your Son.

Tbier. The power
To take away that lowness is in me.

Brun. Stay yet, for rather than [that] thou shalt add
Incest unto thy other sins, I will
With hazard of my own life, utter all,
Theodoret was thy Brother.

Tbier. You denyd it
Upon your oath, nor will I now believe you,
Your Protean turnings cannot change my purpose.

Memb. And for me, be assurd the means to be
Revengd on thee, vile hag, admits no thought,
But what tends to it.

Brun. Is it come to that?
Then have at the last refuge: art thou grown
Insensible in [i]ll, that thou goest on
Without the least compunction? there, take that
To witness, that thou hadst a mother, which
Foresaw thy cause of grief, and sad repentance,
That so soon after blest Ordellas death
Without a tear thou canst imbrace another,
Forgetful man.

Thier. Mine eyes when she is namd
Cannot forget their tribute, and your gift
Is not unuseful now

Lecu. Hes past all cure, that only touch is death.

Thier. This night Ill keep it,
To morrow I will send it you, and full of my affliction.
[Exit Thierry.

Brun. Is the poison mortal?

Lecu. Above the help of Physick.

Brun. To my wish,
Now for our own security, you Protaldye
Shall this night post towards Austracia,
With Letters to Theodorets bastard son,
In which we will make known what for his rising
We have done to Thierry: no denial,
Nor no excuse in such acts must be thought of,
Which all dislike, and all again commend
When they are brought unto a happy end. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER DEVITRY AND four Soldiers.

Devi. NO War, no Money, no Master; banishd the Court, not trusted in the City, whipt out of the Countrey, in what a triangle runs our misery: let me hear which of you has the best voice to beg in, for other hopes or fortunes I see you have not; be not nice, nature provided you with tones for the purpose, the peoples charity was your heritage, and I would see which of you deserves his birth-right.

Omnes. We understand you not Captain.

Devit. You see this cardicue, the last, and the only
quintessence of 50 Crowns, distilld in the limbeck of your
gardage, of which happy piece thou shalt be treasurer: now he
that can soonest perswade him to part witht, enjoyes it, possesses
it, and with it, me and my future countenance.

1. If they want Art to perswade it, Ill keep it my self.

Devit. So you be not a partial judge in your own cause,

Omnes. A match. (you shall.

2. Ill begin to you, brave Sir; be proud to make him
happy by your liberality, whose tongue vouchsafes now to
petition, was never heard before less than to command. I am
a Soldier by profession, a Gentleman by birth, and an Officer
by place, whose poverty blushes to be the cause, that so high
a virtue should descend to the pity of your charity.

1. In any case keep your high stile, it is not charity to
shame any man, much less a virtue of your eminence, wherefore
preserve your worth, and Ill preserve my money.

3. You perswade? you are shallow, give way to merit:
ah by the bread of [God] man, thou hast a bonny countenance
and a blith, promising mickle good to a sicker womb, that has
trode a long and a sore ground to meet with friends, that will
owe much to thy reverence, when they shall hear of thy
courtesie to their wandring countreyman.

1. You that will use your friends so hardly to bring them
in debt, Sir, will deserve worse of a stranger, wherefore pead on, pead on, I say.

4. It is the Welch must dot, I see, comrade man of
urship, St. Tavy be her Patron, the gods of the mountains keep
her cow and her cupboard; may she never want the green of
the Leek, [nor] the fat of the Onion, if she part with her bounties
to him, that is a great deal away from her cozines, and has two
big suits in law to recover her heritage.

1. Pardon me Sir, I will have nothing to do with your
suits, it comes within the statute of maintenance: home to
your cozines, and so[w]e garlick and hempseed, the one will stop
your hunger; the other end your suits, gammawash comrade, gammawash.

4. Foot hell hoord all for himself.

Vitry. Yes, let him; now comes my turn, Ill see if he
can answer me: save you Sir, they say, you have that I want,
Money.

1. And that you are like to want, for ought I perceive yet.

Vitry. Stand, deliver.

1. Foot what mean you, you will not rob the Exchequer?

Vit. Do you prate?

1. Hold, hold, here Captain.

2. Why I could have done this before you.

3. And I.

4. And I.

Vit. You have done this, brave man be proud to make
him happy, by the bread of God man, thou hast a bonny
countenance, comrade man of urship, St. Tavy be her patron,
out upon you, you uncurried colts, walking cans that have no
souls in you, but a little Rosin to keep your ribs sweet, and hold in liquor.

Omnes. Why, what would you have us to do Captain?

Devit. Beg, beg, and keep Constables waking, wear out
stocks and whipcord, maunder for butter-milk, dye of the
Jaundice, yet have the cure about you, Lice, large Lice, begot
of your own dust, and the heat of the Brick-kills, may you
starve, and fear of the gallows, which is a gentle consumption
tot, only preferr it, or may you fall upon your fear, and be
hanged for selling those purses to keep you from famine, whose
monies my valour empties, and be cast without other evidence;
here is my Fort, my Castle of defence, who comes by shall pay
me toll, the first purse is your mitimus slaves.

2. The purse, foot well share in the money Captain, if
any come within a furlong of our fingers.

4. Did you doubt but we could steal as well as your self,
did not I speak Welsh?

3. We are thieves from our cradles, and will dye so.

Fit. Then you will not beg again.

Omnes. Yes, as you did, stand, and deliver.

2. Hark, here comes handsel, tis a Trade quickly set up, and as soon cast down.

Fitry. Have goodness in your minds varlets, and tot like
men; he that has more money than we, cannot be our friend,
and I hope there is no law for spoiling the enemy.

3. You need not instruct us farther, your example pleads enough.

Devitry. Disperse your selves, and as their company is, fall on.

2. Come, there are a band of em, Ill charge single.
[Exit Soldier[s].
Enter Protaldye.

Prot. Tis wonderful dark, I have lost my man, and dare
not call for him, lest I should have more followers than I would
pay wages to; what throws am I in, in this travel! these be
honourable adventures; had I that honest bloud in my veins
again Queen, that your feats and these frights have draind from
me, honor should pull hard, er it drew me into these brakes.

Devitry. Who goes there?

Prot. Hey ho, heres a pang of preferment.

Devi.Heart, who goes there?

Prot. He that has no heart to your acquaintance, what
shall I do with my Jewels and my Letter, my codpiece thats
too loose, good, my boots, who ist that spoke to me? heres a friend.

Devit. We shall find that presently, stand, as you love your safety, stand.

Prot. That unlucky word of standing, has brought me to
all this, hold, or I shall never stand you.

Devit. I should know that voice, deliver.

Enter Soldiers.

Prot. All that I have is at your service Gentlemen, and
much good may it do you.

Devit. Zones down with him, do you prate?

Prot. Keep your first word as you are Gentlemen, and
let me stand, alas, what do you mean?

2. To tye you to us Sir, bind you in the knot of friendship.

Prot. Alas Sir, all the physick in Europe cannot bind me.

Devit. You should have jewels about you, stones, precious stones.

1. Captain away, theres company within hearing, if you
stay longer, we are surprizd.

Devit. Let the Devil come, Ill pillage this Fregat a little better yet.

2. Foot we are lost, they are upon us.

Devit. Ha, upon us, make the least noise, tis thy parting gaspe.

3. Which way shall we make Sir?

Devit. Every man his own; do you hear, only bind me,
bind me before you goe, and when the companys past, make to
this place again, this karvel should have better lading in him,
you are slow, why do you not tye harder?

1. You are sure enough I warrant you Sir.

Devit. Darkness befriend you, away. [Exit Soldiers.

Prot. What tyrants have I met with, they leave me alone
in the dark, yet would not have me cry. I shall grow wondrous
melancho[l]y if I stay long here without company; I was wont
to get a nap with saying my prayers, Ill see if they will work
upon me now; but then, if I should talk in my sleep, and they
hear me, they would make a Recorder of my windpipe, slit my
throat: heaven be praisd, I hear some noise, it may be new
purchase, and then I shall have fellows.

Devit. They are gone past hearing, now to taske Devitry,
help, help, as you are men help; some charitable hand, relieve
a poor distressed miserable wretch, thieves, wicked thieves have
robbd me; bound me.

Prot.Foot, would they had gaggd you too, your noise
will betray us, and fetch them again.

Devit. What blessed tongue spake to me, where, where where are you Sir?

Prot. A plague of your bawling throat, we are well enough
if you have the grace to be thankful fort, do but snore to me,
and tis as much as I desire, to pass away time with, till morning,
then talk as loud as you please Sir, I am bound not to stir,
therefore lie still and snore I say.

Devit. Then you have met with thieves too I see.

Prot. And desire to meet with no more of them.

Devit. Alas, what can we suffer more? they are far enough
by this time; have they not all, all that we have Sir?

Prot. No by my faith have they not Sir; I gave them one
trick to boot for their learning, my Boots Sir, my Boots, I have
savd my stock, and my jewels in them, and therefore desire to
hear no more of them.

Devit. Now blessing on your wit, Sir, what a dull slave
was I, dreamt not of your conveyance, help to unbind me Sir,
and Ill undoe you, my life for yours, no worse thief than my
self meets you again this night.

Prot. Reach me thy hands.

Devit. Here Sir, here, I could beat my brains out, that
could not think of boots, boots Sir, wide topt boots, I shall
love them the better whilst I live; but are you sure your
Jewels are here Sir?

Prot. Sure sayst thou? ha, ha, ha.

Devit. So ho, illo ho. [Within Soldiers.
Here Captain, here.

Prot.Foot what do you mean Sir?

Enter Soldiers.

Devit. A trick to boot, say you; here you dull slaves,
purchase, purchase the soul of the Rock, Diamonds, sparkling
Diamonds.

Prot. Im betraid, lost, past recovery, lost, as you are men.

Devit. Nay rook, since you will be prating, well share
your carrion with you, have you any other conveyance now Sir?
i. Foot here are Letters, Epistles, familiar Epistles, well
see what treasure is in them, they are seald sure.

Prot. Gentlemen, as you are Gentlemen spare my Letters,
and take all willingly, all: Ill give you a release, a general
release, and meet you here to morrow with as much more.

Devit. Nay, since you have your tricks, and your conveyances, we will not leave a wrinkle of you unsearcht.

Prot. Hark, there comes company, you will be betraid, as
you love your safeties, beat out my brains, I shall betray you else.

Devit. Treason, unheard of Treason, monstrous, monstrous villanies.

Prot. I confess my self a Traitor, shew your selves good
subjects, and hang me up fort.

1. If it be treason, the discovery will get our pardon,
Captain.

Devit. Would we were all lost, hangd, quarterd, to save
this one, one innocent Prince; Thierrys poisond, by his mother
poisond, the Mistriss to this stallion, who by that poison neer shall sleep again.

2. Foot let us mince him by piece-meal[e], till he eat himself up.

3. Let us dig out his heart with needles, and half broil him like a Mussel.

Prot. Such another and I prevent you, my blouds setled already.

Devit. Heres that shall remove it, toad, viper, drag him
unto Martel, unnatural par[r]icide, cruel, bloudy woman.

Omnes. On you dogfish, leech, caterpillar.

Devit. A longer sight of him will make my rage turn pity,
and with his suddain end, prevent revenge and torture, wicked,
wicked Brunhalt.  [Exit.
Enter Bawdber and three Courtiers.

1. Not sleep at all, no means.

2. No Art can do it.

Bawdb. I will assure you, he can sleep no more
Than a hooded Hawk[e], a centinel to him,
Or one of the City Constables are tops.

3. How came he so?

Bawdb. They are too wise that dare know,
Somethings amiss, heaven help all.

1. What cure has he? — (glisters,

Bawdb. Armies of those we call Physitians, some with
Some with Lettice-caps, some posset-drinks, some Pills,
Twenty consulting here about a drench,
[As many here to blood him;
Then comes a Don of Spaine, and he prescribes
More cooling opium then would kill a turke,
Or quench a whore ith dogdayes; after him
A wise Italian, and he cries, tie unto him
A woman of fourescore, whose bones are marble,
Whose bloud snow water, not so much heate about her
As may conceive a prayer: after him
An English Doctor, with a bunch of pot hearbes;
And he cries out Endiffe and suckery,
With a few mallow rootes and butter milke,
And talkes of oyle made of a churchmans charity,
Yet still he wakes.

1. But your good honor
Has a praye[r] in store if all should faile.

Bawdb. I could have prayed, and handsomely,
But age and an ill memory.

3. Has spoyld your primmer.

Bawdb. Yet if there be a man of faith ithe Court,
And can pray for a pension.

Enter Thierry, on a bed, with Doctors and attendants.

2. Heres the King Sir,
And those that will pray without pay.

Bawdb. Then pray for me too.

1. Doct. How does your grace now feele your selfe?

Thier. Whats that?

1. Doct. Nothing at all Sir, but your fancy.

Thier. Tell me,
Can ever these eyes more shut up in slumbers,
Assure my soule there is sleepe? is there night
And rest for humane labors? do not you
And all the world as I do, out stare time,
And live like funerall lampes never extinguisht?
Is there a grave, and do not flatter me,
Nor feare to tell me truth; and in that grave
Is there a hope I shall sleepe, can I die,
Are not my miseries immortall?
The happinesse of him that drinkes his water
After his weary day, and sleepes for ever,
Why do you crucifie me thus with faces,
And gaping strangely upon one another,
When shall I rest?

2. Doct. O Sir, be patient.

Thier. Am I not patient? have I not endurd
More then a maingy dog among your dosses?
Am I not now your patient? yee can make
Unholesome fooles sleepe for a garded foote-cloth;
Whores for a hot sin offering; yet I must crave
That feede ye, and protect ye, and proclame ye,
Because my powre is far above your searching,
Are my diseases so? can ye cure none
But those of equall ignorance, dare ye kill me?

1. Doct. We do beseech your grace be more reclamd,
This talke doth but distemper you.

Thier. Well, I will die
In spight of all your potions; one of you sleepe,
Lie downe and sleepe here, that I may behold
What blessed rest it is my eyes are robde of:
See, he can sleepe, sleepe any where, sleepe now,
When he that wakes for him can never slumber,
Ist not a dainty ease?

2. Doct. Your grace shall feele it.

Thier. O never I, never, the eyes of heaven
See but their certaine motions, and then sleepe,
The rages of the Ocean have their slumbers,
And quiet silver calmes; each violence
Crownes in his end a peace, but my fixt fires
Shall never, never set, whos that?

Enter Martell, Brunhalt, Devitry, souldiers.

Mart. No woman,
Mother of mischiefe, no, the day shall die first,
And all good things live in a worse then thou art,
Ere thou shalt sleepe, doest thou see him?

Brun. Yes, and curse him,
And all that love him foole, and all live by him.

Mart. Why art thou such a monster?

Brun. Why art thou
So tame a knave to aske me?

Mart. Hope of hell,
By this faire holy light, and all his wrongs
Which are above thy yeares, almost thy vices,
Thou shalt not rest, not feele more what is pitty,
Know nothing necessary, meete no society,
But what shall curse and crucifie thee, feele in thy selfe
Nothing but what thou art, bane, and bad conscience,
Till this man rest; but for whose reverence
Because thou art his mother, I would say
Whore, this shall be, do ye nod? ile waken ye
With my swords point.

Brun. I wish no more of heaven,
Nor hope no more, but a sufficient anger
To torture thee.

Mart. See, she that makes you see Sir,
And to your misery still see, your mother,
The mother of your woes Sir, of your waking,
The mother of your peoples cries, and curses,
Your murdering mother, your malicious mother:

Thier. Phisitians, halfe my state to sleepe an houre now;
Is it so mother?

Brun. Yes it is so sonne;
And were it yet againe to do, it should be.

Mart. She nods againe, swing her.

Thier. But mother,
For yet I love that reverence, and to death
Dare not forget you have bin so; was this,
This endlesse misery, this curelesse malice,
This snatching from me all my youth together,
All that you made me for, and happy mothers
Crownde with eternall time are proud to finish,
Done by your will?

Brun. It was, and by that will.

Thier. O mother, do not lose your name, forget not
The touch of nature in you, tendernes
Tis all the soule of woman, all the sweetnesse;
Forget not I beseech you what are children,
Nor how you [have] grond for um, to what love
They are borne inheritors, with what care kept,
And as they rise to ripenesse still remember
How they impe out your age; and when time calls you,
That as an Autum flower you fall, forget not
How round about your hearse they hang like penons.

Brun. Holy foole,
Whose patience to prevent my wrongs has killd thee,
Preach not to me of punishments, or feares,
Or what I ought to be, but what I am,
A woman in her liberall will defe[at]ed,
In all her greatnesse crost, in pleasure blasted,
My angers have bin laught at, my ends slighted,
And all those glories that had crownd my fortunes,
Sufferd by blasted vertue to be scatterd,
I am the fruitefull mother of these angers,
And what such have done, reade, and know thy ruine.

Thier. Heaven forgive you.

Mart. She tells you true, for milions of her mischiefes
Are now apparent, Protaldye, we have taken
An equal! agent with her, to whose care
After the damnde defeate on you, she trusted]

Enter Messenger.
The bringing in of Leanor the bastard
Son to your murtherd brother, her Physitian
By this time is attacht to that damnd devil.

Mess. Tis like he will be so, for eer we came
Fearing an equal justice for his mischiefs,
He drencht himself.

Brun. He did like one of mine then.

Thier. Must I still see these miseries, no night
To hide me from their horrors, that Protaldy
See justice fall upon.

Brun. Now I could sleep too.
Enter Ordella.

Mart. Ill give you yet more Poppy, bring the Lady
And heaven in her embraces; gives him quiet,
Madam, unveil yourself.

Ordel. I do forgive you,
And though you sought my bloud, yet Ill pray for you.

Brun. Art thou alive?

Mart. Now could you sleep?

Brun. For ever.

Mart. Go carry her without wink of sleep, or quiet,
Where her strong knave Protaldyes broke oth wheel,
And let his cries and roars be musick to her,
I mean to waken her.

Thier. Do her no wrong.

Mart. Nor right, as you love justice.

Brun. I will think,
And if there be new curses in old nature,
I have a soul dare send them.

Mart. Keep her waking. [Exit Brunhalt.

Thier. Whats that appears so sweetly? theres that face.

Mart. Be moderate, Lady.

Thier. That Angels face.

Mart. Goe nearer.

Thier. Martel, I cannot last long, see the soul,
I see it perfectly of my Ordella,
The heavenly figure of her sweetness there,
Forgive me gods, it comes, Divinest substance,
Kneel, kneel, kneel every one, Saint of thy Sex,
If it be for my cruelty thou comest,
Do ye see her hoe?

Mart. Yes Sir, and you shall know her.

Thier. Down, down again, to be revengd for bloud,
Sweet Spirit I am ready, she smiles on me,
O blessed sign of Peace.

Mart. Goe nearer Lady.

Ordel. I c[o]me to make you happy.

Thier. Hear you that, Sir?
She comes to crown my soul: away, get sacrifice
Whilst I with holy Honors.

Mart. Shes alive, Sir.

Thier. In everlasting life, I know it friend,
Oh happy, happy soul.

Ordel. Alas, I live Sir,
A mortal woman still.

Thier. Can spirits weep too?

Mart. Shes no spirit Sir, pray kiss her, Lady,
Be very gentle to him.

Thier. Stay, she is warm,
And by my life the same lips tell me brightness,
Are you the same Ordella still?

Mart. The same, Sir,
Whom heavens and my good Angel staid from ruin.

Thier. Kiss me again.

Ordel. The same still, still your servant.

Thier. Tis she, I know her now Martel; sit down sweet.
Oh blest and happiest woman, a dead slumber
Begins to creep upon me, oh my jewel!

Enter Messenger and Memberge.

Ordel. Oh sleep my Lord.

Thier. My joyes are too much for me.

Mess. Brunhalt impatient of her constraint to see
Protaldye torturd, has choakd her self.

Mart. No more, her sins go with her.

Thier. Love, I must die, I faint, close up my glasses.

1 Doct. The Queen faints too, and deadly.

Thier. One dying kiss.

Ordel. My last Sir, and my dearest, and now
Close my eyes too.

Thier. Thou perfect woman.
Martel, the Kingdoms yours, take Memberge to you,
And keep my line alive; nay, weep not, Lady,
Take me, I go.

Ordel. Take me too, farewel honour. [Die both.

2 Doct. They are gone for ever.

Mart. The peace of happy souls go after them,
Bear them to their last beds, whilst I study
A Tomb to speak their loves; whilst old time laste[t]h
I am your King in sorrows.

Omnes. We your subjects.

Mart. Devitry, for your service, be near us,
Whip out these instruments of this mad mother
From Court, and all good people; and because
She was born Noble, let that Title find her
A private grave, but neither tongue nor honor:
And now lead on, they that shall read this story,
Shall find that Virtue lives in Good, not Glory.
[Exeunt Omnes.
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Prologue.
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This Comedy long forgot, by some thought dead,
By us preservd, once more doth raise her head.
And to your noble censures does present,
Her outward form, and inward ornament.
Nor let this smell of arrogance, since tis known,
The makers that confest it for their own
Were this way skilful, and without the crime
Of flatteries I may say did please the time;
The work it self too, when it first came forth,
In the opinion of men of worth,
Was well receivd and favourd, though some rude
And harsh among th ignorant multitude,
(That relish gross food, better than a dish,
Thats cookd with care, and servd into the wish,
Of curious pallats) wanting wit and strength,
Truly to judge, condemnd it for the length,
That faults reformd, and now tis to be tryd
Before such Judges twill not be denyd
A free and noble hearing: nor fear I,
But twill deserve to have free liberty,
And give you cause (and with content) to say,
Their care was good, that did revive this Play.


Actus Primus.Scæna Prima.
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Enter Richardo and Viola.

Rich. Let us make use of this stolen privacy,
And not loose time in protestation, Mistriss,
For twere in me a kind of breach of faith,
To say again I love you.

Vio. Sweet, speak softly
For though the venture of your love to me,
Meets with a willing, and a full return:
Should it arrive unto my Fathers knowledge;
This were our last discourse.

Rich. How shall he know it?

Vio. His watching cares are such, for my advancement,
That every where his eye is fixd upon me:
This night that does afford us some small freedom,
At the request and much intreaty of
The Mistriss of the House, was hardly given me:
For I am never sufferd to stir out,
But he hath spies upon me: yet I know not
You have so won upon me, that could I think
You would love faithfully (though to entertain
Another thought of you, would be my death)
I should adventure on his utmost anger.

Rich. Why do you think I can be false?

Vio. No faith,
You [h]ave an honest face, but if you should — 

Rich. Let all the stord vengeance of heavens justice — 

Vio. No more, I do believe you, the dance ended,
Which this free womans ghests have vowd to have
Er they depart, I will make home, and store me
With all the Jewels, Chains, and Gold are trusted
Unto my custody, and at the next corner,
To my Fathers house, before one at the farthest,
Be ready to receive me.

Rich. I desire
No bond beyond your promise, lets go in,
To talk thus much, before the door, may breed
Suspition.

Enter Mercury and Antonio talking.

Vio. Here are company too.

Rich. Away,
Those powers that prosper true and honest loves
Will bless our undertakings.

Vio. Tis my wish, Sir. [Exit Rich. and Vio.

Mer. Nay, Sir, excuse me, I have drawn you to
Too much expence already in my travel:
And you have been too forward in your love;
To make my wants your own, allow me manners
Which you must grant I want, should I increase,
The bond in which your courtesies have tid me:
By still consuming you, give me leave
To take mine own ways now, and I shall often,
With willingness, come to visit you, and then thank you.

Ant. By this hand I could be angry, what do you think me?
Must we that have so long time been as one
Seen Cities, Countreys, Kingdoms, and their wonders;
Been bedfellows, and in our various journey
Mixt all our observations, part (as if
We were two Carriers at two several ways,
And as the fore-horse guides, cry God be with you)
Without or compliment, or ceremony?
In Travellers, that know transalpine garbs,
Though our designs are neer so serious, friend,
It were a capital crime, it must not be:
Nay, what is more, you shall not; you er long,
Shall see my house, and find what I call mine
Is wholly at your service.

Mer. Tis this tires me,
Sir, I were easily wood, if nothing else
But my Will lay in the choice: but tis not so,
My friends and kindred that have part of me,
And such on whom my chiefest hopes depend,
Justly expect the tender of my love
After my travel: then mine own honesty
Tells me tis poor, having indifferent means
To keep me in my quality and rank,
At my return, to tire anothers bounty,
And let mine own grow lusty, pardon me.

Ant. I will not, cannot, to conclude, I dare not:
Can any thing conferrd upon my friend
Be burthensome to me? for this excuse
Had I no reason else, you should not leave me,
By a travellers faith you should not, I have said,
And then you know my humor, theres no contending.

Mer. Is there no way to scape this Inundation?
I shall be drownd with folly if I go:
And after nine days, men may take me up,
With my gall broken.

Ant. Are you yet resolvd?

Mer. Woud you would spare me.

Ant. By this light I cannot
By all that may be sworn by.

Mer. Patience help me,
And heaven grant his folly be not catching:
If it be, the Towns undone, I now would give
A reasonable sum of gold to any Sheriff,
That would but lay an execution on me,
And free me from his company; while he was abroad,
His want of wit and language kept him dumb?
But Balaams Asse will speak now, without spurring.

Ant. Speak, have I won you? — 

Enter Servant and Musician.

Mer. You are not to be resisted.

Ser. Be ready I intreat you, the dance done,
Besides a liberal reward I have,
A bottle of Sherry in my power shall beget
New crotchets in your heads.

Musi. Tush, fear not us, well do our parts.

Serv. Go in.

Ant. I know this fellow.
Belong you to the house?

Serv. I serve the Mistriss.

Ant. Pretty, and short, pray you Sir then inform her,
Two Gentlemen are covetous to be honord,
With her fair presence.

Serv. She shall know so much,
This is a merry night with us, and forbid not
Welcome to any that looks like a man:
Ill guide you the way.

Ant. Nay, follow, I have a trick int. [Exit.

Enter Uberto, Silvio, Richardo, Maria, Pedro, Portia, Viola,
with others.

Uber. Come, wheres this Masque? fairest, for our chear,
Our thanks and service, may you long survive,
To joy in many of these nights.

Mar. I thank you.

Uber. We must have Musick too, or else you give us,
But half a welcome.

Mar. Pray you Sir, excuse me.

Silv. By no means, Lady.

Uber. Well crown our liberal feast,
With some delightful strain fitting your love:
And this good company.

Mar. Since you enforce it,
I will not plead the excuse of want of skill
Or be, or nice, or curious, every year
I celebrate my marriage night; and will
Till I see my absent Husband.

Uber. Tis fit freedom.

Silv. Richardo thou art dull — 

Enter Servant.

Rich. I shall be lighter,
When I have had a heat.

Mar. Now Sir, the news?

Serv. Mistriss, there are two Gentlemen.

Mar. Where?

Serv. Complimenting who should first enter.

Mar. What are they?

Serv. Heaven knows, but for their strangeness, have you never seen
a Cat wash her face?

Uber. Yes.

Serv. Just such a stir they keep, if you make but haste,
You may see em yet before they enter.

Enter Antonia and Mercurie.

Mer. Let em be what they [will,] well [give] them fair
Entertain, and gentle welcome.

Ant. It shall be so.

Mer. Then let it be your pleasure.

Ant. Lets stand aside, and you shall see us have
Fine sport anon.

Mer. A fair society, do you know these Gentlewomen?

Ant. Yes.

Mer. What are they?

Ant. The second is a neighbors Daughter, her name is Viola.
There is my kinsmans wife, Portia her name, and a
Friend too.

Mer. Let her — whats she that leads the dance?

1 Serv. A Gentlewoman.

Mer. I see that.

1 Serv. Indeed?

Mer. What?

1 Serv. A Gentlewoman.

Mer. Udsfoot, good Sir, whats she that leads the dance?

2 Serv. My Mistriss.

Mer. What else?

2 Serv. My Mistriss, Sir.

Mer. Your Mistriss? a pox on you,
What a fry of fools are here? I see tis treason to understand in
this house: if nature were not better to them, than they can be to
themselves, they would scant hit their mouths; my Mistriss? is there
any one with so much wit ins head, that can tell me at the first
fight, what Gentlewoman that is that leads the dance?

[Ant.] Tis my wife.

Mer. Hum.

Ant. How dost thou like her?

Mer. Well, a pretty Gentlewoman.

Ant. Prethee be quiet.

Mer. I would I could
Let never any hereafter thats a man,
That has affections in him, and free passions,
Receive the least tye from such a fool as this is,
That holds so sweet a wife, tis lamentable to consider truly
What right he robs himself of, and what wrong
He doth the youth of such a Gentlewoman,
That knows her beauty, is no longer hers,
Than men will please to make it so, and use it
Neither of which lies freely in a Husband,
Oh what have I done, what have I done, Coxcomb?
If I had never seen, or never tasted
The goodness of this kix, I had been a made man,
But now to make a Cuckold is a sin
Against all forgiveness, worse than a murther;
I have a Wolf by the ears, and am bitten both ways.

Ant. How now friend, what are you thinking of?

Mer. Nothing concerning you, I must be gone.

Ant. Pardon me, Ill have no going, Sir.

Mer. Then good Sir, give me leave to go to bed,
I am very weary, and ill-temperd.

Ant. You shall presently, the dance is done.

1 Serv. Mistriss, these are the Gentlemen.

Mar. My Husbands welcome home, dear Sir.

Mer. Shes fair still, oh that I were a knave, or durst be one,
For thy sake coxcomb; he that invented honesty, undid me.

Ant. I thought you had not known me, yare merry tis well; thought,
And how ist with these worthy Gentlemen?

Ub & Sil. We are glad to see you here again.

Ant. Oh Gent, what ha you lost? but get you into travels,
There you may learn, I cannot say what hidden virtues.

Mer. Hidden from you I am sure,
My blood boils like a furnace,
Shes a fare one.

Ant. Pray entertain this Gent. with all the courtesie,
Fitting my most especial friend.

Mar. What this poor house may yield,
To make you welcome, dear Sir, command
Without more compliment.

Mer. I thank you:
Shes wise, and speaks well too, oh what a blessing
Is gone by me, neer to be recovered!
Well, twas an old shame the Devil laid up for me, and now has hit me
home; if there be any ways to be dishonest, and save myself yet, —— 
No, it must not be, why should I be a fool too —— Yet those eyes would
tempt another Adam, how they call to me, and tell me —— Sfoot, they
shall not tell me any thing, Sir, will you walk in?

Ant. How ist, Signior?

Mer. Crazie a little.

Mar. What ail you, Sir?
Whats in my power, pray make use of, Sir.

Mer. Tis that must do me good, she does not mock me sure?
Andt please you nothing, my disease is only weariness.

Ub. Come Gentlemen, well not keep you from your beds too long.

Rich. I ha some business, and tis late, and you far from your
lodging.

Sil. Well. [Exit manent, Ant. Mar. and Mer.

Ant. Come my dear Mercury, Ill bring you to your chamber, and
then I am for you Maria, thou art a new wife to me now, and thou
shalt find it er I sleep.

Mer. And I, an old ass to my self, mine own rod whips me, — good Sir,
no more of this, tis tedious, you are the best guide in your own
house — go Sir — [Exit Ant. and Mer.
This fool and his fair Wife have made me frantick
From two such Physicks for the soul, deliver me. [Exit.

Enter Richardo, Uberto, Pedro, and Silvio.

Ub. Well you must have this wench then.

Ric. I hope so, I am much oth bow-hand else.

Ped. Woud I were hangd, tis a good loving little fool, that dares
venture her self upon a coast she never knew yet, but these women,
when they are once thirteen, god speed the plough.

Sil. Faith theyll venture further for their lading, than a
Merchant, and through as many storms, but theyll be fraughted, they
are mad[e] like Carrecks, only strength and storage.

Ric. Come, come, you talk, you talk.

Sil. We do so, but tell me Richardo, wot thou marry her?

Ric. Marry her? why, what should I do with her?

Ped. Pox, I thought we should have [had] all shares in her, like
lawful prize.

Ric. No by my faith, Sir, you shall pardon me, I lanchd her at my
own charge, without partners and so Ill keep her.

Ub. Whats the hour?

Rich. Twelve.

Ub. What shall we do the while? tis yet scarce eleven.

Sil. Theres no standing here, is not this the place?

Ric. Yes.

Ped. And to go back unto her fathers house, may breed suspition,
Lets slip into a Tavern, for an hour, tis very cold.

Ub. Content, there is one hard by, a quart of burnt sack will
recover us, I am as cold as Christmas, this stealing flesh in the
frosty weather, may be sweet ith eating, but sure the Woodmen have
no great catch ont; Shalls go?

Rich. Thou art the strangest lover of a Tavern, What shall we do
there now? lose the hour and our selves too.

Ub. Lose a pudding; What dost thou talk of the hour; Will one quart
muzle us? have we not ears to hear, and tongues to ask the Drawers,
but we must stand here like bawds to watch the minutes?

Sil. Prethee content thy self, we shall scout here, as though we
went a haying, and have some mangey prentice, that cannot sleep for
scratching, over-hear us; Come, Will you go Sirs? when your love fury
is a little frozen, youll come to us.

Ric. Will you drink but one quart then?

Ped. No more ifaith.

Sil. Content.

Ric. Why then, have with you, but lets be very watchful.

Ub. As watchful as the Belman, come, Ill lead, because I hate good
manners, they are too tedious. [Exeunt.

Enter Viola with a Key, and a little Casket.

The night is terrible, and I enclosd
With that my vertue and my self hate most,
Darkness; yet must I fear that which I wish,
Some company, and every step I take
Sounds louder in my fearful ears to night
Than ever did, the shrill and sacred bell
That rang me to my prayers; the house will rise
When I unlock the dore, were it by day
I am bold enough, but then a thousand eyes
Warne me from going, might not [God] have made
A time for envious prying folk to sleep,
Whilst lovers met, and yet the Sun have shone?
Yet I was bold enough, to steal this key
Out of my fathers Chamber, and dare yet
Venture upon mine enemy, the night,
Armd only with my love, to meet my friend
Alas how valiant, and how fraid at once
Love makes a Virgin! I will throw this key
Back through a window, I had wealth enough
In Jewels with me, if I hold his love
I steal em for; farewell my place of birth,
I never make account to look on thee again;
And if there be, as I have heard men say,
These houshold gods, I do beseech them look
To this my charge, bless it from theeves and fire,
And keep, till happily my love I win,
Me from thy door, and hold my Father in. [Exit.

Enter Richardo, Pedro, Uberto, Silvio, and Drawer with
a Candle.

Ric. No more for Gods sake, how is the night boy?

Draw. Faith Sir, tis very late.

Ub. Faith, Sir, you lie, is this your jack ith clock-house?
will you strike, Sir? gis some more sack, you varlet.

Ric. Nay, if you love me, good Uberto goe,
I am monstrous hot with Wine.

Ub. Quench it again with love, Gentlemen, I will drink one health
more, and then if my legs say me not shamefully nay, I will go with
you, give me a singular quart.

Draw. Of what Wine Sir?

Uber. Of Sack, you that speak confusion at the bar, of Sack, I say,
and every one his quart, what a Devil lets be merry.

Draw. You shall, Sir. [Exit.

Ped. We will, Sir, and a dryed tongue.

Sil. And an Olive, boy, and a whole bunch of fidlers, my head swims
plaguely, uds pretious I shall be clawd.

Enter Drawer with four quarts of wine.

Ric. Pray go, I can drink no more, think on your promise, tis
midnight Gentlemen.

Ub. O that it were dum midnight now, not a word more, every man ons
knees, and betake himself to his saint, heres to your wench,
seignior, all this, and then away.

Rich. I cannot drink it.

Ped. Tis a toy, a toy, away wot.

Uber. Now dare I speak any thing, to any body living, come, Wheres
the fault? off with it.

Ric. I have broke my wind, Call you this Sack? — I wonder who made
it? he was a sure workman, for tis plaguy strong work, Is it gone
round?

Ub. Tis at the last, out of my way, good boy, Is the Moon up yet?

Draw. Yes, Sir.

Ub. Where is she boy?

Draw. There, Sir.

Ub. We shall have rain and thunder, boy.

Draw. When Sir?

Ub. I cannot tell, but sure we shall boy.

Draw. The Gentleman is Wine-wise.

Uber. Drawer?

Draw. Here, Sir.

Ub. Can you procure?

Draw. What Sir?

Uber. A Whore, or two or three, as need shall serve, boy?

Sil. I, a good Whore were worth money, boy.

Draw. I protest Sir, we are all together unprovided.

Ric. The mors the pitty, boy, Can you not vize us where my Child?

[Draw. Neither, in troth sir.]

Ped. Why where were you brought up, boy? no inckling of a Whore? no
aym my boy?

Uber. It cannot sink in my head now, that thou shouldst marry, Why
shouldst thou marry, tell me?

Rich. I marry? Ill be hangd first: some more wine boy.

Sil. Is she not a Whore translated? and she be, lets repair to her.

Ric. I cannot tell, she may be an offender; but signior Silvio, I
shall scratch your head, indeed I shall.

Sil. Judge me, I do but jest with thee, what an she were inverted
with her heeles upward, like a traitors Coat? what care I.

Ub. I, hang her, Shall we fall out for her?

Rich. I am a little angry, but these wenches, Did you not talke of
wenches?

Sil. Boy, lend me your Candle.

Draw. Why Sir?

Sil. To set fire to your rotten seeling, youll keep no Whores,
Rogue, no good members.

Draw. Whores, Sir.

Sih. I, Whores Sir, Do you think we come to lye with your hogsheads?

Rich. I must beat the watch, I have longd fort any time this three
weeks.

Silv. Weell beat the Town too, and thou wilt, we are proof boy;
Shall [wee] kill any body?

Rich. No, but weell hurt em dangerously.

Uber. Silv. Now must I kill one, I cannot avoid it, boy, easily
afore there with your candle; Wheres your Mistriss?

Draw. A bed, Sir.

Sil. With whom?

Draw. With my Master.

Uber. You lye Boy, shees better brought up than to lye with her
husband, Has he not cast his head yet? next year he will be a
velvet-headed Cuckold. [Exeunt.

Draw. You are a merry Gentleman, there Sir, take hold.

Enter Viola.

Viola. This is the place, I have out-told the Clock,
For haste, he is not here. Richardo? no;
Now every power that loves and is belovd:
Keep me from shame to night, for all you know
Each thought of mine is innocent, and pure,
As flesh and blood can hold: I cannot back;
I threw the Key within, and ere I raise
My Father up, to see his daughters shame,
Ill set me down, and tell the Northern Wind,
That it is gentler than the curling West;
If it will blow me dead, but he will come;
Ifaith tis cold; if he deceive me thus,
A woman will not easily trust a Man. Hark, Whats that?

Sil. within. Thart over long at thy pot, tom, tom, thou art over
long at the pot tom.

Viol. Bless me! Whose that?

Pedro within. Whoo!

Uber. within. There Boyes.

Viol. Darkness be thou my cover, I must fly,
To thee I haste for help — 

Enter Richardo, Pedro, Uberto, Drawer with a Torch.

Viol. They have a light,
Wind, if thou lovst a Virgin, blow it out,
And I will never shut a window more,
To keep thee from me.

Rich. Boy?

Draw. Sir.

Rich. Why Boy?

Draw. What say you, Sir?

Rich. Why Boy? Art thou drunk Boy?

Draw. What would you, Sir?

Rich. Why very good, Where are we?

Uber. I, thats the point.

Draw. Why Sir, you will be at your Lodging presently.

Rich. Ill go to no lodging Boy.

Draw. Whither will you go then, Sir?

Rich. Ill go no farther.

Draw. For Gods sake, Sir, do not stay here all night.

Rich. No more I will not, Boy, lay me down, and rowle me to a Whore.

Uber. And me.

Ped. There spoke an — 

Silvio. Then set your foot to my foot, and up tailes all.

Viola. That is Richardo, what a noise they make!
Tis ill done on em: here, Sirs, Richardo?

Rich. Whats that Boy?

Draw. Tis a Wench, Sir, pray Gentlemen come away.

Viol. O my dear love! How doest thou?

Rich. [My] sweet heart? even as thou seest.

Ped. Wheres thy Wench?

Uber. Wheres this bed worme?

Viol. Speak softly for the love of heaven.

Draw. Mistriss, get you gone, and do not entice the Gentlemen, now
you see theyr drunk, or Ill call the Watch, and lay you fast enough.

Vio. Alas, What are you? or, What do you mean?
Sweet love, Wheres the place?

Ric. Marry sweet love, een here, lye down, Ill feese [you].

Vio. Good God! What mean you?

Ped. Ill have the Wench.

Uber. If you can get her.

Sil. No, Ill lye with the Wench to night, and she shall be yours
to morrow.

Ped. Let go the Wench.

Sil. Let you go the Wench.

Viol. O Gentlemen, as you had mothers!

Uber. They had no mothers; they are the Sons of bitches.

Ric. Let that be maintaind.

Sil. Marry then.

Viol. Oh bless me heaven!

Uber. How many is there ons?

Ric. About five.

Uber. Why then lets fight three to three.

Sil. Content. [Draw and fall down.

Draw. The Watch! the watch! the watch! Where are you? [Exit.

Ric. Where are these Cowards?

Ped. Theres the W[h]ore.

Viol. I never saw a drunken man before,
But these I think are so.

Sil. Oh!

Ped. I mist you narrowly there.

Viol. My state is such, I know not how to think,
A prayer fit for me, only I could move,
That never Maiden more might be in love. [Exit.

Enter Drawer, Constable and Watch.

Watch. Where are they, Boy?

Draw. Make no such haste, Sir, they are no runners.

Ub. I am hurt, but thats all one, I shall light upon some of ye.
Pedro, thou art a tall Gentleman, let me kiss thee.

Watch. My friend.

Uber. Your friend? you lie.

Ric. Stand further off, the watch, you are full of fleas.

Con. Gentlemen, either be quiet, or we must make you quiet.

Rich. Nay, good Mr. Constable, be not so Rigorous.

Uber. Mr. Constable, lend me thy hand of Justice.

Const. That I will Sir.

Uber. Fy Mr. Constable, What golls you have! is Justice so blind
[She] cannot see to wash your hands? I cry you Mercy, Sir;
Your gloves are on.

Draw. Now you are up, Sir, Will you go to bed?

Ped. Ill truckle here, Boy, give me another pillow.

Draw. Will you stand up, and let me lay it on then?

Ped. Yes.

Draw. There hold him two of ye, now they are up, be going Mr.
Constable.

Rich. And this way, and that way, tom.

Uber. And here away, and there away, tom.

Silv. This is the right way, the others the wrong.

Ped. Th others the wrong.

All. Thou art over-long at the pot, tom, tom.

Rich. Lead valiantly, sweet Constable, whoop! ha Boyes.

Const. This Wine hunts in their heads.

Rich. Give me the bill, for Ill be the Sergeant.

Const. Look to him, Sirs.

Rich. Keep your Ranks, you Rascalls, keep your Ranks. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Mercury.

Mer. I cannot sleep for thinking of this Asses Wife, Ill be gon
presently, theres no staying here, with this Devil about me; hoe,
this is the house of sleep, hoe! again there, sfoot, the darkness,
and this love together, will make me lunatick; ho!

Enter a Servingman above unready.

Ser. Who calls there?

Mer. Pray take the pains to rise and light a candle.

Ser. Presently.

Mer. Was ever man but I in such a stocks? well, this shall be a
warning to me, and a fair one too, how I betray my self to such a
Dunce, by way of benefit.

Enter Servingman.

Ser. Did you call?

Mer. Yes, pray do me the kindness, Sir, to let me out, and not [to]
enquire why, for I must needs be gone.

Ser. Not to night, I hope, Sir,

Mer. Good Sir to night, I would not have troubled you else, pray let
it be so.

Ser. Alas, Sir, my Master will be offended.

Mer. That I have business? no I warrant ye.

Ser. Good Sir take your rest.

Mer. Pray my good friend let me appoint my own rest.

Ser. Yes, Sir.

Mer. Then shew me the way out, Ill consider you.

Ser. Good Lord, Sir.

Mer. If I had not an excellent temperd patience, now should I break
this fellows head, and make him understand twere necessary; the onely
plague of this house is the unhandsome love of servants, that neer do
their duty in the right place, but when they muster before dinner, and
sweep the Table with a wodden dagger, and then they are troublesome
too, to all mens shoulders, the Woodcocks flesht agen, now I shall
have a new stir.

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Why how now friend? What do you up so late? are you well? Do
you want any thing? pray speak.

Mer. Onely the cause I rise for.

Ant. What knaves are these? What do you want? why Sirrah?

Mer. Nothing ith World, but the keyes to let me out of dores; I
must be gon, be not against it, for you cannot stay me.

Ant. Be gon at this time? that were a merry jest.

Mer. If there be any mirth int, make you use ont, but I must go.

Ant. Why for loves sake?

Mer. Twill benefit your understanding nothing to know the cause,
pray go to bed, Ill trouble your Man only.

Ant. Nay, Sir, you have raisd more, that has reason to curse you,
and you knew all, my Wifes up, and coming down too.

Mer. Alas, it will be a trouble, pray go up to her, and let me
disturbe no more, tis unmannerly.

Enter Wife as out of her [b]ed.

Ant. Shees here already; sweet heart: How say you by this
Gentleman? he would away at midnight.

Wife. That I am sure he will not.

Mer. Indeed I must.

Mar. Good Sir let not your homely entertainment press you to leave
your bed at midnight; if you want, what my house or our town may
afford you, make it your own fault if you call not for it; pray go to
bed again; let me compel you, I am sure you have no power to deny a
Woman; the ayr is piercing, and to a body beaten with long travel,
twill prove an ill Physitian.

Mer. If she speak longer I shall be a knave, as rank as ever sweat
fort; Sir, if you will send your Wife up presently, I will either
stay with you, dye mark me, or deliver you, so just a cause, that you
your self, shall thrust me out of dores, both suddenly, and willingly.

Ant. I would fain hear that faith, pray thee go up sweet heart, I
have half perswaded him, besides, he hath some private business with
me.

Mar. Good night, Sir, and what content you would have, I wish with
you. [Exit.

Mer. Could any man that had a back ask more! O me! O me!

Ant. Now deal directly with me: Why should you go?

Mer. If you be wise do not enquire the cause, twill trouble you:

Ant. Why? prithee why?

Mer. Faith I would not have you know it, let me go, twill be far
better for you.

Ant. Whos that, that knocks there? ist not at the street door?

Ser. Yes, Sir.

Ant. Whos there, cannot you speak?

Within Vio. A poor distressed Maid, for gods sake let me in.

Mer. Let her in and me out together, tis but one labor, tis pity
she should stand ith street, it seems she knows you.

Ant. There she shall stand for me, you are ignorant; this is a
common custome of the Rogues that lie about the loose parts of the
City.

Mer. As how?

Ant. To knock at doors in dead time of night, and use some feigned
voice to raise compassion, and when the doors are open, in they rush,
and cut the throats of all, and take the booty, we cannot be too
careful.

Within Vi. As ever you had pity let me in, I am undone else.

Ant. Who are you?

Vio. My name is Viola, a Gentlewoman, that ill chance hath
distressed, you know my Father.

Mer. Alas of god well let her in, tis one of the Gentlewomen were
here ith evening, I know her by her name, (poor soul) shees cold I
warrant her, let her have my warme Bed, and Ill take her fortune;
come, pray come.

Ant. It is not Viola, thats certain, she went home to her
Fathers, I am sure.

Via. Will not you be so good to let me in?

Ant. Ill be so good to have you whipt away if you stay a little
longer: Shees gone I warrant her, now let me know your cause, for I
will hear it, and not repent the knowing.

Mer. Since you are so importunate, Ill tell you, I love your Wife
extreamly.

Ant. Very well.

Mer. And so well that I dare not stay.

Ant. Why?

Mer. For wronging you, I know I am flesh and blood, and you have
done me friendships infinite and often, that must require me honest,
and a true Man, and I will be so, or Ill break my heart.

Ant. Why, you may stay for all this, methinks.

Mer. No, though I wood be good, I am no saint, nor is it safe to try
me, I deal plainly.

Ant. Come, I dare try you, do the best you can.

Mer. You shall not, when I am right agen, Ill come and see you,
till when, Ill use all Countryes, and all means, but I will lose this
folly, tis a Divel.

Ant. Is there no way to stay you?

Mer. No, unless you will have me such a villain to you, as all men
shall spit at me.

Ant. Dos she know you love her?

Mer. No, I hope not, that were recompence fit for a Rogue to render
her.

Ant. If ever any had a faithful friend, I am that Man, and I may
glory int, this is he, that ipse, he that passes all Christendome
for goodness, he shall not over goe me in his friendship, twere
recreant and base, and Ill be hangd first, I am resolvd, go thy
wayes, a Wife [shall] never part us: I have considerd, and I find her
nothing to such a friend as thou art; Ill speak a bold world, take
your time and woe her, you have overcome me clearly, and do whats
fitting with her, you conceive me, I am glad at heart you love her: by
this light, nere stare upon me, for I will not flye from it, if you
had spoken sooner, sure you had been servd; Sir, you are not every
Man, now to your taske, I give you free leave, and the sin is mine if
there be any in it.

Mer. He will be hangd before he makes this good, he cannot be so
innocent a Coxcombe, he can tell ten sure, if I had never known you as
I have done, I might be one, as others perhaps sooner, but now tis
impossible, theres too much good between us.

Ant. Well, thou art een the best man — I can say no more, I am, so
over-joyd, you must stay this night, and in the morning go as early
as you please, I have a toy for you.

Mer. I thought this pill would make you sick.

Ant. But where you mean to be I must have notice,
And it must be hard by too, do you mark me?

Mer. Why, Whats the matter?

Ant. There is a thing in hand.

Mer. Why? What thing?

Ant. A sound one, if it take right, and you be not peevish. We two
will be — you would little think it; as famous for our friendship — 

Mer. How?

Ant. If [God] please, as ever Damon was, and Pytheas; or
Pylades and Orestes, or any two that ever were: do you conceive me
yet?

Mer. No, by my troth, Sir; he will not help me up sure.

Ant. You shall anon, and for our names, I think they shall live
after us, and be rememberd while there is a story; or [I] lose my
aime.

Mer. What a vengeance ailes he? How do you?

Ant. Yes faith, we two will be such friends, as the world shall ring
of.

Mer. And why is all this?

Ant. You shall enjoy my wife.

Mer. Away, away.

Ant. The wonder must begin, so I have cast it, twill be scurvy
else, you shall not stir a foot int, pray be quiet till I have made
it perfect.

Mer. What shall a Man do with this wretched fellow? there is no
mercy to be used towards him, he is not capable of any pitty, he will
in spight of course be a Cuckold, And who can help it? must it begin
so needs Sir? — think agen.

Ant. Yes marry must it, and I my self will woe this woman for you,
Do you perceive it now? ha?

Mer. Yes, now I have a little sight ith matter; O that thy head
should be so monstrous, that all thy Servants hats may hang upont!
but do you meane to do this?

Ant. Yes certain, I will woe her, and for you, strive not against
it, tis the overthrow of the best plot that ever was then.

Mer. Nay, Ill assure you, Sir, Ill do no harm, you have too much
about you of your own.

Ant. Have you thought of a place yet?

Mer. A place?

Ant. I a place where you will bide, prethee no more of this modesty,
tis foolish, and we were not determind to be absolute friends
indeed, twere tolerable.

Mer. I have thought, and you shall hear from me.

Ant. Why, this will gain me everlasting glory; I have the better of
him, thats my comfort, good night. [Exit.

Mer. Good night, well go thy wayes, thou art the tydiest wittall
this day I think above ground, and yet thy end for all this must be
mottly. [Exit.

Enter a Tinker with a Cord, and Dorothy.

Tink. Tis b[i]tter cold; a plague upon these Rogues, how wary they
are grown! not a door open now, but double barrd; not a Window, but
up with a case of wood like a spice box, and their locks unpickable,
the very Smiths that were half venture[r]s, drink penitent, single
Ale, this is the Iron age, the Ballad sings of; well, I shall meet
with some of our loose Linnen yet, good fellows must not starve;
heres he shall shew God a mighties dog bolts, if this hold.

Dorothy. Faith thou art but too merciful, thats thy fault, thou art
as sweet a Thief, that sin excepted, as ever sufferd, thats a proud
word, and Ill maintain it.

Tinck. Come, prethee lets shogg off, and browze an hour or two,
theres Ale will make a Cat speak, at the harrow, we shall get nothing
now, without we batter, tis grown too near morning, the Rogues sleep
sober, and are watchful.

Dorit. We want a Boy extreamly for this function, kept under for a
year, with milk, and knot-grass; in my time I have seen a boy do
wonders; Robbin the red Tinker had a Boy, Rest his Soul, he sufferd
this time 4 years, for two Spoons, and a Pewter Candlestick, that
sweet Man had a Boy, as I am Curstend Whore, would have run through a
Cat hole, he would have boulted such a piece of Linen in an evening — 

Tinck. Well, we will have a Boy, prethee lets go, I am vengeance
cold I tell thee.

Dorothy. Ill be hangd before I stir without some purchase, by
these ten bones, Ill turn she-ape, and untile a house, but Ill have
it, it may be I have a humor to be hangd, I cannot tell.

Enter Viola.

Tinck. Peace, you flead Whore, thou hast a mouth like a Bloodhound,
here comes a night-shade.

Dorit. A Gentlewoman Whore, by this darkness Ill case her to the
skin.

Tinck. Peace, I say.

Viola. What fear have I endurd this dismal night!
And what disgrace, if I were seen and known!
In which this darkness onely is my friend,
That onely has undone me; a thousand curses
Light on my easie, foolish, childish love,
That durst so lightly lay a confidence
Upon a Man, so many being false;
My weariness, and weeping, makes me sleepy, I must lie down.

Tinck. Whats this? a Prayer, or a Homily, or a Ballad of good
councel? she has a Gown, I am sure.

Dor. Knock out her brains, and then sheell neer bite.

Tinck. Yes, I will knock her, but not yet, you? woman?

Viol. For Gods sake what are you?

Tinck. One of the groomes of your wardrobe, come, uncase, uncase;
byr Lady a good Kersey.

Vio. Pray do not hurt me, Sir.

Dor. Lets have no pitty, for if you do, heres that shall cut your
whistle.

Viol. Alas, what would you have? I am as miserable as you can make
me any way.

Dor. That shall be tryd.

Vio. Here, take my Gown, if that will do you pleasure.

Tink. Yes marry will it, look in the Pockets Doll, there may be
birds.

Dor. They are flown, a pox go with them, Ill have this Hat, and
this Ruffe too, I like it, now will I flourish like a Lady, brave,
I faith boy.

Vio. Yare so gentle people to my seeming,
That by my truth I could live with you.

Tin. Could you so? a pretty young round wench, well bloudded, I am
for her, Theeves.

Dor. But by this I am not, coole your Codpiece, Rogue, or Ill clap
a spell upont, shall take your edge off with a very vengeance.

Tin. Peace, horse-flesh, peace, Ill cast off my Amazon, she has
walkd too long, and is indeed notorious, sheell fight and scould,
and drink like one of the worthies.

Dort. Uds, pretious you young contagious Whore, must you be ticing?
and, Is your flesh so wranck, Sir, that two may live upont? I am glad
to hear your Cortalls grown so lusty; he was dry founderd tother
day, wehee my pamperd Jade of Asia.

Vio. Good Woman do not hurt me, I am sorry that I have given any
cause of anger.

Dor. Either bind her quickly, and come away, or by this steel Ill
[tell], though I truss for company; now could I eate her broyld, or
any way, without Vinegar, I must have her Nose.

Vio. By any thing you love best, good Sir, good Woman.

Tin. Why her Nose, Dorothy?

Dor. If I have it not, and presently [and] warm, I lose that I go
withal.

Tin. Wood the Devil had that thou goest withall, and thee together,
for sure he got thy whelps if thou hast any, shees thy deere dad,
Whore! put up your cutpurse; an I take my switch up, twill be a black
time with you else, sheth your bung Whore.

Dor. Will you bind her? we shall stand here prating, and be hangd
both.

Tin. Come, I must bind you, not a word, no crying.

Vio. Do what you will, indeed I will not cry.

Tin. Hurt her not, if thou dost, by Ale and Beer, Ill clout thy old
bald brain pan, with a piece of Brass, you Bitch incarnate.
[Exeunt Tinker and Dorothy.

Viola. O [God], to what am I reservd, that knew not
Through all my childish hours and actions,
More sin, than poor imagination,
And too much loving of a faithless Man?
For which Im paid, and so, that not the day
That now is rising to protect the harmless,
And give the innocent a sanctuary
From theeves and spoilers, can deliver me
From shame, at least suspition — 

Enter Valerio.

Val. Sirrah, lead down the horses easily, Ill walke a foot till I
be down the hill, tis very early, I shall reach home betimes. How
now, whose there?

Vio. Night, that was ever friend to Lovers, yet
Has raisd some weary Soul, that hates his bed,
To come and see me blush, and then laugh at me.

Val. Had a rude heart that did this.

Vio. Gentle Sir,
If you have that which honest men call pitty,
And be as far from evil as you shew;
Help a poor Maid, that this night by bad fortune
Has been thus usd by Robbers.

Val. A pox upon his heart that would not help thee, this Thief was
half a Lawyer by his bands, How long have you been tyed here?

Viol. Alas, this hour, and with cold and fear am almost perisht.

Val. Where were the watch the while? good sober Gent. they were like
careful members of the City, drawing in diligent Ale, and singing
catches, while Mr. Constable contrivd the Tosts: these fellows would
be more severely punisht than wandring Gipsies, that every statute
whips; for if they had every one two eyes a piece more, three pots
would put them out.

Viol. I cannot tell, I found no Christian to give me succor.

Val. When they take a Thief, Ill take Ostend agen; the whorsons
drink Opium in their Ale, and then they sleep like tops; as for their
bills, they only serve to reach down Bacon to make Rashers on; now let
me know whom I have done this courtesie too, that I may thank my early
rising for it.

Viol. Sir, All I am, you see.

Val. You have a name Im sure, and a kindred, a Father, friend, or
something that must own you; shees a handsome young Wench; What
Rogues were these to Rob her?

Vio. Sir, you see all I dare reveale,
And as you are a Gentleman press me no further;
For there begins a grief, whose bitterness
Will break a stronger heart than I have in me,
And twill but make you heavy with the hearing,
For your own goodness sake desire it not.

Val. If you would not have me enquire that, How do you live then?

Viol. How I have livd, is still one question,
Which must not be resolvd — 
How I desire to live, is in your liking,
So worthy an opinion I have of you.

Val. Is in my liking? How I pray thee? tell me, ifaith Ill do you
any good lies in my power; she has an eye would raise a bedrid man;
come, leave your fear, and tell me, thats a good Wench.

Viol. Sir, I would serve — 

Val. Who wouldst thou serve? do not weep and tell me.

Viol. Faith, Sir, even some good woman, and such a wife if you be
married, I do imagine yours.

Val. Alas! thou art young and tender, let me see thy hand, this was
neer made to wash, or wind up water, beat cloaths, or rub a floor, by
this light, for one use that shall be nameless, tis the best wanton
hand that ere I lookt on.

Vio. Dare you accept me, Sir, my heart is honest,
Among your vertuous charitable deeds,
This will not be the least.

Val. Thou canst in a Chamber?

Vio. In a Chamber, Sir?

Val. I mean wait there upon a Gentlewoman,
How quick she is, I like that mainly too;
Ill have her, though I keep her with main strength like a besieged
Town, for I know I shall have the Enemy afore me within a week.

Viol. Sir, I can sow too, and make pretty laces,
Dress a head handsome, teach young Gentlewomen,
For in all these I have a little knowledge.

Val. Tis well, no doubt I shall encrease that knowledge; I like her
better still, how she provokes me; pritty young Maid, you shall serve
a good Gentlewoman, though I sayt, that will not be unwilling you
should please me, nor I forgetful if you do.

Viol. I am the happier.

Val. My man shall make some shift to carry you behind him, Can you
ride well?

Viola. But Ill hold fast for catching of a fall.

Val. Thats the next way to pull another on you, Ill work her as I
go, I know shees wax, now, now, at this time could I beget a Worthy
on this Wench.

Viol. Sir, for this Gentleness, may Heaven requite you tenfold.

Val. Tis a good Wench, however others use thee, be sure Ill be a
loving Master to thee, come. [Exeunt.

Enter Antonio like an Irish Footman, with a Letter.

Ant. I hope I am wild enough, for being known, I have writ a Letter
here, and in it have abusd my self most bitterly, yet all my fear is
not enough, for that must do it, that must lay it on, Ill win her out
ith flint, twill be more famous, now for my language.

Enter Servingman.

Ser. Now, Sir, Who would you speak with?

Ant. Where be thy Mastres Man? I would speak with her,
I have a Letter.

Ser. Cannot I deliver it?

Ant. No, by my trot, and fait, canst thou not Man.

Ser. Well, Sir, Ill call her to you, pray shake your ears without a
little. [Exit Servingman.

Ant. Cran a Cree do it quickly; this rebbel tonge sticks in my teeth
worse than a tough Hen, sure it was neer known at Babel, for they
sould no Apples, and this was made for certain at the first planting
of Orchards,tis so crabbed.

Enter Wife, and Servingman.

Mar. Whats he wood speak with me?

Ser. A kill kenny ring, there he stands Madam.

Mar. What would you have with me, friend?

Ant. He has a Letter for other Women, Wilt thou read it.

Mar. From whence?

Ant. De Crosse creest from my Master.

Mar. Who is your Master?

Ant. I pray do you look.

Mar. Do you know this fellow?

Ser. No Maddam, not I; more than an Irish Footman, stand further
friend, I do not like your roperunners, What stallion Rogues are
these, to weare such dowsetts, the very Cotton may commit adultery.

Mar. I cannot find whose hand this should be, Ill read, To the
beauteous wife of Don Antonio, sure this is some blind scribe — well
now, What follows?

Ant. Pray God it take, I have given her that, will stir her
conscience, how it works with her; hope, if it be thy will, let the
flesh have it.

Mar. This is the most abhord, intollerable knavery, that ever slave
entertaind, sure there is more than thine own head in this villany,
it goes like practicd mischiefe; disabled in his body? O good God, as
I live he lies fearfully, and basely, ha? I should know that Jewel,
tis my husband, come hither shat, Are you an Irish Man?

Ant. Sweete Woman a Cree I am an Irish man.

Mar. Now I know it perfectly; is this your trick, Sir? Ill trick
you for it; How long have you servd this Gentleman.

Ant. Please thee a little day, O my Mac dermond put me to my
Mastree, tis don I know.

Mar. By my faith he speaks as well as if he had been lousy for the
language a year or two; well, Sir, you had been better have kept your
own shape as I will use you, What have I done that should deserve this
tryal? I never made him Cuckold, to my knowledge, Sirrah come hither.

Ant. Now will she send some Jewel, or some Letter, I know her mind
as well; I shall be famous.

Mar. Take this Irish bawde here.

Ant. How?

Mar. And kick him till his breeches and breech be of one colour, a
bright blew both.

Ant. I may be well swingd thus, for I dare not reveale my self, I
hope she does not mean it, O hone, O hone, O St. Patricke, O a Cree,
O sweet Woman.

Mar. No, turn him, and kick him otother side, thats well.

Ant. O good waiting Man, I beseech thee good waiting man, a pox fyre
your Legs.

Mar. You Rogue, you enemy to all, but little breeches,
How darst thou come to me with such a Letter?

Ant. Prethee pitty the poor Irishman, all this makes for me, if I
win her yet, I am still more glorious.

Mar. Now could I weep at what I have done, but Ill harden my heart
agen, go shut him up, till my husband comes home, yet thus much ere
ye go, sirrah thachd head, Wouldst not thou be whipt, and think it
Justice? well Aquavitæ Barrel, I will bounce you.

Ant. I pray do, I beseech you be not angry.

Mar. O you hobby headed Rascal, Ill have you flead, and trossers
made of thy skin to tumble in, go a way with him, let him see no sun,
till my husband come home, Sir, I shall meet with you for your
knavery, I fear it not.

Ant. Wilt thou not let me go? I do not like this.

Mar. Away with him.

Servingman. Come, Ill lead you in by your Jack a lent hair, go
quietly, or Ill make your crupper crack.

Mar. And do you hear me, Sirrah? and when you have done, make my
Coach ready.

Serving. Yes forsooth. [Exit Servingman with Antonio.

Mar. Lock him up safe enough, Ill to this Gentleman, I know the
reason of all this business, for I do suspect it, If he have this
plot, Ill ring him such a peal, shall make his eares deaf for a month
at least. [Exit.

Enter Richardo.

Ric. Am I not mad? Can this weak temperd head,
That will be mad with drink, endure the wrong
That I have done a Virgin, and my Love?
Be mad, for so thou oughtst, or I will beate
The walls and trees, down with thee, and will let
Either thy memory out, or madness in;
But sure I never lovd fair Viola,
I never lovd my Father, nor my Mother,
Or any thing but drink; had I had love;
Nay, had I known so much charity,
As would have savd an Infant from the fire,
I had been naked, raving in the street;
With halfe a face, gashing my self with knives,
Two houres ere this time.

Enter Pedro, Silvio, Uberto.

Ped. Good morrow Sir.

Rich. Good morrow Gentlemen, shall we go drink agen?
I have my wits.

Ped. So have I, but they are unsetled ones, would I had some
porrige.

Rich. The Tavern boy was here this morning with me
And told me, that there was a Gentlewoman,
Which he took for a Whore, that hung on me:
For whom we quarreld, and I know not what.

Ped. I faith nor I.

Ube. I have a glimmering of some such thing.

Rich. Was it you, Silvio,
That made me drink so much? twas you or Pedro.

Ped. I know not who.

Sil. We [were] all apt enough.

Rich. But I will lay the fault on none but me,
That I would be so entreated, come Silvio,
Shall we go drink agen, come Gentlemen,
Why do you stay, lets never leave off now,
Whilst we have Wine, and Throats, Ill practise it,
Till I have made it my best quality;
For what is best for me to do but that?
For [Gods] sake come and drink; when I am namd,
Men shall make answer, Which Richardo mean you?
The excellent drinker? I will have it so,
Will you go drink?

Silv. We drunk too much too lately.

Rich. Why there is then the less behind to drink,
Lets end it all, dispatch that, weel send abroad,
And purchase all the Wine the world can yield,
And then drink it off, then take the fruits oth earth,
Distil the Juice from them, and drink that off;
Weel catch the rain before it fall to ground,
And drink off that that never more may grow;
Weel set our mouths to Springs, and drink them off,
And all this while weel never think of those
That love us best, more than we did last night.
We will not give unto the poor a drop
Of all this drink, but when we see them weep,
Weel run to them, and drink their tears off too,
Weel never leave whilst there is heat or moisture,
In this large globe, but suck it cold and dry,
Till we have made it Elemental earth,
Merely by drinking.

Ped. Ist flattery to tell you, you are mad?

Rich. If it be false,
Theres no such way to bind me to a Man;
He that will have me, lay my goods and lands,
My life down for him, need no more, but say,
Richardo thou art mad, and then all these
Are at his service, then he pleases me,
And makes me think that I had vertue in me,
That I had love, and tenderness of heart,
That though I have committed such a fault,
As never creature did, yet running mad,
As honest men should do for such a crime,
I have exprest some worth, though it be late:
But I alas have none of these in me,
But keep my wits still like a frozen Man,
That had no fire within him.

Sil. Nay, good Richardo leave this wild talk, and send a letter to
her, Ill deliver it.

Rich. Tis to no purpose; perhaps shes lost last night,
Or she got home agen, shes now so strictly
Lookd to, the wind can scarce come to her, or admit
She were her self; if she would hear from me,
From me unworthy, that have usd her thus,
She were so foolish, that she were no more
To be belovd.

Enter Andrugio and Servant with a Night-gown.

Ser. Sir, we have found this night-gown she took with her.

[An. Where?]

Rich. Where? where? speak quickly.

Ser. Searching in the Suburbs, we found a Tinker and his Whore that
had it in a Tap-house, whom we apprehended, and they confest they
stole it from her.

Rich. And murthered her?

Sil. What aile you man?

Rich. Why all this doth not make me mad.

Sil.. It does, you would not offer this else, good Pedro look to
his sword.

Ser. They do deny the killing of her, but swore they left her tyed
to a Tree, in the fields, next those Suburbs that are without our
Ladies gate, near day, and by the Rode, so that some passinger must
needs unty her quickly.

And. The will of Heaven be done! Sir, I will only entreat you this,
that as you were the greatest occasion of her loss, that you will be
pleased to urge your friends, and be your self earnest in the search
of her; if she be found, she is yours, if she please, I my self only,
see these people better examind, and after follow some way in search,
God keep you Gentlemen. [Exit.

Sil. Alas good man!

Ric. What think you now of me, I think this lump
Is nothing but a piece of fleagme congeald
Without a soul, for where theres so much spirit
As would but warm a flea, those faults of mine
Would make it glow, and flame in this dull heart,
And run like molten gold through every sin,
Till it could burst these walls, and fly away.
Shall I intreat you all to take your horses,
And search this innocent?

Ped. With all our hearts.

Ric. Do not divide your selves till you come there,
Where they say she was tyd, Ill follow too,
But never to return till she be found.
Give me my sword good Pedro, I will do
No harm, believe me, with it, I am now
Farr better temperd; if I were not so,
I have enow besides, God keep you all,
And send us good success. [Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Mercury, and Servant.

Mer. Who is it? can you tell?

Ser. By my troth, Sir, I know not, but tis a Gentlewoman.

Mer. A Gentleman, Ill lay my life, you puppy, has sent his Wife to
me: if he have, fling up the bed.

Ser. Here she is, Sir.

Enter Wife with a Letter.

Wife. I am glad I found you Sir, there, take your Letter, and keep
it till you have another friend to wrong, tis too malicious false to
make me sin, you have provoked me to be that I love not, a talker,
and you shall hear me.
Why should you dare to imagine me
So light a huswife, that from four hours knowledge
You might presume to offer to my credit
This rude and ruffian tryal, I am sure
I never courted you, nor gave you tokens,
That might concern assurance, you are a fool.

Mer. I cannot blame you now, I see this letter,
Though you be angry, yet with me you must not,
Unless youl make me guilty of a wrong,
My worst affections hate —— 

Wife. Did not you send it?

Mer. No, upon my faith, which is more, I understand it not; the hand
is as far from my knowledge, as the malice.

Wife. This is strange.

Mer. It is so, and had been stranger, and indeed more hateful,
Had I, that have receivd such courtesies, and owe so many
Thanks, done this base office.

Wife. Your name is at it.

Mer. Yes, but not my nature, and I shall hate my name worse than the
manner, for this base broking; you are wise and vertuous, remove this
fault from me; for on the love I bear to truth and goodness, this
Letter dare not name me for the author.

Wife. Now I perceive my husbands knavery, if [my] man can but find
where he has been, I will goe with this Gentleman whatsoever comes
ont: and as I mean to carry it, both he and all the World shall think
it fit, and thank me for it.

Mer. I must confess I loved you, at first, however this made me
leave your house unmannerly, that might provoke me to do something
ill, both to your honor and my faith, and not to write this Letter,
which I hold so truly wicked, that I will not think ont.

Wife. I do believe you, and since I see you are free, my words were
not meant to you, but this is not the half of my affliction.

Mer. Tis pitty you should know more vexation; may I enquire?

Wife. Faith, Sir, I fear I have lost my husband.

Mer. Your husband? it cannot be: I pitty her, how shes vext!

Enter Servant.

Wife. How now? What news? nay speak, for we must know.

Ser. Faith I have found at length, by chance, where he has been.

Wife. Where?

Ser. In a blind out-house in the Suburbs, pray God all be well with
him.

Wife. Why?

Serv. There are his cloaths, but, Whats become of him,
I cannot yet enquire.

Wife. I am glad of this; sure they have murtherd him,
What shall I do?

Mer. Be not so grieved, before you know the truth, you have time
enough to weep, this is the sodainst mischief; Did you not bring an
Officer to search there, where you say you found his cloaths.

Ser. Yes, and we searcht it, and chargd the fellow with him: but
he, like a Rogue, stubborn Rogue, made answer, he knew not where he
was; he had been there, but where he was now, he could not tell: I
tell you true, I fear him.

Wife. Are all my hopes and longings to enjoy him, After this 3 years
travel, come to this?

Ser. It is the rankest house in all the City, the most cursed roguy
Bawdy-house. Hell fire it.

Mer. This is the worst I heard yet; Will you go home? Ill bear you
company, and give you the best help I may: this being here will wrong
you.

Wife. As you are a Gentleman, and as you lovd your dead friend,
let me not go home, that will but heap one sorrow on another.

Mer. Why propose any thing and Ill performt; I am at my wits end
too.

Ser. So am I, O my dear Master!

Mer. Peace you great fool.

Wife. Then good Sir carry me to some retird place, far from the
sight of this unhappy City, whether you will indeed, so it be far
enough.

Mer. If I might Councel you, I think twere better to go home,
And try what may be done yet, he may be at home afore you, Who
can tell?

Wife. O no, I know hes dead, I know hes murderd; tell me not of
going home, you murder me too.

Mer. Well, since it pleases you to have it so, I will no more
perswade you to go home, Ill be your guide in the Countrey, as your
grief doth command me, I have a Mother dwelling from this place some
20 miles: the house though homely, yet able to shew something like a
welcome; thither Ill see you safe with all your sorrows.

Wife. With all the speed that may be thought upon; I have a Coach
here ready, good Sir quickly; Ill fit you my fine husband.

Mer. It shall be so; if this fellow be dead, I see no band of any
other Man, to tye me from my will, and I will follow her with such
careful service, that she shall either be my Love, or Wife; Will you
walk in?

Wife. I thank you, Sir, but one word with my Man, and I am ready;
keep the Irish fellow safe, as you love your life, for he I fear has
a deep hand in this, then search agen, and get out warrants for that
naughty man, that keeps the bad house, that he may answer it, if you
find the body, give it due burial; farewel. You shall hear from me,
keep all safe. [Exeunt.

Ser. O my sweet Master!

Antonio knocking within.

Ant. within. Man-a-cree, the Devil take thee, Wilt thou kill me
here? I prethee now let me goe seek my Master, I shall be very cheel
else.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Do you hear man-a-cree, Ill cree your coxcombe, and you keep
not still, down you rogue.

Ant. Good sweet fact serving-man, let me out I beseech de, and by my
trot I will give dye Worship 2 shillings in good argott, to buy dy
Worship pippines.

Ser. This rogue thinks all the worth of man consists in Peepins; by
this light Ill beat rebellion out of you for ever.

Ant. Wilt thou not hear me Man? is fet; Ill give thee all I have
about me.

Ser. I thank you, Sir, so I may have picking work.

Ant. Here is five shillings Man.

Serv. Here is a cudgel, a very good one.

Enter two Serving-men.

2. Ser. How now, Whats the matter? Wheres the Irishman.

1. Ser. There, a wyth take him, he makes more noise alone there,
than ten Lawyers can do with double, and a scurvy Case.

2. Ser. Let him out, I must talk with him.

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Wilt thou give me some drink, O hone? I am very dry Man.

2 Ser. You shall have that shall quench your thirst, my friend.

Ant. Fate dost thou mean man.

2 Ser. Even a good tough halter.

Ant. A halter? O hone!

2 Ser. Sirrah, you are a mischievous Rogue, thats the truth.

Ant. No, fet I am not.

1 Ser. Shall I knock out his brains? I have killd dogs have been
worth three of him for all uses.

2 Ser. Sirrah, the truth ont is, you must with me to a Justice.
O Roger, Roger.

1 Ser. Why, whats the matter William?

2 Ser. Heavy news Roger, heavy newes; god comfort us.

1 Ser. What ist Man?

Ant. Whats the matter now? I am een weary of this way, would I
were out ont.

1 Ser. My Master sure is murderd, Roger, and this cursed rogue
I fear, has had a hand int.

Ant. No fet not.

1 Ser. Stand away, Ill kickt out of him: come, sirrha, mount, Ill
make you dance, you Rascal, kill my Master? If thy breech were cannon
proof, having this good cause on my side, I would encounter it; hold
fair, Shamrocke.

Ant. Why how now Sirs? you will not murder me indeed.

2 Ser. Bless us Roger!

Ant. Nay, I am no spirit.

2 Ser. How do you Sir, this is my very Master.

Ant. Why well enough yet, but you have a heavy foot of your own;
Wheres my Wife.

1 Ser. Alas poor sorrowful Gentlewoman, she thinks you are dead, and
has given ore house-keeping.

Ant. Whether is she gone then?

1 Ser. Into the Countrey with the Gentleman your Friend Sir, to see
if she can wear her sorrows out there; she weeps and takes on too
too — 

Ant. This falls out pat; I shall be everlasting for a name: Doe you
hear? upon your lives and faiths to me, not one word I am living, but
let the same report pass along, that I am murtherd still; I am made
for ever.

1 Ser. Why Sir?

Ant. I have a Cause Sir, thats enough for you; well, if I be not
famous, I am wrongd much; for any thing I know I will not trouble
him this week at least, no, let them take their way one of another.

1 Ser. Sir, Will you be still an Irish-man?

Ant. Yes a while.

2 Ser. But your Worship will be beaten no more?

Ant. No, I thank you William.

1 Ser. In truth, Sir, if it must be so, Ill do it better than a
stranger.

Ant. Goe, you are Knaves both, but I forgive you, I am almost mad
with the apprehension of what I shall be, not a word I charge you.
[Exeunt.

Enter Valerio, and Viola.

Val. Come, pretty soul, we now are near our home,
And whilst our horses are walkt down the hill,
Let thou and I walke here over this Close:
The foot-way is more pleasant, tis a time
My pretty one, not to be wept away,
For every living thing is full of love;
Art not thou so too? ha?

Vio. Nay, there are living things empty of love,
Or I had not been here, but for my self,
Alas, I have too much.

Val. It cannot be, that so much beauty, so much youth and grace
should have too much of love.

Vio. Pray what is love? for I am full of that I do not know.

Val. Why, love fair Maid is an extream desire,
Thats not to be examind, but fulfilld,
To ask the reason why thou art in love,
Or what might be the noblest end in love,
Would overthrow that kindly rising warmth,
That many times slides gently or the heart,
Twould make thee grave and staid, thy thoughts would be,
Like a thrice married Widow, full of ends,
And void of all compassion, and to fright thee
From such enquiry, whereas thou art now
Living in ignorance, mild, fresh, and sweet,
And but sixteen; the knowing what love is,
Would make thee six and forty.

Vio. Would it would make me nothing, I have heard
Scholars affirm, the worlds upheld by Love,
But I believe, women maintain all this,
For theres no love in men.

Val. Yes, in some men.

Vio. I know them not.

Val. Why, there is love in me.

Vio. Theres charity I am sure towards me.

Val. And love; which I will now express, my pretty maid,
I dare not bring thee home, my wife is foul,
And therefore envious, she is very old,
And therefore jealous: thou art fair and young.
A subject fit for her unlucky vices
No work upon, she never will endure thee.

Via. She may endure
If she be ought, but Devil, all the friendship
That I will hold with you; can she endure
I should be thankful to you? may I pray
For you and her, will she be brought to think.
That all the honest industry I have,
Deserves brown bread? if this may be endurd
Shell pick a quarrel with a sleeping child,
Er she fall out with me.

Val. But trust me, she does hate all handsomness.

Vio. How fell you in love with such a creature?

Val. I never lovd her.

Vio. And yet married her?

Val. She was a rich one.

Vio. And you swore I warrant you, she was a fair one then too.

Val. Or believe me, I think I had not had her.

Vio. Are you men all such? woud you woud wall us in a place
Where all we women that are innocent,
Might live together.

Val. Do not weep at this,
Although I dare not for some weighty reason
Displease my Wife, yet I forget not thee.

Vio. What will you do with me?

Val. Thou shalt be placd
At my mans house, and have such food and raiment
As can be bought with money: these white hands
Shall never learn to work, but they shall play
As thou sayst they were wont, teaching the strings
To move in order, or what else thou wilt.

Vio. I thank you, Sir, but pray you cloath me poorly,
And let my labor get me means to live.

Val. But fair one, you, I know do so much hate
A foul ingratitude, you will not look
I should do this for nothing.

Vio. I will work as much out as I can, and take as little,
That you shall have as duely paid to you
As ever servant did.

Vol. But give me now a trial ont, I may believe
We are alone, shew me how thou wilt kiss
And hug me hard, when I have stolen away
From my too clamorous wife that watches me,
To spend a blessed hour or t[w]o with thee.

Vio. Is this the love you mean? you would have that
Is not in me to give, you would have lust.

Val. Not to dissemble, or to mince the word,
Tis Lust I wish indeed.

Vio. And by my troth I have it not: for heavens sake use
me kindly.
Though I be good, and shew perhaps a monster,
As this world goes.

Val. I do
But speak to thee, thy answers are thy own,
I compel none, but if [thou] refuse this motion,
Thou art not then for me, alas good soul;
What profit can thy work bring me?

Vio. But I fear, I pray goe, for lust they say, will grow
Outragious, being denid, I give you thanks
For all your courtesies, and theres a Jewel
Thats worth the taking, that I did preserve
Safe from the robbers, pray you leave me here
Just as you found me, a poor innocent,
And Heaven will bless you for it.

Val. Pretty maid, I am no Robber, nor no Ravisher,
I pray thee keep thy Jewel, I have done
No wrong to thee, though thou beest virtuous
And in extremity, I do not know,
That I am bound to keep thee.

Vio. No Sir, for gods sake, if you know an honest man in all these
Countreys, give me some directions to find him out.

Val. More honest than my self, good sooth I do not know; I would
have lain with thee, with thy consent, and who would not in all these
parts, is past my memory, I am sorry for thee, farewel gentle maid,
God keep thee safe. [Exit.

Vio. I thank you Sir, and you;
Woman they say, was only made of man,
Methinks tis strange they should be so unlike,
It may be all the best was cut away
To make the woman, and the naught was left
Behind with him, Ill sit me down and weep,
All things have cast me from em but the earth;
The evening comes, and every little flower
Droops now, as well as I.

Enter two Milk-maids with pails.

Nan. Good Madge lets rest a little, by my troth I am weary, this
new pail is a plaguy heavy one, would Tom were hangd for choosing
it, tis the untowardst fool in a Countrey.

Madg. With all my heart, and I thank you too, Nan.

Vio. What true contented happiness dwels here,
More than in Cities! woud to God my Father
Had livd like one of these, and bred me up
To milk: and do as they do: methinks
Tis a life that I woud choose, if I were now
To tell my time agen, above a Princes; maids, for charity
Give a poor wench one draught of Milk,
That weariness and hunger have nigh famishd.

Nan. If I had but one Cows Milk in all the world, you should have
some ont; there, drink more, the Cheese shall pay for it, alas poor
heart, shes drie.

Madge. Do you dwell here abouts?

Vio. No, would I did.

Nan. Madge, if she does not looke like my cosin Sue oth Moor
lane, as one thing can look like another — 

Madge. Nay, Sue has a hazle eye, I know Sue well, and by your
leave, not so trim a body neither, this is a feat bodied thing I tell
you.

Nan. She laces close by the mass I warrant you, and so does Sue
too.

Vio. I thank you for your gentleness, fair maids.

Nan. Drink agen pray thee.

Vio. I am satisfied, and heaven reward thee fort, yet thus far I
will compell you to accept these trifles, toys only that express my
thanks, for greater worth, Im sure they have not in them; indeed you
shall, I found em as I came.

Nan. Madge, look you here Madge.

Madg. Nay, I have as fine a one as you, mines all gold, and
painted, and a precious stone int; I warrant it cost a crown wench.

Nan. But mine is the most sumptuous one, that er I saw.

Vio. One favour you must do me more, for you are well acquainted
here.

Nan. Uds me, our Dorothy went away but last week, and I know my
mistriss wants a maid, and why may she not be placd there? this is a
likely wench, I tell you truly, and a good wench I warrant her.

Madg. And tis a hard case if we that have servd four years apiece,
cannot bring in one servant, we will prefer her; hark you sister, pray
whats your name.

Vio. Melvia.

Nan. A feat name ifaith; and can you milk a cow? and make a
merry-bush? thats nothing.

Vio. I shall learn quickly.

Nan. But be sure to keep the men out, they will mar all that you
make else, I know that by my self; for I have been So touzd among em
in my days, come you shall een home with us, and be our fellow, our
house is so honest, and we serve a very good woman, and a Gentlewoman,
and we live as merrily, and dance a good daies after even-song: our
Wake shall be on Sunday; do you know what a Wake is? we have mighty
cheer then, and such a coil, twould bless ye; you must not be so
bashful, youll spoil all.

Madg. Lets home for Gods sake, my Mistriss thinks by this time we
are lost, come, well have a care of you, I warrant you; but you must
tell my Mistress where you were born, and every thing that belongs to
you, and the strangest things you can devise, for she loves those
extreamly, tis no matter whether they be true or no, shes not so
scrupulous; you must be our Sister, and love us best, and tell us
every thing, and when cold weather comes, well lye together, will
you do this?

Vio. Yes.

Nan. Then home again o gods name, can you go apace.

Vio. I warrant you. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Pedro and Uberto, severally.

Ped. How now, any good news yet?

Silvio. Faith not any yet.

Ped. This comes o tipling; would twere treason andt pleas[d]
God, to drink more than three draughts at a meal.

Sil. When did you see Richardo?

Ped. I crost him twice to day.

Sil. You have heard of a young wench that was seen last [night].

Ped. Yes.

Sil. Has Richard heard of this?

Ped. Yes, and I think hes ridden after, farewel, Ill have another
round.

Sil. If you hear any thing, pray spare no horse-flesh,
Ill do the like.

Ped. Do. [Exeunt.

Enter Richardo and Valerio.

Rich. Sir, I did think twas you by all descriptions.

Val. Tis so,
I took her up indeed, the manner how
You have heard already, and what she had about her,
As Jewels, Gold, and other trifling things:
And what my end was, which because she slighted,
I left her there ith fields.

Rich. Left ith fields? could any but a Rogue
That had despisd humanity and goodness,
[God,] law and credit; and had set himself
To lose his noblest part, and be a beast,
Have left so innocent unmatchd a virtue,
To the rude mercy of a wilderness?

Val. Sir, if you come to rail, pray quit my house,
I do not use to have such language given
Within my doors to me; for your wench,
You may go seek her with more patience,
Shes tame enough, I warrant you.

Rich. Pray forgive me.
I do confess my much forgetfulness;
And weigh my words no farther, I beseech you,
Then a mere madness, for such a grief has seizd me
So strong and deadly, as a punishment,
And a just one too,
That tis a greater wonder I am living,
Than any thing I utter; yet let me tell you thus much,
Twas a fault for leaving her
So in the fields.

Val. Sir, I will think so now, and credit me,
You have so wrought me with your grief, that I
Do both forgive and pity you:
And if youll please to take a bed this night here;
To morrow Ill bring you where I left her.

Rich. I thank you, [no,] shall I be so unworthy:
To think upon a bed, or ease, or comfort,
And have my heart stray from me, God knows where,
Cold and forsaken, destitute of friends,
And all good comforts else, unless some tree
Whose speechless charity must better ours,
With which the bitter east winds made their sport
And sung through hourly, hath invited her
To keep off half a day? shall she be thus,
And I draw in soft slumbers? God forbid.
No, night and bitter coldness, I provoke thee,
And all the dews that hang upon thy locks,
Showrs, Hails, Snows, Frosts, and two edged Winds that prime
The maiden blossoms, I provoke you all,
And dare expose this body to your sharpness,
Till I be made a Land-mark.

Val. Will you then stay and eat with me?

Rich. Yare angry with me, I know yare angry,
You would not bid me eat else; my poor Mistriss,
For ought I know thourt famishd, for what else
Can the fields yield thee, and the stubborn season,
That yet holds in the fruit? good gentle Sir,
Think not ill manners in me for denying
Your offerd meat, for sure I cannot eat
While I do think she wants; well Im a rascal;
A villain, slave, that only was begotten,
To murder women, and of them the best.

Val. This is a strange affliction.
If youll accept no greater courtesie, yet drink Sir.

Ric. Now I am sure you hate me, and you knew
What kind of man I am, as indeed tis fit,
That every man should know me to avoid me.
If you have peace within you, Sir, or goodness
Name that abhord word - Drink, no more unto me,
You had safer strike me.
I pray you do not, if you love me do not.

Val. Sir, I mean no ill by it.

Ric. It may be so,
Nor let me see
None Sir, if you love heaven;
You know not what offence it is unto me,
Nor good now do not ask me why:
And I warn you once again, let no man else speak oft,
I fear your servants will be prating to me.

Val. Why Sir, what ail you?

Rich. I hate drink, theres the end ont,
And that man that drinks with meat is damnd
Without an age of prayers and repentance,
And theres a hazard too; good Sir, no more
If you will do me a free courtesie;
That I shall know for one: go take your horse,
And bring me to the place where you left her:

Val. Since you are so impo[r]tunate, I will;
But I will wish Sir, you had staid to night
Upon my credit you shall see no drink.

Rich. Be gone, the hearing of it makes me giddy,
Sir, will you be intreated to forbear it,
I shall be mad else.

Val. I pray no more of that, I am quiet,
Ill but walk in, and away straight.

Rich. Now I thank you,
But what you do, do in a twinkling, Sir.

Val. As soon as may be. [Exit.

Enter Mother, Viola, and two Milk-maids.

Moth. Is this the wench you have brought me? some catch I warrant.
How daringly she looks upon the matter!

Madge. Yes forsooth, this is the maiden.

Moth. Come hither, woud you serve?

Vio. If it shall please you to accept my service, I hope I shall do
something that shall like you, though it be but truth, and often
praying for you.

Moth. You are very curious of your hand methinks,
You preserve it so with gloves, let me see it;
I marry, heres a hand of march-pane, wenches,
This pretty palme never knew sorrow yet;
How soft it is I warrant you, and supple:
O my word, this is fitter for a pocket to filch withal
Than to [work], I fear me little one,
You are no better than you should be; goe to.

Vio. My Conscience yet is but one witness to me,
And that heaven knows, is of mine innocence,
Tis true, I must confess with shame enough,
The time that I have led, yet never taught me
What twas to break a sleep, or to be weary.

Moth. You can say well: if you be mine, wench, you must doe well
too, for words are but slow workers, yet so much hope I have of you,
that Ill take you, so youll be diligent, and do your duty: how now?

Enter Alexander.

Alex. There is a messenger come from your son,
That brings you word he is returnd from travel,
And will be here this night.

Moth. Now joy upon thee for it, thou art ever
A bringer of good tidings, there, drink that:
In troth thou hast much contented me, my Son!
Lord how thou hast pleasd me, shall I see my Son
Yet er I dye? take care my house be handsome,
And the new stools set out, and boughs and rushes,
And flowers for the window, and the Turky Carpet,
And the great parcel Salt, Nan, with the Cruets,
And prethee Alexander goe to the Cook,
And bid him spare for nothing, my sons come home,
Whos come with him?

Alex. I hear of none yet, but a Gentlewoman.

Moth. A Gentlewoman? what Gentlewoman?

Alex. I know not, but such a one there is, he says.

Moth. Pray God he have not cast away himself
Upon some snout-fair piece, I do not like it.

Alex. No sure, my Master has more discretion.

Moth. [Well,] be it how it will, he shall be welcome.
Sirs to your tasks, and shew this little novice
How to bestir her self, Ill sort out things. [Exit.

Madge. We will forsooth, I can tell you, my Mistriss is a stirring
woman.

Nan. Lord how shell talk sometimes! tis the maddest cricket — 

Vio. Methinks she talks well, and shews a great deal of good
huswivery, pray let me deck the chambers, shall I?

Nan. Yes, you shall, but do not scorn to be advisd, Sister, for
there belongs more to that, than you are aware on; why [w]ould you
venture so fondly upon the strowings? theres mighty matters in them
Ill assure you, and in the spreading of a bough-pot, you may miss, if
you were ten years elder, if you take not a special care before you.

Vio. I will learn willingly, if that be all.

Nan. Sirrah where ist they say my young Master hath been?

Madg. Faith I know not, beyond the Sea, where they are born without
noses.

Nan. [Jesse blesse] us! without noses? how do they do for
handkerchiefs?

Madg. So Richard says, and sirrah, their feet stand in their
foreheads.

Nan. Thats fine by my troth, these men have pestilent running heads
then; do they speak as we do?

Mag. No, they never speak.

Nan. Are they cursend?

Mag. No, they call them Infidels, I know not what they are.

Nan. Sirrah, we shall have fine courting now my young master is come
home, were you never courted Sister?

Vio. Alas, I know it not.

Mag. What is that courting, sirrah?

Nan. I can tell, for I was once courted in the matted chamber, you
know the party Madge, faith he courted finely.

Madg. Pray thee what ist?

Na[n]. Faith, nothing but he was somewhat figent with me, faith tis
fine sport, this courting.

Alex. within. Where be the Maids there?

Madg. We shall be hangd anon, away good wenches, and have a care
you dight things handsomly, I will look over you. [Exeunt.

Enter Mercury and Maria.

Mer. If your sorrow will give you so far leave, pray think your self
most welcome to this place, for so upon my life you are, and for your
own fair sake, take truce awhile with these immoderate mournings.

Wife. I thank you Sir, I shall doe what I may;
Pray lead me to a chamber.

Enter Mother and Alexander.

Mer. Presently,
Before your blessing Mother, I intreat ye
To know this Gentlewoman, and bid her welcome,
The virtuous wife of him that was my self
In all my travels.

Moth. Indeed she is most welcome, so are you son [kneel.
Now all my blessing on thee; thou hast made me
Younger by 20 years, than I was yesterday,
Will you walk in? what ails this Gentlewoman?
Alas, I fear she is not well, good Gen[t]lewoman.

Mer. You fear right.

Moth. She has fasted over long,
You shall have supper presently oth board.

Mer. She will not eat; I can assure you Mother,
For Gods sake let your Maid conduct her up
Into some fair becoming Chamber
Fit for a woman of her Being, and
As soon as may be,
I know shes very ill, and woud have rest.

Moth. There is one ready for her, the blew chamber.

Mer. Tis well, Ill lead you to your chamber door
And there Ill leave you to your quiet, Mistriss.

Wife. I thank you, Sir, good rest to every one,
Youll see me once again to night, I hope. [Exit.

Mer. When you shall please, Ill wait upon you, Lady.

Moth. Where are these maids, attend upon the Gentlewoman, and see
she want no good thing in the house? goodnight with all my heart
forsooth, good Lord how you are grown, is he not Alexander?

Alex. Yes truly, hes shot up finely, God be thanked.

Mer. An ill weed, Mother, will do so.

Alex. You say true, Sir, an ill weed grows apace.

Mer. Alexander the sharp, you take [me] very quickly.

Moth. Nay, I can tell you, Alexander will do it, do you read
madcap still?

Alex. Sometimes forsooth.

Moth. But faith Son, what Countreys have you travelld?

Mer. Why many, Mother, as they lay before me, France, Spain,
Italy and Germany, and other Provinces that I am sure, you are not
betterd by, when you hear of them.

Moth. And can you these tongues perfectly?

Mer. Of some a little, Mother.

Moth. Pray spout some French Son.

Mer. You understand it not, and to your ears twill goe like an
unshod cart upon the stones, only a rough unhandsome sound.

Moth. [Faith] I would fain hear some French.

Alex. Good Sir, speak some French to my Mistriss.

Mer. At your intreaty Alexander, I will, who shall I speak to?

Alex. If your worship will do me the favour Sir, to me.

Mer. Mounseir, Poultron, Coukew, Cullione, Besay, Man
cur.

Alex. Awe Mounseir.

Moth. Ha, ha, ha, this fine indeed, gods blessing on thy heart Son,
by my troth thou art grown a proper Gentleman, cullen and pullen,
good god what [saucey] words they use beyond the seas, ha, ha, ha!

Alex. Did not [you sweare] right.

Mer. Yes good Alexander, if you had done so too,
But good Mother, I am very hungry, and have rid far to day, and am
fasting.

Moth. You shall have your supper presently, my sweet Son.

Mer. As soon as you please, which once ended,
Ill go and visit yo[n] sick Gentlewoman.

Moth. Come then. [Exeunt.

Enter Antonio like a Post, with a Letter.

Ant. I have ridden like a fury, to make up this work, and I will do
it bravely, er I leave it; this is the house I am sure.

Enter Alexander.

Alex. Who woud you speak with, Sir?

Ant. Marry Sir, I would speak with a Gentlewoman, came this night
late here from the City, I have some Letters of importance to her,
I am a Post Sir, and would be dispa[t]chd in haste.

Alex. Sir, cannot I deliver em? for the truth is, shes ill, and
in her chamber.

Ant. Pray pardon me, I must needs speak with her, my business is so
weighty.

Alex. Ill tell her so, and bring you present word.

Ant. Pray do so, and Ill attend her, pray god the grief of my
imagined death, spoil not what I intend, I hope it will not.

Alex. Though she be very ill, and desires no trouble,
Yet if your business be so urgent, you may come up and speak with her.

Ant. I thank you Sir, I follow you. [Exit Alex.

Enter Wife.

Wife. What should this fellow be ith name of Heaven, that comes
with such post business? sure my Husband hath reveald himself, and in
this haste sent after me, are you the Post my friend?

Enter Anto[n]io.

Ant. Yes forsooth Mistriss.

Wife. What good news hast thou brought me gentle Post?
For I have woe and grief too much already.

Ant. I would you had less, Mistriss, I could wish it, beshrew my
heart she moves me cruelly.

Wife. Have I found you once more Jugler? well Jewel, thou hast only
virtue in thee, of all I read of yet; what ears has this ass to betray
him with? well, whats your business then?

Ant. I have brought a Letter from your servant, Mistriss, in haste.

Wife. Pray give it me, I hope the best still.

Ant. This is the upshot, and I know I have hit it,
Well, if the spirits of the dead do walk, I shall
Hear more of this one hundred years hence.

Wife. By any means you must have special care, for now the City is
possest for certain, my Master is made away, which for ought I know is
[a] truth indeed; good Mistriss leave your grief, and see your danger,
and let that wise and noble Gentleman with whom you are, be your right
hand in all things.

Ant. Now do I know I have the better ont, by the languishing of her
eye at this near instant, tis still simming in her blood, in coyning
somewhat to turn Mercury, I know it.

Wife. He is my Husband, and tis reasonable he should command in all
things, since he will be an ass against the hair, at his own peril be
it, in the morn you shall have a pacquet, till when, I must intreat
you stay, you shall not lose by it.

Ant. I do not doubt it, Mistriss; Ill leave you to your rest, and
wait your pleasure.

Wife. Do, and seek out the Gentleman of the house, bid him come to
me presently.

Ant. Who, Mr. Mercury?

Wife. Do you know him, Post?

Ant. Only by sight forsooth, now I remember your servant willd me
to let you know he is the only man, you [and] your fortunes, are now
to rest upon.

Wife. Prethee no more, I know all this already.

Ant. Ill take my leave now, I am made for ever. [Exit.

Wife. Good night, I am provided for you, my fine youth. [Exit.

Enter Mother, beating Viola, Alexander with a broken Glass.

Mother. Ill make thee have more care.

Viola. Good Mistriss pardon me.

Moth. Thoult ner be good I warrant thee, can your fine fingers
hold no faster?

Viola. Indeed it was against my will.

Moth. Alexander, lets see the glass, as I am true kirsome woman,
it is one of the chrystal glasses my Cosin sent me, and the baggage
hath broke it where it cannot be mended, Alexander, can Humphrey
mend this think you?

Alex. No truly, this will neer be mended.

Vio. Truly I meant but to wash it for the Gentlewoman that is sick
above, and shaking out the water, knockt it against the pail side.

Moth. Did you so? be sure Ill stop it, twill make a good gap in
your quarters wages, I can tell you.

Viola. I pray forgive me, and let me have no wages this first
quarter.

Moth. Go whimling, and fetch two or three grating loaves out of the
Kitching, to make Ginger-bread of, tis such an untoward thing.
[Exit Viola.

Alex. Shes somewhat simple indeed, she knew not what a kimnel was,
she wants good nurture mightily.

Moth. My Son tells me, Alexander, that this young widow means to
sojourn here, she offers largely for her board, I may offer her good
cheer, prethee make a step ith morning down to the Parsonage for
some Pigeons; what are you mad there? what noise is that? are you at
bowls within? why do you whine?

Enter Viola weeping.

Vio. I have done another fault, I beseech you sweet Mistriss forgive
me.

Moth. Whats the matter?

Vio. As I was reaching for the bread that lay upon the shelf, I have
thrown down the mincd meat, that should have made the pies to morrow.

Moth. Get thee out of my house, thou filthy destroying Harlot, thou,
Ill not keep thee an hour longer.

Vio. Good Mistriss, beat me rather for my fault, as much as it
deserves, I do not know whither to go.

Moth. No I warrant thee, out of my doors.

Vio. Indeed Ill mend, I pray speak you for me.

Alex. If thou hadst hurld down any thing but the Pie-meat, I would
have spoke for thee, but I cannot find in my heart now.

Moth. Art thou here yet? I think I must have an Officer to thrust
thee out of my doors, must I?

Vio. Why, you may stop this in my wages too,
For Gods sake do, Ill find my self this year;
And let me stay.

Mer. Thout spoil ten times as much, Ill cudgel thee out of my
doors.

Vio. I am assurd you are more merciful,
Than thus to beat me and discharge me too.

Moth. Dost thou dispute with me, Alexander carry the prating
hilding forth.

Vio. Good Mistriss hear me, I have here a Jewel,
My Mother left me, and tis something worth:
Receive it, and when all my faults together
Come to the worth of that, then turn me forth,
Till then I pray you keep me.

Moth. What giggombob have we here? pray god you have not pilfred
this somewhere, thart such a puling thing, wipe your eyes, and rise,
go your ways, Alexander, bid the Cook mince some more meat, come,
and get you to bed quickly, that you may up betime ith morning a
milking, or you and I shall fall out worse yet.
[Exit Moth, and Alex.

Vio. She has hurt my arm; I am afraid she is a very angry woman, but
bless him heaven that did me the most wrong, I am afraid Antonios
wife should see me, she will know me.

Mother within. Melvia.

Vio. I am coming, shes not angry agen I hope. [Exit.

Enter Mercury.

Mer. Now what am I the better for enjoying
This woman that I lovd so? all I find,
That I before imagined to be happy:
Now I have done, it turns to nothing else
But a poor pitied, and a base repentance,
Udsfoot, I am monstrous angry with my self:
Why should a man that has discourse and reason,
And knows how near he loses all in these things,
Covet to have his wishes satisfied;
Which when they are, are nothing but the shame
I do begin to loath this woman strangely,
And I think justly too, that durst adventure,
Flinging away her modesty to take
A stranger to her bed, her Husbands body
Being scarce cold in the earth for her content,
It was no more to take my senses with
Than if I had an idle dream in sleep
Yet I have made her promises: which grieves me,
And I must keep em too, I think she hunts me:
The devil cannot keep these women off,
When they are fletched once.

Enter Wife in night attire.

Wife. To bed for gods sake Sir, why do you stay here?
Some are up ith house, I heard the wife,
Good dear sweet-heart to bed.

Mer. Why, I am going! why do you follow me?
You would not have it known I hope, pray get you
Back to your chamber, the doors hard by for me,
Let me alone, I warrant you this it is
To thresh well, I have got a customer,
Will you go to bed?

Wife. Will you?

Mer. Yes, I am going.

Wife. Then remember your promise you made to marry me.

Mer. I will, but it was your fault, that it came
To this pinch now, that it must need remembrance:
For out of honesty I offerd you
To marry you first, why did you slack that offer?

Wife. Alas I told you the inconvenience of it,
And what wrong it would appear to the world
If I had married [you] in such post-haste
After his death: beside, the foolish people
Would have been bold to have thought we had lain together
in his time, and like enough imagind
We two had murtherd him.

Mer. I love her tongue yet,
If I were a Saint
A gilded Saint, and such a thing as this
Should prate thus wittily and feelingly
Unto my Holiness, I cannot tell,
But I fear shrewdly I should do something
That would quite scratch me out oth Kalender,
And if I stay longer talking with her,
Though I am mad at what I have done already,
Yet I shall forget my self again;
I feel the Devil
Ready to hold my stirrop; pray to bed, good night.

Wife. This kiss, good night sweet Love,
And peace goe with thee: thou hast provd thy self
The honestest man that ever was enticd
To that sweet sin as people please to call it,
Of lying with anothers wife, and I,
I think the honestest woman without blushing,
That ever lay with another man, I sent my Husband
Into a Cellar, post, fearing, and justly
He should have known him, which I did not purpose
Till I had had my end.
Well, now this plot is perfect, let him brag ont. [Exit.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Justice and Curio with a Paper.

Just. Birlady Sir, you have rid hard that you have.

Cur. They that have business, must do so, I take it.

Just. You say true, when set you out my friend?

Cur. About ten a clock, and I have rid all night.

Just. By the mass you are tough indeed, I have seen the day, I would
have rid too with the proudest of them, and fling dirt in their faces,
and I have dont with this foolish boy, Sir, many a time; but what can
last always? tis done, tis done now, Sir, age, care, and office,
brings us to our footcloaths, the more the pity.

Curio. I believe that, Sir, but will it please you to read the
business?

Just. My friend, I can read, and I can tell you when.

Cur. Would I could too Sir, for my haste requires it.

Just. Whence comes it do you say?

Cur. Sir from the City.

Just. Oh from the City, tis a reverent place.

Curio. And his justice be as short as his memory,
A Dudgion Dagger will serve him to mow down sin withal,
What clod-pole Commissioner is this?

Just. And by my faith, governd by worthy members,
Discreet and upright.

Cur. Sir, they are beholding to you, you have given some of them a
commendations, they were not worthy of this twenty years.

Just. Go to, go to, you have a merry meaning, I have found you Sir,
i faith, you are a wag, away, fie now Ill read Your Letter.

Cur. Pray do Sir; what a misery tis
To have an urgent business wait the Justice
Of such an old Tuff-taffata that knows not,
Nor can be brought to understand more sence,
Than how to restore supprest Alehouses,
And have his man compound small trespasses,
For ten groats.

Just. Sir, it seems here your business is of a deeper circumstance
than I conceivd it for; what do you mean, Sir?

Cur. Tis for mine own ease Ill assure your Worship.

Just. It shall not be i faith friend, here I have it,
That one Antonio a Gentleman, I take it so,
Yes, it is so, a Gentleman is lately thought to
Have been made away, and by my faith, upon a
Pearls ground too, if you consider; well, theres
Knavery int, I see that without spectacles.

Cur. Sure this fellow deals in revelation, hes so hidden,
Goe thy ways, thou wilt stick a bench spit as formally,
And shew thy Agot, and hatchd chain
As well as the best of them.

Just. And now I have considerd, I believe it.

Cur. What Sir?

Just. That he was murdered.

Cur. Did you know him?

Just. No.

Cur. Nor how it is supposd.

Just. No, nor I care not two-pence, those are toys and yet I verily
believe he was murdered, as sure as I believe thou art a man, I never
faild in these things yet, ware a man thats beaten to these
matters, experience is a certain conceald thing that fails not: pray
let me ask you one thing, why do you come to me?

Cur. Because the Letter is addrest to you, being the nearest
Justice.

Just. The nearest? is that all?

Cur. I think it be Sir, I would be loth you should be the wisest.

Just. Well Sir, as it is, I will endeavour in it; yet if it had come
to me by name, I know not, but I think it had been as soon dispatcht
as by another, and with as round a wisdom, I, and as happily, but
thats all one: I have born this place this thirty years, and upwards,
and with sufficient credit, and they may when they please, know me
better; to the nearest? well.

Cur. Sir, it is not my fault, for had I known you sooner — 

Just. I thank you Sir, I know it.

Cur. Ill be sworn you should have plaid for [any] business now.

Just. And further, they have specified unto me, his Wife is sorely
suspected in this matter, as a main cause.

Cur. I think she be Sir, for no other cause can be yet found.

Just. And one Mercury a traveller, with whom they say directly she
is run away, and as they think this way.

Cur. I knew all this before.

Just. Well Sir, this Mercury I know, and his breeding, a neighbors
child hard by, you have been happy, Sir, in coming hither.

Cur. Then you know where to have him, Sir?

Just. I do Sir, he dwells near me.

Cur. I doubt your Worship dwels near a knave then.

Just. I think so; pray put on: but tis a wonder
To see how graceless people are now given,
And how base virtue is accounted with them
That should be all in all, as says a wise man.

I tell you Sir, and it is true, that there have been such murthers,
and of late days, as twould make your very heart bleed in you, and
some of them as I shall be enabled, I will tell you, it fell out of
late days.

Cur. It may be so, but will it please you to proceed in this?

Just. An honest Weaver, and as good a workman, as eer shot shuttle,
and as close: but every man must dye; this honest Weaver being a
little mellow in his Ale, that was the evidence verbatim, Sir, God
bless the mark, sprung his neck just in this place: well Jarvis,
thou hadst wrongs, and if I live some of the best shall sweat fort,
then a wench — 

Cur. But Sir, you have forgot my business.

Just. A sober pretty maid about 17, they say, certainly, howsoever
tis shuffled, she burst her self, and fondly, if it be so, with
Furmety at a Churching, but I think the Devil had another agent int:
either of which, if I can catch, shall stretch fort.

Cur. This is a mad Justice that will hang the Devil; but I would you
would be short in this, before that other notice can be given.

Just. Sir, I will doe discreetly what is fitting; what, Antonio?

Ant. within. Your Worship.

Just. Put on your best coat, and let your fellow Mark goe to the
Constable, and bid him aid me with all the speed he can, and all the
power, and provide Pen and Ink to take their confessions, and my long
sword: I cannot tell what danger we may meet with; youll go with us?

Cur. Yes, what else? I came to that end to accuse both parties.

Just. May I crave what you are?

Cur. Faith Sir, one that to be known would not profit you, more than
a near kinsman of the dead Antonios.

Just. Tis well, I am sorry for my neighbor, truly, that he had no
more grace, twill kill his Mother; shes a good old woman, will you
walk in? Ill but put my cloak on, and my chain off, and a clean band,
and have my shooes blackt over, and shift my Jerkin, and well to our
business, and you shall see how I can bolt these matters.

Cur. As soon ast please you, Sir. [Exit.

Enter Valerio, and Richardo.

Val. This is the place; here did I leave the Maid
Alone last night, drying her tender eyes,
Uncertain what to do, and yet desirous
To have me gone.

Rich. How rude are all we men,
That take the name of Civil to our selves!
If she had set her foot upon an earth
Where people live that we call barbarous;
Though they had had no house to bring her to,
They would have spoild the glory, that the spring
Has deckt the trees in, and with willing hands
Have torn their branches down, and every man
Would have become a builder for her sake.
What time left you her there?

Val. I left her, when the Sun had so much to sett,
As he is now got from his place of rise.

Rich. So near the night she could not wander far;
Fair Viola!

Val. It is in vain to call, she sought a house
Without all question.

Rich. Peace, fair Viola?
Fair Viola? who should have left her here
On such a ground? if you had meant to lose her,
You might have found there were no ecchos here
To take her name, and carry it about,
When her true Lover came to mourn for her,
Till all the neighboring valleys and the hills,
Resounded Viola, — 
And such a place,
You should have chose — 
You pity us because
The dew a little wets our feet,
Unworthy far to seek her in the wet;
And what becomes of her? where wandred she,
With two showers raining on her, from her eyes
Continually, abundantly, from which
Theres neither tree nor house to shelter her;
Will you go with me to travel?

Val. Whither?

Rich. Over all the world.

Val. No by my faith, Ill make a shorter journey
When I do travel.

Rich. But theres no hope
To gain my end in any shorter way.

Val. Why, whats your end?

Rich. It is to search the earth,
Till we have found two in the shapes of men,
As wicked as our selves.

Val. Twere not so hard to find out those.

Rich. Why, if we find them out,
It were the better, for what brave villany,
Might we four do? we woud not keep together:
For every one has treachery enough
For twenty countreys, one should trouble Asia,
Another should sow strife in Africa;
But you should play the knave, in at home in Europe,
And for America let me alone.

Val. Sir, I am honester,
Than you know how to be, and can no more
Be wrongd, but I shall find my self aright.

Rich. If you had any spark of honesty,
You would not think that honester than I,
Were a praise high enough to serve your turn:
If men were commonly so bad as I,
Thieves would be put in Calendars for Saints;
And bones of murderers would work miracles.
I am a kind of knave, of knave so much
There is betwixt me, and the vilest else — 
But the next place of all to mine is yours.

Enter two Milk-maids and Viola with pails.

Val. That last is she, tis she.

Rich. Let us away, we shall infect her, let her have the wind,
And we will kneel down here.

Vio. Wenches away, for here are men.

Val. Fair maid, I pray you stay.

Vio. Alas, agen?

Rich. Why do you lay hold on her? I pray heartily let her go.

Val. With all my heart, I do not mean to hurt her.

Rich. But stand away then for the purest bodies
Will soonest take infection, stand away,
But for infecting her my self, by heaven,
I would come there, and beat thee further off.

Vio. I know that voice and face.

Val. You are finely mad, g[o]dbwy Sir, now you are here together,
Ill leave [y]ou so, god send you good luck, both; when you are
soberer, youll give me thanks. [Exit.

Madg. Wilt thou go milk? come.

Nan. Why dost not come?

Madge. She nods, shes asleep.

Nan. What wert up so early?

Madge. I think yon mans mad to kneel there, nay [come] away, uds
body, Nan, help, she looks black ith face, Shes in a sound.

Nan. And you be a man, come hither, and help a woman.

Rich. Come thither? you are a fool.

Nan. And you a knave and a beast that you are.

Rich. Come hither, twas my being now so near,
That made [her] swound, and you are wicked people,
Or you woud do so too; my venom eyes
Strike innocency dead at such a distance,
Here Ill kneel, for this is out of distance.

Nan. Thart a prating ass, theres no goodness in thee,
I warrant, how dost thou?

Vio. Why? well.

Madge. Art thou able to go?

Vio. No, pray go you and milk, if I be able to come
Ill follow you, if not, Til sit here,
Till you come back.

Nan. I am loth to leave thee here with yon wild fool.

Vio. I know him well, I warrant thee he will not hurt me.

Madge. Come then Nan. [Exeunt Maids.

Rich. How do you? be not fearfull, for I hold my hands
Before my mouth, and speak, and so
My breath can never blast you.

Vio. Twas enough to use me ill, though you had never sought me to
mock me, why kneel you so far off, were not that gesture better usd
in prayer, had I dealt so with you, I should not sleep, till [God] and
you had both forgiven me.

Rich. I do not mock, nor lives there such a villain
That can do any thing contemptible
To you, but I do kneel, because it is
An action very fit and reverent,
In presence of so pure a creature,
And so far off, as fearful to offend,
One too much wrongd already.

Vio. You confess you did the fault, yet scorn to come,
So far as hither, to ask pardon fort;
Which I could willingly afford to come,
To you to grant, good Sir if you have
A better love, may you be blest together.
She shall not wish you better than I will,
I but offend you, there are all the Jewels
I stole, and all the love I ever had,
I leave behind with you, Ill carry none
To give another may the next maid you try
Love you no worse, nor be no worse than I.

Rich. Do not leave me yet for all my fault,
Search out the next things to impossible,
And put me on them when they are effected,
I may with better modesty receive
Forgiveness from you.

Vio. I will set no pennance,
To gain the great forgiveness you desire:
But to come hither and take me and it,
Or else Ill come and beg, so you will grant,
That you will be content to be forgiven.

Rich. Nay, I will come since you [will] have it so,
And since you please to pardon me I hope
Free from infection, here I am by you;
A careless man, a breaker of my faith,
A lothsome drunkard; and in that wild fury:
A hunter after whores: I do beseech you,
To pardon all these faults, and take me up
An honest, sober, and a faithful man.

Vio. For [gods] sake, urge your faults no more, but mend,
All the forgiveness I can make you, is,
To love you, which I will do, and desire
Nothing but love again, which if I have not
Yet I will love you still.

Rich. Oh Women, that some one of you will take,
An everlasting pen into your hands:
And grave in paper which the writ shall make,
More lasting than the marble Monuments,
Your matchless virtues to posterities:
Which the defective race of envious man,
Strive to conceal.

Vio. Methinks I would not now for any thing,
But you had mist me, I have made a story,
Will serve to waste many a winters fire
When we are old, Ill [tell] my daughters then,
The miseries their Mother had in love:
And say, my girls be wiser, yet I would not
Have had more wit my self, take up those Jewels,
For I think I hear my fellows coming.

Enter the Milk-maids with their pails.

Madge. How dost thou now?

Vio. Why, very well I thank you, tis late, shall I haste home?

Nan. I prethee we shall be shent soundly.

Madge. Why does that railing man goe with us?

Vio. I prethee speak well of him, on my word,
Hes an honest man.

Nan. There was never any so ones complexion, a Gentleman?
Ide be ashamd to have such a foul mouth. [Exeunt.

Enter Mother, Alexander, Andrugio, and his man Rowland.

Moth. How now Alexander, what Gentleman is this?

Alex. Indeed forsooth I know not, I found him at the market full of
woe, crying a lost daughter, and telling all her tokens to the people;
and what you wot? by all subscription in the world, it should be our
new Maid Melvia, one would little think it, therefore I was bold to
tell him of her Mistriss.

Moth. Melvia? It cannot be, fool, alas you know she is a poor
wench, and I took her in upon mere charity.

And. So seemd my daughter when she went away, as she had made her
self.

Moth. What stature was your child of, Sir?

And. Not high, and of a brown complexion,
Her Hair aborn, a round face, which some friends that flattered me,
would say twould be a good one.

Alex. This is still Melvia, Mistriss, thats the truth ont.

Moth. It may be so, Ill promise you.

Alex. Well, goe thy ways, the flower of our Town, for a hand and a
foot, I shall never see thy fellow.

Moth. But had she not such toyes, as Bracelets, Rings, and Jewels?

And. She was something bold indeed, to take such things that night
she left me.

Moth. Then belike she run away?

And. Though she be one I love, I dare not lye, she did indeed.

Moth. What think you of this Jewel?

And. Yes, this was one of them, and this was mine, you have made me
a new man, I thank you for it.

Moth. Nay, and she be given to filching, there is your Jewel, I am
clear ont: but by your leave, Sir, you shall answer me for what is
lost since she came hither, I can tell you, there lye things
scattering in every place about the house.

Alex. As I am virtuous, I have the lyingst old Gentlewoman to my
Mistriss, and the most malicious, the devil a good word will she give
a servant, thats her old rule; and God be thanked, theyll give her
as few, there is perfect love on both sides, it yearns my heart to
[heare] the wench misconstrued, a careful soul she is, Ill be sworn
for her, and when shes gone, let them say what they will, they may
cast their caps at such another.

And. What you have lost by her, with all my heart
Ill see you double paid for, you have sayd
With your kind pity, two that must not live
Unless it be to thank you; take this Jewel,
This strikes off none of her offences, Mistriss,
Would I might see her.

Moth. Alexander, run, and bid her make haste home, shes at the
milking Close; but tell her not by any means whos here, I know shell
be too fearful.

Alex. Well, well have a posset yet at parting, thats my comfort,
and one round, or else Ill lose my Will. [Exit.

And. You shall find Silvio, Uberto, and Pedro enquiring for
the Wench at the next Town, tell them she is found, and where I am,
and with the favor of this Gentlewoman, desire them to come hither.

Moth. I pray do, they shall be all welcome. [Exit Serv.

Enter Justice, Curio, and Mark.

Just. By your leave forsooth, you shall see me find the parties by a
slight.

Moth. Whos that, Mr. Justice? how do you, Sir?

Just. Why, very well, and busie, wheres your Son?

Moth. Hes within, Sir.

Just. Hum, and how does the young woman my Cosin, that came down
with him.

Moth. Shes above, as a woman in her case may be.

Just. You have confest it? then sirrah call in the Officers: shes
no Cosin of mine; a mere trick to discover all.

Moth. To discover? what?

Enter Mark and Officers.

Just. You shall know that anon: I think [you] have overreached you;
oh welcome, enter the house, and by virtue of my warrant which you
have there, seize upon the bodily persons of those whose names are
there written, to wit, one Mercury, and the wife of one Antonio.

Moth. For what.

Just. Away I say,
This Gentleman shall certifie you for what. [Ex. Officer.

Moth. He can accuse my Son of nothing, he came from travel but
within these two days.

Just. There hangs a tale.

Moth. I should be sorry this should fall out at any time: but
especially now Sir; will you favour me so much, as to let me know of
what you accuse him?

Cur. Upon suspition of murther.

Moth. Murther? I defie thee.

Cur. I pray God he may prove himself innocent.

Just. Fie, say not so, you shew your self to be no good
Common-wealths man: for the more are hangd the better tis for the
Common-wealth.

Moth. By this rule you were best hang your self.

Just. I forgive your honest mirth ever: Oh welcome, welcome Mark.

Enter Mark and Officers, with Mercury and the Wife.

Your Pen, Ink, and Paper, to take their examinations.

Mer. Why do you pull me so? Ill go alone.

Just. Let them stand, let them stand quietly, whilst they are
examind?

Wife. What will you examine us of?

Just. Of Antonios murther.

Mer. Why, he was my friend.

Wife. He was my Husband.

Just. The more shame for you both; Mark, your Pen and Ink.

Moth. Pray God all be well, I never knew any of these travellers
come to good; I beseech you, Sir, be favourable to my Son.

Just. Gentlewoman, hold you content, I would it were come to that!

Mer. For gods sake mother, why kneel you to such a pig-bribd
fellow? he has surfeited of Geese, and they have put him into a fit of
Justice; let him do his worst.

Just. Is your paper ready?

Mark. I am ready, Sir.

Enter Antonio.

Just. Accuse them, Sir, I command thee to lay down accusations
against these persons, in behalf of the State, and first look upon the
parties to be accusd, and deliver your name.

Cur. My name is Curio, my murthered kinsman
If he were living now, I should not know him,
Tis so long since we saw one another.

Ant. My Cosin Curio?

Cur. But thus much from the mouths of his servants, and others,
whose examinations I have in writing about me, I can accuse them of;
this Mercury, the last night, but this last, lay in Antonios
house, and in the night he rose, raising Antonio, where privately
they were in talk an hour, to what end I know not: but of likelyhood,
finding Antonios house not a fit place to murder him in, he
suffered him to go to bed again, but in the morning early, he traind
him I think forth, after which time he never saw his home; his cloaths
were found near the place where Mercury was, and the people at first
denyed they saw him: but at last he made a friv[o]lous tale, that
there he shifted himself into a Footmans habit: but in short, the next
hour this woman went to Mercury, and in her Coach they posted
hither; true accusations, I have no more, and I will make none.

Just. No more? we need no more, sirrah, be drawing their Mittimus
before we hear their answer. What say you Sir? are you guilty of this
murther?

Mer. No Sir.

Just. Whether you are or no, confess, it will be the better for you.

Mer. If I were guilty, your Rhetorick could not fetch it forth: but
though I am innocent, I confess, that if I were a stander by, these
circ[u]mstances urgd, which are true, would make me doubtless believe
the accused parties, to be guilty.

Just. Write down, that he being a stander by; for so you see he is,
doth doubtlesly believe the accused parties, which is himself to be
guilty.

Mer. I say no such thing.

Just. Write it down I say, well try that.

Mer. I care not what you write, pray God you did not kill him for my
love, though I am free from this, we both deserve — 

Wife. Govern your tongue I pray you, all is well, my Husband lives,
I know it, and I see him.

Just. They whisper, sever them quickly I say, Officers, why do you
let them prompt one another, Gentlewoman, what say you to this, are
not you guilty?

Wife. No, as I hope for mercy.

Just. But are not those circumstances true, that this Gentleman hath
so shortly and methodically deliverd?

Wife. They are, and what you do with me, I care not,
Since he is dead, in whom was all my care:
You knew him not.

Just. No, ant been better for you too, and you had never known him.

Wife. Why then you did not know the worlds chief joy,
His face so manly as it had been made,
To fright the world, yet he so sweetly temperd;
That he would make himself a natural fool,
To do a noble kind[n]ess for a friend.
He was a man whose name Ill not out-live,
Longer than heaven, whose Will must be obeyd;
Will have me do.

Ant. And I will quit thy kindness.

Just. Before me, she has made the tears stand in mine eyes, but I
must be austere, Gentlewoman; you must confess this murder.

Wife. I cannot, Sir, I did it not, but I desire to see those
examinations which this Gentleman acknowledges to have about him, for
but late last night I receivd Letters from the City, yet I heard of
no confession, then.

Just. You shall see them time enough I warrant you, but Letters you
say you had, where are those Letters?

Wife. Sir, they are gone.

Just. Gone? whither are they gone?
How have you disposd of em?

Wife. Why Sir, they are for womens matters, and so I use em.

Just. Who writ em?

Wife. A man of mine.

Just. Who brought em?

Wife. A Post.

Just. A Post? there is some great haste sure, aha, where is that
Post?

Wife. Sir, there he stands..

Just. Does he so? bring hither that Post, I am afraid that Post will
prove a knave; come hither Post, what? what can you say concerning the
murder of Antonio?

Ant. Whats that to you?

Just. Oh Post, you have no answer ready, have you? Ill have one
from you.

Ant. You shall have no more from me than you have; you examine an
honest Gentleman and Gentlewoman here, tis pitty such fools as you
should be ith Commission.

Just. Say you so Post, take away that Post, whip him and bring him
again quickly, Ill hamper you Post.

Mer. Tis Antonio, I know him now as well; what an irregular fool
is this!

Ant. Whip me? hold off.

Wife. Oh good Sir whip him, by his murmuring he should know
something of my Husbands death; that may quit me, for gods sake
fetcht out.

Just. Whip him I say.

Ant. Who ist dares whip me now?

Wife. Oh my lovd Husband.

Mer. My most worthy friend? where have you been so long?

Ant. I cannot speak for joy.

Just. Why, whats the matter now, and shall not Law then have her
course?

Andra. It shall h[a]ve no other course than it has I think.

Just. It shall have other course before I go, or Ill beat my
brains, and I say it was not honestly done of him to discover himself
before the parties accusd were executed, that Law might have had her
course, for then the kingdom flourishes.

Ant. But such a wife as thou, had never any man, and such a friend
as he, believe me wife, shall never be [a] good wife, love my friend,
friend love my wife, hark friend.

Just. Mark, if we can have nothing to do, you shall swear the
peace of some body.

Mark. Yes Sir.

Ant. By my troth I am sorry my wife is so obstinate, sooth, if I
could yet do thee any good, I woud, faith I woud.

Mer. I thank you Sir, I have lost that passion.

Ant. Cosin Curio, you and I must be better acquainted.

Cur. It is my wish, Sir.

Ant. I should not have known you neither, tis so long since we saw,
we were but children then: but you have shewd your self an honest man
to me.

Cur. I would be ever so.

Enter Richardo and Viola.

Moth. Look you, whos there.

And. Say nothing to me, for thy peace is made.

Rich. Sir, I can nothing say,
But that you are her Father, you can both
Not only pardon, when you have a wrong,
But love where you have most injury.

Just. I think I shall hear of no hanging this year, theres A Tinker
and a Whore yet, the Cryer said, that robd her, and are in prison, I
hope they shall be hangd.

And. No truly Sir, they have broke prison.

Just. Tis no matter, then [t]he Jaylor shall be hangd.

And. You are deceivd in that too, Sir, twas known to be against
his will, and he hath got his pardon, I think for nothing, but if it
doth cost him any thing, Ill pay it.

Just. Mark, up with your papers, away.

Mer. Oh you shall stay dinner, I have a couple of brawling
neighbors, that Ill assure you will not agree, and you shall have
the hearing of their matter.

Just. With all my heart.

Mer. Go, Gentlemen, go in.

Rich. Oh Viola, that no succeeding age,
Might loose the memory of what thou wert,
But such an overswayed Sex is yours,
That all the virtuous actions you can do,
Are but as men will call them; and I swear,
Tis my belief, that women want but ways;
To praise their deeds, but men want deeds to praise. [Exeunt omnes.


Epilogue.
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Tis ended, but my hopes and fears begin,
Nor can it be imputed as a sin
In me to wish it favour, if this night,
To the Judicious it hath givn delight.
I have my ends, and may such for their grace,
Vouchsafd to this, find theirs in every place.


Beggars Bush (c. 1612)
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ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER A MERCHANT and Herman.

Mer. Is he then taken?

Her. And brought back even now, Sir.

Mer. He was not in disgrace?

Her. No man more lovd,
Nor more deservd it, being the only man
That durst be honest in this Court.

Mer. Indeed
We have heard abroad, Sir, that the State hath suffered
A great change, since the Countesses death.

Her. It hath, Sir.

Mer. My five years absence hath kept me a stranger
So much to all the occurents of my Country,
As you shall bind me for some short relation
To make me understand the present times.

Her. I must begin then with a War was made
And seven years with all cruelty continued
Upon our Flanders by the Duke of Brabant,
The cause grew thus: during our Earls minority,
Wolfort, (who now usurps) was employed thither
To treat about a match between our Earl
And the Daughter and Heir of Brabant: during which treaty
The Brabander pretends, this Daughter was
Stoln from his Court, by practice of our State,
Though we are all confirmd, twas a sought quarrel
To lay an unjust gripe upon this Earldom,
It being here believd the Duke of Brabant
Had no such loss. This War upont proclaimed,
Our Earl, being then a Child, although his Father
Good Gerrard livd, yet in respect he was
Chosen by the Countesses favour, for her Husband,
And but a Gentleman, and Florez holding
His right unto this Country from his Mother,
The State thought fit in this defensive War,
Wolfort being then the only man of mark,
To make him General.

Mer. Which place we have heard
He did discharge with ho[n]our.

Her. I, so long,
And with so blest successes, that the Brabander
Was forct (his treasures wasted, and the choice
Of his best men of Armes tyrd, or cut off)
To leave the field, and sound a base retreat
Back to his Country: but so broken both
In mind and means, ere to make head again,
That hitherto he sits down by his loss,
Not daring, or for honour, or revenge
Again to tempt his fortune. But this Victory
More broke our State, and made a deeper hurt
In Flanders, than the greatest overthrow
She ever receivd: For Wolfort, now beholding
Himself, and actions, in the flattering glass
Of self-deservings, and that cherisht by
The strong assurance of his power, for then
All Captains of the Army were his creatures,
The common Souldier too at his devotion,
Made so by full indulgence to their rapines
And secret bounties, this strength too well known
And what it could effect, soon put in practice,
As furtherd by the Child-hood of the Earl:
And their improvidence, that might have pierct
The heart of his designs, gave him occasion
To seize the whole, and in that plight you find it.

Mer. Sir, I receive the knowledge of thus much,
As a choice favour from you.

Her. Only I must add,
Bruges holds out.

Mer. Whither, Sir, I am going,
For there last night I had a ship put in,
And my Horse waits me. [Exit.

Her. I wish you a good journey.

Enter Wolfort, Hubert.

Wol. What? Hubert stealing from me? who disarmd him?
It was more than I commanded; take your sword,
I am best guarded with it in your hand,
I have seen you use it nobly.

Hub. And will turn it
On my own bosom, ere it shall be drawn
Unworthily or rudely.

Wol. Would you leave me
Without a farewel, Hubert? flie a friend
Unwearied in his study to advance you?
What have I ere possessd which was not yours?
Or either did not court you to command it?
Who ever yet arrivd to any grace,
Reward or trust from me, but his approaches
Were by your fair reports of him preferd?
And what is more I made my self your Servant,
In making you the Master of those secrets
Which not the rack of Conscience could draw from me,
Nor I, when I askt mercy, trust my prayers with;
Yet after these assurances of love,
These tyes and bonds of friendship, to forsake me?
Forsake me as an enemy? come you must
Give me a reason.

Hub. Sir, and so I will,
If I may dot in private: and you hear it.

Wol. All leave the room: you have your will, sit down
And use the liberty of our first friendship.

Hub. Friendship? when you provd Traitor first, that vanishd,
Nor do I owe you any thought, but hate,
I know my flight hath forfeited my head;
And so I may make you first understand
What a strange monster you have made your self,
I welcome it.

Wol. To me this is strange language.

Hub. To you? why what are you?

Wol. Your Prince and Master,
The Earl of Flanders.

Hub. By a proper title!
Raisd to it by cunning, circumvention, force,
Blood, and proscriptions.

Wol. And in all this wisdom,
Had I not reason? when by Gerrards plots
I should have first been calld to a strict accompt
How, and which way I had consumd that mass
Of money, as they term it, in the War,
Who underhand had by his Ministers
Detracted my great action, made my faith
And loyalty suspected, in which failing
He sought my life by practice.

Hub. With what fore-head
Do you speak this to me? who (as I knowt)
Must, and will say tis false.

Wol. My Guard there.

Hub. Sir, you bad me sit, and promisd you would hear,
Which I now say you shall; not a sound more,
For I that am contemner of mine own,
Am Master of your life; then heres a Sword
Between you, and all aids, Sir, though you blind
The credulous beast, the multitude, you pass not
These gross untruths on me.

Wol. How? gross untruths?

Hub. I, and it is favourable language,
They had been in a mean man lyes, and foul ones.

Wol. You take strange Licence.

Hub. Yes, were not those rumours
Of being called unto your answer, spread
By your own followers? and weak Gerrard wrought
(But by your cunning practice) to believe
That you were dangerous; yet not to be
Punishd by any formal course of Law,
But first to be made sure, and have your crimes
Laid open after, which your quaint train taking
You fled unto the Camp, and [there] cravd humbly
Protection for your innocent life, and that,
Since you had scapd the fury of the War,
You might not fall by treason: and for proof,
You did not for your own ends make this danger;
Some that had been before by you subornd,
Came forth and took their Oaths they had been hird
By Gerrard to your Murther. This once heard,
And easily believd, thinraged Souldier
Seeing no further than the outward-man,
Snatchd hastily his Arms, ran to the Court,
Killd all that made resistance, cut in pieces
Such as were Servants, or thought friends to Gerrard,
Vowing the like to him.

Wol. Will you yet end?

Hub. Which he foreseeing, with his Son, the Earl,
Forsook the City; and by secret wayes
As you give out, and we would gladly have it,
Escapd their fury: though tis more than feard
They fell amongst the rest; Nor stand you there
To let us only mourn the impious means
By which you got it, but your cruelties since
So far transcend your former bloody ills,
As if compard, they only would appear
Essays of mischief; do not stop your ears,
More are behind yet.

Wol. O repeat them not,
Tis Hell to hear them namd.

Hub. You should have thought,
That Hell would be your punishment when you did them,
A Prince in nothing but your princely lusts,
And boundless rapines.

Wol. No more I beseech you.

Hub. Who was the Lord of house or land, that stood
Within the prospect of your covetous eye?

Wol. You are in this to me a greater Tyrant,
Than ere I was to any.

Hub. I end thus
The general grief: now to my private wrong;
The loss of Gerrards Daughter Jaqueline:
The hopd for partner of my lawful Bed,
Your cruelty hath frighted from mine arms;
And her I now was wandring to recover.
Think you that I had reason now to leave you,
When you are grown so justly odious,
That evn my stay here with your grace and favour,
Makes my life irksome? here, surely take it,
And do me but this fruit of all your friendship,
That I may dye by you, and not your Hang-man.

Wol. Oh Hubert, these your words and reasons have
As well drawn drops of blood from my grievd heart,
As these tears from mine eyes;
Despise them not.
By all thats sacred, I am serious, Hubert,
You now have made me sensible, what furies,
Whips, Hangmen, and Tormentors a bad man
Dos ever bear about him: let the good
That you this day have done, be ever numberd
The first of your best actions;
Can you think,
Where Goswin is or Gerrard, or your love,
Or any else, or all that are proscribd?
I will resign, what I usurp, or have
Unjustly forcd; the dayes I have to live
Are too too few to make them satisfaction
With any penitence: yet I vow to practise
All of a man.

Hub. O that your heart and tongue
Did not now differ!

Wol. By my griefs they do not.
Take the good pains to search them out: tis worth it,
You have made clean a Leper: trust me you have,
And made me once more fit for the society,
I hope of good men.

Hub. Sir, do not abuse
My aptness to believe.

Wol. Suspect not you
A faith thats built upon so true a sorrow,
Make your own safetys: ask them all the ties
Humanity can give, Hemskirk too shall
Along with you to this so wishd discovery,
And in my name profess all that you promise;
And I will give you this help tot: I have
Of late receivd certain intelligence,
That some of them are in or about Bruges
To be found out: which I did then interpret,
The cause of that Towns standing out against me;
But now am glad, it may direct your purpose
Of giving them their safety, and me peace.

Hub. Be constant to your goodness, and you have it. [Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter 3. Merchants.

1 Mer. Tis much that you deliver of this Goswin.

2 Mer. But short of what I could, yet have the Country
Confirmd it true, and by a general oath,
And not a man hazard his credit in it:
He bears himself with such a confidence
As if he were the Master of the Sea,
And not a wind upon the Sailers compass,
But from one part or other was his factor,
To bring him in the best commodities,
Merchant ere venturd for.

1. Tis strange.

2. And yet
This dos in him deserve the least of wonder,
Compared with other his peculiar fashions,
Which all admire: hes young, and rich, at least
Thus far reputed so, that since he livd
In Bruges, there was never brought to harbour
So rich a Bottom, but his bill would pass
Unquestiond for her lading.

3 Mer. Yet he still
Continues a good man.

2 Mer. So good, that but
To doubt him, would be held an injury
Or rather malice, with the best that traffique;
But this is nothing, a great stock, and fortune,
Crowning his judgement in his undertakings
May keep him upright that way: But that wealth
Should want the power to make him dote on it,
Or youth teach him to wrong it, best commends
His constant temper; for his outward habit
Tis suitable to his present course of life:
His table furnishd well, but not with dainties
That please the appetite only for their rareness,
Or their dear price: nor given to wine or women,
Beyond his health, or warrant of a man,
I mean a good one: and so loves his state
He will not hazard it at play; nor lend
Upon the assurance of a well-pend Letter,
Although a challenge second the denial
From such as make th opinion of their valour
Their means of feeding.

1 Mer. These are wayes to thrive,
And the means not cursd.

2 Mer. What follows, this
Makes many venturers with him, in their wishes,
For his prosperity: for when desert
Or reason leads him to be liberal,
His noble mind and ready hand contend
Which can add most to his free courtesies,
Or in their worth, or speed to make them so.
Is there a Virgin of good fame wants dower?
He is a Father to her; or a Souldier
That in his Countreys service, from the war
Hath brought home only scars, and want? his house
Receives him, and relieves him, with that care
As if what he possessd had been laid up
For such good uses, and he steward of it.
But I should lose my self to speak him further
And stale in my relation, the much good
You may be witness of, if your remove
From Bruges be not speedy.

1 Mer. This report
I do assure you will not hasten it,
Nor would I wish a better man to deal with
For what I am to part with.

3 Mer. Never doubt it,
He is your man and ours, only I wish
His too much forwardness to embrace all bargains
Sink him not in the end.

2 Mer. Have better hopes,
For my part I am confident; here he comes.

Enter Goswin, and the fourth Merchant.

Gos. I take it at your own rates, your wine of Cyprus,
But for your Candy sugars, they have met
With such foul weather, and are prizd so high
I cannot save in them.

4 Mer. I am unwilling
To seek another Chapman: make me offer
Of something near price, that may assure me
You can deal for them.

Gos. I both can, and will,
But not with too much loss; your bill of lading
Speaks of two hundred chests, valued by you
At thirty thousand gilders, I will have them
At twenty eight; so, in the payment of
Three thousand sterling, you fall only in
Two hundred pound.

4 Mer. You know, they are so cheap. — 

Gos. Why look you; Ile deal fa[ir]ly, theres in prison,
And at your suit, a Pirat, but unable
To make you satisfaction, and past hope
To live a week, if you should prosecute
What you can prove against him: set him free,
And you shall have your mony to a Stiver,
And present payment.

4 Mer. This is above wonder,
A Merchant of your rank, that have at Sea
So many Bottoms in the danger of
These water-Thieves, should be a means to save em,
It more importing you for your own safety
To be at charge to scour the Sea of them
Than stay the sword of justice, that is ready
To fall on one so conscious of his guilt
That he dares not deny it.

Gos. You mistake me,
If you think I would cherish in this Captain
The wrong he did to you, or any man;
I was lately with him, (having first, from others
True testimony been assured a man
Of more desert never put from the shore)
I read his letters of Mart from this State granted
For the recovery of such losses, as
He had receivd in Spain, twas that he aimd at,
Not at three tuns of wine, bisket, or beef,
Which his necessity made him take from you.
If he had pillagd you near, or sunk your ship,
Or thrown your men or-board, then he deservd
The Laws extreamest rigour. But since want
Of what he could not live without, compeld him
To that he did (which yet our State calls death)
I pity his misfortune; and to work you
To some compassion of them, I come up
To your own price: save him, the goods are mine;
If not, seek else-where, Ile not deal for them.

4 Mer. Well Sir, for your love, I will once be led
To change my purpose.

Gos. For your profit rather.

4 Mer. Ile presently make means for his discharge,
Till when, I leave you.

2 Mer. What do you think of this?

1 Mer. As of a deed of noble pity: guided
By a strong judgement.

2 Mer. Save you Master Goswin.

Goswin. Good day to all.

2 Mer. We bring you the refusal
Of more Commodities.

Gos. Are you the owners
Of the ship that last night put into the Harbour?

1 Mer. Both of the ship, and lading.

Gos. Whats the fraught?

1 Mer. Indico, Cochineel, choise Chyna stuffs.

3 Mer. And cloath of Gold brought from Cambal.

Gos. Rich lading,
For which I were your Chapman, but I am
Already out of cash.

1 Mer. Ile give you day
For the moiety of all.

Gos. How long?

3 Mer. Six months.

Gos. Tis a fair offer: which (if we agree
About the prices) I, with thanks accept of,
And will make present payment of the rest;
Some two hours hence Ile come aboard.

1 Mer. The Gunner shall speak you welcom.

Gos. Ile not fail.

3 Mer. Good morrow. [Ex. Merch.

Gos. Heaven grant my Ships a safe return, before
The day of this great payment: as they are
Expected three months sooner: and my credit
Stands good with all the world.

Enter Gerrard.

Ger. Bless my good Master,
The prayers of your poor Beads-man ever shall
Be sent up for you.

Gos. God o mercy Clause,
Theres something to put thee in mind hereafter
To think of me.

Ger. May he that gave it you
Reward you for it, with encrease, good Master.

Gos. I thrive the better for thy prayers.

Ger. I hope so.
This three years have I fed upon your bounties,
And by the fire of your blest charity warmd me,
And yet, good Master, pardon me, that must,
Though I have now receivd your alms, presume
To make one sute more to you.

Gos. What ist Clause?

Ger. Yet do not think me impudent I beseech you,
Since hitherto your charity hath prevented
My begging your relief, tis not for mony
Nor cloaths (good Master) but your good word for me.

Gos. That thou shalt have, Clause, for I think thee honest.

Ger. To morrow then (dear Mr.) take the trouble
Of walking early unto Beggars Bush,
And as you see me, among others (Brethren
In my affliction) when you are demanded
Which you like best among us, point out me,
And then pass by, as if you knew me not.

Gos. But what will that advantage thee?

Ger. O much Sir,
Twill give me the preheminence of the rest,
Make me a King among em, and protect me
From all abuse, such as are stronger, might
Offer my age; Sir, at your better leisure
I will inform you further of the good
It may do to me.

Gos. Troth thou makst me wonder;
Have you a King and common-wealth among you?

Ger. We have, and there are States are governd worse.

Gos. Ambition among Beggars?

Ger. Many great ones
Would part with half their states, to have the place,
And credit to beg in the first file, Master:
But shall I be so much bound to your furtherance
In my Petition?

Gos. That thou shalt not miss of,
Nor any worldly care make me forget it,
I will be early there.

Ger. Heaven bless my Master. [Exeunt.


ACTUS SECUNDUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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Enter Higgen, Ferret, Prig, Clause, Jaculine,
Snap, Ginks, and other beggars.

Hig. Come Princes of the ragged regiment,
You o the blood, Prig my most upright Lord,
And these (what name or title, ere they bear)
Jarkman, or Patrico, Cranke, or Clapperdudgeon,
Frater, or Abram-man; I speak to all
That stand in fair Election for the title
Of King of Beggars, with the command adjoyning,
Higgen, your Orator, in this Inter-regnum,
That whilom was your Dommerer, doth beseech you
All to stand fair, and put your selves in rank,
That the first Comer, may at his first view
Make a free choice, to say up the question.

Fer. Pr. Tis done Lord Higgen.

Hig. Thanks to Prince Prig, Prince Ferret.

Fer. Well, pray my Masters all, Ferret be chosen,
Yare like to have a mercifull mild Prince of me.

Prig. A very tyrant, I, an arrant tyrant,
If ere I come to reign; therefore look tot,
Except you do provide me hum enough
And Lour to bouze with: I must have my Capons
And Turkeys brought me in, with my green Geese,
And Ducklings ith season: fine fat chickens,
Or if you chance where an eye of tame Phesants
Or Partridges are kept, see they be mine,
Or straight I seize on all your priviledge,
Places, revenues, offices, as forfeit,
Call in your crutches, wooden legs, false bellyes,
Forcd eyes and teeth, with your dead arms; not leave you
A durty clout to beg with o your heads,
Or an old rag with Butter, Frankincense,
Brimston and Rozen, birdlime, blood, and cream,
To make you an old sore; not so much soap
As you may fome with ith Falling-sickness;
The very bag you bear, and the brown dish
Shall be escheated. All your daintiest Dells too
I will deflower, and take your dearest Doxyes
From your warm sides; and then some one cold night
Ile watch you what old barn you go to roost in,
And there Ile smother you all ith musty hay.

Hig. This is tyrant-like indeed: But what would Ginks
Or Clause be here, if either of them should raign?

Clau. Best ask an Ass, if he were made a Camel,
What he would be; or a dog, and he were a Lyon.

Ginks. I care not what you are, Sirs, I shall be
A Beggar still I am sure, I find my self there.

Enter Goswin.

Snap. O here a Judge comes.

Hig. Cry, a Judge, a Judge.

Gos. What ail you Sirs? what means this outcry?

Hig. Master,
A sort of poor souls met: Gods fools, good Master,
Have had some little variance amongst our selves
Who should be honestest of us, and which lives
Uprightest in his calling: Now, cause we thought
We nere should gree ont our selves, because
Indeed tis hard to say: we all dissolvd, to put it
To him that should come next, and thats your Master-ship,
Who, I hope, will termine it as your mind serves you,
Right, and no otherwise we ask it: which?
Which does your worship think is he? sweet Master
Look over us all, and tell us; we are seven of us,
Like to the seven wise Masters, or the Planets.

Gos. I should judge this the man with the grave beard,
And if he be not — 

Clau. Bless you, good Master, bless you.

Gos. I would he were: theres something too amongst you
To keep you all honest. [Exit.

Snap. King of Heaven go with you.

Omn. Now good reward him,
May he never want it, to comfort still the poor, in a good hour.

Fer. What ist? see: Snap has got it.

Snap. A good crown, marry.

Prig. A crown of gold.

Fer. For our new King: good luck.

Ginks. To the common treasury with it; ift be gold,
Thither it must.

Prig. Spoke like a Patriot, Ferret — 
King Clause, I bid God save thee first, first, Clause,
After this golden token of a crown;
Wheres oratour Higgen with his gratuling speech now
In all our names?

Fer. Here he is pumping for it.

Gin. Hhas coughd the second time, tis but once more
And then it comes.

Fer. So, out with all: expect now — 

Hig. That thou art chosen, venerable Clause,
Our King and Soveraign; Monarch othMaunders,
Thus we throw up our Nab-cheats, first for joy,
And then our filches; last, we clap our fambles,
Three subject signs, we do it without envy:
For who is he here did not wish thee chosen,
Now thou art chosen? ask em: all will say so,
Nay sweart: tis for the King, but let that pass.
When last in conference at the bouzing ken
This other day we sat about our dead Prince
Of famous memory: (rest go with his rags:)
And that I saw thee at the tables end,
Rise movd, and gravely leaning on one Crutch,
Lift the other like a Scepter at my head,
I then presagd thou shortly wouldst be King,
And now thou art so: but what need presage
To us, that might have read it in thy beard
As well, as he that chose thee? by that beard
Thou wert found out, and markd for Soveraignty.
O happy beard! but happier Prince, whose beard
Was so remarkd, as marked out our Prince,
Not bating us a hair. Long may it grow,
And thick, and fair, that who lives under it,
May live as safe, as under Beggars Bush,
Of which this is the thing, that but the type.

Om. Excellent, excellent orator, forward good Higgen,
Give him leave to spit: the fine, well-spoken Higgen.

Hig. This is the beard, the bush, or bushy-beard,
Under whose gold and silver raign twas said
So many ages since, we all should smile
On impositions, taxes, grievances,
Knots in a State, and whips unto a Subject,
Lye lurking in this beard, but all kembd out:
If now, the Beard be such, what is the Prince
That owes the Beard? a Father; no, a Grand-father;
Nay the great Grand-father of you his people.
He will not force away your hens, your bacon,
When you have venturd hard fort, nor take from you
The fattest of your puddings: under him
Each man shall eat his own stolen eggs, and butter,
In his own shade, or sun-shine, and enjoy
His own dear Dell, Doxy, or Mort, at night
In his own straw, with his own shirt, or sheet,
That he hath filchd that day, I, and possess
What he can purchase, back, or belly-cheats
To his own prop: he will have no purveyers
For Pigs, and poultry.

Clau. That we must have, my learned oratour,
It is our will, and every man to keep
In his own path and circuit.

Hig. Do you hear?
You must hereafter maund on your own pads he saies.

Clau. And what they get there, is their own, besides
To give good words.

Hig. Do you mark? to cut been whids,
That is the second Law.

Clau. And keep a-foot
The humble, and the common phrase of begging,
Lest men discover us.

Hig. Yes; and cry sometimes,
To move compassion: Sir, there is a table,
That doth command all these things, and enjoyns em,
Be perfect in their crutches, their feignd plaisters,
And their torn pass-ports, with the ways to stammer,
And to be dumb, and deaf, and blind, and lame,
There, all the halting paces are set down,
Ith learned language.

Clau. Thither I refer them,
Those, you at leisure shall interpret to them.
We love no heaps of laws, where few will serve.

Om. O gracious Prince, save, save the good King Clause.

Hig. A Song to crown him.

Fer. Set a Centinel out first.

Snap. The word?

Hig. A Cove comes, and fumbumbis to it. — Strike.

The SONG.

Cast our Caps and cares away: this is Beggars Holy-day,
At the Crowning of our King, thus we ever dance and sing.
In the world look out and see: wheres so happy a Prince as he?
Where the Nation live so free, and so merry as do we?
Be it peace, or be it war, here at liberty we are,
And enjoy our ease and rest; To the field we are not prest;
Nor are calld into the Town, to be troubled with the Gown.
Hang all Officers we cry, and the Magistrate too, by;
When the Subsidies encreast, we are not a penny Sest.
Nor will any go to Law, with the Beggar for a straw.
All which happiness he brags, he doth owe unto his rags.

Enter Snap, Hubert, and Hemskirke.

Snap. A Cove comes: Fumbumbis.

Prig. To your postures; arm.

Hub. Yonders the Town: I see it.

Hemsk. Theres our danger
Indeed afore us, if our shadows save not.

Hig. Bless your good Worships.

Fer. One small piece of mony.

Prig. Amongst us all poor wretches.

Clau. Blind, and lame.

Ginks. For his sake that gives all.

Hig. Pitifull Worships.

Snap. One little doyt.

Enter Jaculin.

Jac. King, by your leave, where are you?

Fer. To buy a little bread.

Hig. To feed so many
Mouths, as will ever pray for you.

Prig. Here be seven of us.

Hig. Seven, good Master, O remember seven,
Seven blessings.

Fer. Remember, gentle Worship.

Hig. Gainst seven deadly sins.

Prig. And seven sleepers.

Hig. If they be hard of heart, and will give nothing — 
Alas, we had not a charity this three dayes.

Hub. Theres amongst you all.

Fer. Heaven reward you.

Prig. Lord reward you.

Hig. The Prince of pity bless thee.

Hub. Do I see? or ist my fancy that would have it so?
Ha? tis her face: come hither maid.

Jac. What ha you,
Bells for my squirrel? I ha givn bun meat,
You do not love me, do you? catch me a butterfly,
And Ile love you again; when? can you tell?
Peace, we go a birding: I shall have a fine thing. [Exit.

Hub. Her voyce too sayes the same; but for my head
I would not that her manners were so changd.
Hear me thou honest fellow; whats this maiden,
That lives amongst you here?

Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao.

Hub. How? nothing but signs?

Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao.

Hub. This is strange,
I would fain have it her, but not her thus.

Hig. He is de-de-de-de-de-de-deaf, and du-du-dude-dumb Sir.

Hub. Slid they did all speak plain evn now me thought.
Dost thou know this same maid?

Snap. Why, why, why, why, which, gu, gu, gu, gu, Gods fool
She was bo-bo-bo-bo-born at the barn yonder,
By-be-be-be-be-Beggars Bush-bo-bo-Bush
Her name is, My-my-my-my-my-match: so was her Mo-mo-mo-Mothers too-too.

Hub. I understand no word he says; how long
Has she been here?

Snap. Lo-lo-long enough to be ni-ni-nigled, and she ha go-go-go-good
luck.

Hub. I must be better informd, than by this way.
Here was another face too, that I markd
Of the old mans: but they are vanishd all
Most suddenly: I will come here again,
O, that I were so happy, as to find it,
What I yet hope: it is put on.

Hem. What mean you Sir,
To stay there with that stammerer?

Hub. Farewell friend, — 
It will be worth return, to search: Come,
Protect us our disguise now, prethee Hemskirk
If we be taken, how dost thou imagine
This town will use us, that hath stood so long
Out against Wolfort?

Hem. Evn to hang us forth
Upon their walls a sunning, to make Crows meat,
If I were not assurd o the Burgomaster,
And had a pretty excuse to see a niece there,
I should scarce venture.

Hub. Come tis now too late
To look back at the ports: good luck, and enter. [Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Goswin.

Gos. Still blowst thou there? and from all other parts,
Do all my agents sleep, that nothing comes?
Theres a conspiracy of windes, and servants,
If not of Elements, to ha me break;
What should I think unless the Seas, and Sands
Had swallowd up my ships? or fire had spoild
My ware-houses? or death devourd my Factors?
I must ha had some returns.

Enter Merchants.

1 Mer. Save you Sir.

Gos. Save you.

1 Mer. No news yet o your Ships?

Gos. Not any yet Sir.

1 Mer. Tis strange. [Exit.

Gos. Tis true Sir: what a voyce was here now?
This was one passing bell, a thousand ravens
Sung in that man now, to presage my ruins.

2 Mer. Goswin, good day, these winds are very constant.

Gos. They are so Sir; to hurt — 

2 Mer. Ha you had no letters
Lately from England, nor from Denmark?

Gos. Neither.

2 Mer. This wind brings them; nor no news over land,
Through Spain, from the Straights?

Gos. Not any.

2 Mer. I am sorry Sir. [Exit.

Gos. They talk me down: and as tis said of Vulturs
They scent a field fought, and do smell the carkasses
By many hundred miles: So do these, my wracks
At greater distances. Why, thy will Heaven
Come on, and be: yet if thou please, preserve me;
But in my own adventure, here at home,
Of my chast love, to keep me worthy of her,
It shall be put in scale gainst all ill fortunes:
I am not broken yet: nor should I fall,
Me thinks with less than that, that ruins all. [Exit.

SCENA III.

Enter Van-dunck, Hubert, Hemskirk, and Margaret, Boors.

Van. Captain, you are welcom; so is this your friend
Most safely welcom, though our Town stand out
Against your Master, you shall find good quarter:
The troth is, we not love him: Margaret some wine,
Lets talk a little treason, if we can
Talk treason, gainst the traitors; by your leave, Gentlemen,
We, here in Bruges, think he dos usurp,
And therefore I am bold with him.

Hub. Sir, your boldness
Happily becomes your mouth, but not our ears,
While we are his servants; And as we come here,
Not to ask questions, walk forth on your walls,
Visit your courts of guard, view your munition,
Ask of your corn-provisions, nor enquire
Into the least, as spies upon your strengths,
So lets entreat, we may receive from you
Nothing in passage or discourse, but what
We may with gladness, and our honesties here,
And that shall seal our welcom.

Van. Good: lets drink then,
Fill out, I keep mine old pearl still Captain.

Marg. I hang fast man.

Hen. Old Jewels commend their keeper, Sir.

Van. Heres to you with a heart, my Captains friend,
With a good heart, and if this make us speak
Bold words, anon, tis all under the Rose
Forgotten: drown all memory, when we drink.

Hub. Tis freely spoken noble Burgomaster,
Ile do you right.

Hem. Nay Sir mine heer Van-dunck
Is a true Statesman.

Van. Fill my Captains cup there, O that your Master Wolfort
Had been an honest man.

Hub. Sir?

Van. Under the Rose.

Hem. Heres to you Marget.

Marg. Welcome, welcome Captain.

Van. Well said my pearl still.

Hem. And how does my Niece?
Almost a Woman, I think? This friend of mine,
I drew along w[i]th me, through so much hazard,
Only to see her: she was my errand.

Van. I, a kind Uncle you are (fill him his glass)
That in seven years, could not find leisure — 

Hem. No,
Its not so much.

Van. Ile bate you ner an hour ont,
It was before the Brabander gan his War,
For moon-shine, ithe water there, his Daughter
That never was lost: yet you could not find time
To see a Kinswoman; but she is worth the seeing, Sir,
Now you are come, you ask if she were a Woman?
She is a Woman, Sir, fetch her forth Marget. [Exit Marg.
And a fine Woman, and has Suitors.

Hem. How?
What Suitors are they?

Van. Bachellors; young Burgers:
And one, a Gallant, the young Prince of Merchants
We call him here in Bruges.

Hem. How? a Merchant?
I thought, Vandunke, you had understood me better,
And my Niece too, so trusted to you by me,
Than tadmit of such in name of Suitors.

Van. Such? he is such a such, as were she mine
Id give him thirty thousand crowns with her.

Hem. But the same things, Sir, fit not you and me. [Ex.

Van. Why, gives some wine, then; this will fit us all:
Heres to you still, my Captains friend: All out:
And still, would Wolfort were an honest man,
Under the Rose, I speak it: but this Merchant
Is a brave boy: he lives so, ithe Town here,
We know not what to think on him: at some times
We fear he will be Bankrupt; he dos stretch
Tenter his credit so; embraces all,
And tot, the winds have been contrary long.
But then, if he should have all his returns,
We think he would be a King, and are half sure ont.
Your Master is a Traitor, for all this,
Under the Rose: Heres to you; and usurps
The Earldom from a better man.

Hub. I marry, Sir,
Where is that man?

Van. Nay soft: and I could tell you
Tis ten to one I would not: heres my hand,
I love not Wolfort: sit you still, with that:
Here comes my Captain again, and his fine Niece,
And theres my Merchant; view him well: fill wine here.

Enter Hemskirk, Gertrude, and Goswin.

Hem. You must not only know me for your Uncle
Now, but obey me: you, go cast your self
Away, upon a Dunghil here? a Merchant?
A petty fellow? one that makes his Trade
With Oaths and perjuries?

Gos. What is that you say, Sir?
If it be me you speak of, as your eye
Seems to direct, I wish you would speak to me, Sir.

Hem. Sir, I do say, she is no Merchandize,
Will that suffice you?

Gos. Merchandize good Sir?
Though ye be Kinsman to her, take no leave thence
To use me with contempt: I ever thought
Your Niece above all price.

Hem. And do so still, Sir,
I assure you, her rates are more than you are worth.

Gos. You do not know, what a Gentlemans worth, Sir,
Nor can you value him.

H[u]b. Well said Merchant.

Van. Nay,
Let him alone, and ply your matter.

Hem. A Gentleman?
What othe Wool-pack? or the Sugar-chest?
Or lists of Velvet? which ist pound, or yard,
You vent your Gentry by?

Hub. O Hemskirk, fye.

Van. Come, do not mind em, drink, he is no Wolfort,
Captain, I advise you.

Hem. Alas, my pretty man,
I thinkt be angry, by its look: Come hither,
Turn this way, a little: if it were the blood
Of Charlemaine, ast may (for ought I know)
Be some good Botchers issue, here in Bruges.

Gos. How?

Hem. Nay: Ime not certain of that; of this I am,
If it once buy, and sell, its Gentry is gone.

Gos. Ha, ha.

Hem. You are angry, though ye laugh.

Gos. No, now tis pity
Of your poor argument. Do not you, the Lords
Of Land (if you be any) sell the grass,
The Corn, the Straw, the Milk, the Cheese?

Van. And Butter:
Remember Butter; do not leave out Butter.

Gos. The Beefs and Muttons that your grounds are stord with?
Swine, with the very mast, beside the Woods?

Hem. No, for those sordid uses we have Tenants,
Or else our Bailiffs.

Gos. Have not we, Sir, Chap-men,
And Factors, then to answer these? your honour
Fetchd from the Heralds ABC, and said over
With your Court faces, once an hour, shall never
Make me mistake my self. Do not your Lawyers
Sell all their practice, as your Priests their prayers?
What is not bought, and sold? The company
That you had last, what had you fort, ifaith?

Hem. You now grow sawcy.

Gos. Sure I have been bred
Still, with my honest liberty, and must use it.

Hem. Upon your equals then.

Gos. Sir, he that will
Provoke me first, doth make himself my equal.

Hem. Do ye hear? no more.

Gos. Yes, Sir, this little, I pray you,
Andt shall be aside, then after, as you please.
You appear the Uncle, Sir, to her I love
More than mine eyes; and I have heard your scorns
With so much scoffing, and so much shame,
As each strive which is greater: But, believe me,
I suckd not in this patience with my milk.
Do not presume, because you see me young,
Or cast despights on my profession
For the civility and tameness of it.
A good man bears a contumely worse
Than he would do an injury. Proceed not
To my offence: wrong is not still successful,
Indeed it is not: I would approach your Kins-woman
With all respect, done to your self and her.

Hem. Away Companion: handling her? take that. [Strikes him.

Gos. Nay, I do love no blows, Sir, theres exchange.

Hub. Hold, Sir. (He gets Hemskirks sword and cuts him on the head.

Mar. O murther.

Ger. Help my Goswin.

Mar. Man.

Van. Let em alone; my life for one.

Gos. Nay come,
If you have will.

Hub. None to offend you, I, Sir.

Gos. He that had, thank himself: not hand her? yes Sir,
And clasp her, and embrace her; and (would she
Now go with me) bear her through all her Race,
Her Father, Brethren, and her Uncles, armd,
And all their Nephews, though they stood a wood
Of Pikes, and wall of Canon: kiss me Gertrude,
Quake not, but kiss me.

Van. Kiss him, Girl, I bid you;
My Merchant Royal; fear no Uncles: hang em,
Hang up all Uncles: Are not we in Bruges?
Under the Rose here?

Gos. In this circle, Love,
Thou art as safe, as in a Tower of Brass;
Let such as do wrong, fear.

Van. I, thats good,
Let Wolfort look to that.

Gos. Sir, here she stands,
Your Niece, and my beloved. One of these titles
She must apply to; if unto the last,
Not all the anger can be sent unto her,
In frown, or voyce, or other art, shall force her,
Had Hercules a hand int: Come, my Joy,
Say thou art mine, aloud Love, and profess it.

Van. Doe: and I drink to it.

Gos. Prethee say so, Love.

Ger. Twould take away the honour from my blushes:
Do not you play the tyrant, sweet: they speak it.

Hem. I thank you niece.

Gos. Sir, thank her for your life,
And fetch your sword within.

Hem. You insult too much
With your good fortune, Sir. [Exeunt Gos. and Ger.

Hub. A brave clear Spirit;
Hemskirk, you were to blame: a civil habit
Oft covers a good man: and you may meet
In person of a Merchant, with a soul
As resolute, and free, and all wayes worthy,
As else in any file of man-kind: pray you,
What meant you so to slight him?

Hem. Tis done now,
Ask no more of it; I must suffer. [Exit Hemskirk.

Hub. This
Is still the punishment of rashness, sorrow.
Well; I must to the woods, for nothing here
Will be got out. There, I may chance to learn
Somewhat to help my enquiries further.

Van. Ha?
A Looking-glass?

Hub. How now, brave Burgomaster?

Van. I love no Wolforts, and my names Vandunk,

Hub. Van drunk its rather: come, go sleep within.

Van. Earl Florez is right heir, and this same Wolfort
Under the Rose I speak it — 

Hub. Very hardly.

Van-d. Usurps: and a rank Traitor, as ever breathd,
And all that do uphold him. Let me goe,
No man shall hold me, that upholds him;
Do you uphold him?

Hub. No.

Van. Then hold me up. [Exeunt.

Enter Goswin, and Hemskirk.

Hem. Sir, I presume, you have a sword of your own,
That can so handle anothers.

Gos. Faith you may Sir.

Hem. And ye have made me have so much better thoughts of you
As I am bound to call you forth.

Gos. For what Sir?

Hem. To the repairing of mine honour, and hurt here.

Gos. Express your way.

Hem. By fight, and speedily.

Gos. You have your will: Require you any more?

Hem. That you be secret: and come single.

Gos. I will.

Hem. As you are the Gentleman you would be thought.

Gos. Without the Conjuration: and Ile bring
Only my sword, which I will fit to yours,
Ile take his length within.

Hem. Your place now Sir?

Gos. By the Sand-hills.

Hem. Sir, nearer to the woods,
If you thought so, were fitter.

Gos. There, then.

Hem. Good.
Your time?

Gos. Twixt seven and eight.

Hem. Youl give me Sir
Cause to report you worthy of my Niece,
If you come, like your promise.

Gos. If I do not,
Let no man think to call me unworthy first,
Ile dot my self, and justly wish to want her. — [Exeunt.


ACTUS TERTIUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER THREE OR four Boors.

1 B. Come, English beer Hostess, English beer by th belly.

2 B. Stark beer boy, stout and strong beer: so, sit down Lads,
And drink me upsey-Dutch:
Frolick, and fear not.

Enter Higgen like a Sow-gelder, singing.

Hig. Have ye any work for the Sow-gelder, hoa,
My horn goes too high too low, too high too low.
Have ye any Piggs, Calves, or Colts,
Have ye any Lambs in your holts
To cut for the Stone,
Here comes a cunning one.
Have ye any braches to spade,
Or ere a fair maid
That would be a Nun,
Come kiss me, tis done.
Hark how my merry horn doth blow,
Too high too low, too high too low.

1 B. O excellent! two-pence a piece boyes, two-pence a piece.
Give the boys some drink there. Piper, wet your whistle,
Canst tell me a way now, how to cut off my wifes Concupiscence?

Hig. Ile sing ye a Song fort.

The SONG.

Take her, and hug her,
And turn her and tug her,
And turn her again boy, again,
Then if she mumble,
Or if her tail tumble,
Kiss her amain hoy, amain.
Do thy endeavour,
To take off her feaver,
Then her disease no longer will raign.
If nothing will serve her,
Then thus to preserve her,
Swinge her amain boy amain.
Give her cold jelly
To take up her belly,
And once a day swinge her again,
If she stand all these pains,
Then knock out her brains,
Her disease no longer will reign.

1 Bo. More excellent, more excellent, sweet Sow-gelder.

2 Bo. Three-pence a piece, three-pence a piece.

Hig. Will you hear a Song how the Devil was gelded?

3 Bo. I, I, lets hear the Devil roar, Sow-gelder.

SONG.

1.
He ran at me first in the shape of a Ram,
And over and over the Sow-Gelder came;
I rise and I halterd him fast by the horn,
I pluckt out his Stones as youd pick out a Corn.
Baa, quoth the Devil, and forth he slunk,
And left us a Carcase of Mutton that stunk.

2.
The next time I rode a good mile and a half,
Where I heard he did live in disguise of a Calf,
I bound and I gelt him, ere he did any evil;
He was here at his best, but a sucking Devil.
Maa, yet he cryd, and forth he did steal,
And this was sold after, for excellent Veal.

3.
Some half a year after in the form of a Pig,
I met with the Rogue, and he lookd very big;
I catchd at his leg, laid him down on a log,
Ere a man could fart twice, I had made him a Hog.
Owgh, quoth the Devil, and forth gave a Jerk,
That a Jew was converted, and eat of the Perk.

1 Bo. Groats apiece, Groats apiece, Groats apiece,
There sweet Sow-Gelder.

Enter Prig and Ferret.

Prig. Will ye see any feats of activity,
Some Sleight of hand, Legerdemain? hey pass,
Presto, be gone there?

2 Bo. Sit down Jugler.

Prig. Sirrah, play you your art well; draw near Piper:
Look you, my honest friends, you see my hands;
Plain dealing is no Devil: lend me some Money,
Twelve-pence a piece will serve.

1. 2. B. There, there.

Prig. I thank you,
Thank ye heartily: when shall I pay ye?

All B. Ha, ha, ha, by th Mass this was a fine trick.

Prig. A merry sleight toy: but now Ill show your Worships
A trick indeed.

Hig. Mark him well now my Masters.

Prig. Here are three balls,
These balls shall be three bullets,
One, two, and three: ascentibus, malentibus.

Presto, be gone: they are vanishd: fair play, Gentlemen.
Now these three, like three Bullets, from your three Noses
Will I pluck presently: fear not, no harm Boys,

Titere, tu patule.

1 B. Oh, oh, oh.

Prig. Recubans sub jermlne fagi.

2 B. Ye pull too hard; ye pull too hard.

Prig. Stand fair then:
Silvertramtrim-tram.

3 B. Hold, hold, hold.

Prig. Come aloft, bullets three, with a whim-wham.
Have ye their Moneys?

Hig. Yes, yes.

1 B. Oh rare Jugler!

2 B. Oh admirable Jugler!

Prig. One trick more yet;
Hey, come aloft; sa, sa, flim, flum, taradumbis?
East, West, North, South, now fly like Jack with a bumbis.
Now all your moneys gone; pray search your pockets.

1 B. Humh.

2 B. He.

3 B. The Devil a pennys here!

Prig. This was a rare trick.

1 B. But twould be a far rarer to restore it.

Prig. Ill do ye that too; look upon me earnestly,
And move not any ways your eyes from this place,
This Button here? pow, whir, whiss, shake your pockets.

1 B. By th Mass tis here again, boys.

Prig. Rest ye merry;
My first trick has paid me.

All B. I, take it, take it,
And take some drink too.

Prig. Not a drop now I thank you;
Away, we are discoverd else. [Exit.

Enter Gerrard like a blind Aqua vitae man, and a Boy, singing the
Song.

Bring out your Cony-skins, fair maids to me,
And hold em fair that I may see;
Grey, black, and blue: for your smaller skins,
Ill give ye looking-glasses, pins:
And for your whole Coney, heres ready, ready Money.
Come Gentle Jone, do thou begin
With thy black, black, black Coney-skin.
And Mary then, and Jane will follow,
With their silver haird skins, and their yellow.
The white Cony-skin, I will not lay by,
For though it be faint, tis fair to the eye;
The grey, it is warm, but yet for my Money,
Give me the bonny, bonny black Cony.
Come away fair Maids, your skins will decay:
Come, and take money, maids, put your ware away.
Cony-skins, Cony-skins, have ye any Cony-skins,
I have fine bracelets, and fine silver pins.

Ger. Buy any Brand Wine, buy any Brand Wine?

Boy. Have ye any Cony-skins?

2 [B.] My fine Canary-bird, theres a Cake for thy Worship.

1 B. Come fill, fill, fill, fill suddenly: lets see Sir,
Whats this?

Ger. A penny, Sir.

1 B. Fill tillt be six-pence,
And theres my Pig.

Boy. This is a Counter, Sir.

1 B. A Counter! stay ye, what are these then?
O execrable Jugler! O damad Jugler!
Look in your hose, hoa, this comes of looking forward.

3 B. Devil a Dunkirk! what a Rogues this Jugler!
This hey pass, repass, has repast us sweetly.

2 B. Do ye call these tricks.

Enter Higgen.

Hig. Have ye any Ends of Gold, or Silver?

2 B. This Fellow comes to mock us; Gold or Silver? cry Copper.

1 B. Yes, my good Friend,
We have en an end of all we have.

Hig. Tis well Sir,
You have the less to care for: Gold and Silver. [Exit.

Enter Prigg.

Pr. Have ye any old Cloaks to sell, have ye any old Cloaks to sell?
[Exit.

1 B. Cloaks! Look about ye Boys: mines gone!

2 B. A —— — juggle em?
—— — O theyre Prestoes: mines gone too!

3 B. Heres mine yet.

1 B. Come, come lets drink then more Brand Wine.

Boy. Here Sir.

1 B. If er I catch your Sow-gelder, by this hand Ill strip him:
Were ever Fools so ferkt? We have two Cloaks yet;
And all our Caps; the Devil take the Flincher.

All B. Yaw, yaw, yaw, yaw.

Enter Hemskirk.

Hem. Good don my honest Fellows,
You are merry here I see.

3 B. Tis all we have left, Sir.

Hem. What hast thou? Aqua vitae?

Boy. Yes.

Hem. Fill out then;
And give these honest Fellows round.

All B. We thank ye.

Hem. May I speak a word in private to ye?

All B. Yes Sir.

Hem. I have a business for you, honest Friends,
If you dare lend your help, shall get you crowns.

Ger. Ha!
Lead me a little nearer, Boy.

1 B. What ist Sir?
If it be any thing to purchase money,
Which is our want, [command] us.

Boors. All, all, all, Sir.

Hem. You know the young spruce Merchant in Bruges?

2 B. Who? Master Goswin?

Hem. That he owes me money,
And here in town there is no stirring of him.

Ger. Say ye so?

Hem. This day, upon a sure appointment,
He meets me a mile hence, by the Chase side,
Under the row of Oaks; do you know it?

All B. Yes Sir.

Hem. Give em more drink: there if you dare but venture
When I shall give the word to seize upon him
Heres twenty pound.

3 B. Beware the Jugler.

Hem. If he resist, down with him, have no mercy.

1 B. I warrant you, well hamper him.

Hem. To discharge you,
I have a Warrant here about me.

3 B. Heres our Warrant,
This carries fire ith Tail.

Hem. Away with me then,
The time draws on,
I must remove so insolent a Suitor,
And if he be so rich, make him pay ransome
Ere he see Bruges Towers again. Thus wise men
Repair the hurts they take by a disgrace,
And piece the Lions skin with the Foxes case.

Ger. I am glad I have heard this sport yet.

Hem. Theres for thy drink, come pay the house within Boys,
And lose no time.

Ger. Away with all our haste too. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Goswin.

Gos. No wind blow fair yet? no return of moneys?
Letters? nor any thing to hold my hopes up?
Why then tis destind, that I fall, fall miserably!
My credit I was built on, sinking with me.
Thou boystrous North-wind, blowing my misfortunes,
And frosting all my hopes to cakes of coldness;
Yet stay thy fury; give the gentle South
Yet leave to court those sails that bring me safety,
And you auspicious fires, bright twins in heaven
Daunce on the shrowds; he blows still stubbornly,
And on his boystrous Rack rides my sad ruin;
There is no help, there can be now no comfort,
To morrow with the Sun-set, sets my credit.
Oh misery! thou curse of man, thou plague,
In the midst of all our strength thou strikst us;
My vertuous Love is lost too: all, what I have been,
No more hereafter to be seen than shadow;
To prison now? well, yet theres this hope left me;
I may sink fairly under this days venture,
And so to morrows crossd, and all those curses:
Yet manly Ill invite my Fate, base fortune
Shall never say, she has cut my throat in fear.
This is the place his challenge calld me to,
And was a happy one at this time for me,
For let me fall before my Foe ith field,
And not at Bar, before my Creditors;
Has kept his word: now Sir, your swords tongue only
Loud as you dare, all other language — 

Enter Hemskirke.

Hem. Well Sir,
You shall not be long troubled: draw.

Gos. Tis done Sir,
And now have at ye.

Hem. Now.

Enter Boors.

Gos. Betrayd to Villains!
Slaves ye shall buy me bravely,
And thou base coward.

Enter Gerrard and Beggars.

Ger. Now upon em bravely,
Conjure em soundly Boys.

Boors. Hold, hold.

Ger. Lay on still,
Down with that Gentleman rogue, swinge him to sirrup.
Retire Sir, and take Breath: follow, and take him,
Take all, tis lawful prize.

Boors. We yield.

Ger. Down with em
Into the Wood, and rifle em, tew em, swinge em,
Knock me their brains into their Breeches. [Exeunt.

Boors. Hold, hold.

Gos. What these men are I know not, nor for what cause
They shoud thus thrust themselves into my danger,
Can I imagine. But sure Heavens hand was int!
Nor why this coward Knave should deal so basely
To eat me up with Slaves: but Heaven I thank thee,
I hope thou hast reservd me to an end
Fit for thy creature, and worthy of thine honour:
Would all my other dangers here had suffered,
With what a joyful heart should I go home then?
Where now, Heaven knows, like him that waits his sentence,
Or hears his passing Bell; but theres my hope still.

Enter Gerrard.

Ger. Blessing upon you Master.

Gos. Thank ye; leave me,
For by my troth I have nothing now to give thee.

Ger. Indeed I do not ask Sir, only it grieves me
To see ye look so sad; now goodness keep ye
From troubles in your mind.

Gos. If I were troubled,
What could thy comfort do? prithee Clause, leave me.

Ger. Good Master be not angry; for what I say
Is out of true love to ye.

Gos. I know thou lovst me.

Ger. Good Mr. blame that love then, if I prove so sawcy
To ask ye why ye are sad.

Gos. Most true, I am so,
And such a sadness I have got will sink me.

Ger. Heaven shield it, Sir.

Gos. Faith, thou must lose thy Master.

Ger. I had rather lose my neck, Sir: would I knew — 

Gos. What would the knowledg do thee good so miserable,
Thou canst not help thy self? when all my ways
Nor all the friends I have — 

Ger. You do not know Sir,
What I can do: cures sometimes, for mens cares
Flow, where they least expect em.

Gos. I know thou wouldst do,
But farewell Clause, and pray for thy poor Master.

Ger. I will not leave ye.

Gos. How?

Ger. I dare not leave ye, Sir, I must not leave ye,
And till ye beat me dead, I will not leave ye.
By what ye hold most precious, by Heavens goodness,
As your fair youth may prosper, good Sir tell me:
My mind believes yet somethings in my power
May ease you of this trouble.

Gos. I will tell thee,
For a hundred thousand crowns upon my credit,
Taken up of Merchants to supply my traffiques,
The winds and weather envying of my fortune,
And no return to help me off, yet shewing
To morrow, Clause, to morrow, which must come,
In prison thou shalt find me poor and broken.

Ger. I cannot blame your grief Sir.

Gos. Now, what sayst thou?

Ger. I say you should not shrink, for he that gave ye,
Can give you more; his power can bring ye off Sir,
When friends and all forsake ye, yet he sees you.

Gos. Theres all my hope.

Ger. Hope still Sir, are you tyd
Within the compass of a day, good Master,
To pay this mass of mony?

Gos. Evn to morrow:
But why do I stand mocking of my misery?
Ist not enough the floods, and friends forget me?

Ger. Will no less serve?

Gos. What if it would?

Ger. Your patience,
I do not ask to mock ye: tis a great sum,
A sum for mighty men to start and stick at;
But not for honest: have ye no friends left ye,
None that have felt your bounty? worth this duty?

Gos. Duty? thou knowst it not.

Ger. It is a duty,
And as a duty, from those men have felt ye,
Should be returnd again: I have gaind by ye,
A daily alms these seven years you have showrd on me,
Will half supply your want.

Gos. Why dost thou fool me?
Canst thou work miracles?

Ger. To save my Master,
I can work this.

Gos. Thou wilt make me angry with thee.

Ger. For doing good?

Gos. What power hast thou?

Ger. Enquire not:
So I can do it, to preserve my Master;
Nay if it be three parts.

Gos. O that I had it,
But good Clause, talk no more, I feel thy charity,
As thou hast felt mine: but alas!

Ger. Distrust not,
Tis that that quenches ye: pull up your Spirit,
Your good, your honest, and your noble Spirit;
For if the fortunes of ten thousand people
Can save ye, rest assurd; you have forgot Sir,
The good ye did, which was the power you gave me;
Ye shall now know the King of Beggars treasure:
And let the winds blow as they list, the Seas roar,
Yet, here to morrow, you shall find your harbour.
Here fail me not, for if I live Ile fit ye.

Gos. How fain I would believe thee!

Ger. If I ly Master,
Believe no man hereafter.

Gos. I will try thee,
But he knows, that knows all.

Ger. Know me to morrow,
And if I know not how to cure ye, kill me;
So pass in peace, my best, my worthiest Master. [Exeunt.

SCENA III.

Enter Hubert, like a Huntsman.

Hub. Thus have I stoln away disguizd from Hemskirk
To try these people, for my heart yet tells me
Some of these Beggars, are the men I look for:
Appearing like my self, they have no reason
(Though my intent is fair, my main end honest)
But to avoid me narrowly, that face too,
That womans face, how near it is! O may it
But prove the same, and fortune how Ile bless thee!
Thus, sure they cannot know me, or suspect me,
If to my habit I but change my nature;
As I must do; this is the wood they live in,
A place fit for concealment: where, till fortune
Crown me with that I seek, Ile live amongst em. [Exit.

Enter Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Ginks, and
the rest of the Boors.

Hig. Come bring em out, for here we sit in justice:
Give to each one a cudgel, a good cudgel:
And now attend your sentence. That you are rogues,
And mischievous base rascalls, (theres the point now)
I take it, is confessd.

Prig. Deny it if you dare knaves.

Boors. We are Rogues Sir.

Hig. To amplify the matter then, rogues as ye are,
And lambd ye shall be ere we leave ye.

Boors. Yes Sir.

Hig. And to the open handling of our justice,
Why did ye this upon the proper person
Of our good Master? were you drunk when you did it?

Boors. Yes indeed were we.

Prig. You shall be beaten sober.

Hig. Was it for want you undertook it?

Boors. Yes Sir.

Hig. You shall be swingd abundantly.

Prig. And yet for all that,
You shall be poor rogues still.

Hig. Has not the Gentleman,
Pray mark this point Brother Prig, that noble Gentleman
Relievd ye often, found ye means to live by,
By imploying some at Sea, some here, some there;
According to your callings?

Boors. Tis most true Sir.

Hig. Is not the man, an honest man?

Boors. Yes truly.

Hig. A liberal Gentleman? and as ye are true rascals
Tell me but this, have ye not been drunk, and often,
At his charge?

Boors. Often, often.

Hig. Theres the point then,
They have cast themselves, Brother Prig.

Prig. A shrewd point, Brother.

Hig. Brother, proceed you now; the cause is open,
I am some what weary.

Prig. Can you do these things?
You most abhominable stinking Rascals,
You turnip-eating Rogues.

Boors. We are truly sorry.

Prig. Knock at your hard hearts Rogues, and presently
Give us a sign you feel compunction,
Every man up withs cudgel, and on his neighbour
Bestow such alms, till we shall say sufficient,
For there your sentence lyes without partiality;
Either of head, or hide Rogues, without sparing,
Or we shall take the pains to beat you dead else:
You shall know your doom.

Hig. One, two, and three about it.

Prig. That fellow in the blue, has true Compunction,
[Beat one another.
He beats his fellows bravely, oh, well struck boyes.

Enter Gerrard.

Hig. Up with that blue breech, now playes he the Devil.
So get ye home, drink small beer, and be honest;
Call in the Gentleman.

Ger. Do, bring him presently,
His cause Ile hear my self.

Enter Hemskirk.

Hig. Prig. With all due reverence,
We do resign Sir.

Ger. Now huffing Sir, whats your name?

Hem. Whats that to you Sir?

Ger. It shall be ere we part.

Hem. My name is Hemskirk,
I follow the Earl, which you shall feel.

Ger. No threatning,
For we shall cool you Sir; why didst thou basely
Attempt the murder of the Merchant Goswin?

Hem. What power hast thou to ask me?

Ger. I will know it,
Or fley thee till thy pain discover it.

Hem. He did me wrong, base wrong.

Ger. That cannot save ye,
Who sent ye hither? and what further villanies
Have you in hand?

Hem. Why wouldst thou know? what profit,
If I had any private way, could rise
Out of my knowledge, to do thee commodity?
Be sorry for what thou hast done, and make amends fool,
Ile talk no further to thee, nor these Rascals.

Ger. Tye him to that tree.

Hem. I have told you whom I follow.

Ger. The Devil you should do, by your villanies,
Now he that has the best way, wring it from him.

Hig. I undertake it: turn him to the Sun boyes;
Give me a fine sharp rush, will ye confess yet?

Hem. Ye have robd me already, now youle murder me.

Hig. Murder your nose a little: does your head purge Sir?
To it again, twill do ye good.

Hem. Oh,
I cannot tell you any thing.

Ger. Proceed then.

Hig. Theres maggots in your nose, Ile fetch em out Sir.

Hem. O my head breaks.

Hig. The best thing for the rheum Sir,
That falls into your worships eyes.

Hem. Hold, hold.

Ger. Speak then.

Hem. I know not what.

Hig. It lyes ins brain yet,
In lumps it lyes, Ile fetch it out the finest;
What pretty faces the fool makes? heigh!

Hem. Hold,
Hold, and Ile tell ye all, look in my doublet;
And there within the lining in a paper,
You shall find all.

Ger. Go fetch that paper hither,
And let him loose for this time.

Enter Hubert.

Hub. Good evn my honest friends.

Ger. Good evn good fellow.

Hub. May a poor huntsman, with a merry heart,
A voice shall make the forest ring about him,
Get leave to live amongst ye? true as steel, boyes?
That knows all chases, and can watch all hours,
And with my quarter staff, though the Devil bid stand,
Deal such an alms, shall make him roar again?
Prick ye the fearfull hare through cross waves, sheep-walks,
And force the crafty Reynard climb the quicksetts;
Rouse ye the lofty Stag, and with my bell-horn,
Ring him a knel, that all the woods shall mourn him,
Till in his funeral tears, he fall before me?
The Polcat, Marterne, and the rich skind Lucerne
I know to chase, the Roe, the wind out-stripping
Isgrin himself, in all his bloody anger
I can beat from the bay, and the wild Sounder
Single, and with my armd staff, turn the Boar,
Spight of his foamy tushes, and thus strike him;
Till he fall down my feast.

Ger. A goodly fellow.

Hub. What makst thee here, ha? [aside.

Ger. We accept thy fellowship.

Hub. Hemskirk, thou art not right I fear, I fear thee. [aside.

Enter Ferret, with a Letter.

Fer. Here is the paper: and as he said we found it.

Ger. Give me it, I shall make a shift yet, old as I am,
To find your knavery: you are sent here, Sirra,
To discover certain Gentlemen, a spy-knave,
And if ye find em, if not by perswasion
To bring em back, by poyson to despatch em.

Hub. By poyson, ha?

Ger. Here is another, Hubert;
What is that Hubert Sir?

Hem. You may perceive there.

Ger. I may perceive a villany and a rank one,
Was he joynd partner of thy knavery?

Hem. No.
He had an honest end, would I had had so,
Which makes him scape such cut-throats.

Ger. So it seems.
For here thou art commanded, when that Hubert
Has done his best and worthiest service, this way
To cut his throat, for here hes set down dangerous.

Hub. This is most impious.

Ger. I am glad we have found ye,
Is not this true?

Hem. Yes; what are you the better?

Ger. You shall perceive Sir, ere you get your freedom:
Take him aside, and friend, we take thee to us,
Into our company, thou darst be true unto us?

Hig. I, and obedient too?

Hub. As you had bred me.

Ger. Then take our hand: thou art now a servant to us,
Welcom him all.

Hig. Stand off, stand off: Ile do it,
We bid ye welcom three wayes; first for your person,
Which is a promising person, next for your quality,
Which is a decent, and a gentle quality,
Last for the frequent means you have to feed us,
You can steal tis to be presumd.

Hub. Yes, venison, and if you want — 

Hig. Tis well you understand right,
And shall practise daily: you can drink too?

Hub. Soundly.

Hig. And ye dare know a woman from a weathercock?

Hub. If I handle her.

Ger. Now swear him.

Hig. I crown thy nab, with a gag of benbouse,
And stall thee by the Salmon into the clows,
To mand on the pad, and strike all the cheats;
To Mill from the Ruffmans, commision and slates,
Twang dells, i the stiromell, and let the Quire Cuffin:
And Herman Beck strine, and trine to the Ruffin.

Ger. Now interpret this unto him.

Hig. I pour on thy pate a pot of good ale,
And by the Rogues [oth] a Rogue thee instal:
To beg on the way, to rob all thou meets;
To steal from the hedge, both the shirt and the sheets:
And lye with thy wench in the straw till she twang,
Let the Constable, Justice, and Devil go hang.

Hig. You are welcom Brother.

All. Welcom, welcom, welcom, but who shall have the keeping
Of this fellow?

Hub. Sir, if you dare but trust me;
For if I have kept wild dogs and beasts for wonder,
And made em tame too: give into my custody
This roaring Rascal, I shall hamper him,
With all his knacks and knaveries, and I fear me
Discover yet a further villany in him;
O he smells ranck oth Rascal.

Ger. Take him to thee,
But if he scape — 

Hub. Let me be evn hangd for him,
Come Sir, Ile tye ye to my leash.

Hem. Away Rascal.

Hub. Be not so stubborn: I shall swindge ye soundly,
And ye play tricks with me.

Ger. So, now come in,
But ever have an eye Sir, to your Prisoner.

Hub. He must blind both mine eyes, if he get from me.

Ger. Go get some victuals, and some drink, some good drink;
For this day well keep holy to good fortune,
Come, and be frolick with us.

Hig. You are a stranger, Brother, I pray lead,
You must, you must, Brother. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Goswin and Gertrude.

Ger. Indeed youre welcome: I have heard your scape,
And therefore give her leave, that only loves you;
(Truly and dearly loves you) give her joy leave
To bid you welcome: what ist makes you sad man?
Why do you look so wild? Ist I offend you?
Beshrew my heart, not willingly.

Gos. No, Gertrude.

Ger. Ist the delay of that ye long have lookd for,
A happy marriage? now I come to urge it.
Now when you please to finish it?

Gos. No news yet?

Ger. Do you hear Sir?

Gos. Yes.

Ger. Do you love me?

Gos. Have I livd
In all the happiness Fortune could seat me,
In all mens fair opinions?

Ger. I have provided
A Priest, thats ready for us.

Gos. And can the Devil,
In one ten days, that Devil Chance devour me?

Ger. Well fly to what place you please.

Gos. No Star prosperous!
All at a swoop?

Ger. You do not love me Goswin?
You will not look upon me?

Gos. Can mens Prayers
Shot up to Heaven, with such a zeal as mine are,
Fall back like lazy mists, and never prosper?
Jives I must wear, and cold must be my comfort;
Darkness, and want of meat; alas she weeps too,
Which is the top of all my sorrows, Gertrude.

Ger. No, no, you will not know me; my poor beauty,
Which has been worth your eyes.

Gos. The time grows on still;
And like a tumbling wave, I see my ruine
Come rowling over me.

Ger. Yet will ye know me?

Gos. For a hundred thousand Crowns.

Ger. Yet will ye love me?
Tell me but how I have deservd your slighting?

Gos. For a hundred thousand Crowns?

Ger. Farewel Dissembler.

Gos. Of which I have scarce ten: O how it starts me!

Ger. And may the next you love, hearing my ruine.

Gos. I had forgot my self, O my best Gertrude,
Crown of my joys and comforts.

Ger. Sweet what ails ye?
I thought you had been vext with me.

Gos. My mind, Wench,
My mind orflowd with sorrow, sunk my memory.

Ger. Am I not worthy of the knowledge of it?
And cannot I as well affect your sorrows,
As your delights? you love no other Woman?

Gos. No, I protest.

Ger. You have no ships lost lately?

Gos. None, that I know of.

Ger. I hope you have spilt no blood, whose innocence
May lay this on your conscience.

Gos. Clear, by Heaven.

Ger. Why should you be thus then?

Gos. Good Gertrude ask not,
Evn by the love you bear me.

Ger. I am obedient.

Gos. Go in, my fair, I will not be long from ye,
Nor long I fear me with thee. At my return
Dispose me as you please.

Ger. The good gods guide ye.
[Exit.

Gos. Now for my self, which is the least I hope for,
And when that fails, for mans worst fortune, pity. [Exit.


ACTUS QUARTUS. SCENA PRIMA.

[image: img51.jpg]

ENTER GOSWIN AND 4. Merchants.

Gos. Why gentlemen, tis but a week more, I intreat you
But 7. short days, I am not running from ye;
Nor, if you give me patience, is it possible
All my adventures fail; you have ships abroad
Endure the beating both of Wind and Weather:
I am sure twould vex your hearts, to be protested;
Ye are all fair Merchants.

1 Mer. Yes, and must have fair play:
There is no living here else; one hours failing
Fails us of all our friends, of all our credits:
For my part, I would stay, but my wants tell me,
I must wrong others int.

Gos. No mercy in ye!

2 Mer. Tis foolish to depend on others mercy:
Keep your self right, and even cut your cloth, Sir,
According to your calling, you have livd here,
In Lord-like Prodigality, high, and open,
And now ye find what tis: the liberal spending
The Summer of your Youth, which you should glean in,
And like the labouring Ant, make use and gain of,
Has brought this bitter, stormy Winter on ye,
And now you cry.

3 Mer. Alas, before your Poverty,
We were no men, of no mark, no endeavour;
You stood alone, took up all trade, all business
Running through your hands, scarce a Sail at Sea,
But loaden with your Goods: we poor weak Pedlers;
When by your leave, and much intreaty to it,
We could have stowage for a little Cloath,
Or a few Wines, put off, and thank your Worship.
Lord, how the Worlds changd with ye? now I hope, Sir,
We shall have Sea-room.

Gos. Is my misery
Become my scorn too! have ye no humanity?
No part of men left? are all the Bounties in me
To you, and to the Town, turnd my reproaches?

4 Mer. Well, get your moneys ready: tis but 2 hours;
We shall protest ye else, and suddenly.

Gos. But two days.

1 Mer. Not an hour, ye know the hazard. [Exeunt.

Gos. How soon my lights put out! hard hearted Bruges!
Within thy Walls may never honest Merchant
Venture his fortunes more: O my poor Wench too.

Enter Gerrard.

Ger. Good fortune, Master.

Gos. Thou mistakst me, Clause,
I am not worth thy Blessing.

Ger. Still a sad man!

Enter Higgen and Prigg, like Porters.
No belief gentle Master? come bring it in then,
And now believe your Beadsman.

Gos. Is this certain?
Or dost thou work upon my troubled sense?

Ger. Tis gold, Sir,
Take it and try it.

Gos. Certainly tis treasure;
Can there be yet this Blessing?

Ger. Cease your wonder,
You shall not sink, for ner a sowst Flap-dragon,
For ner a pickld Pilcher of em all, Sir,
Tis there, your full sum, a hundred thousand crowns:
And good sweet Master, now be merry; pay em,
Pay the poor pelting Knaves, that know no goodness:
And chear your heart up handsomely.

Gos. Good Clause,
How camst thou by this mighty Sum? if naughtily,
I must not take it of thee, twill undo me.

Ger. Fear not, you have it by as honest means
As though your father gave it: Sir, you know not
To what a mass, the little we get daily,
Mounts in seven years; we beg it for Heavens charity,
And to the same good we are bound to render it.

Gos. What great security?

Ger. Away with that, Sir,
Were not ye more than all the men in Bruges;
And all the money in my thoughts — 

Gos. But good Clause,
I may dye presently.

Ger. Then this dies with ye:
Pay when you can good Master, Ill no Parchments,
Only this charity I shall entreat you;
Leave me this Ring.

Gos. Alas, it is too poor, Clause.

Ger. Tis all I ask, and this withal, that when
I shall deliver this back, you shall grant me
Freely one poor petition.

Gos. There, I confirm it, [Gives the Ring.
And may my faith forsake me when I shun it.

Ger. Away, your time draws on. Take up the money,
And follow this young Gentleman.

Gos. Farewell Clause,
And may thy honest memory live for ever.

Ger. Heaven bless you, and still keep you, farewel Master. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Hubert.

Hub. I have lockt my Youth up close enough for gadding,
In an old Tree, and set watch over him.

Enter Jaculin.

Now for my Love, for sure this Wench must be she,
She follows me; Come hither, pretty Minche.

Jac. No, no, youll kiss.

Hub. So I will.

Jac. Yded law?
How will ye kiss me, pray you?

Hub. Thus, soft as my loves lips.

Jac. Oh!

Hub. Whats your Fathers name?

Jac. Hes gone to Heaven.

Hub. Is it not Gerrard, Sweet?

Jac. Ill stay no longer;
My Mothers an old Woman, and my Brother
Was drownd at Sea, with catching Cockles. O Love!
O how my heart melts in me: how thou first me!

Hub. Tis certain she; pray let me see your hand, Sweet?

Jac. No, no, youl bite it.

Hub. Sure I should know that Gymmal!

Jac. Tis certain he: I had forgot my Ring too.
O Hubert! Hubert!

Hub. Ha! methought she namd me — 
Do you know me, Chick?

Jac. No indeed, I never saw ye;
But methinks you kiss finely.

Hub. Kiss again then;
By Heaven tis she.

Jac. O what a joy he brings me!

Hub. You are not Minche?

Jac. Yes, pretty Gentleman,
And I must be marryd to morrow to a Capper.

Hub. Must ye my Sweet, and does the Capper love ye?

Jac. Yes, yes, heI give me pie, and look in mine eyes thus.
Tis he: tis my dear Love: O blest Fortune.

Hub. How fain she would conceal her self, yet shew it!
Will you love me, and leave that man? Ill serve.

Jac. O I shall lose my self!

Hub. Ill wait upon you,
And make you dainty Nose-gays.

Jac. And where will you stick em?

Hub. Here in [thy] bosom, Sweet, and make a crown of Lilies
For your fair head.

Jac. And will you love me deed-law?

Hub. With all my Heart.

Jac. Call me to morrow then,
And well have brave chear, and go to Church together:
Give you good evn Sir.

Hub. But one word fair Minche.

Jac. I must be gone a milking.

Hub. Ye shall presently.
Did you never hear of a young maid called Jaculin?

Jac. I am discoverd; hark in your ear, Ill tell ye:
You must not know me, kiss and be constant ever.

Hub. Heaven curse me else tis she, and now I am certain
They are all here: now for my other project — [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Goswin, 4. Merchants, Higgen, and Prigg.

1 Mer. Nay, if twould do you courtesie.

Gos. None at all, Sir:
Take it, tis yours, theres your ten thousand for ye,
Give in my Bills. Your sixteen.

3 Mer. Pray be pleasd Sir
To make a further use.

Gos. No.

3 Mer. What I have, Sir,
You may command; pray let me be your Servant.

Gos. Put your Hats on: I care not for your courtesies,
They are most untimely done, and no truth in em.

2 Mer. I have a fraught of Pepper.

Gos. Rot your Pepper,
Shall I trust you again? theres your seven thousand.

4 Mer. Or if you want fine Sugar, tis but sending.

Gos. No, I can send to Barbary, those people
That never yet knew faith, have nobler freedoms:
These carry to Vanlock, and take my Bills in,
To Peter Zuten these: bring back my Jewels,
Why are these pieces?

Enter Sayler.

Sayler. Health to the noble Merchant,
The Susan is returnd.

Gos. Well?

Say. Well, and rich Sir,
And now put in.

Gos. Heaven thou hast heard my prayers.

Say. The brave Rebeccah too, bound from the Straits,
With the next Tide is ready to put after.

Gos. What news oth fly-boat?

Say. If this Wind hold till midnight,
She will be here, and wealthy, scapd fairly.

Gos. How, prithee, Sayler?

Say. Thus Sir, she had fight
Seven hours together, with six Turkish Gallies,
And she fought bravely; but at length was boarded
And overlaid with strength: when presently
Comes boring up the wind Captain Vannoke,
That valiant Gentleman, you redeemd from prison;
He knew the Boat, set in, and fought it bravely:
Beat all the Gallies off, sunk three, redeemd her,
And as a service to ye sent her home Sir.

Gos. An honest noble Captain, and a thankfull;
Theres for thy news: go drink the Merchants health, Saylor.

Say. I thank your bounty, and Ile do it to a doyt, Sir.
[Exit Saylor.

1 Mer. What miracles are pourd upon this fellow!

Gos. This here I hope, my friends, I shall scape prison,
For all your cares to catch me.

2 Mer. You may please Sir
To think of your poor servants in displeasure,
Whose all they have, goods, moneys, are at your service.

Gos. I thank you,
When I have need of you I shall forget you:
You are paid I hope.

All. We joy in your good fortunes.

Enter Van-dunck.

Van-d. Come Sir, come take your ease, you must go home
With me, yonder is one weeps and howls.

Gos. Alas how does she?

Van-d. She will be better soon I hope.

Gos. Why soon Sir?

Van-d. Why when you have her in your arms, this night
My boy she is thy wife.

Gos. With all my heart I take her.

Van-d. We have prepard, all thy friends will be there,
And all my Rooms shall smoak to see the revel;
Thou hast been wrongd, and no more shall my service
Wait on the knave her Uncle, I have heard all,
All his baits for my Boy, but thou shalt have her;
Hast thou dispatcht thy business?

Gos. Most.

Van-d. By the mass Boy,
Thou tumblest now in wealth, and I joy in it,
Thou art the best Boy, that Bruges ever nourishd.
Thou hast been sad, Ile cheer thee up with Sack,
And when thou art lusty Ile fling thee to thy Mistris.
SheI hug thee, sirrah.

Gos. I long to see it,
I had forgot you: theres for you my friends:
You had but heavy burthens; commend my love
To my best love, all the love I have
To honest Clause, shortly I will thank him better. [Exit.

Hig. By the mass a royal Merchant,
Gold by the handfull, here will be sport soon, Prig.

Prig. It partly seems so, and here will I be in a trice.

Hig. And I boy,
Away apace, we are lookd for.

Prig. Oh these bakd meats,
Me thinks I smell them hither.

Hig. Thy mouth waters. [Exeunt.

SCENA IV.

Enter Hubert, and Hemskirk.

Hub. I Must not.

Hem. Why? tis in thy power to do it, and in mine
To reward thee to thy wishes.

Hub. I dare not, nor I will not.

Hem. Gentle Huntsman,
Though thou hast kept me hard: though in thy duty,
Which is requird to do it, th hast used me stubbornly;
I can forgive thee freely.

Hub. You the Earls servant?

Hem. I swear I am near as his own thoughts to him;
Able to doe thee — 

Hub. Come, come, leave your prating.

Hem. If thou darst but try.

Hub. I thank you heartily, you will be
The first man that will hang me, a sweet recompence,
I could do, but I do not say I will,
To any honest fellow that would think ont,
And be a benefactor.

Hem. If it be not recompencd, and to thy own desires,
If within these ten days I do not make thee — 

Hub. What, a false knave!

Hem. Prethee, prethee conceive me [rightly], any thing
Of profit or of place that may advance thee.

Hub. Why what a Goosecap wouldst thou make me,
Do not I know that men in misery will promise
Any thing, more than their lives can reach at?

Hem. Believe me Huntsman,
There shall not one short syllable
That comes from me, pass
Without its full performance.

Hub. Say you so Sir?
Have ye ere a good place for my quality?

Hem. A thousand Chases, Forests, Parks: Ile make thee
Chief ranger over all the games.

Hub. When?

Hem. Presently.

Hub. This may provoke me: and yet to prove a knave too.

Hem. Tis to prove honest: tis to do good service,
Service for him thou art sworn to, for thy Prince,
Then for thy self that good; what fool would live here,
Poor, and in misery, subject to all dangers,
Law, and lewd people can inflict, when bravely
And to himself he may be law and credit?

Hub. Shall I believe thee?

Hem. As that thou holdst most holy.

Hub. Ye may play tricks.

Hem. Then let me never live more.

Hub. Then you shall see Sir, I will do a service
That shall deserve indeed.

Hem. Tis well said, Huntsman,
And thou shall be well thought of.

Hub. I will do it: tis not your setting free, for thats meer nothing,
But such a service, if the Earl be noble,
He shall for ever love me.

Hem. What ist Huntsman?

Hub. Do you know any of these people live here?

Hem. No.

Hub. You are a fool then: here be those, to have em,
I know the Earl so well, would make him caper.

Hem. Any of the old Lords that rebeld?

Hub. Peace, all,
I know em every one, and can betray em.

Hem. But wilt thou doe this service?

[Hub.] If youl keep
Your faith, and free word to me.

Hem. Wilt thou swear me?

Hub. No, no, I will believe ye: more than that too,
Heres the right heir.

Hem. O honest, honest huntsman!

Hub. Now, how to get these Gallants, theres the matter,
You will be constant, tis no work for me else.

Hem. Will the Sun shine again?

Hub. The way to get em.

Hem. Propound it, and it shall be done.

Hub. No sleight;
(For they are Devilish crafty, it concerns em,)
Nor reconcilement, (for they dare not trust neither)
Must doe this trick.

Hem. By force?

Hub. I, that must doe it.
And with the person of the Earl himself,
Authority (and mighty) must come on em:
Or else in vain: and thus I would have ye do it.
To morrow-night be here: a hundred men will bear em,
(So he be there, for hes both wise and valiant,
And with his terrour will strike dead their forces)
The hour be twelve a Clock, now for a guide
To draw ye without danger on these persons,
The woods being thick, and hard to hit, my self
With some few with me, made unto our purpose,
Beyond the wood, upon the plain, will wait ye
By the great Oak.

Hem. I know it: keep thy faith huntsman,
And such a showr of wealth — 

Hub. I warrant ye:
Miss nothing that I tell ye.

Hem. No.

Hub. Farewel;
You have your liberty, now use it wisely;
And keep your hour, goe closer about the wood there,
For fear they spy you.

Hem. Well.

Hub. And bring no noise with ye.
[Exit.

Hem. All shall be done to th purpose: farewel hunts-man.

Enter Gerrard, Higgen, Prig, Ginks, Snap, Ferret.

Ger. Now, whats the news in town?

Ginks. No news, but joy Sir;
Every man wooing of the noble Merchant,
Who has his hearty commendations to ye.

Fer. Yes this is news, this night hes to be married.

Ginks. By th mass thats true, he marrys Vandunks Daughter,
The dainty black-eyd bell.

Hig. I would my clapper
Hung in his baldrick, a what a peal could I Ring?

Ger. Married?

Ginks. Tis very true Sir, O the pyes,
The piping-hot mince-pyes!

Prig. O the Plum-pottage!

Hig. For one leg of a goose now would I venture a limb boys,
I love a fat goose, as I love allegiance,
And —— — upon the Boors, too well they know it,
And therefore starve their poultry.

Ger. To be married
To Vandunks Daughter?

Hig. O this [pretious] Merchant:
What sport he will have! but hark you brother Prig,
Shall we do nothing in the foresaid wedding?
Theres mony to be got, and meat I take it,
What think ye of a morise?

Prig. No, by no means,
That goes no further than the street, there leaves us,
Now we must think of something that must draw us
Into the bowels of it, into th buttery,
Into the Kitchin, into the Cellar, something
That that old drunken Burgo-master loves,
What think ye of a wassel?

Hig. I think worthily.

Prig. And very fit it should be, thou, and Ferret,
And Ginks to sing the Song: I for the structure,
Which is the bowl.

Hig. Which must be up-sey English,
Strong, lusty London beer; lets think more of it.

Ger. He must not marry.

Enter Hubert.

Hub. By your leave in private,
One word Sir, with ye; Gerrard: do not start me,
I know ye, and he knows ye, that best loves ye:
Hubert speaks to ye, and you must be Gerrard.
The time invites you to it.

Ger. Make no show then,
I am glad to see you Sir; and I am Gerrard.
How stand affairs?

Hub. Fair, if ye dare now follow,
Hemskirk I have let goe, and these my causes,
Ile tell ye privately, and how I have wrought him,
And then to prove me honest to my friends,
Look upon these directions, you have seen his.

Hig. Then will I speak a speech, and a brave speech
In praise of Merchants, wheres the Ape?

Prig. —— — Take him,
A gowty Bear-ward stole him the other day.

Hig. May his Bears worry him, that Ape had paid it,
What dainty tricks! —— — O that bursen Bear-ward:
In his French doublet, with his blisterd bullions,
In a long stock tyd up; O how daintily
Would I have made him wait, and shift a trencher,
Carry a cup of wine? ten thousand stinks
Wait on thy mangy hide, thou lowzy Bear-ward.

Ger. Tis passing well, I both believe and joy int,
And will be ready: keep you here the mean while,
And keep in, I must a while forsake ye,
Upon mine anger no man stir, this two hours.

Hig. Not to the wedding Sir?

Ger. Not any whither.

Hig. The wedding must be seen sir; we want meat too.
We are horrible out of meat.

Prig. Shall it be spoken,
Fat Capons shakt their tails ats in defiance?
And turkey tombs such honorable monuments,
Shall piggs, Sir, that the Parsons self would envy,
And dainty Ducks — 

Ger. Not a word more, obey me.
[Exit Ger.

Hig. Why then come dolefull death, this is flat tyranny,
And by this hand — 

Hub. What?

Hig. Ile goe sleep upont.
[Exit Hig.

Prig. Nay, and there be a wedding, and we wanting,
Farewel our happy days: we do obey Sir. [Exeunt.

SCENA V.

Enter two young Merchants.

1 Mer. Well met Sir, you are for this lusty wedding.

2 Mer. I am so, so are you I take it.

1 Mer. Yes,
And it much glads me, that to doe him service
Who is the honour of our trade, and lustre,
We meet thus happily.

2 Mer. Hes a noble fellow,
And well becomes a bride of such a beauty.

1 Mer. She is passing fair indeed, long may their loves
Continue like their youths, in spring of sweetness,
All the young Merchants will be here
No doubt ont,
For he that comes not to attend this wedding,
The curse of a most blind one fall upon him,
A loud wife, and a lazie: heres Vanlock.

Enter Vanlock and Francis.

Vanl. Well overtaken Gentlemen: save ye.

1 Mer. The same to you sir; save ye fair Mistris Francis,
I would this happy night might make you blush too.

Vanl. She dreams apace.

Fran. Thats but a drowsie fortune.

3 Mer. Nay take us with ye too; we come to that end,
I am sure ye are for the wedding.

Vanl. Hand and heart man:
And what their feet can doe, I could have tript it
Before this whorson gout.

Enter Clause.

Clau. Bless ye Masters.

Vanl. Clause? how now Clause? thou art come to see thy Master,
(And a good master he is to all poor people)
In all his joy, tis honestly done of thee.

Clau. Long may he live sir, but my business now is
If you would please to doe it, and to him too.

Enter Goswin.

Vanl. Hes here himself.

Gos. Stand at the door my friends?
I pray walk in: welcom fair Mistris Francis,
See what the house affords, theres a young Lady
Will bid you welcom.

Vanl. We joy your happiness.
[Exeunt.

Gos. I hope it will be so: Clause nobly welcom,
My honest, my best friend, I have been carefull
To see thy monys — 

Clau. Sir, that brought not me,
Do you know this Ring again?

Gos. Thou hadst it of me.

Cla. And do you well remember yet, the boun you gave me
Upon the return of this?

Gos. Yes, and I grant it,
Be it what it will: ask what thou canst, Ile do it;
Within my power.

Cla. Ye are not married yet?

Gos. No.

Cla. Faith I shall ask you that that will disturb ye,
But I must put ye to your promise.

Gos. Do,
And if I faint and flinch int — 

Cla. Well said Master,
And yet it grieves me too: and yet it must be.

Gos. Prethee distrust me not.

Cla. You must not marry,
Thats part of the power you gave me: which to make up,
You must presently depart, and follow me.

Gos. Not marry, Clause?

Cla. Not if you keep your promise,
And give me power to ask.

Gos. Prethee think better,
I will obey, by Heaven.

Cla. I have thought the best, Sir

Gos. Give me thy reason, dost thou fear her honesty?

Cla. Chaste as the ice, for any thing I know, Sir.

Gos. Why shouldst thou light on that then? to what purpose?

Cla. I must not now discover.

Gos. Must not marry?
Shall I break now when my poor heart is pawnd?
When all the preparation?

Cla. Now or never.

Gos. Come, tis not that thou wouldst: thou dost but fright me.

Cla. Upon my soul it is, Sir, and I bind ye.

Gos. Clause, canst thou be so cruel?

Cla. You may break, Sir,
But never more in my thoughts appear honest.

Gos. Didst ever see her?

Cla. No.

Gos. She is such a thing,
O Clause, she is such a wonder, such a mirror,
For beauty, and fair vertue, Europe has not:
Why hast thou made me happy, to undo me?
But look upon her; then if thy heart relent not,
Ile quit her presently: who waits there?

Ser. [within] Sir.

Gos. Bid my fair love come hither, and the Company.
Prethee be good unto me; take a mans heart
And look upon her truly: take a friends heart
And feel what misery must follow this.

Cla. Take you a noble heart and keep your promise;
I forsook all I had, to make you happy.

Enter Gertrude, Vandunk, and the rest Merchants.

Can that thing calld a Woman, stop your goodness?

Gos. Look there she is, deal with me as thou wilt now,
Didst ever see a fairer?

Cla. She is most goodly.

Gos. Pray ye stand still.

Ger. What ails my love?

Gos. Didst thou ever,
By the fair light of Heave[n], behold a sweeter?
O that thou knewst but love, or ever felt him,
Look well, look narrowly upon her beauties.

1 Mer. Sure has some strange design in hand, he starts so.

2 Mer. This Beggar has a strong power over his pleasure.

Gos. View all her body,

Cla. Tis exact and excellent.

Gos. Is she a thing then to be lost thus lightly?
Her mind is ten times sweeter, ten times nobler,
And but to hear her speak, a Paradise,
And such a love she bears to me, a chaste love,
A vertuous, fair, and fruitful love: tis now too
I am ready to enjoy it; the Priest ready, Clause,
To say the holy words shall make us happy,
This is a cruelty beyond mans study,
All these are ready, all our joyes are ready,
And all the expectation of our friends,
Twill be her death to do it.

Cla. Let her dye then.

Gos. Thou canst not: tis impossible.

Cla. It must be.

Gos. Twill kill me too, twill murder me: by heaven Clause
Ile give thee half I have; come thou shalt save me.

Cla. Then you must go with me: I can stay no longer,
If ye be true, and noble.

Gos. Hard heart, Ile follow:
Pray ye all go in again, and pray be merry,
I have a weighty business, (give my Cloak there,)

Enter Servant (with a Cloak.)

Concerns my life, and state, (make no enquiry,)
This present hour befaln me: with the soonest
I shall be here again: nay pray go in, Sir,
And take them with you, tis but a night lost, Gentlemen.

Van. Come, come in, we will not lose our meat yet,
Nor our good mirth, he cannot stay long from her,
I am sure of that.

Gos. I will not stay; believe, Sir. [Exit.

Gertrude, a word with you.

Ger. Why is this stop, Sir?

Gos. I have no more time left me, but to kiss thee,
And tell thee this, I am ever thine: farewel wench. [Exit.

Ger. And is that all your Ceremony? Is this a wedding?
Are all my hopes and prayers turnd to nothing?
Well, I will say no more, nor sigh, nor sorrow;
Till to thy face I prove thee false. Ah me! [Exit.


ACTUS QUINTUS. SCENA PRIMA.
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ENTER GERTRUDE, AND a Boor.

Ger. Lead, if thou thinkst we are right: why dost thou make
These often stands? thou saidst thou knewst the way.

Bo. Fear nothing, I do know it: would twere homeward.

Ger. Wrought from me by a Beggar? at the time
That most should tye him? tis some other Love
That hath a more command on his affections,
And he that fetcht him, a disguised Agent,
Not what he personated; for his fashion
Was more familiar with him, and more powerful
Than one that askd an alms: I must find out
One, if not both: kind darkness be my shrowd,
And cover loves too curious search in me,
For yet, suspicion, I would not name thee.

Bo. Mistris, it grows somewhat pretty and dark.

Ger. What then?

Bo. Nay, nothing; do not think I am afraid,
Although perhaps you are.

Ger. I am not, forward.

Bo. Sure but you are? give me your hand, fear nothing.
Theres one leg in the wood, do not pull me backward:
What a sweat one ons are in, you or I?
Pray God it do not prove the plague; yet sure
It has infected me; for I sweat too,
It runs out at my knees, feel, feel, I pray you.

Ger. What ails the fellow?

Bo. Hark, hark I beseech you,
Do you hear nothing?

Ger. No.

Bo. List: a wild Hog,
He grunts: now tis a Bear: this wood is full of em,
And now, a Wolf, Mistress, a Wolf, a Wolf,
It is the howling of a Wolf.

Ger. The braying of an Ass, is it not?

Bo. Oh, now one has me;
Oh my left haunch, farewel.

Ger. Look to your Shanks,
Your Breech is safe enough, the Wolfs a Fern-brake.

Bo. But see, see, see, there is a Serpent in it;
It has eyes as broad as Platters; it spits fire;
Now it creeps towards us, help me to say my Prayers:
It hath swallowed me almost, my breath is stopt;
I cannot speak: do I speak Mistress? tell me.

Ger. Why, thou strange timerous Sot, canst thou perceive
Any thing ith Bush but a poor Glo-worm?

Bo. It may be tis but a Glo-worm now, but twill
Grow to a Fire-drake presently.

Ger. Come thou from it:
I have a precious guide of you, and a courteous,
That gives me leave to lead my self the way thus.

Bo. It thunders, you hear that now?

Ger. I hear one hollow.

Bo. Tis thunder, thunder:
See, a Flash of Lightning:
Are you not blasted Mistress? pull your Mask off,
It has plaid the Barber with me here: I have lost
My Beard, my Beard, pray God you be not shaven,
Twill spoil your Marriage Mistress.

Ger. What strange Wonders
Fear fancies in a Coward!

Bo. Now the Earth opens.

Ger. Prithee hold thy peace.

Bo. Will you on then?

Ger. Both love and jealousie have made me bold,
Where my Fate leads me, I must go. [Exit.

Bo. God be with you then.

Enter Woolfort, Hemskirk, and Attendants.

Hem. It was the Fellow sure, he that should guide me,
The Hunts-man that did hollow us.

Woolf. Best make a stand,
And listen to his next: Ha!

Hem. Who goes there?

Bo. Mistress, I am taken.

Hem. Mistress? Look forth Souldiers.

Woolf. What are you Sirrah?

Bo. Truly all is left
Of a poor Boor, by day-light, by night no body,
You might have spard your Drum, and Guns, and Pikes too
For I am none that will stand out Sir, I.
You may take me in with a walking Stick,
Even when you please, and hold me with a packthred.

Hem. What woman wast you calld to?

Bo. Woman! none Sir.

Woolf. None! did you not name Mistress?

Bo. Yes, but shes
No woman yet: she should have been this night,
But that a Beggar stole away her Bridegroom,
Whom we were going to make hue and cry after;
I tell you true Sir, she should ha been married to day;
And was the Bride and all; but in came Clause,
The old lame Beggar, and whips up Mr Goswin
Under his arm; away with him as a Kite,
Or an old Fox would swoop away a Gosling.

Hem. Tis she, tis she, tis she: Niece?

Ger. Ha!

Hem. She Sir,
This was a noble entrance to your fortune,
That being on the point thus to be married,
Upon her venture here, you should surprise her.

Woolf. I begin, Hemskirk, to believe my fate,
Works to my ends.

Hem. Yes Sir, and this adds trust
Unto the fellow our guide, who assurd me Florez
Livd in some Merchants shape, as Gerrard did
I the old Beggars, and that he would use
Him for the train, to call the other forth;
All which we find is done — Thats he again — [Holla again.

Woolf. Good, we sent out to meet him.

Hem. Heres the Oak.

Ger. I am miserably lost, thus faln
Into my Uncles hands from all my hopes,
Can I not think away my self and dye?

Enter Hubert, Higgen, Prig, Ferret, Snap, Ginks like Boors.

Hub. I like your habits well: they are safe, stand close.

Hig. But whats the action we are for now? Ha!
Robbing a Ripper of his Fish.

Prig. Or taking
A Poulterer Prisoner, without ransome, Bullyes?

Hig. Or cutting off a Convoy of Butter?

Fer. Or surprizing a Boors ken, for granting cheats!

Prig. Or cackling Cheats?

Hig. Or Mergery-praters, Rogers,
And Tibs oth Buttery?

Prig. O I could drive a Regiment
Of Geese afore me, such a night as this,
Ten Leagues with my Hat and Staff, and not a hiss
Heard, nor a wing of my Troops disordered.

Hig. Tell us,
If it be milling of a lag of duds,
The fetching of a back of cloaths or so;
We are horribly out of linnen.

Hub. No such matter.

Hig. Let me alone with the Farmers dog,
If you have a mind to the cheese-loft; tis but thus,
And he is a silencd Mastiff, during pleasure.

Hub. Would it would please you to be silent.

Hig. Mum.

Woolf. Whos there?

Hub. A friend, the Hunts-man.

Hem. O tis he.

Hub. I have kept touch Sir, which is the Earl of these?
Will he know a man now?

Hem. This my Lords the Friend,
Hath undertook the service.

Hub. Ift be worth
His Lordships thanks anon, when tis done
Lording, Ill look fort, a rude Wood-man,
I know how to pitch my toils, drive in my game:
And I have dont, both Florez and his Father
Old Gerrard, with Lord Arnold of Benthuisen,
Cozen, and Jaculin, young Florezs Sister:
I have em all.

Woolf. Thou speakst too much, too happy,
To carry faith with it.

Hub. I can bring you
Where you shall see, and find em.

Woolf. We will double
What ever Hemskirk then hath promisd thee.

Hub. And Ill deserve it treble: what horse ha you?

Woolf. A hundred. Thats well: ready to take
Upon surprise of em.

Hem. Yes.

Hub. Divide then
Your force into five Squadrons; for there are
So many out-lets, ways through the wood
That issue from the place where they are lodgd:
Five several ways, of all which Passages,
We must possess our selves, to round em in;
For by one starting hole theyll all escape else:
I and 4. Boors here to me will be guides,
The Squadron where you are, my self will lead:
And that they may be more secure, Ill use
My wonted whoops, and hollows, as I were
A hunting for em; which will make them rest
Careless of any noise, and be a direction
To the other guides, how we approach em still.

Woolf. Tis orderd well, and relisheth the Souldier;
Make the division Hemskirk; you are my charge,
Fair One, Ill look to you.

Boo. Shall no body need
To look to me? Ill look unto my self.

Hub. Tis but this, remember.

Hig. Say, tis done, Boy. [Exeunt.

SCENA II.

Enter Gerrard and Florez.

Ger. By this time Sir I hope you want no reasons
Why I broke off your marriage, for though I
Should as a Subject study you my Prince
In things indifferent, it will not therefore
Discredit you, to acknowledge me your Father,
By harkning to my necessary counsels.

Flo. Acknowledge you my Father? Sir I do,
And may impiety, conspiring with
My other Sins, sink me, and suddenly
When I forget to pay you a Sons duty
In my obedience, and that helpd forth
With all the cheerfulness.

Ger. I pray you rise,
And may those powers that see and love this in you,
Reward you for it: Taught by your example
Having receivd the rights due to a Father,
I tender you th allegeance of a Subject:
Which as my Prince accept of.

Flo. Kneel to me?
May mountains first fall down beneath their valleys,
And fire no more mount upwards, when I suffer
An act in nature so preposterous;
I must oercome in this, in all things else
The victory be yours: could you here read me,
You should perceive how all my faculties
Triumph in my blest fate, to be found yours;
I am your son, your son Sir, and am prouder
To be so, to the Father, to such goodness
(Which heaven be pleasd, I may inherit from you)
Than I shall ever of those specious titles
That plead for my succession in the Earldom
(Did I possess it now) left by my Mother.

Ger. I do believe it: but — 

Flo. O my lovd Father,
Before I knew you were so, by instinct,
Nature had taught me, to look on your wants,
Not as a strangers: and I know not how,
What you calld charity, I thought the payment
Of some religious debt, nature stood bound for;
And last of all, when your magnificent bounty
In my low ebb of fortune, had brought in
A flood of blessings, though my threatning wants
And fear of their effects, still kept me stupid,
I soon found out, it was no common pity
That led you to it.

Ger. Think of this hereafter
When we with joy may call it to remembrance,
There will be a time, more opportune, than now
To end our story, with all circumstances,
I add this only: when we fled from Wolfort
I sent you into England, and there placed you
With a brave Flanders Merchant, calld rich Goswin,
A man supplyed by me unto that purpose,
As bound by oath never to discover you,
Who dying, left his name and wealth unto you
As his reputed Son, and yet receivd so;
But now, as Florez, and a Prince, remember
The countreys, and the subjects general good
Must challenge the first part in your affection:
The fair maid, whom you chose to be your wife,
Being so far beneath you, that your love
Must grant shes not your equal.

Flo. In descent
Or borrowed glories from dead Ancestors,
But for her beauty, chastity, and all vertues
Ever remembred in the best of women,
A Monarch might receive from her, not give,
Though she were his Crowns purchase; in this only
Be an indulgent Father: in all else,
Use your authority.

Enter Hubert, Hemskirk, Wolfort,
Bertha, and Souldiers.

Hub. Sir, here be two of em,
The Father and the Son, the rest you shall have
As fast as I can rouze them.

Ger. Whos this? Wolfort?

Wol. I Criple, your feigned crutches will not help you,
Nor patchd disguise that hath so long conceald you,
Its now no halting: I must here find Gerrard,
And in this Merchants habit, one calld Florez
Who would be an Earl.

Ger. And is, wert thou a subject.

Flo. Is this that Traitor Wolfort?

Wol. Yes, but you
Are they that are betraid: Hemskirk.

Ber. My Goswin
Turnd Prince? O I am poorer by this greatness,
Than all my former jealousies or misfortunes.

Florez. Gertrude?

Wol. Stay Sir, you were to day too near her,
You must no more aim at those easie accesses,
Less you can dot in air, without a head,
Which shall be suddenly trid.

Ber. O take my heart, first,
And since I cannot hope now to enjoy him,
Let me but fall a part of his glad ransom.

Wol. You know not your own value, that entreat.

Ger. So proud a fiend as Wolfort.

Wol. For so lost
A thing as Florez.

Flo. And that would be so
Rather than she should stoop again to thee;
There is no death, buts sweeter than all life,
When Wolfort is to give it: O my Gertrude,
It is not that, nor Princedom that I goe from,
It is from thee, that loss includeth all.

Wol. I, if my young Prince knew his loss, he would say so,
Which that he yet may chew on, I will tell him
This is no Gertrude, nor no Hemskirks Niece,
Nor Vandunks Daughter: this is Bertha, Bertha,
The heir of Brabant, she that causd the war,
Whom I did steal, during my treaty there,
In your minority, to raise my self;
I then fore-seeing twould beget a quarel,
That, a necessity of my employment,
The same employment, make me master of strength,
That strength, the Lord of Flanders, so of Brabant,
By marrying her: which had not been to doe Sir,
She come of years, but that the expectation
First of her Fathers death, retarded it,
And since the standing out of Bruges, where
Hemskirk had hid her, till she was near lost:
But Sir, we have recoverd her: your Merchantship
May break, for this was one of your best bottoms
I think.

Ger. Insolent Devil!

Enter Hubert, with Jaqueline, Ginks,
and Costin.

Wol. Who are these, Hemskirk?

Hem. More, more, Sir.

Flo. How they triumph in their treachery!

Hem. Lord Arnold of Benthusin, this Lord Costin,
This Jaqueline the sister unto Florez.

Wol. All found? why heres brave game, this was sport royall,
And puts me in thought of a new kind of death for em.
Hunts-man, your horn: first wind me Florez fall,
Next Gerrards, then his Daughter Jaquelins,
Those rascals, they shall dye without their rights:
Hang em Hemskirk on these trees; Ile take
The assay of these my self.

Hub. Not here my Lord,
Let em be broken up upon a scaffold,
Twill shew the better when their arbours made.

Ger. Wretch, art thou not content thou hast betraid us,
But mock us too?

Ginks. False Hubert, this is monstrous.

Wol. Hubert?

Hem. Who, this?

Ger. Yes this is Hubert, Wolfort,
I hope he has helpt himself to a tree.

Wol. The first,
The first of any, and most glad I have you Sir,
I let you goe before, but for a train;
Ist you have done this service?

Hub. As your Hunts-man,
But now as Hubert; save your selves, I will,
The Wolfs afoot, let slip; kill, kill, kill, kill.

Enter with a drum Van-dunk, Merchants,
Higgen, Prig, Ferret, Snap.

Wol. Betrayd?

Hub. No, but well catchd: and I the Huntsman.

Van-d. How do you Wolfort? Rascal, good knave Wolfort,
I speak it now without the Rose, and Hemskirk,
Rogue Hemskirk, you that have no niece, this Lady
Was stoln by you, and tane by you, and now
Resignd by me, to the right owner here:
Take her my Prince.

Flo. Can this be possible,
Welcom my love, my sweet, my worthy love.

Van-d. I ha givn you her twice: now keep her better, and thank
Lord Hubert, that came to me in Gerrards name,
And got me out, with my brave Boyes, to march
Like Caesar, when he bred his Commentaries,
So I, to bread my Chronicle, came forth
Caesar Van-dunk, & veni, vidi, vici,
Give me my Bottle, and set down the drum;
You had your tricks Sir, had you? we ha tricks too,
You stole the Lady?

Hig. And we led your Squadrons,
Where they ha scratchd their leggs a little, with brambles,
If not their faces.

Prig. Yes, and run their heads
Against trees.

Hig. Tis Captain Prig, Sir.

Prig. And Coronel Higgen.

Hig. We have filld a pit with your people, some with leggs,
Some with arms broken, and a neck or two
I think be loose.

Prig. The rest too, that escapd,
Are not yet out othe briars,

Hig. And your horses, Sir,
Are well set up in Bruges all by this time:
You look as you were not well Sir, and would be
Shortly let blood; do you want a scarf?

Van-d. A halter.

Ger. Twas like your self, honest, and noble Hubert:
Canst thou behold these mirrors all together,
Of thy long, false, and bloody usurpation?
Thy tyrrannous proscription, and fresh treason:
And not so see thy self, as to fall down
And sinking, force a grave, with thine own guilt,
As deep as hell, to cover thee and it?

Wol. No, I can stand: and praise the toyles that took me
And laughing in them dye, they were brave snares.

Flo. Twere truer valour, if thou durst repent
The wrongs th hast done, and live.

Wol. Who, I repent?
And say I am sorry? yes, tis the fools language
And not for Wolfort.

Van-d. Wolfort, thou art a Devil,
And speakst his language, oh that I had my longing
Under this row of trees now would I hang him.

Flo. No let him live, until he can repent,
But banishd from our State, that is thy doom.

Van-d. Then hang his worthy Captain here, this Hemskirk
For profit of th example.

Flo. No let him
Enjoy his shame too: with his conscious life,
To shew how much our innocence contemns
All practice from the guiltiest, to molest us.

Van-d. A noble Prince.

Ger. Sir, you must help to join
A pair of hands, as they have done their hearts here,
And to their loves with joy.

Flo. As to mine own,
My gracious Sister, worthiest Brother.

Van. Ile go afore, and have the bon-fire made,
My fire-works, & flap dragons, and good backrack,
With a peck of little fishes, to drink down
In healths to this day.

Hig. Slight, here be changes,
The Bells ha not so many, nor a dance, Prig.

Prig. Our Companys grown horrible thin by it,
What think you Ferret?

Fer. Marry I do think,
That we might all be Lords now, if we could stand fort.

Hig. Not I if they should offer it: Ile dislodge first,
Remove the Bush to another climat.

Ger. Sir, you must thank this worthy Burgomaster,
Here be friends ask to be lookd on too,
And thankd, who though their trade, and course of life
Be not so perfect, but it may be betterd,
Have yet usd me with courtesy, and been true
Subjects unto me, while I was their King,
A place I know not well how to resign,
Nor unto whom: But this I will entreat
Your grace, command them follow you to Bruges;
Where I will take the care on me, to find
Some manly, and more profitable course
To fit them, as a part of the Republique.

Flo. Do you hear Sirs? do so.

Hig. Thanks to your good grace.

Prig. To your good Lordship.

Fer. May you both live long.

Ger. Attend me at Van-dunks, the Burgomasters.

[Ex. all but Beggars.

Hig. Yes, to beat hemp, and be whipt twice a week,
Or turn the wheel, for Crab the Rope-maker:
Or learn to go along with him, his course;
Thats a fine course now, i the common-wealth, Prig,
What say you to it?

Prig. It is the backwardst course,
I know ithe world.

Hig. Then Higgen will scarce thrive by it,
You do conclude?

Prig. Faith hardly, very hardly.

Hig. Troth I am partly of your mind, Prince Prig;
And therefore farewel Flanders, Higgen will seek
Some safer shelter, in some other Climat,
With this his tatterd Colony: Let me see
Snap, Ferret, Prig, and Higgen, all are left
O the true blood: what? shall we into England?

Prig. Agreed.

Hig. Then bear up bravely with your Brute my lads,
Higgen hath prigd the prancers in his dayes,
And sold good penny-worths; we will have a course,
The Spirit of Bottom, is grown bottomless.

Prig. Ile mand no more, nor cant.

Hig. Yes, your sixpenny worth
In private, Brother, sixpence is a sum
Ile steal you any mans Dogg for.

Prig. For sixpence more
Youl tell the owner where he is.

Hig. Tis right,
Higgen must practise, so must Prig to eat;
And write the Letter: and gi the word. But now
No more, as either of these.

Prig. But as true Beggars,
As ere we were.

Hig. We stand here, for an Epilogue;
Ladies, your bounties first; the rest will follow;
For womens favours are a leading alms,
If you be pleasd look cheerly, throw your eyes
Out at your masks.

Prig. And let your beauties sparkle.

Hig. So may you neer want dressings, Jewels, gowns
Still i the fashion.

Prig. Nor the men you love,
Wealth nor discourse to please you.

Hig. May you Gentlemen,
Never want good fresh suits nor liberty.

Prig. May every Merchant here see safe his ventures.

Hig. And every honest Citizen his debts in.

Prig. The Lawyers again good Clyents.

Hig. And the Clyents good Counsel.

Prig. All the Gamesters here good fortune.

Hig. The Drunkards too good wine.

Prig. The eaters meat
Fit for their tastes and palats.

Hig. The good wives kind Husbands.

Prig. The young maids choyce of Sutors.

Hig. The Midwives merry hearts.

Prig. And all good cheer.

Hig. As you are kind unto us and our Bush,
We are the Beggars and your daily Beadsmen,
And have your mony, but the Alms we ask
And live by, is your Grace, give that, and then
Wel boldly say our word is, Come again.
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The Persons Represented in the Play.
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Assistant, or Governor.
Vitelli, a young Gentleman, enemy to Alvarez.
Lamoral, a fighting Gallant, friend to Vitelli.
Anastro, an honest Gentleman, friend to Vitelli.
Don Alvarez, a noble Gent. Father to Lucio, and Clara.
Siavedra, a friend to Alvarez.
Lucio, Son to Alvarez, a brave young Gent, in womans habit.
Alguazeir, a sharking panderly Constable.
Pachieco, a Cobler, }
Mendoza, a Botcher, } of worship.
Metaldie, a Smith, }
Lazarillo, Pachieco his hungry servant.
Bobbadilla, a witty knave, servant to Eugenia, and Steward
vant to Alvarez.
Herald.
Officer.

WOMEN.

Eugenia, a virtuous Lady, wife to Don Alvarez.
Clara, Daughter to Eugenia, a martial Maid, valiant and
chaste, enamoured of Vitelli.
Genevora, Sister to Vitelli, in love with Lucio.
Malroda, a wanton Mis[tr]iss of Vitelli.

The Scene Sevil.


A Prologue
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AT THE REVIVING of this PLAY.

Statues and Pictures challenge price and fame;
If they can justly boast, and prove they came
From Phidias or Apelles. None denie,
Poets and Painters hold a sympathy;
Yet their works may decay, and lose their grace,
Receiving blemish in their Limbs or Face.
When the Minds Art has this preheminence,
She still retaineth her first excellence.
Then why should not this dear Piece be esteemd
Child to the richest fancies that er teemd?
When not their meanest off-spring, that came forth,
But bore the image of their Fathers worth.
Beaumonts, and Fletchers, whose desert out-wayes
The best applause, and their least sprig of B[a]yes
Is worthy Phæbus; and who comes to gather
Their fruits of wit, he shall not rob the treasure.
Nor can you ever surfeit of the plenty,
Nor can you call them rare, though they be dainty.
The more you take, the more you do them right,
And we will thank you for your own delight.


Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Vitelli, Lamoral, Anastro.

Vit. Alvarez pardond?

Ana. And returnd

Lamo. I saw him land
At St. Lucars, and such a general welcome,
Fame as harbinger to his brave actions,
Had with the easie people, prepard for him,
As if by his command alone, and fortune
Holland, with those low Provinces, that hold out
Against the Arch-Duke, were again compelld
With their obedience to give up their lives
To be at his Devotion.

Vit. You amaze me,
For though I have heard, that when he fled from Sevil
To save his life (th[e]n forfeited to Law
For murthring Don Pedro my dear Uncle)
His extream wants enforcd him to take pay
Ith Army, sate down then before Ostend,
Twas never yet reported, by whose favour
He durst presume to entertain a thought
Of coming home with pardon.

Ana. Tis our nature
Or not to hear, or not to give belief
To what we wish far from our enemies.

Lam. Sir, tis most certain, the Infantas Letters
Assisted by the Arch-Dukes, to King Philip,
Have not alone securd him from the rigor
Of our Castilian Justice, but returnd him
A free man and in grace.

Vi[t]. By what cursd means
Could such a fugitive arise unto
The knowledge of their Highnesses? much more
(Though known) to stand but in the least degree
Of favour with them?

Lam. To give satisfaction
To your demand, though to praise him I hate,
Can yield me small contentment, I will tell you,
And truly, since should I detract his worth,
Twould argue want of merit in my self.
Briefly to pass his tedious pilgrimage
For sixteen years, a banishd guilty man,
And to forget the storms, th affrights, the horrors
His constancy, not fortune, overcame,
I bring him, with his little son, grown man
(Though twas said here, he took a Daughter with him)
To Ostends bloody siege that stage of war,
Wherein the flower of many Nations acted,
And the whole Christian world spectators were;
There by his Son, or were he by adoption,
Or nature his, a brave Scene was presented,
Which I make choice to speak of, since from that
The good success of Alvarez, had beginning.

Vi[t]. So I love virtue in an enemy
That I desire in the relation of
This young mans glorious deed, yould keep your self
A friend to truth, and it.

Lam. Such was my purpose;
The Town being oft assaulted, but in vain,
To dare the proud defendents to a sally,
Weary of ease, Don Inigo Peralta,
Son to the General of our Castile forces,
All armd, advancd within shot of their Walls,
From whence the Musquetiers plaid thick upon him,
Yet he (brave youth) as careless of the danger,
As careful of his honor, drew his sword,
And waving it about his head, as if
He dard one spirited like himself, to trial
Of single valor, he made his retreat
With such a slow, and yet majestique pace,
As if he still calld loud, dare none come on?
When sodainly, from a postern of the Town
Two gallant horsemen issued, and oertook him,
The Army looking on, yet not a man
That durst relieve the rash adventurer,
Which Lucio, son to Alvarez then seeing,
As in the Vant-guard he sate bravely mounted,
Or were it pity of the youths misfortune,
Care to preserve the honor of his Countrey,
Or bold desire to get himself a name,
He made his brave Horse like a whirlwind bear him,
Among the Combatants: and in a moment
Dischargd his Petronel, with such sure aim
That of the adverse party from his horse,
One tumbled dead, then wheeling round, and drawing
A Faulcion, swift as lightning he came on
Upon the other, and with one strong blow,
In view of the amazed Town, and Camp,
He struck him dead, and brought Peralta off
With double honor to himself.

Vit. Twas brave:
But the success of this?

Lam. The Camp receivd him
With acclamations of joy and welcome,
And for addition to the fair reward
Being a massy chain of Gold given to him
By young Peraltas Father, he was brought
To the Infantas presence, kissd her hand,
And from that Lady, (greater in her goodness
Than her high birth) had this encouragement:
Go on young man; yet not to feed thy valour
With hope of recompence to come, from me,
For present satisfaction of whats past,
Ask any thing thats fit for me to give,
And thee to take, and be assurd of it.

Ana. Excellent Princess.

Vit. And stild worthily
The heart-bloud, nay the Soul of Soldiers.
But what was his request?

Lam. That the repeal
Of Alvarez makes plain: he humbly beggd
His Fathers pardon, and so movingly
Told the sad story of your Uncles death
That the Infanta wept, and instantly
Granting his suit, working the Arch-Duke to it,
Their Letters were directed to the King,
With whom they so prevaild, that Alvarez
Was freely pardond.

Vit. Tis not in the King
To make that good.

Ana. Not in the King? what subject
Dares contradict his power?

Vit. In this I dare,
And will: and not call his prerogative
In question, nor presume to limit it.
I know he is [the] Master of his Laws,
And may forgive the forfeits made to them,
But not the injury done to my honor;
And since (forgetting my brave Uncles merits
And many services, under Duke D Alva)
He suffers him to fall, wresting from Justice
The powerful sword, that would revenge his death,
Ill fill with this Astreas empty hand,
And in my just wreak, make this arm the Kings,
My deadly hate to Alvarez, and his house,
Which as I grew in years, hath still encreasd,
As if it calld on time to make me man,
Slept while it had no object for her fury
But a weak woman, and her talkd of Daughter:
But now, since there are quarries, worth her sight
Both in the father, and his hopeful son,
Ill boldly cast her off, and gorge her full
With both their hearts: to further which, your friendship,
And oaths: will your assistance, let your deeds
Make answer to me: useless are all words
Till you have writ performance with your swords.

[Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Bobadilla and Lucio.

Luc. Go fetch my work: this Ruffe was not well starchd,
So tell the maid, t has too much blew in it,
And look you that the Partridge and the Pullen
Have clean meat, and fresh water, or my Mother
Is like to hear ont.

Bob. Oh good St. Jaques help me: was there ever such
an Hermaphrodite heard of? would any wench living, that
should hear and see what I do, be wrought to believe, that
the best of a man lies under this Petticoat, and that a Codpiece
were far fitter here, than a Pinnd Placket?

Luc. You had best talk filthily: do; I have a tongue
To tell my Mother, as well as ears to hear
Your ribaldry.

Bob. Nay you have ten womens tongues that way I am
sure: why my young Master or Mistriss, Madam, Don, or
what you will, what the devil have you to do with Pullen,
or Partridge? or to sit pricking on a clout all day? you have
a better needle, I know, and might make better work, if you
had grace to use it.

Luc. Why, how dare you speak this before me, sirrah?

Bob. Nay rather, why dare not you do what I speak? — though
my Lady your mother, for fear of Vitelli and his
faction, hath brought you up like her Daughter, and has kept
you these 20 years, which is ever since you were born, a close
prisoner within doors, yet since you are a man, and are as
well provided as other men are, methinks you should have
the same motions of the flesh, as other Cavaliers of us are
inclind unto.

Luc. Indeed you have cause to love those wanton motions,
They having hope you to an excellent whipping,
For doing something, I but put you in mind of it,
With the Indian Maid, the Governor sent my mother
From Mexico.

Bob. Why, I but taught her a Spanish trick in charity,
and holpe the King to a subject that may live to take Grave
Maurice prisoner, and that was more good to the State, than a
thousand such as you are ever like to doe: and I will tell you,
(in a fatherly care of the Infant I speak it) if he live (as
bless the babe, in passion I remember him) to your years, shall
he spend his time in pinning, painting, purling, and perfuming
as you do? no, he shall to the wars, use his Spanish Pike,
though with the danger of the lash, as his father has done,
and when he is provoked, as I am now, draw his Toledo
desperately, as — 

Luc. You will not kill me? oh.

Bob. I knew this would silence him: how he hides his eies!
If he were a wench now, as he seems, what an advantage
Had I, drawing two Toledos, when one can do this!
But oh me, my Lady: I must put up: young Master
I did but jest: Oh custom, what hast thou made of him?

Enter Eugenia and Servants.

Eug. For bringing this, be still my friend; no more
A servant to me.

Bo[b]. Whats the matter?

Eug. Here,
Even here, where I am happy to receive
Assurance of my Alvarez return,
I will kneel down: and may those holy thoughts
That now possess me wholly, make this place
A Temple to me, where I may give thanks
For this unhopd for blessing Heavens kind hand
Hath pourd upon me.

Luc. Let my duty Madam
Presume, if you have cause of joy, to intreat
I may share in it.

Bob. Tis well, he has forgot how I frighted him yet.

Eug. Thou shalt: but first kneel with me Lucio,
No more Posthumia now, thou hast a Father,
A Father living to take off that name,
Which my too credulous fears, that he was dead,
Bestowd upon thee: thou shalt see him Lucio
And make him young again, by seeing thee,
Who only hadst a being in my Womb
When he went from me, Lucio: Oh my joyes,
So far transport me, that I must forget
The ornaments of Matrons, modesty,
And grave behaviour; but let all forgive me
If in th expression of my souls best comfort
Though old, I do a while forget mine age
And play the wanton in the entertainment
Of those delights I have so long despaird of.

Luc. Shall I then see my Father?

Eug. This hour Lucio;
Which reckon the beginning of thy life
I mean that life, in which thou shalt appear
To be such as I brought thee forth, a man,
This womanish disguise, in which I have
So long conceald thee, thou shalt now cast off,
And change those qualities thou didst learn from me,
For masculine virtues, for which seek no tutor,
But let thy fathers actions be thy precepts;
And for thee Zancho, now expect reward
For thy true service.

Bob. Shall I? you hear fellow Stephano, learn to know
me more respectively; how dost thou think I shall become
the Stewards chair, ha? will not these slender hanches show
well with a chain, and a gold night-Cap after supper, when
I take the accompts?

Eug. Haste, and take down those Blacks with which my chamber
Hath like the widow, her sad Mistriss mournd,
And hang up for it, the rich Persian Arras,
Usd on my wedding night, for this to me
Shall be a second marriage: send for Musique,
And will the Cooks to use their best of cunning
To please the palat.

Bob. Will your Ladyship have a Potato-pie, tis a good
stirring dish for an old Lady, after a long Lent.

Eug. Begone I say: why Sir, you can goe faster?

Bob. I could Madam: but I am now to practise the
Stewards pace, thats the reward I look for: every man must
fashion his gate, according to his calling: you fellow Stephano,
may walk faster, to overtake preferment: so, usher me.

Luc. Pray Madam, let the wastcoat I last wrought
Be made up for my Father: I will have
A Cap, and Boot-hose sutable to it.

Eug. Of that
Well think hereafter Lucio: our thoughts now
Must have no object but thy Fathers welcome,
To which thy help — 

Luc. With humble gladness, Madam. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Alvarez, Clara.

Alv. Where lost we Syavedra?

Cla. He was met
Entring the City by some Gentlemen
Kinsmen, as he said of his own, with whom
For compliment sake (for so I think he termd it)
He was compelld to stay: though I much wonder
A man that knows to do, and has done well
In the head of his troop, when the bold foe chargd home,
Can learn so sodainly to abuse his time
In apish entertainment: for my part
(By all the glorious rewards of war)
I had rather meet ten enemies in the field
All sworn to fetch my head, than be brought on
To change an hours discourse with one of these
Smooth City-fools, or Tissue-Cavaliers,
The only Gallants, as they wisely think,
To get a Jewel, or a wanton Kiss
From a Court-lip, though painted.

Alv. My Love Clara,
(For Lucio is a name thou must forget
With Lucios bold behaviour) though thy breeding
I th Camp, may plead something in the excuse
Of thy rough manners, custom having changd,
Though not thy Sex, the softness of thy nature,
And fortune (then a cruel stepdame to thee)
Imposd upon thy tender sweetness, burthens
Of hunger, cold, wounds, want, such as would crack
The sinews of a man, not born a Soldier:
Yet now she smiles, and like a natural mother
Looks gently on thee, Clara, entertain
Her profferd bounties with a willing bosom;
Thou shalt no more have need to use thy sword;
Thy beauty (which even Belgia hath not alterd)
Shall be a stronger guard, to keep my Clara,
Than that has been, (though never usd but nobly)
And know thus much.

Cla. Sir, I know only that
It stands not with my duty to gain-say you,
In any thing: I must, and will put on
What fashion you think best: though I could wish
I were what I appear.

Alv. Endeavour rather [Musick.
To be what you are, Clara, entring here,
As you were born, a woman.

Enter Eugenia, Lucio, Servants.

Eug. Let choice Musick
In the best voice that eer touchd humane ear,
For joy hath tid my tongue up, speak your welcome.

Alv. My soul (for thou givst new life to my spirit)
Myriads of joyes, though short in number of
Thy virtues, fall on thee; Oh my Eugenia,
Th assurance that I do embrace thee, makes
My twenty years of sorrow but a dream,
And by the Nectar, which I take from these,
I feel my age restord, and like old Æson
Grow young again.

Eug. My Lord, long wishd for welcome,
Tis a sweet briefness, yet in that short word
All pleasures which I may call mine, begin,
And may they long increase, before they find
A second period: let mine eies now surfeit
On this so wishd for object, and my lips
Yet modestly pay back the parting kiss
You trusted with them, when you fled from Sevil,
With little Clara my sweet daughter: lives she?
Yet I could chide my self, having you here
For being so covetous of all joyes at once,
T enquire for her, you being alone, to me
My Clara, Lucio, my Lord, my self,
Nay more than all the world.

Alv. As you, to me are.

Eug. Sit down, and let me feed upon the story
Of your past dangers, now you are here in safety
It will give rellish, and fresh appetite
To my delights, if such delights can cloy me.
Yet do not Alvarez, let me first yield you
Account of my life in your absence, and
Make you acquainted how I have preservd
The Jewel left lockd up in my womb,
When you, in being forcd to leave your Countrey,
Sufferd a civil death. [Within clashing swords.

Alv. Doe my Eugenia,
Tis that I most desire to hear.

Eug. Then know. [Sayavedra within.

Alv. What noise is that?

Saya. If you are noble enemies, [Vitelli within.
Oppress me not with odds, but kill me fairly.

Vit. Stand off, I am too many of my self.

Enter Bobadilla.

Bob. Murther, murther, murther, your friend my Lord,
Don Sayavedra is set upon in the streets, by your enemies
Vitelli, and his Faction: I am almost killd with looking on
them.

Alv. Ill free him, or fall with him: draw thy sword
And follow me.

Cla. Fortune, I give thee thanks
For this occasion once more to use it. [Exit.

Bo[b]. Nay, hold not me Madam; if I do any hurt, hurt me.

Luc. Oh I am dead with fear! lets flie into
Your Closet, Mother.

Eug. No hour of my life
Secure of danger? heavn be merciful,
Or now at once dispach me.

Enter Vitelli, pursued by Alvarez, and Sayavedra, Clara
beating of Anastro.

Cla. Follow him
Leave me to keep these of.

Alv. Assault my friend
So near my house?

Vit. Nor in it will spare thee,
Though twere a Temple: and Ill make it one,
I being the Priest, and thou the sacrifice,
Ill offer to my Uncle.

Alv. Haste thou to him,
And say I sent thee:

Cla. Twas put bravely by,
And that: and yet comes on, and boldly rare,
In the wars, where emulation and example
Joyn to increase the courage, and make less
The danger; valour, and true resolution
Never appeard so lovely, brave again:
Sure he is more than man, and if he fall;
The best of virtue, fortitude would dye with him:
And can I suffer it? forgive me duty,
So I love valour, as I will protect it
Against my Father, and redeem it, though
Tis forfeited by one I hate.

Vit. Come on,
All is not lost yet: You shall buy me dearer
Before you have me: keep off.

Cla. Fear me not,
Thy worth has took me prisoner, and my sword
For this time knows thee only for a friend,
And to all else I turn the point of it.

Say. Defend your Fathers enemy?

Alv. Art thou mad?

Cla. Are you men rather? shall that valour, which
Begot you lawful honor in the wars,
Prove now the Parent of an infamous Bastard
So foul, yet so long livd, as murther will
Be to your shames? have each of you, alone
With your own dangers only, purchasd glory
From multitudes of enemies, not allowing
Those nearest to you, to have part in it,
And do you now joyn, and lend mutual help
Against a single opposite? hath the mercy
Of the great King, but newly washd away
The blood, that with the forfeit of your life
Cleavd to your name, and family like an ulcer,
In this again to set a deeper dye
Upon your infamy: youll say he is your foe,
And by his rashness calld on his own ruin;
Remember yet, he was first wrongd, and honor
Spurrd him to what he did, and next the place
Where now he is: your house, which by the laws
Of hospitable duty should protect him;
Have you been twenty years a stranger to it,
To make your entrance now in blood? or think you
Your countrey-man, a true born Spaniard, will be
An offering fit, to please the genius of it?
No, in this Ill presume to teach my Father,
And this first Act of disobedience shall
Confirm I am most dutiful.

Alv. I am pleasd
With what I dare not give allowance to;
Unnatural wretch, what wilt thou do?

Cla. Set free
A noble enemy: come not on, by —— You
pass to him, through me: the way is open:
Farewel: when next I meet you, do not look for
A friend, but a vowd foe; I see you worthy,
And therefore now preserve you, for the honor
Of my sword only:

Vit. Were this man a friend,
How would he win me, that being my vowd foe
Deserves so well? I thank you for my life;
But how I shall deserve it, give me leave
Hereafter to consider. [Exit.

Alv. Quit thy fear,
All danger is blown over: I have Letters
To the Governor, in the Kings name, to secure us,
From such attempts hereafter: yet we need not,
That have such strong Guards of our own, dread others;
And to increase thy comfort, know, this young man
Whom with such fervent earnestness you eye,
Is not what he appears, but such a one
As thou with joy wilt bless, thy Daughter Clara.

Eug. A thousand blessings in that word.

Alv. The reason
Why I have bred her up thus, at more leasure
I will impart unto you, wonder not
At what you have seen her do, it being the least
Of many great and valiant undertakings
She hath made good with honor.

Eug. Ill return
The joy I have in her, with one as great
To you my Alvarez: you, in a man,
Have given to me a Daughter: in a Woman,
I give to you a Son, this was the pledge
You left here with me, whom I have brought up
Different from what he was, as you did Clara,
And with the like success; as she appears
Alterd by custom, more than Woman, he
Transformd by his soft life, is less than man.

Alv. Fortune, in this gives ample satisfaction
For all our sorrows past.

Luc. My dearest Sister.

Cla. Kind Brother.

Alv. Now our mutual care must be
Imployd to help wrongd nature, to recover
Her right in either of them, lost by custom:
To you I give my Clara, and receive
My Lucio to my charge: and well contend
With loving industry, who soonest can
Turn this man woman, or this woman man. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Pachieco, and Lazarillo.

Pac. Boy: [my] Cloak, and Rapier; it fits not a Gentleman of
my rank, to walk the streets in Querpo.

Laz. Nay, you are a very rank Gent. Signior, I am very
hungry, they tell me in Sevil here, I look like an Eel, with
a mans head: and your neighbor the Smith here hard by, would
have borrowed me th other day, to have fishd with me, because
he had lost his Angle-rod.

Pac. Oh happy thou Lazarillo (being the cause of other mens
wits) as in thine own: live lean, and witty still: oppress not
thy stomach too much: gross feeders, great sleepers[: great
sleepers,] fat bodies; fat bodies, lean brains: No Lazarillo,
I will make thee immortal, change thy Humanity into Deity, for
I will teach thee to live upon nothing.

Laz. Faith Signior, I am immortal then already, or very near
it, for I do live upon little or nothing: belike thats the
reason the Poets are said to be immortal, for some of them live
upon their wits, which is indeed as good as little or nothing:
But good Master, let me be mortal still, and lets go to supper.

Pac. Be abstinent; shew not the corruption of thy generation:
he that feeds, shall die, therefore, he that feeds not shall
live.

Laz. I; but how long shall he live? theres the question.

Pac. As long as he can without feeding: didst thou read of
the miraculous Maid in Flanders?

Laz. No, nor of any Maid else; for the miracle of Virgi[n]ity
now-a-days ceases, er the Virgin can read Virginity?

Pac. She that livd three years without any other sustenance,
than the smell of a Rose.

Laz. I heard of her Signior, but they say her guts shrunk
all into Lute-strings, and her neather-parts clingd together
like a Serpents Tail, so that though she continued a woman
still above the girdle, beneath yet she was monster.

Pac. So are most women, believe it.

Laz. Nay all women Signior, that can live only upon the
smell of a Rose.

Pac. No part of the History is fabulous.

Laz. I think rather no part of the Fable is Historical: but
for all this, Sir, my rebellious stomach will not let me be
immortal: I will be as immortal, as mortal hunger will suffer:
put me to a certain stint Sir, allow me but a red herring a day.

Pac. O de dios: wouldst thou be gluttonous in thy
delicacies?

Laz. He that eats nothing but a red herring a day, shall
ner be broild for the devils rasher: a Pilchard, Signior,
a Surdiny, an Olive, that I may be a Philosopher first, and
immortal after.

Pac. Patience Lazarillo; let contemplation be thy food
awhile: I say unto thee, one Pease was a Soldiers Provant a
whole day, At the destruction of Jerusalem.

Enter Metaldi, and Mendoza.

Laz. I; and it were any where but at the destruction of a
place, Ill be hangd.

Met. Signior Pachieco Alasto, my most ingenious Cobler of
Sevil, the bonos noxios to your Signiorie.

Pac. Signior Metaldi de Forgio, my most famous Smith, and
man of Mettle, I return your courtesie ten fold, and do humble
my Bonnet beneath the Shooe-sole of your congie: the like to
you Signior Mendoza Pediculo de Vermim, my most exquisite
Hose-heeler.

Laz. Heres a greeting betwixt a Cobler, a Smith, and a
Botcher: they all belong to the foot, which makes them stand so
much upon their Gentrie.

Mend. Signior Lazarillo.

Laz. Ah Signior see: nay, we are all Signiors here in
Spain, from the Jakes-farmer to the Grandee, or Adelantado:
this Botcher looks as if he were Dough-bakd, a little Butter
now, and I could eat him like an Oaten-cake: his fathers
diet was new Cheese and Onions when he got him: what a
scallion-facd rascal tis!

Met. But why Signior Pachieco, do you stand so much on the
priority, and antiquity of your quality (as you call it) in
comparison of ours?

Mend. I; your reason for that.

Pac. Why thou Iron-pated Smith: and thou Woollen-witted
Hose-heeler: hear what I will speak indifferently (and
according to antient Writers) of our three professions: and let
the upright Lazarillo be both judge and moderator.

Laz. Still am I the most immortally hungry; that may be.

Pac. Suppose thou wilt derive thy Pedigree, like some of the
old Heroes, (as Hercules, Æneas, Achilles) lineally from
the gods, making Saturn thy great Grandfather, and Vulcan
thy Father: Vulcan was a god.

Laz. Hell make Vulcan your godfather by and by.

Pac. Yet I say, Saturn was a crabbed block-head, and
Vulcan a limping Horn-head, for Venus his wife was a
strumpet, and Mars begot all her Children; therefore however,
thy original must of necessity spring from Bastardie: further,
what can be a more deject spirit in man, than to lay his hands
under every ones horses feet, to do him service, as thou dost?
For thee, I will be brief, thou dost botch, and not mend, thou
art a hider of enormities, viz., Scabs, chilblains, and kibd
heels: much prone thou art to Sects, and Heresies, disturbing
State, and Government; for how canst thou be a sound member in
the common-wea[l]th, that art so subject to stit[c]hes in the
ankles? blush, and be silent then, oh ye Mechanicks, compare
no more with the politick Cobler: For Coblers (in old time)
have prophesied, what may they do now then, that have every
day waxed better, and better? have we not the length of every
mans foot? are we not daily menders? yea, and what menders? not
horse-menders.

Laz. Nor manners-menders.

Pach. But soul-menders: Oh divine Coblers; do we not, like
the wise man, spin out our own threads, (or our wives for us?)
do we not by our sowing the Hide, reap the Beef? are not we
of the Gentle-craft, whilst both you are but Crafts-men; You
will say, you fear neither Iron nor Steel, and what you get is
wrought out of the fire; I must answer you again, though, all
this is but forgery: You may likewise say, a mans a man, that
has but a hose on his head: I must likewise answer, that man
is a botcher, that has a heeld hose on his head: to conclude,
there can be no comparison with the Cobler, who is all in all
in the Common-wealth, has his politique eye and ends on every
mans steps that walks, and whose course shall be lasting to the
worlds end.

Met. I give place: the wit of man is wonderful: thou hast
hit the nail on the head, and I will give thee six pots fort,
though I ner clinch shooe again.

Enter Vitelli and Alguazier.

Pac. Whos this? oh our Alguazier: as arrant a knave
as eer wore one head under two offices: he is one side
Alguazier.

Met. The other side Serjeant.

Mend. Thats both sides carrion I am sure.

Pac. This is he apprehends whores in the way of justice, and
lodges em in his own house, in the way of profit: he with
him, is the Grand Don Vitelli, twixt whom and Fernando
Alvarez, the mortal hatred is; he is indeed my Dons Bawd,
and does at this present, lodge a famous Curtizan of his,
lately come from Madrid.

Vit. Let her want nothing Signior, she can aske:
What loss or injury you may sustain
I will repair, and recompence your love:
Only that fellows coming I mislike,
And did fore-warn her of him: bear her this
With my best love, at night Ill visit her.

Alg. I rest your Lordships Servant.

Vit. Good evn, Signiors:
Oh Alvarez, thou hast brought a Son with thee
Both brightens, and obscures our Nation,
Whose pure strong beams on us, shoot like the Suns
On baser fires: I would to heaven my bloud
Had never staind thy bold unfortunate hand,
That with mine honor I might emulate,
Not persecute such virtue: I will see him,
Though with the hazard of my life: no rest
In my contentious spirits, can I find
Till I have gratifyd him in like kind. [Exit.

Alg. I know you not: what are ye? hence ye base Besegnios.

Pac. Mary Catzo Signior Alguazier, dye not know us? why,
we are your honest neighbors, the Cobler, Smith, and Botcher,
that have so often sate snoaring cheek by joll with your
Signiorie, in rug at midnight.

Laz. Nay, good Signior, be not angry: you must understand, a
Cat, and such an Officer see best in the dark.

Met. By this hand, I could find in my heart to shooe his head.

Pac. Why then know you, Signior; thou mongril, begot at
midnight, at the Goal gate, by a Beadle, on a Catchpoles wife,
are not you he that was whipt out of Toledo for perjury.

Men. Next; condemnd to the Gallies for pilfery, to the Buls
pizel.

Met. And after calld to the Inquisition, for Apostacie.

Pac. Are not you he that rather than you durst goe an
industrious voyage being pressd to the Islands, skulkd
till the Fleet was gone, and then earnd your Royal a day by
squiring puncks, and puncklings up and down the City?

Laz. Are not you a Portuguize born, descended o the
Moors, and came hither into Sevil with your Master, an
arrant Tailor, in your red Bonnet, and your blue Jacket,
lousie, though now your block-head be coverd with the
Spanish block, and your lashed Shoulders with a Velvet Pee.

Pac. Are not you he that have been of thirty callings, yet
ner a one lawful? that being a Chandler first, professd
sincerity, and would sell no man Mustard to his Beef on the
Sabbath, and yet sold Hypocrisie all your life time?

Met. Are not you he, that were since a Surgeon to the Stews,
and undertook to cure what the Church it self could not,
Strumpets that rise to your office by being a great Dons Bawd?

Laz. That commit men nightly, offenceless, for the gain of a
groat a prisoner, which your Beadle seems to put up, when you
share three pence?

Mend. Are not you he that is a kisser of men, in drunkenness,
and a betrayer in sobriety?

Alg. Diabolo: theyll rail me into the Gallies again.

Pac. Yes Signior, thou art even he we speak of all this
while: thou mayst by thy place now, lay us by the heels: tis
true: but take heed, be wiser, pluck not ruin on thine own
head: for never was there such an Anatomie, as we shall make
thee then: be wise therefore, [Oh] thou child of the night! be
friends, and shake hands, thou art a proper man, if thy beard
were redder: remember thy worshipful function, a Constable;
though thou turnst day into night, and night into day, what of
that? watch less and pray more: [gird thy beares skin (viz.
thy Rug-gowne) to thy loyes, take thy staffe in thy hand, and
goe forth at midnight:] Let not thy mittens abate the talons of
thy authority, but gripe theft and whoredom, wheresoever thou
meetst em: bear em away like a tempest, and lodge em safely
in thine own house:

Laz. Would you have whores and thieves lodgd in such a house?

Pac. They ever do so: I have found a thief, or a whore there,
when the whole Suburbs could not furnish me.

Laz. But why do they lodge there?

Pac. That they may be safe and forth-coming: for in the
morning usually, the thief is sent to the Goal, and the whore
prostrates her self to the Justice.

Men. Admirable Pachiecho.

Met. Thou Cobler of Christendom.

Alg. There is no railing with these rogues: I will close with
em, till I can cry quittance: why Signiors, and my honest
neighbors, will you impute that as a neglect of my friends,
which is an imperfection in me? I have been Sandblind from my
infancy: to make you amends you shall sup with me.

Laz. Shall we sup with ye, Sir? O my conscience, they have
wrongd the Gentleman extreamly.

Alg. And after supper, I have a project to employ you in,
shall make you drink and eat merrily this month: I am a little
knavish: why, and doe not I know all you to be knaves?

Pac. I grant you, we are all knaves, and will be your knaves:
But oh, while you live, take heed of being a proud knave.

Alg. On then pass: I will bear out my staffe, and my staffe
shall bear out me.

Laz. Oh Lazarillo, thou art going to supper. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Lucio, and Bobadilla.

Luc. Pray be not angry.

Bob. I am angry, and I will be angry Diabolo: what should
you do in the Kitchin, cannot the Cooks lick their fingers
without your overseeing? nor the maids make pottage, except
your dogs-head be in the pot? Don Lucio, Don Quot-Quean,
Don Spinster, wear a Petticoat still, and put on your Smock
a Monday: I will have a baby o clouts made for it, like a
great girl: nay, if you will needs be starching of Ruffs, and
sowing of Black-work, I will of a mild, and loving Tutor,
become a Tyrant, your Father has committed you to my charge,
and I will make a man or a mouse on you.

Luc. What would you have me do? this scurvy sword
So galls my thigh: I would t were burnt: pish, look,
This Cloak will ner keep on: these Boots too hide-bound,
Make me walk stiff, as if my legs were frozen,
And my Spurs gingle like a Morris-dancer:
Lord, how my head akes with this roguish Hat;
This masculine attire is most uneasie,
I am bound up in it: I had rather walk
In folio, again, loose like a woman.

Bob. In Foolio, had you not?
Thou mock to heavn, and nature, and thy Parents,
Thou tender Leg of Lamb; oh, how he walks
As if he had bepissd himself, and fleers!
Is this a gate for the young Cavalier,
Don Lucio, Son and Heir to Alvarez?
Has it a corn? or dos it walk on conscience,
It treads so gingerly? Come on your ways,
Suppose me now your Fathers foe, Vitelli,
And spying you i th street, thus I advance
I twist my Beard, and then I draw my sword.

Luc. Alas.

Bob. And thus accost thee: traiterous brat,
How durst thou thus confront me? impious twig
Of that old stock, dewd with my kinsmans gore,
Draw, for Ill quarter thee in pieces four.

Luc. Nay, prethee Bobadilla, leave thy fooling,
Put up thy sword, I will not meddle with ye;
I, justle me, I care not: Ill not draw,
Pray be a quiet man.

Bob. Dye hear: answer me, as you would do Don Vitelli,
or Ill be so bold as to lay the pomel of my sword over the hilts
of your head: my names Vitelli, and Ill have the wall.

Luc. Why then Ill have the kennel: what a coil you keep!
Signior, what happend twixt my Sire and your
Kinsman, was long before I saw the world,
No fault of mine, nor will I justifie
My Fathers crimes: forget Sir, and forgive.
Tis Christianity: I pray put up your sword,
Ill give you any satisfaction
That may become a Gentleman: however
I hope you are bred to more humanity
Than to revenge my Fathers wrong on me
That crave your love, and peace: law-you-now Zancho
Would not this quiet him, were he ten Vitellies.

Bob. Oh craven-chicken of a Cock o th game: well, what
remedy? did thy Father see this, O my conscience, he would cut
off thy Masculine gender, crop thine ears, beat out thine eyes,
and set thee in one of the Pear trees for a scare-crow: As I am
Vitelli, I am satisfied; But as I am Bobadilla, Spindola,
Zancho, Steward of the house, and thy Fathers Servant, I could
find in my heart to lop off the hinder part of thy face, or
to beat all thy teeth into thy mouth: Oh thou whay-blooded
milk-sop, Ill wait upon thee no longer, thou shalt evn wait
upon me: come your ways Sir, I shall take a little pains with
ye else.

Enter Clara.

Cla. Where art thou brother Lucio? ran tan tan ta ran tan
ran tan tan ta, ta ran tan tan tan. Oh, I shall no more see
those golden daies, these clothes will never fadge with me: a
—— O this filthy vardingale, this hip-hape: brother, why are
womens hanches only limited, confind, hoopd in, as it were
with these same scurvy vardingales?

Bob. Because womens hanches only are most subject to display
and flie out.

Cla. Bobadilla, rogue, ten Duckets, I hit the prepuce of
thy Codpiece.

Luc. Hold, if you love my life, Sister: I am not Zancho
Bobadilla, I am your brother Lucio: what a fright you have
put me in!

Cla. Brother? and wherefore thus?

Luc. Why, Master Steward here, Signior Zancho made me
change: he does nothing but mis-use me, and call me Coward, and
swears I shall wait upon him.

Bob. Well: I do no more than I have authori[t]y for: would
I were away though: for shes as much too manish, as he too
womanish: I dare not meddle with her, yet I must set a good
face ont (if I had it) I have like charge of [you] Madam, I
am as well to mollifie you, as to quallifie him: what have you
to do with Armors, and Pistols, and Javelins, and swords, and
such tools? remember Mistriss; nature hath given you a sheath
only, to signifie women are to put up mens weapons, not to
draw them: look you now, is this a fit trot for a Gentlewoman?
You shall see the Court-Ladies move like Goddesses, as if
they trode air; they will swim you their measures, like
Whiting-mops, as if their feet were finns, and the hinges of
their knees oild: doe they love to ride great horses, as you
do? no, they love to ride great asses sooner: faith, I know not
what to say t ye both: Custom hath turnd nature topsie-turvie
in you.

Cla. Nay, but Master Steward.

Bob. You cannot trot so fast, but he ambles as slowly.

Cla. Signior Spindle, will you hear me?

Bob. He that shall come to bestride your Virginity, had
better be afoot oer the Dragon.

Cl[a]. Very well.

Bob. Did ever Spanish Lady pace so?

Cla. Hold these a little.

Luc. Ill not touch em, I.

Cla. First doe I break your Office ore your pate,
You Dog-skin-facd rogue, pilcher, you poor John,
Which I will beat to Stock-fish.

Luc. Sister.

Bob. Madam.

Cla. You Cittern-head, who have you talkd to, ha? You nasty,
stinking, and ill-countenancd Cur.

Bob. By this hand, Ill bang your brother for this, when I
get him alone.

Cla. How? kick him Lucio, he shall kick you Bob,
Spight o the nose, thats flat: kick him, I say,
Or I will cut thy head off.

Bob. Softly y had best.

Cla. Now, thou lean, dryd, and ominous visagd knave,
Thou false and peremptory Steward, pray,
For I will hang thee up in thine own chain.

Luc. Good Sister do not choak him.

Bob. Murder, murder. [Exit.

Cla. Well: I shall meet with ye: Lucio, who bought this?
Tis a reasonable good one; but there hangs one
Spains Champion neer usd truer: with this Staffe
Old Alvarez has led up men so close,
They could almost spit in the Cannons mouth,
Whilst I with that, and this well mounted, scourd
A Horse-troop through, and through, like swift desire,
And seen poor rogues retire, all gore, and gashd
Like bleeding Shads.

Luc. Bless us, Sister Clara.
How desperately you talk: what d ye call
This Gun a dag?

Cla. Ill givet thee: a French petronel:
You never saw my Barbary, the Infanta
Bestowd upon me, as yet Lucio?
Walk down, and see it.

Luc. What into the Stable?
Not I, the Jades will kick: the poor Groom there
Was almost spoild the other day.

Cla. Fie on thee,
Thou wilt scarce be a man before thy Mother.

Luc. When will you be a woman?

Enter Alvarez and Bobadilla.

Cla. Would I were none.
But natures privy Seal assures me one.

Alv. Thou angerst me: can strong habitual custome
Work with such Magick on the mind and manners,
In spight of sex and nature? find out sirrah,
Some skilful fighter.

Bob. Yes Sir.

Alv. I will rectifie,
And redeem eithers proper inclination,
Or bray em in a morter, and new mold em. [Exit.

Bob. Believe your eyes, Sir, I tell you, we wash an Ethiop.

Cla. I strike it for ten Duckets.

Alv. How now Clara,
Your Breeches on still? and your petticoat
Not yet off Lucio? art thou not guelt?
Or did the cold Muscovite beget thee,
That lay here Lieger in the last great frost?
Art not thou Clara, turnd a man indeed
Beneath the girdle? and a woman thou?
Ill have you searchd by —— I strongly doubt;
We must have these things mended: come goe in. [Exit.

Enter Vitelli and Bobadilla.

Bob. With Lucio say you? there is for you.

Vit. And there is for thee.

Bob. I thank you: you have now bought a little advice
Of me; if you chance to have conference with that
Lady there, be very civil, or look to your head: she has
Ten nails, and you have but two eies: If any foolish
Hot motions should chance to rise in the Horizon
Under your equinoctial there, qualifie it as well as
You can, for I fear the elevation of your pole will
Not agree with the Horoscope of her constitution:
She is Bell the Dragon I assure you. [Exit.

Vit. Are you the Lucio, Sir, that savd Vitelli?

Luc. Not I indeed, Sir, I did never brable;
There walks that Lucio Metamorphosed. [Exit.

Vit. Do ye mock me?

Cla. No, he does not: I am that
Supposed Lucio that was, but Clara,
That is, and daughter unto Alvarez.

Vit. Amazement daunts me; would my life were riddles,
So you were still my fair Expositor:
Protected by a Lady from my death.
Oh, I shall wear an everlasting blush
Upon my cheek from this discovery:
Oh, you the fairest Soldier, I eer saw;
Each of whose eyes, like a bright beamy Shield,
Conquers without blows, the contentious.

Cla. Sir, guard your self, you are in your enemies house,
And may be injurd.

Vit. Tis impossible:
Foe, nor oppressing odds dares prove Vitelli,
If Clara side him, and will call him friend;
I would the difference of our bloods were such
As might with any shift be wipd away:
Or would to heaven your self were all your name;
That having lost blood by you, I might hope
To raise blood from you. But my black-wingd fate
Hovers aversely over that fond hope:
And he, whose tongue thus gratifies the daughter,
And Sister of his enemy, wears a sword
To rip the Father and the Brother up.
Thus you that savd this wretched life of mine,
Have savd it to the ruin of your friends.
That my affections should promiscuously
Dart love and hate at once, both worthily?
Pray let me kiss your hand.

Cla. You are treacherous,
And come to do me mischief.

Vit. Speak on still:
Your words are falser (fair) than my intents,
And each sweet accent far more treacherous; for
Though you speak ill of me, you speak so well,
I doe desire to hear you.

Cla. Pray be gone:
Or kill me if you please.

Vit. Oh, neither can I,
For to be gone, were to destroy my life;
And to kill you, were to destroy my soul:
I am in love, yet must not be in love:
Ill get away apace: yet valiant Lady,
Such gratitude to honor I do owe,
And such obedience to your memory,
That if you will bestow something, that I
May wear about me, it shall bind all wrath,
My most inveterate wrath, from all attempts,
Till you and I meet next.

Cla. A favour, Sir?
Why, I will give ye good counsel.

Vit. That already,
You have bestowed; a Ribbon, or a Glove.

Cla. Nay, those are tokens for a waiting-maid
To trim the Butler with.

Vit. Your feather.

Cla. Fie; the wenches give them to their serving-men.

Vit. That little Ring.

Cla. Twill hold you but by th finger;
And I would [have] you faster.

Vit. Any thing
That I may wear, and but remember you.

Cla. This smi[l]e: my good opinion, or my self.
But that it seems you like not.

Vit. Yes, so well:
When any smiles, I will remember yours;
Your good opinion shall in weight poize me
Against a thousand ill: Lastly, your self,
My curious eye now figures in my heart,
Where I will wear you, till the Table break.
So, whitest Angels guard you.

Cla. Stay Sir, I
Have fitly thought to give, what you as fitly
May not disdain to wear.

Vit. Whats that?

Cla. This Sword.
I never heard a man speak till this hour.
His words are golden chains, and now I fear
The Lyonesse hath met a tamer here:
Fie, how his tongue chimes: what was I saying?
Oh: this favour I bequeath you, which I tie
In a Love-knot, fast, neer to hurt my friends;
Yet be it fortunate gainst all your foes
(For I have neither friend, nor foe, but yours)
As eer it was to me: Ive kept it long,
And value it, next my Virginity:
But good, return it, for I now remember
I vowd, who purchasd it, should have me too.

Vit. Would that were possible: but alas it is not;
Yet this assure your self, most honourd Clara,
Ill not infringe a particle of breath
My vow hath offered to ye: nor from this part
Whilst it hath edge, or point, or I a heart. [Exit.

Cla. Oh, leave me living: what new exercise
Is crept into my breast, that blauncheth clean
My former nature? I begin to find
I am a woman, and must learn to fight
A softer sweeter battel, than with swords.
I am sick methinks, but the disease I feel
Pleaseth, and punisheth: I warrant love
Is very like this, that folks talke of so;
I skill not what it is, yet sure even here,
Even in my heart, I sensibly perceive
It glows, and riseth like a glimmering flame,
But know not yet the Essence ont, nor name. [Exit.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.

[image: img51.jpg]

Enter Malroda and Alguazier.

Mal. He must not? nor he shall not, who shall lett him?
You politique Diego, with your face of wisdom;
Don-blirt, the —— on your Aphorismes,
Your grave, and Sage-Ale Physiognomy:
Do not I know thee for the Alguazier,
Whose dunghil all the Parish Scavengers
Could never rid? thou Comedy to men,
Whose serious folly is a Butt for all
To shoot their wits at; whilst thou hast not wit,
Nor heart, to answer, or be angry.

Alg. Lady.

Mal. Peace, peace, you rotten Rogue, supported by
A staffe of rottener office: dare you check
Any accesses that I will allow?
Piorato is my friend, and visits me
In lawful sort to espouse me as his wife;
And who will cross, or shall our enter-views?
You know me sirrah, for no Chambermaid,
That cast her belly, and her wastecoat lately;
Thou thinkst thy Constableship is much: not so,
I am ten offices to thee: I, thy house,
Thy house, and office is maintaind by me.

Alg. My house-of-office is maintaind i th garden:
Go too, I know you, and I have contrivd;
Yare a delinquent, but I have contrivd
A poison, though not in the third degree:
I can say, blacks your eye, though it be grey;
I have connivd at this, your friend, and you:
But what is got by this connivency?
I like his feather well: a proper man,
Of good discourse, fine conversation,
Valiant, and a great carrier of the business,
Sweet breasted, as the Nightingale, or Thrush:
Yet I must tell you; you forget your self,
My Lord Vitellies love, and maintenance
Deserves no other Jack i th box, but he:
What though he gatherd first the golden fruit,
And blew your pigs-coat up into a blister,
When you did wait at Court upon his mother;
Has he not well provided for the barn?
Beside, what profit reap I by the other?
If you will have me serve your pleasure, Lady,
Your pleasure must accommodate my service;
As good be virtuous and poor, as not
Thrive by my knavery, all the world would be
Good, prosperd goodness like to villany.
I am the Kings Vice-gerent by my place;
His right Lieutenant in mine own precinct.

Mal. Thou art a right rascal in all mens precincts;
Yet now my pair of twins, of fool, and knave,
Look we are friends; theres Gold for thee, admit
Whom I will have, and keep it from my Don;
And I will make thee richer than thourt wise:
Thou shalt be my Bawd, and my Officer:
Thy children shall eat still, my good night Owl,
And thy old wife sell Andirons to the Court,
Be countenanced by the Dons, and wear a hood,
Nay, keep my Garden-house; Ill call her Mother,
Thee Father, my good poysonous Red-haird Dill,
And Gold shall daily be thy Sacrifice,
Wrought from a fertile Island of mine own,
Which I will offer, like an Indian Queen.

Alg. And I will be thy devil, thou my flesh,
With which Ill catch the world.

Mal. Fill some Tobacco,
And bring it in: if Piorato come
Before my Don, admit him; if my Don
Before my Love, conduct him, my dear Devil. [Exit.

Alg. I will my dear Flesh: first come, first servd. Well said.
Oh equal Heaven, how wisely thou disposest
Thy several gifts! ones born a great rich fool,
For the subordinate knave to work upon:
Anothers poor, with wits addition,
Which well or ill-usd, builds a living up;
And that too from the Sire oft descends:
Only fair virtue, by traduction
Never succeeds, and seldom meets success,
What have I then to do witht? My free will
Left me by heaven, makes me or good, or ill:
Now since vice gets more in this vicious world
Than Piety, and my Stars confluence
Enforce my disposition to affect
Gain, and the name of rich, let who will practise
War, and grow that way great: religious,
And that way good: my chief felicity
Is wealth the nurse of sensuality:
And he that mainly labours to be rich,
Must scratch great scabs, and claw a Strumpets itch. [Exit.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Piorato, and B[o]badilla, with Letters.

Pio. To s[a]y, Sir, I will wait upon your Lord,
Were not to understand my self.

Bob. To say Sir,
You will do any thing but wait upon him,
Were not to understand my Lord.

Pio. Ill meet him
Some half hour hence, and doubt not but to render
His Son a man again: the cure is easie,
I have done divers.

Bob. Women do ye mean, Sir?

Pio. Cures I do mean, Sir: be there but one spark
Of fire remaining in him unextinct,
With my discourse Ill blow it to a flame;
And with my practice into action:
I have had one so full of childish fear,
And womanish-hearted sent to my advice,
He durst not draw a knife to cut his meat.

Bob. And how Sir, did you help him?

Pio. Sir, I kept him
Seven daies in a dark room by a Candle-light,
A plenteous Table spread with all good meats,
Before his eyes, a Case of keen broad Knives,
Upon the board, and he so watchd he might not
Touch the least modicum, unless he cut it:
And thus I brought him first to draw a knife.

Bob. Good.

Pio. Then for ten daies did I diet him
Only with burnt Pork, Sir, and gammons of Bacon;
A pill of Caveary now and then,
Which breeds choler adust you know.

Bob. Tis true.

Pio. And to purge phlegmatick humor, and cold crudities;
In all that time he drank me Aqua-fortis,
And nothing else but — 

Bo[b]. Aqua-vitæ Signior,
For Aqua-fortis poisons.

Pio. Aqua-fortis
I say again: whats one mans poison, Signior,
Is anothers meat or drink.

Bob. Your patience, Sir;
By your good patience, h had a huge cold stomach.

Pio. I fird it: and gave him then three sweats
In the Artillery-yard three drilling daies:
And now hell shoot a Gun, and draw a Sword,
And fight with any man in Christendom.

Bob. A receipt for a coward: Ill be bold, Sir,
To write your good prescription.

Pio. Sir, hereafter
You shall, and underneath it put probatum:
Is your chain right?

Bob. Tis both right and just Sir;
For though I am a Steward, I did get it
With no mans wrong.

Pio. You are witty.

Bob. So, so.
Could you not cure one Sir, of being too rash
And over-daring? there nows my disease:
Fool-hardy as they say, for that in sooth,
I am.

Pio. Most easily.

Bob. How?

Pio. To make you drunk, Sir,
With small Beer once a day, and beat you twice,
Till you be bruisd all over: if that help not,
Knock out your brains.

Bob. This is strong Physick Signior,
And never will agree with my weak body:
I find the medicine worse than the malady,
And therefore will remain fool-hardy still:
Youll come, Sir?

Pio. As I am a Gentleman.

Bob. A man o th Sword should never break his word.

Pio. Ill overtake you: I have only, Sir
A complimental visitation
To offer to a Mistriss lodgd here by.

Bob. A Gentlewoman?

Pio. Yes Sir.

Bob. Fair, and comely?

Pio. Oh Sir, the Paragon, the Non-paril
Of Sevil, the most wealthy Mine of Spain,
For beauty, and perfection.

Bob. Say you so?
Might not a man entreat a c[u]rtesie,
To walk along with you Signior, to peruse
This dainty Mine, though not to dig int Signior?
Hauh — I hope youll not denie me, being a stranger;
Though I am a Steward, I am flesh and blood,
And frail as other men.

Pio. Sir, blow your nose:
I dare not for the world: no, she is kept
By a great Don, Vitelli.

Bob. How?

Pio. Tis true.

Bob. See, things will veer about: this Don Vitelli
Am I to seek now, to deliver Letters
From my young Mistriss Clara: and I tell you,
Under the Rose, because you are a stranger,
And my special friend, I doubt there is
A little foolish love betwixt the parties,
Unknown unto my Lord.

Pio. Happy discovery:
My fruit begins to ripen: hark you Sir,
I would not wish you now, to give those Letters:
But home, and ope this to Madona Clara,
Which when I come Ill justifie, and relate
More amply, and particularly.

Bob. I approve
Your counsel, and will practise it: bazilos manos:
Heres two chewres chewrd: when wisdom is imployd
Tis ever thus: your more acquaintance, Signior:
I say not better, least you think, I thought not
Yours good enough. [Exit.

Enter Alguazier.

Pio. Your servant excellent Steward.
Would all the Dons in Spain had no more brains,
Here comes the Alguazier: dieu vous guard Monsieur.
Is my Cuz stirring yet?

Alg. Your Cuz (good cosin?)
A whore is like a fool, a kin to all
The gallants in the Town: Your [C]uz, good Signior,
Is gone abroad; Sir, with her other Cosin,
My Lord Vitelli: since when there hath been
Some dozen Cosins here to enquire for her.

Pio. Shes greatly allyd Sir.

Alg. Marry is she, Sir,
Come of a lusty kindred: the truth is,
I must connive no more: no more admittance
Must I consent to; my good Lord has threatned me,
And you must pardon.

Pio. Out upon thee man,
Turn honest in thine age? one foot ith grave?
Thou shalt not wrong thy self so, for a million:
Look, thou three-headed Cerberus (for wit
I mean) here is one sop, and two, and three,
For every chop a bit.

Alg. I marry Sir:
Well, the poor heart loves you but too well.
We have been talking on you faith this hour:
Where, what I said, goe too: she loves your valour;
Oh, and your Musick most abominably:
She is within Sir, and alone: what mean you?

Pio. That is your Sergeants side, I take it Sir;
Now I endure your Constables much better;
There is less danger int: for one you know
Is a tame harmless monster in the light,
The Sergeant salvage both by day, and night.

Alg. Ill call her to you for that.

Pio. No, I will charm her.

Enter Malroda.

Alg. Shes come.

Pio. My Spirit.

Mal. Oh my Sweet,
Leap hearts to lips, and in our kisses meet.

SONG.

Pio. Turn, turn thy beauteous face away.
How pale and sickly looks the day,
In emulation of thy brighter beams!
Oh envious light, fli, flie, begone,
Come night, and piece two breasts as one;
When what love does, we will repeat in dreams.
Yet (thy eyes open) who can day hence fright,
Let but their Lids fall, and it will be night.

Alg. Well, I will leave you to your fortitude;
And you to temperance: ah, ye pretty pair,
Twere sin to sunder you. Lovers being alone
Make one of two, and day and [n]ight all one.
But fall not out, I charge you, keep the peace;
You know my place else. [Exit.

Mal. No, you will not marry:
You are a Courtier, and can sing (my Love)
And want no Mistrisses: but yet I care not,
Ill love you still; and when I am dead for you,
Then youll believe my truth.

Pio. You kill me (fair)
It is my lesson that you speak: have I
In any circumstance deservd this doubt?
I am not like your false and perjurd Don
That here maintains you, and has vowd his faith,
And yet attempts in way of marriage
A Lady not far off.

Mal. Hows that?

Pio. Tis so:
And therefore Mistriss, now the time is come
You may demand his promise; and I swear
To marry you with speed.

Mal. And with that Gold
Which Don Vitelli gives, youll walk some voyage
And leave me to my Trade; and laugh, and brag,
How you oer-reachd a whore, and gulld a Lord.

Pio. You anger me extreamly: fare you well.
What should I say to be believd? expose me
To any hazard; or like jealous Juno
(Th incensed step-mother of Hercules)
Design me labours most impossible,
Ill doe em, or die in em; so at last
You will believe me.

Mal. Come, we are friends: I do,
I am thine, walk in: my Lord has sent me outsides,
But thou shall have em, the colours are too sad:

Pio. Faith Mistriss, I want clothes indeed.

Mal. I have
Some Gold too, for my servant.

Pio. And I have
A better mettal for my Mistriss. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Vitelli and Alguazier, at several doors.

Alg. Undone — wit now or never help me: my Master
He will cut my throat, I am a dead Constable;
And hell not be hangd neither, theres the grief:
The party, Sir, is here.

Vit. What?

Alg. He was here;
I cry your Lordship mercy: but I ratled him;
I told him here was no companions
For such debauchd, and poor conditiond fellows;
I bid him venture not so desperately
The cropping of his ears, slitting his nose,
Or being gelt.

Vit. Twas well done.

Alg. Please your honor,
I told him there were Stews, and then at last
Swore three or four great oaths she was removd,
Which I did think I might, in conscience,
Being for your Lordship.

Vit. What became of him?

Alg. Faith Sir, he went away with a flea ins ear,
Like a poor cur, clapping his trundle tail
Betwixt his legs. — A chi ha, a chi ha, a chi ha — now luck.

Enter Malroda and Piorato.

Mal. Tis he, do as I told thee: Bless thee Signior.
Oh, my dear Lord.

Vit. Malroda, what alone?

Mal. She never is alone, that is accompanied
With noble thoughts, my Lord; and mine are such,
Being only of your Lordship.

Vit. Pretty Lass.

Mal. Oh my good Lord, my Pictures done: but faith
It is not like; nay, this way Sir, the light
Strikes best upon it here.

Pio. Excellent wench. [Exit.

Alg. I am glad the dangers over. [Exit.

Vit. Tis wondrous like,
But that Art cannot counterfeit what Nature
Could make but once.

Mal. Alls clear; another tune
You must hear from me now: Vitelli, thourt
A most perfidious and a perjurd man,
As ever did usurp Nobility.

Vit. What meanst thou Mal?

Mal. Leave your betraying smiles,
And change the tunes of your inticing tongues
To penitential prayers; for I am great
In labour, even with anger, big with child
Of womans rage, bigger than when my womb
Was pregnant by thee: go seducer, flie
Out of the world, let me the last wretch be
Dishonored by thee: touch me not, I loath
My very heart, because thou layst there long;
A womans well helpd up, thats confident
In eer a glittering outside on you all:
Would I had honestly been matchd to some
Poor Countrey-swain, eer known the vanity
Of Court: peace then had been my portion,
Nor had been cozend by an hours pomp
To be a whore unto my dying day.

Vit. Oh the uncomfortable waies such women have,
Their different speech and meaning, no assurance
In what they say or do: Dissemblers
Even in their prayers, as if the weeping Greek
That flatterd Troy a-fire, had been their Adam;
Lyers, as if their mother had been made
Only of all the falshood of the man,
Disposd into that rib: Do I know this,
And more: nay, all that can concern this Sex,
With the true end of my creation?
Can I with rational discourse sometimes
Advance my spirit into Heaven, before
T has shook hands with my body, and yet blindly
Suffer my filthy flesh to master it,
With sight of such fair frail beguiling objects?
When I am absent, easily I resolve
Neer more to entertain those strong desires
That triumph oer me, even to actual sin;
Yet when I meet again those sorcerers eies,
Their beams my hardest resolutions thaw,
As if that cakes of Ice and July met,
And her sighs powerful as the violent North,
Like a light feather twirl me round about
And leave me in mine own low state again.
What aylst thou? prethee weep not: Oh, those tears
If they were true, and rightly spent, would raise
A flowry spring ith midst of January:
Celestial Ministers with Chrystal cups
Would stoop to save em for immortal drink:
But from this passion; why all this?

Mal. Do ye ask?
You are marrying: having made me unfit
For any man, you leave me fit for all:
Porters must be my burthens now, to live,
And fitting me your self for Carts, and Beadles,
You leave me to em: And who of all the world
But the virago, your great Arch-foes daughter?
But on: I care not, this poor rush: twill breed
An excellent Comedy: ha, ha: t makes me laugh:
I cannot choose: the best is, some report
It is a match for fear, not love o your side.

Vit. Why how the devil knows she, that I saw
This Lady? are all whores, piecd with some witch?
I will be merry, faith tis true, sweet heart,
I am to marry?

Mal. Are you? you base Lord,
By —— Ill pistol thee.

Vit. A roaring whore?
Take heed, theres a Correction-house hard by:
You ha learnd this o your swordman, that I warnd you of,
Your Fencers, and your drunkards: but whereas
You upbraid me with oaths, why I must tell you
I neer promisd you marriage, nor have vowd,
But said I lovd you, long as you remaind
The woman I expected, or you swore,
And how you have faild of that (sweet-heart) you know.
You fain would shew your power, but fare you well,
Ill keep no more faith with an infidel.

Mal. Nor I my bosome for a Turk: d ye hear?
Goe, and the devil take me, if ever
I see you more: I was too true.

Vit. Come, pish:
That devil take the falsest of us two.

Mal. Amen.

Vit. You are an ill Clark; and curse your self:
Madness transports you: I confess, I drew you
Unto my Will: but you must know that must not
Make me doat on the habit of my sin.
I will, to settle you to your content,
Be master of my word: and yet he lyd
That told you I was marrying, but in thought:
But will you slave me to your tyranny
So cruelly I shall not dare to look
Or speak to other women? make me not
Your smocks Monopolie: come, lets be friends:
Look, heres a Jewel for thee: I will come
At night, and — 

Mal. What yfaith: you shall not, Sir.

Vit. Faith, and troth, and verily, but I will.

Mal. Half drunk, to make a noise, and rail?

Vit. No, no,
Sober, and dieted for the nonce: I am thine,
I have won the day.

Mal. The night (though) shall be mine. [Exeunt.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Clara, and Bobadilla with Letters.

Cla. What said he, sirrah?

Bob. Little, or nothing: faith I saw him not,
Nor will not: he doth love a strumpet, Mistriss,
Nay, keeps her spitefully, under the Constables nose,
It shall be justified by the Gentleman
Your brothers Master that is now within
A practising: there are your Letters: come
You shall not cast your self away, while I live,
Nor will I venture my Right worshipful place
In such a business — heres your Mother, down:
And he that loves you: another gates fellow, I wish,
If you had any grace.

Enter Eugenia and Sayavedra.

Cla. Well rogue.

Bob. Ill in, to see Don Lucio manage, hell make
A pretty piece of flesh, I promise you,
He does already handle his weapon finely. [Exit.

Eug. She knows your love, Sir, and the full allowance
Her Father and my self approve it with,
And I must tell you, I much hope it hath
Wrought some impression by her alteration;
She sighs, and saies, forsooth, and cries heigh-ho,
Shell take ill words o th Steward, and the Servants,
Yet answer affably, and modestly:
Things Sir, not usual with her: there she is,
Change some few words.

Say. Madam, I am bound tye;
How now, fair Mistriss, working?

Cla. Yes forsooth,
Learning to live another day.

Say. That needs not.

Cla. No forsooth: by my truly but it does,
We kn[o]w not what we may come to.

Eug. Tis strange.

Say. Come, I ha beggd leave for you to play.

Cla. Forsooth
Tis ill for a fair Lady to be idle.

Say. She had better be well-busied, I know that.
Turtle: me thinks you mourn, shall I sit by you?

Cla. If you be weary, Sir, you had best be gone
(I work not a true stitch) now youre my mate.

Say. If I be so, I must do more than side you.

Cla. Evn what you will, but tread me.

Say. Shall we bill?

Cla. Oh no, forsooth.

Say. Being so fair, my Clara,
Why dye delight in Black-work?

Cla. Oh White Sir,
The fairest Ladies like the blackest men:
I ever lovd the colour: all black things
Are least subject to change.

Say. Why, I do love
A black thing too: and the most beauteous faces
Have oftnest of them: as the blackest eyes,
Jet-arched brows, such hair: Ill kiss your hand.

Cla. Twill hinder me my work Sir: and my Mother
Will chide me, if I do not do my taske.

Say. Your Mother, nor your Father shall chide: you
Might have a prettier taske, would you be ruld,
And look with open eyes.

Cla. I stare upon you:
And broadly see you, a wondrous proper man,
Yet twere a greater taske for me to love you
Than I shall ever work Sir, in seven year,
— O this stitching, I had rather feel
Two, than sow one: — this rogue h as given me a stitch good
faith sir: I shall prick you.
Clean cross my heart:

Say. In gooder faith, I would prick you againe.

Cla.] Now you grow troublesome: pish, the man is foolish.

Say. Pray wear these trifles.

Cla. Neither you, nor trifles,
You are a trifle, wear your self, Sir, out,
And here no more trifle the time away.

Say. Come; youre deceivd in me, I will not wake,
Nor fast, nor dye for you.

Cla. Goose, be not you deceivd,
I cannot like, nor love, nor live with you,
Nor fast, nor watch, nor pray for you.

Eug. Her old fit.

Say. Sure this is not the way, nay, I will break
Your melancholly.

Cla. I shall break your pate then,
Away, you sanguine scabbard.

Eug. Out upon thee
Thoult break my heart, I am sure.

Enter Alvarez, Piorato, Lucio, and Bobadilla.

Say. Shes not yet tame.

Alv. On Sir; put home: or I shall goad you here
With this old Fox of mine, that will bite better:
Oh, the brave age is gone; in my young daies
A Chevalier would stock a needle[s] point
Three times together: strait i th hams?
Or shall I give ye new Garters?

Bob. Faith old Master.
Theres little hope: the linnen sure was danck
He was begot in, hes so faint, and cold: [2 Torches ready.
Evn send him to Toledo, there to study,
For he will never fadge with these Toledos;
Bear ye up your point there; pick his teeth: Oh base.

Pio. Fie: you are the most untoward Scholar: bear
Your body gracefully: what a postures there?
You lie too open-breasted.

Luc. Oh!

Pio. Yould never
Make a good States-man:

Luc. Pray no more.
I hope to breathe in peace, and therefore need not
The practise of these dangerous qualities,
I do not mean to live byt; for I trust
Youll leave me better able.

Alv. Not a Button:
Lets goe get us a new heir.

Eug. I by my troth: your daughters as untoward.

Alv. I will break thee bone by bone, and bake thee,
Er Ill ha such a wooden Son to inherit:
Take him a good knock; see how that will work.

Pio. Now, for your life Signior:

Luc. Oh: alas, I am killd
My eye is out: look Father: Zancho:
Ill play the fool no more thus, that I will not.

Cla. Heart: ner a rogue in Spain shall wrong my brother
Whilst I can hold a sword.

Pio. Hold Madam, Madam.

Alv. Clara.

Eug. Daughter.

Bo[b]. Mistress.

Pio. Bradamante.
Hold, hold I pray.

Alv. The devils in her, othe other side sure,
Theres Gold for you: they have changd what ye calts:
Will no cure help? well I have one experiment,
And if that fail, Ill hang him, then heres an end ont.
Come you along with me: and you Sir: [Exeunt. Alv. Eug. Luc. Bob.

Bob. Now are you going to drowning.

Say. Ill evn along with ye: shes too great a Lady
For me, and would prove more then my match. [Exit.

Cla. Your he spoke of Vitelli to the Stewerd:

Pio. Yes, and I thank you, you have beat me fort.

Cla. But are you sure you do not wrong him?

Pio. Sure?
So sure, that if you please venture your self
Ill shew you him, and his Cokatrice together,
And you shall hear em talk.

Cla. Will you? by —— Sir
You shall endear me ever: and I ask
You mercy.

Pio. You were somewhat boystrous.

Cla. Theres Gold to make you amends: and for this pains,
Ill gratifie you farther: Ill but masque me
And walk along with ye: faith lets make a night ont. [Exit.

Scæna Quinta.

Enter Alguazier, Pachieco, Mendoza, Metaldi,
Lazarillo.

Alg. Come on my brave water-Spaniels, you that hunt Ducks in
the night: and hide more knavery under your gownes than your
betters: observe my precepts, and edifie by my doctrine: at
yond corner will I set you; if drunkards molest the street, and
fall to brabling, knock you down the malefactors, and take you
up their cloaks and hats, and bring them to me: they are lawful
prisoners, and must be ransomd ere they receive liberty: what
else you are to execute upon occasion, you sufficiently know,
and therefore I abbreviate my Lecture.

Met. We are wise enough, and warm enough.

Men. Vice this night shall be apprehended.

Pach. The terror of rug-gownes shall be known: and our bil[s]
Discharge us of after recknings.

Laz. I will do any thing, so I may eat.

Pach. Lazarillo, We will spend no more; now we are
grown worse, we will live better: let us follow our calling
faithfully.

Alg. Away, then the Common-wealth is our Mistress: and who
Would serve a common Mistress, but to gain by her? [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Vitelli, Lamorall, Genevora, Anastro, and two
Pages with lights.

Lam. I pray you see the Masque, my Lord.

Ana. Tis early night yet.

Gen. O if it be so late, take me along:
I would not give advantage to ill tongues
To tax my being here, without your presence
To be my warrant.

Vit. You might spare this, Sister,
Knowing with whom I leave you; one that is
By your allowance, and his choice, your Servant,
And may my councel and perswasion work it,
Your husband speedily: For your entertainment
My thanks; I will not rob you of the means
To do your Mistriss some acceptable service
In waiting on her to my house.

Gen. My Lord.

Vit. As you respect me, without farther trouble
Retire, and fast those pleasures prepard for you,
And leave me to my own ways.

Lam. When you please Sir. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Malroda, and Alguazier.

Mal. Youll leave my Chamber?

Alg. Let us but bill once,
My Dove, my Sparrow, and I, with my office
Will be thy slaves for ever.

Mal. Are you so hot?

Alg. But tast the difference of a man in place,
Youl find that when authority pricks him forward,
Your Don, nor yet your Diego comes not near him
To do a Lady right: no men pay dearer
For their stoln sweets, than we: three minutes trading
Affords to any [si]nner a protection
For three years after: think on that, I burn;
But one drop of your bounty.

Mal. Hence you Rogue,
Am I fit for you? ist not grace sufficient
To have your staff, a bolt to bar the door
Where a Don enters, but that youl presume
To be his taster?

Alg. Is no more respect
Due to [t]his rod of justice?

Mal. Do you dispute?
Good Doctor of the Dungeon, not a word more,
— If you do, my Lord Vitelli knows it.

Alg. Why I am big enough to answer him,
Or any man.

Mal. Tis well. [Vitelli within.

Vit. Malroda.

Alg. How?

Mal. You know the voice, and now crowch like a Cur,
Tane worrying sheep: I now could have you guelded
For a Bawd rampant: but on this submission
For once I spare you.

Alg. I will be revengd — 
My honorable Lord.

Enter Vitel.

Vit. Theres for thy care.

Alg. I am mad, stark mad: proud Pagan scorn her host?
I would I were but valiant enough to kick her,

Enter Piorato, and Clara above.

Il[d] wish no manhood else.

Mal. Whats that?

Alg. I am gone. [Exit.

Pio. You see I have kept my word.

Cla. But in this object
Hardly deservd my thanks.

Pio. Is there ought else
You will command me?

Cla. Only your sword
Which I must have: nay willingly I yet know
To force it, and to use it.

Pio. Tis yours Lady.

Cla. I ask no other guard.

Pio. If so I leave you:
And now, if that the Constable keep his word,
A poorer man may chance to gull a Lord. [Exit.

Mal. By this good —— you shall not.

Vit. By this —— 
I must, and will, Malroda; What do you make
A stranger of me?

Mal. Ill be so to you,
And you shall find it.

Vit. These are your old arts
Tendear the game you know I come to hunt for,
Which I have born too coldly.

Mal. Do so still,
For if I heat you, hang me.

Vit. If you do not
I know wholl starve fort: why, thou shame of women,
Whose folly, or whose impudence is greater
Is doubtful to determine; this to me
That know thee for a whore.

Mal. And made me one,
Remember that.

Vit. Why should I but grow wise
And tye that bounty up, which nor discretion
Nor honor can give way to; thou wouldst be
A Bawd ere twenty, and within a Month
A barefoot, lowzie, and diseased whore,
And shift thy lodgings oftner than a rogue
Thats whipt from post to post.

Mal. Pish: all our Colledge
Know you can rail well in this kind.

Cla. For me
He never spake so well.

Vit. I have maintaind thee
The envy of great fortunes, made thee shine
As if thy name were glorious: stuck thee full
Of jewels, as the firmament of Stars,
And in it made thee so remarkable
That it grew questionable, whether virtue poor,
Or vice so set forth as it is in thee,
Were even by modesties self to be preferrd,
And am I thus repaid?

Mal. You are still my debtor;
Can this (though true) be weighd with my lost honor,
Much less my faith? I have livd private to you,
And but for you, had ner known what lust was,
Nor what the sorrow fort.

Vit. Tis false.

Mal. Tis true,
But how returnd by you, thy whole life being
But one continued act of lust, and Shipwrack
Of womens chastities.

Vit. But that I know
That she that dares be damnd, dares any thing,
I should admire thy tempting me: but presume not
On the power you think you hold ore my affections,
It will deceive you: yield, and presently
Or by the inflamed blood, which thou must quench
Ill make a forcible entry.

Mal. Touch me not:
You know I have a throat, —— if you do
I will cry out a rape, or sheath this here,
Ere Ill be kept, and usd for Julip-water
Tallay the heat which lushious meats and wine
And not desire hath raisd.

Vit. A desperate devil,
My blood commands my reason; I must take
Some milder way.

Mal. I hope (dear Don) I fit you.
The night is mine, although the day was yours
You are not fasting now: this speeding trick
Which I would as a principle leave to all,
That make their maintenance out of their own Indies,
As I do now; my good old mother taught me,
Daughter, quoth she, contest not with your lover
His stomach being empty; let wine heat him,
And then you may command him: tis a sure one:
His looks shew he is coming.

Vit. Come this needs not,
Especially to me: you know how dear
I ever have esteemed you.

Cla. Lost again.

Vit. That any sight of yours, hath power to change
My strongest resolution, and one tear
Sufficient to command a pardon from me,
For any wrong from you, which all mankind
Should kneel in vain for.

Mal. Pray you pardon those
That need your favor, or desire it.

Vit. Prethee.
Be better temperd: Ill pay as a forfeit
For my rash anger, this purse fild with Gold.
Thou shalt have servants, gowns, attires, what not?
Only continue mine.

Mal. Twas this I fishd for.

Vit. Look on me, and receive it.

Mal. Well, you know
My gentle nature, and take pride tabuse it:
You see a trifle pleases me, we are friends;
This kiss, and this confirms it.

Cla. With my ruine.

Mal. Ill have this diamond, and this pearl.

Vit. They are yours.

Mal. But will you not, when you have what you came for,
Take them from me to morrow? tis a fashion
Your Lords of late have usd.

Vit. But Ill not follow.

Cla. That any man at such a rate as this
Should pay for his repentance.

Vit. Shall we to bed now?

Mal. Instantly, Sweet; yet now I think ont better
Theres something first that in a word or two
I must acquaint you with.

Cla. Can I cry ay me,
To this against my self? Ill break this match,
Or make it stronger with my blood. [Descends.

Enter Alguazier, Piorato, Pacchieco, Metaldi, Mendoza,
Lazarillo, &c.

Alg. I am yours.
A Dons not priviledgd here more than your self,
Win her, and wear her.

Pio. Have you a Priest ready?

Alg. I have him for thee, Lad; and when I have
Married this scornful whore to this poor gallant,
She will make suit to me; there is a trick
To bring a high-prisd wench upon her knees:
For you my fine neat Harpyes stretch your tallons
And prove your selves true night-Birds.

Pach. Take my word
For me and all the rest.

Laz. If there be meat
Or any banquet stirring, you shall see
How Ill bestow my self.

Alg. When they are drawn,
Rush in upon em: alls fair prize you light on:
I must away: your officer may give way
To the Knavery of his watch, but must not see it.
You all know where to find me. [Exit.

Met. There look for us.

Vit. Whos that?

Mal. My Piorato, welcome, welcome:
Faith had you not come when you did my Lord
Had done I know not what to me.

Vit. I am guld,
First cheated of my Jewels, and then laug[h]d at:
Sirha, what makes you here?

Pio. A business brings me,
More lawful than your own.

Vit. Hows that, you slave?

Mal. Hes such, that would continue her a whore
Whom he would make a wife of.

Vit. Ill tread upon
The face you doat on, strumpet.

Enter Clara.

Pach. Keep the peace there.

Vit. A plot upon my life too?

Met. Down with him.

Cla. Show your old valor, and learn from a woman;
One Eagle has a world of odds against
A flight of Dawes, as these are.

Pio. Get you off,
Ill follow instantly.

Pach. Run for more help there. [Exeunt all but Vit. and Clara.

Vit. Loss of my gold, and jewels, and the wench too
Afflicts me not so much, as thhaving Clara
The witness of my weakness.

Cla. He turns from me,
And yet I may urge merit, since his life
Is made my second gift.

Vit. May I ner prosper
If I know how to thank her.

Cla. Sir, your pardon
For pressing thus beyond a Virgins bounds
Upon your privacies: and let my being
Like to a man, as you are, be thexcuse
Of my solliciting that from you, which shall not
Be granted on my part, although desird
By any other: Sir, you understand me,
And twould shew nobly in you, to prevent
From me a farther boldness, which I must
Proceed in, if you prove not merciful,
Though with my loss of blushes and good name.

Vit. Madam, I know your will, and would be thankful
If it were possible I could affect
The daughter of an enemy.

Cla. That fair false one
Whom with fond dotage you have long pursud
Had such a father: she to whom you pay
Dearer for your dishonor, than all titles
Ambitious men hunt for, are worth.

Vit. Tis truth.

Cla. Yet, with her, as a friend you still exchange
Health for diseases, and, to your disgrace,
Nourish the rivals to your present pleasures,
At your own charge, usd as a property
To give a safe protection to her lust,
Yet share in nothing but the shame of it.

Vit. Grant all this so, to take you for a wife
Were greater hazard; for should I offend you
(As tis not easy still to please a woman)
You are of so great a spirit, that I must learn
To wear your petticoat, for you will have
My breeches from me.

Cla. Rather from this hour
I here abjure all actions of a man,
And will esteem it happiness from you
To suffer like a woman: love, true love
Hath made a search within me, and expelld
All but my natural softness, and made perfect
That which my parents care could not begin.
I will show strength in nothing, but my duty,
And glad desire to please you, and in that
Grow every day more able.

Vit. Could this be,
What a brave race might I beget? I find
A kind of yielding; and no reason why
I should hold longer out: shes young, and fair,
And chast; for sure, but with her leave, the Devil
Durst not attempt her: Madam, though you have
A Soldiers arm, your lips appear as if
They were a Ladies.

Cla. They dare Sir, from you
Endure the tryal.

Vit. Ha: once more I pray you:
The best I ever tasted; and tis said
I have provd many, tis not safe I fear
To ask the rest now: well, I will leave whoring
And luck herein send me with her: worthiest Lady,
Ill wait upon you home, and by the way
(If ere I marry, as Ill not forswear it)
Tell you, you are my wife.

Cla. Which if you do,
From me all man-kind women, learn to woe. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Alguazier, Pachieco, Metaldi, Mendoza, Lazarillo.

Alg. A cloak? good purchase, and rich hangers? well,
Well share ten Pistolets a man.

Laz. Yet still
I am monstrous hungry: could you not deduct
So much out of the gross sum, as would purchase
Eight loynes of Veal, and some two dozen of Capons?

Pach. O strange proportion for five.

Laz. For five? I have
A legion in my stomach that have kept
Perpetual fast these ten years: for the Capons,
They are to me but as so many black Birds:
May I but eat once, and be satisfied,
Let the fates call me, when my ship is fraught,
And I shall hang in peace.

Alg. Steal well to night,
And thou shalt feed to morrow; so now you are
Your selves again, Ill raise another watch
To free you from suspition: set on any
You meet with boldly: Ill not be far off,
Tassist you, and protect you. [Exit.

Met. O brave officer.

Enter Alvarez, Lucio, Bobadilla.

Pach. Would every ward had one but so well given,
And we would watch, for rug, in gowns of velvet.

Mend. Stand close, a prize.

Met. Satten, and gold Lace, Lads.

Alv. Why dost thou hang upon me?

Luc. Tis so dark
I dare not see my way: for heaven sake father
Let us go home.

Bob. No, evn here well leave you:
Lets run away from him, my Lord.

Luc. Oh las.

Alv. Thou hast made me mad: and I will beat thee dead,
Then bray thee in a morter, and new mold thee,
But I will alter thee.

Bob. Twil never be:
He has been three days practising to drink,
Yet still he sips like to a waiting woman,
And looks as he were murdering of a fart
Among wild Irish swaggerers.

Luc. I have still
Your good word, Zancho, father.

Alv. Milk-sop, coward;
No house of mine receives thee: I disclaim thee,
Thy mother on her knees shall not entreat me
Hereafter to acknowledge thee.

Luc. Pray you speak for me.

Bo[b]. I would; but now I cannot with mine honor.

Alv. Theres only one course left, that may redeem thee,
Which is, to strike the next man that you meet,
And if we chance to light upon a woman,
Take her away, and use her like a man,
Or I will cut thy hamstrings.

Pach. This makes for us.

Alv. What dost thou do now?

Luc. Sir, I am saying my prayers;
For being to undertake what you would have me,
I know I cannot live.

Enter Lamorall, Genevora, Anastro, and Pages
with Lights.

Lam. Madam, I fear
Youll wish you had usd your coach: your brothers house
Is yet far off.

Gen. The better sir: this walk
Will help digestion after your great supper,
Of which I have fed largely.

Alv. To your task,
Or else you know what follows:

Luc. I am dying:
Now Lord have mercy on me: by your favor,
Sir I must strike you.

Lam. For what cause?

Luc. I know not:
And I must likewise talk with that young Lady,
An hour in private.

Lam. What you must, is doubtful,
But I am certain Sir, I must beat you.

Luc. Help, help.

Alv. Not strike again?

Lam. How, Alvarez?

An. This for my Lord Vitellis love.

Pach. Break out,
And like true theeves, make prey on either side,
But seem to help the stranger.

Bob. Oh my Lord,
They have beat him on his knees.

Luc. Though I want courage:
I yet have a sons duty in me, and
Compassion of a fathers danger; that,
That wholly now possesses me.

Alv. Lucio.
This is beyond my hope.

Met. So Lazarillo,
Take up all boy: well done.

Pach. And now steal off
Closely and cunningly.

An. How? have I found you?
Why Gentlemen, are you mad, to make your selves
A prey to Rogues?

Lam. Would we were off.

Bob. Theeves, theeves.

Lam. Defer our own contention: and down with them.

Luc. Ill make you sure.

Bob. Now he plays the Devil.

Gen. This place is not for me. [Exit.

Luc. Ill follow her
Half of my pennance is past oer. [Exit.

Enter Alguazier, Assistant, and other Watches.

Alg. What noyse?
What tumults there? keep the Kings peace I charge you.

Pach. I am glad hes come yet.

Alv. O, you keep good Guard
Upon the City, when men of our ranck
Are set upon in the streets.

Lam. The assistants
Shall hear ont be assurd.

An. And if he be
That careful Governor he is reported,
You will smart for it.

Alg. Patience, good Signiors:
Let me survey the Rascals: O, I know them,
And thank you for them: they are pilfring rogues
Of Andaluza that have perusd
All Prisons in Castile: I dare not trust
The dungeon with them: no, Ill have them home
To my own house.

Pach. We had rather go to prison.

Alg. Had you so dog-bolts? yes, I know you had:
You there would use your cunning fingers on
The simple locks; you would: but Ill prevent you.

Lam. My Mistriss lost, good night. [Exit.

Bob. Your Sons gone too,
What should become of him?

Alv. Come of him, what will:
Now he dares fight, I care not: Ill to bed,
Look to your prisoners Alguazier. [Exit with Boba.

Alg. Alls cleard:
Droop not for one disaster: let us hug,
And triumph in our knaveries.

Assist. This confirms
What was reported of him.

Met. Twas done bravely.

Alg. I must a little glory in the means
We Officers have, to play the Knaves, and safely:
How we break through the toyles, pitchd by the Law,
Yet hang up them that are far less delinquents:
A simple shopkeepers carted for a bawd
For lodging (though unwittingly) a smock-Gamster:
Where, with rewards, and credit I have kept
Malroda in my house, as in a cloyster,
Without taint, or suspition.

Pach. But suppose
The Governor should knowt?

Alg. He? good Gentleman,
Let him perplex himself with prying into
The measures in the market, and thabuses
The day stands guilty of: the pillage of the night
Is only mine, mine own fee simple;
Which you shall hold from me, tenants at will,
And pay no rent fort.

Pach. Admirable Landlord.

Alg. Now well go search the Taverns, commit such
As we find drinking: and be drunk our selves
With what we take from them: these silly wretches
Whom I for form sake only have brought hither
Shall watch without, and guard us.

Assist. And we will
See you safe lodgd, most worthy Alguazier,
With all of you his comrads.

Met. Tis the Governor.

Alg. We are betrayd?

Assist. My guard there; bind them fast:
How men in high place and authority
Are in their lives and estimations wrongd
By their subordinate Ministers! yet such
They cannot but imploy: wrongd justice finding
Scarce one true servant in ten officers.
Texpostulate with you, were but to delay
Your crimes due punishment, which shall fall upon you
So speedily, and severely, that it shall
Fright others by thexample: and confirm
How ever corrupt Officers may disgrace
Themselves, tis not in them to wrong their place
Bring them away.

Alg. Well suffer nobly yet,
And like to Spanish Gallants.

Pach. And well hang so.

Laz. I have no stomach to it: but Ill endeavor. [Exeunt.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Lucio, and Genevora.

Gen. Nay you are rude; pray you forbear, you offer now
More than the breeding of a Gentleman
Can give you warrant for.

Luc. Tis but to kiss you,
And think not Ill receive that for a favour
Which was enjoynd me for a pennance, Lady.

Gen. You have met a gentle confessor, and for once
(So then you will rest satisfied) I vouchsafe it.

Luc. Rest satisfied with a kiss? why can a man
Desire more from a woman? is there any
Pleasure beyond it? may I never live
If I know what it is.

Gen. Sweet Innocence.

Luc. What strange new motions do I feel? my veins
Burn with an unknown fire: in every part
I suffer alteration: I am poysond,
Yet languish with desire again to tast it,
So sweetly it works on me.

Gen. I ner saw
A lovely man, till now.

Luc. How can this be?
She is a woman, as my mother is,
And her I have kissd often, and brought off
My lips unscortchd; yours are more lovely, Lady,
And so should be less hurtful: pray you vouchsafe
Your hand to quench the heat tane from your Lip,
Perhaps that may restore me.

Gen. Willingly.

Luc. The flame increases: if to touch you, burn thus,
What would more strict embraces do? I know not,
And yet methinks to die so, were to ascend
To heaven, through Paradise.

Gen. I am wounded too,
Though modesty forbids that I should speak
What ignorance makes him bold in: why do you fix
Your eyes so strongly on me?

Luc. Pray you stand still,
There is nothing else, that is worth the looking on:
I could adore you, Lady.

Gen. Can you love me?

Luc. To wait on you, in your chamber, and but touch
What you, by wearing it, have made divine,
Were such a happiness. I am resolved,
Ill sell my liberty to you for this glove,
And write my self your slave.

Enter Lamorall.

Gen. On easier terms,
Receive it as a friend.

Lam. How! giving favor!
Ill have it with his heart.

Gen. What will you do?

Luc. As you are merciful, take my life rather.

Gen. Will you depart witht so?

Lam. Dos that grieve you?

Gen. I know not: but even now you appear valiant.

Luc. Twas to preserve my father: in his cause
I could be so again.

Gen. Not in your own? Kneel to thy Rival and thine enemy?
Away unworthy creature, I begin
To hate my self, for giving entrance to
A good opinion of thee: for thy torment,
If my poor beauty be of any power,
Mayst thou doat on it desperately: but never
Presume to hope for grace, till thou recover
And wear the favor that was ravishd from thee.

Lam. He wears my head too then.

Gen. Poor fool, farewell. [Exit.

Luc. My womanish soul, which hitherto hath governd
This coward flesh, I feel departing from me;
And in me by her beauty is inspird
A new, and masculine one: instructing me
Whats fit to do or suffer; powerful love
That hast with loud, and yet a pleasing thunder
Rousd sleeping manhood in me, thy new creature,
Perfect thy work so that I may make known
Nature (though long kept back) will have her own. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.

[image: img51.jpg]

Enter Lamorall and Lucio.

Lam. Can it be possible, that in six short hours
The subject still the same, so many habits
Should be removd? or this new Lucio, he
That yesternight was baffeld and disgracd,
And thankd the man that did it, that then kneeld
And blubberd like a woman, should now dare
On terms of honor seek reparation
For what he then appeard not capable of?

Luc. Such miracles, men that dare do injuries
Live to their shames to see, and for punishment
And scourge to their proud follies.

Lam. Prethee leave me:
Had I my Page, or foot-man here to flesh thee,
I durst the better hear thee.

Luc. This scorn needs not:
And offer such no more.

Lam. Why say I should,
Youll not be angry?

Luc. Indeed I think I shall,
Would you vouchsafe to shew your self a Captain,
And lead a little farther, to some place
Thats less frequented.

Lam. He looks pale.

Luc. If not,
Make use of this.

Lam. Theres anger in his eyes too:
His gesture, voyce, behaviour, all new fashiond;
Well, if it does endure in act the triall
Of what in show it promises to make good,
Ulysses Cyclops, Ios transformation,
Eurydice fetch from Hell, with all the rest
Of Ovids Fables, Ill put in your Creed;
And for proof, all incredible things may be,
Write down that Lucio, the coward Lucio,
The womanish Lucio fought.

Luc. And Lamorall,
The still imployd great duellist Lamorall,
Took his life from him.

Lam. Twill not come to that sure:
Methinks the only drawing of my Sword
Should fright that confidence.

Luc. It confirms it rather.
To make which good, know you stand now opposd
By one that is your Rival, one that wishes
Your name and title greater, to raise his;
The wrong you did, less pardonable than it is,
But your strength to defend it, more than ever
It was when justice friended it. The Lady
For whom we now contend, Genevora
Of more desert, (if such incomparable beauty
Could suffer an addition) your love
To Don Vitelli multiplid, and your hate
Against my father and his house increasd;
And lastly, that the Glove which you there wear,
To my dishonour, (which I must force from you)
Were dearer to you than your life.

Lam. Youl find
It is, and so Ill guard it:

Luc. All these must meet then
With the black infamy, to be foyld by one
Thats not allowd a man: to help your valor,
That falling by your hand, I may, or dye,
Or win in this one single opposition
My Mistriss, and such honor as I may
Inrich my fathers Arms with.

Lam. Tis said Nobly;
My life with them are at the stake.

Luc. At all then. [Fight.

Lam. Shes yours, this and my life too follow your fortune,
And give not only back that part, the looser
Scorns to accept of — 

Luc. Whats that?

Lam. My poor life,
Which do not leave me as a farther torment,
Having dispoild me of my Sword, mine honor,
Hope of my Ladies grace, fame, and all else
That made it worth the keeping.

Luc. I take back
No more from you, than what you forcd from me;
And with a worser title: yet think not
That Ill dispute this, as made insolent
By my success, but as one equal with you,
If so you will accept me; that new courage,
Or call it fortune if you please, that is
Conferrd upon me by the only sight
Of fair Genevora, was not bestowd on me
To bloody purposes: nor did her command
Deprive me of the happiness to see her
But till I did redeem her favor from you;
Which only I rejoyce in, and share with you
In all you suffer else.

Lam. This curtesie
Wounds deeper than your Sword can, or mine own;
Pray you make use of either, and dispatch me.

Luc. The barbarous Turk is satisfied with spoil;
And shall I, being possest of what I came for,
Prove the more Infidel?

Lam. You were better be so,
Than publish my disgrace, as tis [t]he custom,
And which I must expect.

Luc. Judge better on me:
I have no tongue to trumpet mine own praise
To your dishonor: tis a bastard courage
That seeks a name out that way, no true born one;
Pray you be comforted, for by all goodness
But to her virtuous self, the best part of it,
I never will discover on what terms
I came by these: which yet I take not from you,
But leave you in exchange of them, mine own,
With the desire of being a friend; which if
You will not grant me, but on farther trial
Of manhood in me, seek me when you please,
(And though I might refuse it with mine honor)
Win them again, and wear them: so good morrow. [Exit.

Lam. I ner knew what true valor was till now;
And have gaind more by this disgrace, than all
The honors I have won: they made me proud,
Presumptuous of my fortune; a mere beast,
Fashiond by them, only to dare and do:
Yielding no reasons for my wilful actions
But what I stuck on my Swords point, presuming
It was the best Revenew. How unequal
Wrongs well maintaind makes us to others, which
Ending with shame teach us to know our selves,
I will think more ont.

Enter Vitelli.

Vit. Lamorall.

Lam. My Lord?

Vit. I came to seek you.

Lam. And unwillingly;
You ner found me t[i]ll now: your pleasure Sir?

Vit. That which will please thee friend: thy vowd love to me
Shall now be put in action: means is offerd
To use thy good Sword for me; that which still
Thou wearst, as if it were a part of thee.
Where is it?

Lam. Tis changd for one more fortunate:
Pray you enquire not how.

Vit. Why, I ner thought
That there was musick int, but ascribe
The fortune of it to the arm.

Lam. Which is grown weaker too. I am not (in a word)
Worthy your friendship: I am one new vanquishd,
Yet shame to tell by whom.

Vit. But Ill tell thee
Gainst whom thou art to fight, and there redeem
Thy honor lost, if there be any such:
The King, by my long suit, at length is pleasd
That Alvarez and my self, with eithers Second,
Shall end the difference between our houses,
Which he accepts of, I make choice of thee;
And where you speak of a disgrace, the means
To blot it out, by such a publick trial
Of thy approved valor, will revive
Thy antient courage. If you imbrace it do;
If not, Ill seek some other.

Lam. As I am
You may command me.

Vit. Spoke like that true friend
That loves not only for his private end. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Genevora, with a Letter and Bobadilla.

Gen. This from Madona Clara?

Bob. Yes, ant please you.

Gen. Alvarez daughter?

Bob. The same, Lady.

Gen. She,
That savd my brothers life?

Bob. You are still in the right,
She wild me wait your walking forth: and knowing
How necessary a discreet wise man
Was in a business of such weight, she pleasd
To think on me: it may be in my face
Your Ladyship, not acquainted with my wisdom,
Finds no such matter: what I am, I am;
Thoughts free, and think you what you please.

Gen. Tis strange.

Bob. That I should be wise, Madam?

Gen. No, thou art so;
Theres for thy pains: and prethee tell thy Lady
I will not fail to meet her: Ill receive
Thy thanks and duty in thy present absence:
Farewell, farewell, I say, now thou art wise. [Exit Bob.
She writes here, she hath something to impart
That may concern my brothers life; I know not,
But general fame does give her out so worthy,
That I dare not suspect her: yet wish Lucio,

Enter Lucio.

Were Master of her mind: but fie upont;
Why do I think on him? see, I am punishd for it,
In his unlookd for presence: Now I must
Endure another tedious piece of Courtship,
Would make one forswear curtesie.

Luc. Gracious Madam,
The sorrow paid for your just anger towards me
Arising from my weakness, I presume
To press into your presence, and despair not
An easie pardon.

Gen. He speaks sence: oh strange.

Luc. And yet believe, that no desire of mine,
Though all are too strong in me, had the power
For their delight, to force me to infringe
What you commanded, it being in your part
To [l]essen your great rigor when you please,
And mine to suffer with an humble patience
What youl impose upon it.

Gen. Courtly too.

Luc. Yet hath the poor, and contemnd Lucio, Madam,
(Made able only by his hope to serve you)
Recoverd what with violence, not justice,
Was taken from him: and here at your feet
With these, he could have laid the conquerd head
Of Lamorall (tis all I say of him)
For rudely touching that, which as a relique
I ever would have worshipd, since twas yours.

Gen. Valiant, and every thing a Lady could
Wish in her servant.

Luc. All thats good in me,
That h[e]avenly love, the opposite to base lust,
Which would have all men worthy, hath created;
Which being by your beams of beauty formd,
Cherish as your own creature.

Gen. I am gone
Too far now to dissemble: rise, or sure
I must kneel with you too: let this one kiss
Speak the rest for me: tis too much I do,
And yet, if chastity would, I could wish more.

Luc. In overjoying me, you are grown sad;
What is it Madam? by —— 
Theres nothing thats within my nerves (and yet
Favourd by you, I should as much as man)
But when you please, now or on all occasions
You can think of hereafter, but you may
Dispose of at your pleasure.

Gen. If you break
That oath again, you loose me. Yet so well
I love you, I shall never put you tot;
And yet forget it not: rest satisfied
With that you have receivd now: there are eyes
May be upon us, till the difference
Between our friends are ended: I would not
Be seen so private with you.

Luc. I obey you.

Gen. But let me hear oft from you, and remember
I am Vitellies Sister.

Luc. Whats that Madam?

Gen. Nay nothing, fare you well: who feels loves fire,
Would ever ask to have means to desire. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Assistente, Sayavedra, Anastro, Herald,
Attendants.

Assist. Are they come in?

H[e]r. Yes.

Assist. Read the Proclamation,
That all the people here assembled may
Have satisfaction, what the Kings dear love,
In care of the Republick, hath ordained;
Attend with silence: read aloud.

Herald Reads.

Forasmuch as our high and mighty Master, Philip, the potent
and most Catholick King of Spain, hath not only in his own
Royal person, been long, and often sollicited, and grieved,
with the deadly and [uncurable] hatred, sprung up betwixt the
two antient and most [honorable] descended Houses of these
his two dearly and equally beloved Subjects, Don Ferdinando
de Alvarez, and Don Pedro de Vitelli: (all which in vain
his Majesty hath often endeavored to reconcile and qualifie:)
But that also through the debates, quarrels, and outrages
daily arising, falling, and flowing from these great heads,
his publick civil Government is seditiously and barbarously
molested and wounded, and many of his chief Gentry (no less
tender to his Royal Majesty then the very branches of his
own sacred blood) spoyld, lost, and submerged, in the impious
inundation and torrent of their still-growing malice: It hath
therefore pleased His sacred Majesty, out of his infinite
affection to preserve his Common-wealth, and general peace,
from farther violation, (as a sweet and heartily loving
father of his people) and on the earnest petitions of these
arch-enemies, to Order, and ordain, that they b[e] ready,
each with his well-chosen and beloved friend, armed at
all points like Gentlemen, in the Castle of St. Jago, on
this present Monday morning betwixt eight and nine of the
clock, where (before the combattants be allowed to commence
this granted Duel) This to be read aloud for the publick
satisfaction of his Majesties well bel[o]ved Subjects.

Save the King. [Drums within.

Say. Hark their Drums speak their insatiate thirst
Of blood, and stop their ears gainst pious peace,
Who gently whispering, implores their friendship!

Assist. Kings nor authority can master fate;
Admit em then, and blood extinguish hate.

Enter severally, Alvarez, and Lucio, Vitelli and
Lamora[l].

Say. Stay, yet be pleasd to think, and let not daring
Wherein men now adaies exceed even beasts,
And think themselves not men else, so transport you
Beyond the bounds of Christianity:
Lord Alvarez, Vitelli, Gentlemen,
No Town in Spain, from our Metropolis
Unto the rudest hovel, but is great
With your assured valors daily proofs:
Oh will you then, for a superfluous fame,
A sound of honor, which in these times, all
Like hereticks profess (with obstinacy)
But most erroneously venture your souls,
Tis a hard task, through a Sea of blood
To sail, and land at Heaven?

Vit. I hope not
If justice be my Pilot: but my Lord,
You know, if argument, or time, or love,
Could reconcile, long since we had shook hands;
I dare protest, your breath cools not a vein
In any one of us, but blows the fire
Which nought but blood reciprocal can quench.

Alv. Vitelli, thou sayst bravely, and sayst right,
And I will kill thee fort, I love thee so.

Vit. Ha, ha, old man: upon thy death Ill build
A story (with this arm) for thy old wife
To tell thy daughter Clara seven years hence
As she sits weeping by a winters fire,
How such a time Vitelli slew her husband
With the same Sword his daughter favord him,
And lives, and wears it yet: Come Lamorall,
Redeem thy self.

Lam. Lucio, Genevora
Shall on this Sword receive thy bleeding heart,
For my presented hat, laid at her feet.

Luc. Thou talkst well Lamorall, but tis thy head
That I will carry to her to thy hat:
Fie Father, I do cool too much.

Alv. Oh boy:
Thy fathers true Son:
Beat Drums, — and so good morrow to your Lordship.

Enter above Eugenia, Clara, Genevora.

Say. Brave resolutions.

Anast. Brave, and Spanish right.

Gen. Lucio.

Cla. Vitelli.

Eug. Alvarez.

Alv. How the devil
Got these Cats into thgutter? my pusse too?

Eug. Hear us.

Gen. We must be heard.

Cla. We will be heard
Vitelli, look, see Clara on her knees
Imploring thy compassion: Heaven, how sternly
They dart their emulous eyes, as if each scornd
To be behind the other in a look!
Mother, death needs no Sword here: oh my Sister
(Fate fain would have it so) persuade, entreat,
A Ladies tears are silent Orators
(Or should be so at least) to move beyond
The honest tongud-Rhetorician:
Why will you fight? why dos an uncles death
Twenty year old, exceed your love to me
But twenty days? whose forcd cause, and fair manner
You could not understand, only have heard.
Custom, that wrought so cunningly on nature
In me, that I forgot my sex, and knew not
Whether my body female were, or male,
You did unweave, and had the power to charm
A new creation in me, made me fear
To think on those deeds I did perpetrate,
How little power though you allow to me
That cannot with my sighs, my tears, my prayers
Move you from your own loss, if you should gain.

Vit. I must forget you Clara, till I have
Redeemd my unkles blood, that brands my face
Like a pestiferous Carbuncle: I am blind
To what you do: deaf to your cries: and Marble
To all impulsive exorations.
When [o]n this point, I have perchd thy fathers soul,
Ill tender thee this bloody reeking hand
Drawn forth the bowels of that murtherer:
If thou canst love me then, Ill marry thee,
And for thy father lost, get thee a Son;
On no condition else.

Assist. Most barbarous.

Say. Savage.

Anast. Irreligious.

Gen. Oh Lucio!
Be thou merciful: thou bearst fewer years,
Art lately weand from soft eff[e]minacy,
A maidens manners, and a maidens heart
Are neighbors still to thee: be then more mild,
Proceed not to this combat; best thou desperate
Of thine own life? yet (dearest) pitty mine
Thy valours not thine own, I gave it thee,
These eyes begot it, this tongue bred it up,
This breast would lodge it: do not use my gifts
To mine own ruine: I have made thee rich,
Be not so thankless, to undo me fort.

Luc. Mistriss, you know I do not wear a vein.
I would not rip for you, to do you service:
Lifes but a word, a shadow, a melting dream,
Compard to essential, and eternal honor.
Why, would you have me value it beyond
Your b[r]other: if I first cast down my sword
May all my body here, be made one wound,
And yet my soul not find heaven thorough it.

Alv. You would be catter-walling too, but peace,
Go, get you home, and provide dinner for
Your Son, and me: weell be exceeding merry:
Oh Lucio, I will have thee cock of all
The proud Vitellies that do live in Spain:
Fie, we shall take cold: hunch: —— I am hoarse
Already.

Lam. How your Sister whets my spleen!
I could eat Lucio now:

Gen. Vitelli, Brother,
Evn for your Fathers soul, your uncles blood,
As you do love my life: but last, and most
As you respect your own Honor, and Fame,
Throw down your sword; he is most valiant
That herein yields first.

Vit. Peace, you fool.

Cla. Why Lucio,
Do thou begin; tis no disparagement:
Hes elder, and thy better, and thy valor
Is in his infancy.

Gen. Or pay it me,
To whom thou owst it: Oh, that constant time
Would but go back a week, then Lucio
Thou wouldst not dare to fight.

Eug. Lucio, thy Mother,
Thy Mother begs it: throw thy sword down first.

Alv. Ill throw his head down after then.

Gen. Lamorall.
You have often swore yould be commanded by me.

Lam. Never to this: your spight, and scorn Genevora,
Has lost all power in me:

Gen. Your hearing for six words.

Ass. Say. An. Strange obstinacy!

Al. Vit. Lu. Lam. Well stay no longer.

Cla. Then by thy oath Vitelli,
Thy dreadfu[l] oath, thou wouldst return that Sword
When I should ask it, give it to me, now,
This instant I require it.

Gen. By thy vow,
As dreadful Lucio, to obey my will
In any one thing I would watch to challenge,
I charge thee not to strike a stroak: now he
Of our two brothers that loves perjury
Best, and dares first be damnd, infringe his vow.

Say. Excellent Ladies.

Vit. Pish, you tyrannize.

Luc. We did equivocate.

Alv. On.

Cla. Then Lucio,
So well I love my husband, for he is so,
(Wanting but ceremony) that I pray
His vengeful sword may fall upon thy head
Succesfully for false-hood to his Sister.

Gen. I likewise pray (Vitelli) Lucios sword
(Who equally is my husband as thou hers)
May find thy false heart, that durst gage thy faith,
And durst not keep it.

Assist. Are you men, or stone.

Alv. Men, and well prove it with our swords:

Eug. Your hearing for six words, and we have done,
Zancho come forth — well fight our challenge too:
Now speak your resolutions.

[Enter Bob[a]dilla with two swords and a Pistol.

Gen. These they are,
The first blow given betwixt you, sheathes these swords
In one anothers bosomes.

Eug. And rogue, look
You at that instant do discharge that Pistol
Into my breast: if you start back, or quake,
Ill stick you like a Pig.

Alv. — Hold, you are mad.

Gen. This we said: and by our hope of bliss
This we will do: speak your intents.

Cla. Gen. Strike.

Eug. Shoot.

A[l]. Vit. L[u]. La. Hold, hold: all friends.

Assist. Come down.

Alv. These devilish women
Can make men friends and enemies when they list.

Say. A gallant undertaking and a happy;
Why this is noble in you: and will be
A welcomer present to our Master Philip
Than the return from his Indies.

Enter Clara, Genevora, Eugenia, and Bobadilla.

Cla. Father, your blessing.

Alv. Take her: if ye bring not
Betwixt you, boys that will find out new worlds,
And win em too, Im a false Prophet.

Vit. Brother.
There is a Sister, long divided streams
Mix now at length, by fate.

Bob. I am not regarded: I was the careful Steward that
provided these Instruments of peace, I put the longest weapon
in your Sisters hand, (my Lord) because she was the shortest
Lady: For likely the shortest Ladies love the longest —— men:
And for mine own part, I could have discharged it: my Pistol
is no ordinary Pistol, it has two ramming bullets; but thought
I, why should I shoot my two bullets into my old Lady? if they
had gone, I would not have staid long after: I would evn have
died too, bravely yfaith, like a Roman Steward: hung my self
in mine own chain, and there had been a story of Bobadilla,
Spindola, Zancho, for after ages to lament: hum: I perceive,
I am not only not regarded, but also not rewarded.

Alv. Prethee peace: shalt have a new chain, next Saint
Jaques day, or this new gilt:

Bob. I am satisfied: let virtue have her due: And yet I am
melancholy upon this atonement: pray heaven the State rue it
not: I would my Lord Vitellies Steward, and I could meet:
they should find it should cost em a little more to make us
friends: well, I will forswear wine, and women for a year:
and then I will be drunk to morrow, and run a whoring like a
dog with a broken bottle ats tail; then will I repent next
day, and forswear em again more vehemently: be forsworn next
day again, and repent my repentance: for thus a melancholy
Gentleman doth, and ought to live.

Assist. Nay, you s[h]all dine with me: and afterward
Ill with ye to the King: But first, I will
Dispatch the Castles business, that this day
May be compleat. Bring forth the malefactors.

Enter Alguazier, Pachieco, Metaldi, Mendoza, Lazaril,
Piorato, Malroda, and Guard.

You Alguazier, the Ringleader of these
Poor fellows, are degraded from your office,
You must return all stolen goods you receivd,
And watch a twelve month without any pay:
This, if you fail of, (all your goods confiscate)
You are to be whipt, and sent into the Gallies.

Alg. I like all, but restoring that Catholique Doctrine.
I do dislike: Learn all ye officers
By this to live uprightly (if you can.) [Exit.

Assist. You Cobler, to t[r]anslate your manners new,
Are doomd to th Cloisters of the Mendicants,
With this your brother, botcher, there for nothing
To cobble, and heel hose for the poor Friers,
Till they allow you pennance for sufficient,
And your amendment; then you shall be freed,
And may set up again.

Pach. Mendoza, come,
Our souls have trode awry in all mens sight,
Well underlay em, till they go upright. [Exe. Pach. and Mend.

Assist. Smith, in those shackles you for your hard heart
Must lie by th heels a year.

Met. I have shod your horse, my Lord. [Exit.

Assist. Away: for you, my hungry white-loafd face,
You must to th Gallies, where you shall be sure
To have no more bits, than you shall have blows.

Laz. Well, though herrings want, I shall have rowes.

Assist. Signior, you have prevented us, and punishd
Your selfe severelier than we would have done.
You have married a whore: may she prove honest.

Pio. Tis better, my Lord, than to marry an honest woman,
That may prove a whore.

Vit. Tis a hansome wench: and thou canst keep her tame
Ill send you what I promisd.

Pio. Joy to your Lordships.

Alv. He[re] may all Ladies learn, to make of foes
The perfectst friends: and not the perfectst foes
Of dearest friends, as some do now a daies.

Vit. Behold the power of love, to nature lost
By custome irrecoverably, past the hope
Of friends restoring, Love hath here retrivd
To her own habit, made her blush to see
Her so long monstrous Metamorphoses,
May strange affairs never have worse success. [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.

Our Author fears there are some Rebel hearts,
Whose dulness doth oppose loves piercing darts;
Such will be apt to say there wanted wit,
The language low, very few Scænes are writ
With spirit and life; such odd things as these
He cares not for, nor ever means to please;
For if your selves a Mistriss or loves friends,
Are likd with this smooth Play he hath his ends.

FINIS.
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Nathan Field was a student of Richard Mulcaster at St. Pauls School in the late 1590s. St Pauls was founded in 1509 by John Colet and located on a 43-acre site by the River Thames, in Barnes, London.
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Duke of Orleans, a spleenful detracting Lord.
Earl of Amiens - Brother-in-law to Orleans, a noble accomplishd Gentleman, servant to Lamira.
Mountague, an honest Lord.
Du-boys and Longueville — Two faithful followers of Mountague.
Voramer, the loving and loyal Page of Mountague.
La Verdine, a knavish Courtier.
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Duchess of Orleans - a virtuous Lady, and chaste (but suspected) wife to the Duke.
Lamira, a modest Virgin, and a Lady, rich and noble.
Charlotte, Lamiras Woman.
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Thomas Basse.
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The Scene: France.


Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER THE DUKE of Orleance, and the Earl of Amiens, at several doors.

Amien.
Morrow, my Lord of Orleans.

Orl. You salute me like a stranger; brother Orleance
were to me a Title more belonging, whom you call the Husband of your Sister.

Ami. Would the circumstances of your brotherhood had
never offerd cause to make our conversation less familiar: I
meet you like a hindrance in your way: your great Lawsuit is now upon the tongue, and ready for a judgement.

Orl. Came you from the Hall now?

Ami. Without stay; the Court is full, and such a press
of people does attend the issue, as if some great man were
brought to his arraignment.

Orl. Every mothers son of all that multitude of hearers,
went to be a witness of the misery your Sisters fortunes must
have come to, if my adversary who did love her first, had been her Husband.

Ami. The success may draw a testimony from them, to
confirm the same opinion, but they went prepard with no
such hope or purpose.

Orl. And did you intreat the number of them, that are
come with no such hope or purpose.

Ami. Tush, your own experience of my heart can answer ye.

Orl. This doubtful, makes me clearly understand your disposition.

Ami. If your cause be just,
I wish you a conclusion like your cause.

Orl. I can have any common charity to such a Prayer
From a friend I would expect a love to prosper in;
Without exceptions such a love as might
Make all my undertakings thankful tot;
Precisely just is seldom faithful in our wishes
To another mans desires: Farewel. [Exit Orl.
Enter Montague having a Purse, Duboys, Longueville,
and Voramer the Page, with two Caskets.

Dub. Here comes your adversaries brother-in-law.

Long. The Lord of Amiens.

Dub. From the Hall I think.

Ami. I did so: save your Lordship. (state,

Mount. Thats a wish my Lord, as courteous to my present
As ever honest mind was thankful for;
For now my safety must expose it self
To question: yet to look for any free
Or hearty salutation (Sir) from you
Would be unreasonable in me.

Ami. Why?

Mont. Your Sister is my adversaries wife;
That nearness needs must consequently draw
Your inclination to him.

Ami. I will grant
Him all the nearness his alliance claims,
And yet be nothing less impartial,
My Lord of Montague.

Mont. Lord of Montague yet:
But (Sir) how long the dignity or state
Belonging to it will continue, stands
Upon [t]he dangerous passage of this hour.
Either for evermore to be confirmd,
Or like the time wherein twas pleaded, gone:
Gone with it, never to be calld again.

Ami. Justice direct your process to the end;
To both your persons my respect shall still
Be equal; but the righteous cause is that
Which bears my wishes to the side it holds,
Where, ever may it prosper. [Exit Amiens.

Mont. Then my thanks
Are proper to you, if a man may raise
A confidence upon a lawful ground
I have no reason to be once perplexd
With any doubtful motion, Longue[v]ille,
That Lord of Amiens, (didst observe him?) has
A worthy nature in him.

Long. Either tis his nature or his cunning.

Mont. Thats the vizard of most mens actions,
Whose dissembled lives
Do carry only the similitude
Of goodness on em: but for him
Honest [b]ehaviour makes a true report,
What disposition does inhabit him,
Essential virtue.

Long. Then tis pity that
Injurious Orleans is his brother.

Dub. He is but his brother-in-law.

Long. Law? thats as bad.

Dub. How is your Law as bad? I rather wish
The hangman thy Executor than that
Equivocation should be ominous.

Enter two Lawyers, and two Creditors.

Long. Some of your Lawyers — 

1 Law. What is ominous?

2 Law. Let no distrust trouble your Lordships thought.

1 Law. The evidences of your questiond Land
Ha not so much as any literal
Advantage in em to be made against
Your Title.

2 Law. And your Council understands
The business fully.

1 Law. Thare industrious, just.

2 Law. And very confident.

1 Law. Your state endures
A voluntary trial; like a man
Whose honors are maliciously accusd.

2 Law. The accusation serves to clear his cause.

1 Law. And to approve his truth more.

2 Law. So shall all
Your adversaries pleadings strengthen your
Possession.

1 Law. And be set upon record
To witness the hereditary right
Of you and yours.

2 Law. Courage, you have the law.

Long. And you the profits.

Mont. If discouragement
Could work upon me, your assurances
Would put me strongly into heart again;
But I was never fearful: and let fate
Deceive my expectation, yet I am
Prepared against dejection.

1 Cre. So are we.

2 Cre. We have received a comfortable hope
That all will speed well.

Long. What is he Duboys?

Dub. A Creditor.

Long. I thought so, for he speaks
As if he were a partner in his state.

Mont. Sir, I am largely indebted to your loves.

Long. More to their purses.
M[o]nt. Which you shall not lose.

1 Cred. Your Lordship.

Dub. Thats another creditor.

1 Cred. Has interest in me.

Long. You have more of him.

1 Cred. And I have had so many promises
From these, and all your learned Counsellors;
How certainly your cause will prosper; that — 

Long. You brought no Serjeants with you?

Dub. To attend his ill success.

Mont. Good Sir, I will not be
Unthankful either to their industries
Or your affections.

1 Law. All your Land (my Lord)
Is at the barr now, give me but ten Crowns
Ill save you harmless.

Long. Take him at his word;
If he does lose, youre savd by miracle,
For I never knew a Lawyer yet undone.

1 Law. Then now you shall, Sir, if this prospers not.

Long. Sir, I beseech you do not force your voice
To such a loudness, but be thrifty now;
Preserve it till you come to plead at bar
It will be much more profitable in
The satisfaction than the promise.

1 Law. Is not this a satisfaction to engage
My self for this assurance, if he — 

Mont. No Sir, my ruin never shall import
Anothers loss, if not by accident,
And that my purpose is not guilty of:
You [are] engagd in nothing but your care. [Ex. Law.
Attend the Procurator to the Court,
Observe how things incline, and bring me word.

Long. I dare not, Sir, if I be taken there,
Mine ears will be in danger.

Mont. Why? hast thou
Committed something that deserves thine ears?

Long. No, but I fear the noise; my hearing will be
Perished by the noise; tis as good t want
[A member, as to loose the use — ]

Mont. The ornament is excepted.

Long. Well my Lord
Ill put em to the hazard. [Exit Long.

1 Cred. Your desires be prosperous to you.

2 Cred. Our best Prayers wait
Upon your fortune. [Exeunt Cred.

Dub. For your selves, not him.

Mont. Thou canst not blame em: I am in their debts.
Ver. But had your large expence (a part whereof
You owe em) for unprofitable Silks
And Laces, been bestowed among the poor,
That would have prayed the right way for you:
Not upon you.

Mont. For unprofitable Silks
And Laces? now believe me honest boy
Thast hit upon a reprehension that belongs
Unto me.

Ver. By — my Lord,
I had not so unmannerly a thought,
To reprehend you.

Mont. Why I love thee fort.
Mine own acknowledgement confirms thy words:
For once I do remember, comming from
The Mercers, where my Purse had spent it self
On those unprofitable toys thou speakst of,
A man half naked with his poverty
Did meet me, and requested my relief:
I wanted whence to give it, yet his eyes
Spoke for him, those I could have satisfied
With some unfruitful sorrow, (if my tears
Would not have added rather to his grief,
Than easd it) but the true compassion that
I should have given I had not: this began
To make me think how many such mens wants
The vain superfluous cost I wore upon
My outside would have clothed, and left my self
A habit as becomming: to increase
This new consideration there came one
Clad in a garment plain and thrifty, yet
As decent as these fair dear follies; made
As if it were of purpose to despise
The vanity of shew: his purse had still
The power to do a charitable deed,
And did it.

Dub. Yet your inclination, Sir,
Deservd no less to be commended, than his action.

Mont. Prethee do not flatter me;
He that intends well, yet deprives himself
Of means, to put his good thoughts into deed,
Deceives his purpose of the due reward
That goodness merits: oh antiquity
Thy great examples of Nobility
Are out of imitation, or at least
So lamely followd, that thou art as much
Before this age in virtue, as in time.

Dub. Sir, it must needs be lamely followed, when
The chiefest men love to follow it
Are for the most part cripples.

Mont. Who are they?

Dub. Soldiers, my Lord, soldiers.

Mont. Tis true Duboys: but if the law disables me no
For Noble actions, than good purposes (more
Ill practice how to exercise the worth
Commended to us by our ancestors;
The poor neglected soldier shall command
Me from a Ladies Courtship, and the form
Ill study shall no more be taught me by
The Taylor, but the Scholar; that expence
Which hitherto has been to entertain
Th intemperate pride and pleasure of the taste
Shall fill my Table more to satisfie,
And less to surfeit.
What an honest work it would be; when we find
A Virgin in her poverty, and youth
Inclining to be tempted, to imploy
As much perswasion, and as much expence
To keep her upright, as men use to do upon her falling.

Dub. Tis charity that many Maids will be unthankful for,
And some will rather take it for a wrong,
To buy em out of their inheritance,
The thing that they were born to.
Enter Longueville.

Mont. Longueville, thou bringst a chearful promise in thy
There stands no pale report upon thy cheek (face.
To give me fear or knowledge of my loss, tis red and lively.
How proceeds my suit? — (Hercules,

Long. Thats with leave, Sir, a labour that to those of
May add another; or (at least) be calld
An imitation of his burning shirt:
For twas a pain of that [un] merciful
Perplexity, to shoulder through the throng
Of people that attended your success:
My sweaty linnen fixt upon my skin,
Still as they pulld me, took that with it; twas
A fear I should have left my flesh among em;
Yet I was patient, for (methought) the toil
Might be an emblem of the difficult
And weary passage to get out of Law.
And to make up the dear similitude,
When I was forth seeking my handkerchief
To wipe my sweat off, I did find a cause
To make me sweat more, for my Purse was lost
Among their fingers.

Dub. There twas rather found.

Long. By them.

Dub. I mean so.

Mont. Well, I will restore
Thy damage to thee: how proceeds my suit?
L[o]ng. Like one at Brokers; I think forfeited.
Your promising Counsel at the first
Put strongly forward with a labourd speed,
And such a violence of pleading, that
His Fee in Sugar-candy scarce will make
His throat a satisfaction for the hurt
He did it, and he carried the whole cause
Before him, with so clear a passage, that
The people in the favour of your side
Cried Montague, Montague: in the spight of him
That cryed out silence, and began to laugh
Your adversaries advocate to scorn:
Who like a cunning Footman set me forth
With such a temperate easie kind of course
To put him into exercise of strength,
And followd his advantages so close,
That when your hot mouthd pleader thought h had won,
Before he reacht it, he was out of breath,
And then the other stript him.

Mont. So all is lost.

Long. But how I know not; for, (methought) I stood
Confounded with the clamour of the Court,
Like one embarkd upon a storm at Sea,
Where the tempestuous noise of Thunder mixt
With roaring of the billows, and the thick,
Imperfect language of the Sea-men, takes
His understanding and his safety both
Together from him.

Mont. Thou dost bring ill news.

Long. Of what I was unwilling to have been
The first reporter.

Mont. Didst observe no more?

Long. At least no better.

Mont. Then thart not informd

Enter Lawyers.

Long. Here come they
Whose very countenances will tell you how
Contemptible it is to others.

Mont. Sir?

Long. The Sir of Knighthood may be given him, er
They hear you now?

Mont. Good Sir but a word.

Dub. How soon the loss of wealth makes any man
Grow out of knowledge.

Long. Let me see, I pray, Sir,
Never stood you upon the Pillory?

1 Law. The Pillory?

Long. Oh now I know you did not.
Yave ears, I thought ye had lost em; pray observe,
Heres one that once was gracious in your eyes.

1 Law. Oh my Lord, have an eye upon him.

Long. But ha you neer a Counsel to redeem
His Land yet from the judgement?

2 Law. None but this, a Writ of error to remove the cause.

Long. No more of error, we have been in that too much already.

2 Law. If you will reverse the judgement, you must trust to that delay.

Long. Delay? indeed hes like to trust to that,
With you has any dealing. (nem.

2 Law. Er the Law proceeds to an Habere facias possessio-

Dub. Thats a language Sir, I understand not.

Long. Thart a very strange unthankful fellow to have
taken Fees of such a liberal measure, and then give a man
hard words fors money.

1 Law. If men will hazard their salvations,
What should I say? Ive other business.

Mont. Yare ith right;
Thats it you should say, now prosperity has left me.

Enter two Creditors.

1 Cred. Have an eye upon him; if
We lose him now, hes gone for ever; stay
And dog him: Ill go fetch the Officers.

Long. Dog him you Bloud-hound: by this point thou
shalt more safely dog an angry Lion, than attempt him.

Mont. Whats the matter? — (loss

Long. Do but stir to fetch a Serjeant; and besides your
Of labour, Ill have you beaten, till
Those casement in your faces be false lights.

Dub. Falser than those you sell by.

Mont. Who gave you Commission to abuse my friends thus?

Lon. Sir, are those your friends that would betray you?

Mont. Tis to save themselves rather than betray me.

1 Cred. Your Lordship makes a just construction of it.

2 Cred. All our desire is but to get our own.

Long. Your wives desires and yours do differ then.

Mont. So far as my ability will go
You shall have satisfaction Longeville.

Long. And leave your self neglected; every man
Is first a debtor to his own demands, being honest.

Mont. As I take it, Sir, I did
Not entertain you for my Counselor.

Long. Counsels the office of a servant,
When the master falls upon a danger; as
Defence is; never threaten with your eyes,
They are no cockatrices; do you hear?
Talk with [a] Girdler, or [a] Millner,
He can inform you of a kind of men
That first undid the profit of those trades
By bringing up the form of carrying
Their Morglays in their hands: with some of those
A man may make himself a priviledge
To ask a question at the prison gates
Without your good permission.

2 Cred. By your leave.

Mont. Stay Sir, what one example since the time
That first you put your hat off to me, have
You noted in me to encourage you
To this presumption? by the justice now
Of thine own rule, I should begin with thee,
I should turn thee away ungratified
For all thy former kindness, forget
Thou ever didst me any service: tis not fear
Of being arrested, makes me thus incline
To satisfy you; for you see by him,
I lost not all defences with my state;
The curses of a man to whom I am
Beholding terrify me more, than all
The violence he can pursue me with.
Duboys, I did prepare me for the worst;
These two small Cabinets do comprehend
The sum of all the wealth that it hath pleased
Adversity to leave me, one as rich
As thother, both in Jewels; take thou this,
And as the Order put within it shall
Direct thee, distribute it half between
Those Creditors, and th other half among
My servants: for (Sir) they are my Creditors
As well as you are, they have trusted me
With their advancement: if the value fail,
To please you all, my first increase of means
Shall offer you a fuller payment; be content
To leave me something, and imagine that
You put a new beginner into credit.

Cred. So prosper our own blessings, as we wish you to your merit.

Mont. Are you[r] silences of discontent, or of sorrow?

Dub. Sir, we would not leave you.

Long. Do but suffer us to follow you, and what our present
means, or industries hereafter can provide, shall serve you.

Mont. Oh desire me not to live
To such a baseness, as to be maintained
By those that serve me; pray begone, I will
Defend your honesties to any man
That shall report you have forsaken me;
I pray begone. [Exeunt Servants and Creditors.
Why, dost thou weep my boy,
Because I do not bid thee go to[o]?

Per. No, I weep (my Lord) because I would not go;
I fear you will command me.

Mont. No my child,
I will not; that would discommend th intent
Of all my other actions: thou art yet
Unable to advise thy self a course,
Should I put thee to seek it; after that
I must excuse, or at the least forgive
Any [uncharitable deed that can be done against my self.

Ver. Every day (my Lord) I tarry with you, Ill account
A day of blessing to me; for I shall
Have so much less time left me of my life
When I am from you: and if misery
Befall you (which I hope so good a man
Was never born to) I will take my part,
And make my willingness increase my strength
To bear it. In the Winter I will spare
Mine own cloth[e]s from my self to cover you;
And in the Summer, carry some of yours
To ease you: Ill doe any thing I can.

Mont. Why, thou art able to make misery
Ashamed of hurting, when thy weakness can
Both bear it, and despise it: Come my boy
I will provide some better way for thee
Than this thou speakst of: tis the comfort that
[Ill] fortune has undone me into the fashion:
For now in this age most men do begin,
To keep but one boy, that kept many men. [Exeunt.

Enter Orleans, a Servant, his Lady following.

Orl. Where is she? call her.

Lady. I attend you Sir.

Orl. Your friend sweet Madam.

Lady. What friend, good my Lord?

Orl. Your Montague, Madam, he will shortly want
Those Courtly graces that you love him for;
The means wherewith he purchased this, and this;
And all his own provisions to the least
Proportion of his feeding, or his clothes,
Came out of that inheritance of land
Which he unjustly lived on: but the law
Has given me right int, and possession; now
Thou shalt perceive his bravery vanish, as
This Jewell does from thee now, and these Pearls
To him that owes em.

Lady. Ye are the owner Sir of every thing that does belong to me.

Orl. No, not of him, sweet Lady.

Lady. O good [God]!

Orl. But in a while your mind will change, and be
As ready to disclaim him; when his wants
And miseries have perishd his good face,
And taken off the sweetness that has made
Him pleasing in a womans understanding.

La. O Heaven, how gratious had Creation been
To women, who are born without defence,
If to our hearts there had been doors through which
Our husbands might have lookt into our thoughts,
And made themselves undoubtfull.

Orl. Made em mad.

La. With honest women.

Orl. Thou dost still pretend
A title to that virtue: prethee let
Thy honesty speak freelie to me now.
Thou knowst that Montague, of whose Land
I [a]m the master, did affect thee first,
And should have had thee, if the strength of friends
Had not prevaild above thine own consent.
I have undone him; tell me how thou dost
Consider his ill fortune and my good.

La. Ill tell you justly his undoing is
An argument for pity and for tears
In all their dispositions that have known
The honor and the goodness of his life:
Yet that addition of prosperity,
Which you have got byt, no indifferent man
Will malice or repine at, if the Law
Be not abused int; howsoever since
You have the upper fortune of him, twill
Be some dishonor to you to bear your self
With any pride or glory over him.

Orl. This may be truely spoken, but in thee
It is not honest.

La. Yes, so honest, that I care not if the chast Penelope
Were now alive to hear me.

Enter Amiens.

Orl. Who comes there?

La. My brother.

Am. Save ye.

Orl. Now Sir, you have heard of prosperous Montague.

Am. No Sir, I have heard of Montague,
But of your prosperity.

Orl. Is he distracted.

Am. He does bear his loss with such a noble strength
Of patience that,
Had fortune eyes to see him, she would weep
For having hurt him, and pretending that
Shee did it but for triall of his worth:
Hereafter ever love him.

Orl. I perceive you love him, and because (I must confess)
He does deserve that though for some respects,
I have not given him that acknowledgement,
Yet in mine honor I did still conclude to use him nobly.

Am. Sir, that will become your reputation and make me
grow proud of your alliance.

Orl. I did reserve the doing of this friendship till I had
His fortunes at my mercy, that the world
May tell him tis a willing courtesie.

La. This change will make me happy. (me when

Orl. Tis a change; thou shalt behold it: then observe
That Montague had possession of my Land,
I was his rivall, and at last obtaind
This Lady who, by promise of her own
Affection to him, should ha bin his wife;
I had her, and withheld her like a pawn,
Till now my Land is rendred to me again,
And since it is so, you shall see I have
The conscience not to keep her — give him her — [draws.
For by the faithfull temper of my sword, she shall not tarry with me.

Am. Give me way — [draws.
Thou most unworthy man — give me way;
Or by the wrong he does the Innocent,
Ill end thy misery and his wickedness, together.

Lady. Stay and let me justifie
My husband in that, I have wrongd his bed. [Exeunt Am: Orl:

Enter Orleans in amazement, the servants following him.
Never — all shames that can afflict me fall
Upon me if I ever wrongd you;

Orl. Didst thou not confess it;

La. Twas to save your blood from shedding, that has
Turnd my brothers edge;
He that beholds our thoughts as plainely as
Our faces, knowes it, I did never hurt
My honesty but by accusing it.

Orl. Womens consents are sooner credited
Than their denials: and Ill never trust
Her body that prefers any defence
Before the safety of her honor — here

Enter Servant.
Show forth that stranger — give me not a word.
Thou seest a danger readie to be tempted.

La. Cast that upon me rather than my shame,
And as I am now dying I will vow
That I am honest.

Orl. Put her out of dores; but that I fear my land
May go again to Montague, I would kill thee, I am loth,
To make a beggar of him that way; or else — 
Go now you have the liberty of flesh,
And you may put it to a double use,
One for your pleasure, thother to maintain
Your wellbeloved, he will want. [Exit Lady.
In such a charitable exercise
The virtue will excuse you for the vice. [Exit Orleans.

Enter Amiens drawn, Montague, Veramor meeting.

Mont. What means your Lordship?

Ver. For the love of [God].

Am. Thou hast advantage of me, cast away this buckler.

Mont. So he is Sir, for he lives
With one that is undone — avoyd us boy.

Ver. Ill first avoid my safety,
Your Rapier shall be buttond with my head, before it touch my Master.

Am. Montague?

Mont. Sir.

Am. You know my sister?

Mont. Yes Sir.

Am. For a whore? — (her honor.

Mont. You lye, and shall lie lower if you dare abuse

Enter Lady.

La. I am honest.

Am. Honest!

La. Upon my faith I am.

Am. What did then p[e]rsuade thee to condemn thy self?

La. Your safety.

Am. I had rather be exposd
To danger, than dishonor; thast betrayd
The reputation of my familie
More basely by the falseness of that word,
Than if thou hadst delivered me asleep
Into the hands of base enemies.
Relief will never make thee sensible
Of thy disgraces; let thy wants compell thee to it. [Exit.

La. O I am a miserable woman. (relieve you?

Mont. Why Madam? are you utterly without means to

La. I have nothing Sir, unless by changing of these cloaths
for worse, and then at last the worst for nakedness.

Mont. Stand off boy, nakedness would be a change
To please us Madam, to delight us both.

La. What nakedness Sir? — (Lovers once.

Mont. Why the nakedness of body Madam, we were

La. Never dishonest Lovers.

Mont. Honestie has no allowance now to give our selves.

La. Nor you allowance against honestie.

Mont. Ill send my Boy hence, opportunitie
Shall be our servant, come and meet me first
With kisses like a stranger at the door,
And then invite me nearer to receive
A more familiar inward Wellcome; where,
Instead of tapers made of Virgins wax
Thincreasing flames of our desires shall light
Us to a banquet: and before the taste
Be dull with satisfaction, Ill prepare
A nourishment composd of every thing
That bears a naturall friendship to the blood,
And that shall set another edge upon t,
Or else between the courses of the feast
Well dallie out an exercise of time,
That ever as one appetite expires another may succeed it.

La. O my Lord, how has your nature lost her worthiness!
When our affections had their liberty,
Our kisses met as temperatelie as
The hands of sisters, or of brothers, that
Our bloods were then as moving; then you were
So noble, that I durst have trusted your
Embraces in an opportunity
Silent enough to serve a ravisher,
And yet come from you — undishonord — how
You think me altered, that you promise your
Attempt success I know not; but were all
The sweet temptations that deceive us set
On this side, and [on] that side all the waiters,
These neither should p[e]rsuade me, nor these force.

Mont. Then misery may waste your body.

Lady. Yes, but lust shall never. (first

Mont. I have found you still as uncorupted as I left you
Continue so; and I will serve you with
As much devotion as my word, my hand
Or purse can show you; and to justifie
That promise, here is half the wealth I have,
Take it, you owe me nothing, till you fall
From virtue, which the better to protect
I have bethought me of a present means:
Give me the Letter; this commends my Boy
Into the service of a Lady, whose
Free goodness you have bin acquainted with, Lamira.

Lady. Sir I know her. (you;

Mont. Then believe her entertainment will be noble to
My boy shall bring you thither: and relate
Your manner of misfortune if your own
Report needs any witness: so I kiss your hand good Lady.

Lady. Sir, I know not how to promise, but I cannot be unthankfull.

Mont. All that you can implore in thankfulness
Be yours, to make you the more prosperous.
Farwell my boy, I am not yet oppressd. [Exit Lady Vere.
Having the power to helpe one thats distressd. [Exeunt.
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ENTER LONGAVILLE AND Dubois.

Long. What shall we do now: swords are out of use,
And words are out of credit.

Dub. We must serve.
L[o]ng. The means to get a service will first spend
Our purses; and except we can allow
Our selves an entertainment, service will
Neglect us; now tis grown into a doubt
Whether the Mr or the servants gives the countenance.

Dub. Then fall in with Mistresses.

Long. They keep more servants now (indeed) than men,
But yet the age is grown so populous
Of those attendants, that the women are
Grown full too.

Dub. What shall we propound our selves?

Long. Ill think ont.

Dub. Do; Old occupations have too many setters up to
prosper, some uncommon trade would thrive now.

Long. Weell een make up some half a dozen proper men.
And should not we get more
Than all your female sinners?

Dub. If the house be seated as it should be privately.

Long. I, but that would make a multitude of witches.

Dub. Witches? how prethee?

Long. Thus the bauds would all turn witches to revenge
Themselves upon us, and the women that
Come to us, for disguises must wear beards,
And thats they say, a token of a witch.

Dub. What shall we then do.

Long. We must study ont
With more consideration; stay Duboyes
Are not the Lord of Orleans and the Lord
Of Amiens enemies?

Dub. Yes, what of that.

Long. Methinks the factions of two such great men.
Should give a promise of advancement now
To us that want it. (second thee.

Dub. Let the plot be thine, and in the enterprize Ill

Long. I have it, we will first set down our selves
The Method of a quarrell; and make choyce
Of some frequented Tavern; or such a place
Of common notice, to perform it in
By way of undertaking to maintain
The severall honors of those enemies.
Thou for the Lord of Orleans; I for Amiens.

Dub. I like the project, and I think twill take
The better, since their difference first did rise
From his occasion whom we followed once.

Long. We cannot hope less after the report,
Than entertainment or gratuity,
Yet those are ends, I do not aim at most;
Great spirits that are needy, and will thrive,
Must labour whiles such troubles are alive. [Exeunt.

Enter Laverdine and La-poope.

La-p. Slander is sharper than the sword. I have fed this
three dayes upon leaf Tobacco, for want of other Victuals.

Lav. You have livd the honester Captain; but be not so
dejected, but hold up thy head, and meat will sooner fall ithy mouth.

La-p. I care not so much for meat, so I had but good
liquor, for which my guts croak like so many Frogs for rain.

Lav. It seems, you are troubled with the wind-Collick,
Captain, swallow a bullet: tis present remedy Ill assure you.

La-p. A bullet? Ill tell you Sir, my panch is nothing but
a pile of bullets; when I was in any service I stood between
my Generali and the shot, like a mud-wall; I am all lead, from
the crown of the head to the soal of the foot, not a sound bone about me.

La[v]. It seems you have bin in terrible hot service Captain.

La-p. It has ever bin the fate of the low Country wars to
spoil many a man, I ha not bin the first nor shall not be the
last: but Ill tell you Sir, (hunger has brought it in to mind)
I served once at the Siege of Braste, tis memorable to this day,
where we were in great distress for victuals, whole troops fainted
more for want of food then for blood, and died, yet we were
resolved to stand it out; I my self was but then Gentleman of
a Company, and had as much need as any man, and indeed I
had perished had not a miraculous providence preserved me.

Lav. As how good Captain?

La-p. Marry Sir, een as I was fainting and falling down
for want of sustenance, the enemy made a shot at me, and
struck me full ith paunch with a penny loaf.

Lav. Instead of a bullet!

La-p. In stead of a bullet.

Lav. That was miraculous indeed; and that loaf sustained you.

La-p. Nourished me or I had famished with the rest.

Lav. You have done worthy acts being a soldier, and now
you shall give me leave to requite your tale, and to acquaint
you with the most notorious deeds that I have done being a
Courtier. I protest Captain I will lie no more than you have done.

La-p. I can indure no lies.

Lav. I know you cannot Captain, therefore Ill only tell
you of strange things: I did once a deed of charity for it self;
I assisted a poor widow in a sute, and obtained it, yet I protest
I took not a penny for my labor.

La-p. Tis no such strange thing.

Lav. By Mars Captain, but it is, and a very strange thing
too in a Courtier, it may take the upper hand of your penny
loaf for a miracle. I could ha told you how many Ladyes
have languished for my love, and how I was once sollicited by
the mother, the daughter, and grand-mother; out of the least
of which I might have diggd my self a fortune; they were all
great Ladyes, for two of them were so big I could hardly
embrace them: but I was sluggish in my rising courses, and
therefore let them pass; what means I had is spent upon such
as had the wit to cheat me; That wealth being gone, I have
only bought experience with it, with a strong hope to cheat
others; but see here comes the much declined Montague, who
had all the Manor houses, which were the body of his estate,
overthrowen by a great wind.

Enter Montague, Mallicorne.

La-p. How by a great wind? was he not overthrown by law?

Lav. Yes, marry was he: but there was terrible puffing
and blowing before he was overthrown, if you observd, and
believe it Captain, theres no wind so dangerous to a building as a lawyers breath.

La-p. Whats he with him?

Lav. An eminent Citizen, Mounsier Mallicorne, lets
stand a side and listen their design.

Mai. Sir, profit is the Crown of labor, it is the life, the
soul of the industrious Merchant, in it he makes his paradise,
and for it neglects Wife, Children, Friends, Parents, nay all the
world, and delivers up himself to the violence of storms, and to
be tosd into unknown ayrs; as there is no faculty so perillous,
so theres none so worthy profitable.

Mont. Sir, I am very well possest of it, and what of my
poore fortunes remaines, I would gladly hazard upon the Sea:
it cannot deal worse with me than the Land, though it sink or
throw it in the hands of Pirats. I have yet five hundred pounds
left, and your honest and worthy acquaintance may make me a
young Merchant; thone moity of what I have I would gladly adventure.

Mai. How adventure? you shall hazard nothing: you shall
only joyn with me in certain commodities that are safe arrived
unto the Key; you shall neither be in doubt of danger nor
dammage; But so much money disburst, so much receive; Sir,
I would have you conceive I pursue it not for any good your
money will do me, but meerly out of mine own freeness and
courtesie to pleasure you.

Mont. I can believe no less, and you express a noble
nature, seeking to build up a man so ruind as my self.

Lav. Captain here is subjeCt for us to work upon if we
have wit; you hear that there is money yet left, and it is going
to be layd out in Rattels, Bels, Hobby-Horses, brown paper, or
some such like sale commodities; now it would do better in
our purses, upon our backs in good Gold-lace, and Scarlat, and
then we might pursue our projects, and our devices towards my
Lady Annabella-, go to, theres a conceit newly landed, heark I
stand in good reputation with him, and therefore may the
better cheat him: Captain, take a few instructions from me.

Mont. What monies I have is at your disposing, and upon
twelve I will meet you at the Pallace with it.

Mai. I will there expect you, and so I take my leave. [Exit.

Lav. You apprehend me?

La-p. Why do ye think I am a dunce?

Lav. Not a dunce Captain, but you might give me leave
to misdoubt that pregnancy in a Soldier, which is proper and
hereditary to a Courtier; but prosecute it, I will both second,
and give credit to it. Good Mounsier Montague, I would your
whole revenues lay within the circuit of mine armes, that I might as easily bestow, or restore it unto you as my curtesie.

La-p. My zealous wishes Sir, do accompany his for your good fortunes.

Lav. Believe it Sir, our affection towards you is a strong band of friendship.

Mont. To which I shall most willingly seal. But believe
me Gentlemen in a broken estate, the bond of friendship oft is
forfeited, but that it is your free and ingenuous nature to renew it.

Lav. Sir, I will amply extend my self to your use, and am
very zealously afflicted as not one of your least friends for your
crooked fate; But let it not seise you with any dejection, you
have as I hear a sufficient competency left, which well disposed
may erect you as high in the worlds account as ever.

Mont. I cannot live to hope it, much less injoy it, nor is it
any part of my endeavor; my study is to render every man his
own, and to contain my self within the limits of a Gentleman.

Lav. I have the grant of an Office given me by some
noble favorites of mine in Court, there stands but a small matter
between me and it, if your ability be such to lay down the
present summ, out of the love I bear you, before any other man,
it shall be confirmed yours.

Mont. I have heard you often speak of such a thing; If it
be assurd to you I will gladly deal in it: that portion I have,
I would not hazard upon one course, for I see the most certain is incertain.

La-p. Having money Sir, you could not light upon men
that could give better direction; there is at this time a friend of
mine upon the Seas; to be plain with you, he is a pyrate, that
hath wrote to me to work his fredom, and by this Gentlemans
means, whose acquaintance is not small at Court; we have the
word of a worthy man for it, only there is some money to be
suddainly disburst, and if your happiness be such to make it up
you shall receive treble gain by it, and good assurance for it.

Mont. Gentlemen, out of the weakness of my estate you
seem (to have some knowledge of my brest) that woud if it
were possible advance my declined fortunes, to satisfie all men
of whom I have had credit, and I know no way better than
these which you propose; I have some money ready under my
command, some part of it is already promisd, but the remainder
is yours to such uses as are propounded.

Lav. Appoint some certain place of meeting, for these
affaires require expedition.

Mount. I will make it my present business: at twelve, I
am to meet Mallicorne, the Marchant at the Pallace, you know
him Sir, about some negotiation of the same nature, there I will
be ready to tender you that money, upon such conditions as we shall conclude of.

Lav. The care of it be yours, so much as the affair
concerns you. (leave.

Mont. Your caution is effectuall, and till then I take my

Lav. Good Mr Montague.  [Exit.
W[i]thin a clamor, down with their weapons.

Enter Longavile, and Dubois, their swords drawn,
servants and others between them.

Ser. Nay Gentlemen what mean you? pray be quiet,
have some respect unto the house.

Long. A treacherous slave.

Du. Thou dost revile thy self base Longavile.

Long. I say thou art a villain, and a corrupt one, that hast
some seven years fed on thy masters trencher, yet never bredst
good blood towards him: for if thou hadst, thoudst have a sounder heart.

Du. So Sir, you can use your tongue something nimbler than your sword.

Long. Woud you coud use your tongue well of your
Master, friend you might have better imployment for your sword.

Du. I say again, and I will speak it loud and often, that
Orleans is a noble Gentleman with whom Amiens is too light to poyse the scale.

Long. He is the weaker for taking of a prayse out of thy mouth.

Du. This hand shall seal his merit at thy heart.

Lav. Part them my masters, part them.

Ser. Part them Sir, why do you not part them, you stand
by with your sword in your hand, and cry part em.

Lav. Why you must know my friend my cloaths are
better than yours, and in a good suit, I do never use to part any body.

La-p. And it is discretion.

Lav. I marry is it Captain.

Long. Dubois though this place priviledge thee, know
where next we meet, the blood which at thy heart flows drops at thy feet.

Enter Amience in haste, his sword drawn.

Du. I would not spend it better than in this quarrell, and on such a hazard.

Ami. What uprores this, must my name here be questiond
in Tavern brawls, and by affected Ruffins?

Lav. Not we indeed Sir.

Du. Fear cannot make me shrink out of your fury, though
you were greater than your name doth make you, I am one,
and the opposer; if your swoln rage have ought in malice to inforce express it.

Ami. I seek thee not, nor shalt thou ever gain
That credit, which a blow from me woud give thee,
By my — I more detest that fellow
Which took my part than thee, that he durst offer
To take my honor in his feeble armes,
And spend it in a drinking room; which way went he?

Lav. That way Sir, I woud you woud after; for I do
fear we shall have some more scuffling.

Ami. [I]ll follow him, and if my speed oer take him,
I shall ill thank him, for his forwardness. [Exit.

Lav. I am glad hes gone, for I doe not love to see a sword
drawn in the hand of a man that lookes so furious, theres no
jesting with edge tooles, how say you Captain?

Cap. I say tis better jesting than to be in earnest with them.

Enter Orleance.

Orl. How now? whats the difference? they say there
have bin swords drawn, and in my quarrell: let me know
that man, whose love is so sincere to spend his blood for my
sake, I will bounteously requite him.

Lav. We were all of your side, but there he stands begun it.

Orl. Whats thy name?

Dub. Duboyes.

Orl. Give me thy hand, [thou] hast received no hurt?

Dub. Not any, nor were this body stuck full of wounds,
I should not count them hurts, being taken in so honorable
a cause as the defence of my most worthy Lord.

Orl. The dedication of thy love to me requires my ample
bounty, thou art mine, for I do find thee made unto my purposes: Mounsieur Laverdine, pardon my neglect I not observed
you, and how runs rumour?

Lav. Why, it runs my Lord like a foot-man without a
cloak, to show that whats once rumourd it cannot be hid.

0r[l]. And what say the rable, am not I the subject of their talk?

Lav. Troth my Lord the common mouth speaks foul words.

Orl. Of me, for turning away my wife, do they not?

Lav. Faith the men do a little murmure at it and say,
tis an ill president in so great a man, marry the women they rayl out right.

Orl. Out upon them rampallions. Ill keep my self safe
enough out of their fingers, but what say my pritty jolly
composed gallants that censure every thing more desperate
than it is dangerous; what say they?

Lav. Marry they are laying wagers, what death you shall
die; one offers to lay five hundred pounds; And yet he had
but a groat about him, & that was in two twopences too to
any man that woud make it up a shilling; that you were
kild with a Pistoll chargd with white Powder; another offerd
to pawn his soul for five shillings, and yet no body woud take
him, that you were stabd to death, and shoud die with more wounds than Cesar.

Orl. And who shoud be the Butchers that shoud do it?
Montague and his associates?

Lav. So tis conjectured.

La-p. And believe it, sweet Prince, it is to be feared,
and therefore prevented.

Orl. By turning his purpose on himself, were not that the way?

Lav. The most direct path for your safety. For where
doth danger sit more furious than in a desperate man?

La-p. And being you have declined his means, you have increast his malice.

Lav. Besides the generall report that steems in every
mans breath, and stains you all over with infamy, that Time
the devourer of all things cannot eat out.

La-p. I, for that former familiarity, which he had with your Lady.

Lav. Men speak it as boldly as words of compliment;
good morrow, good even, or [God] save you Sir, are not more
usuall; if the word cuckold had been written upon your forehead in great Capitall Letters, it could not have been dilated
with more confidence.

Orl. He shall not sleep another night, I will have his
blood, though it be required at my hands again.

Lav. Your Lordship may, and without hazarding your
own person; heres a Gentleman in whose looks I see a resolution to perform it.

Dub. Let his Lordship give me but his honorable word
for my life, Ill kill him as he walks.

Lav. Or pistoll him as he sits at meat.

La-p. Or at game.

Lav. Or as he is drinking.

Dub. Any way.

Orl. Wout thou? call what is mine thine own, thy
reputation shall not be brought in question for it, much less
thy life; it shall be namd a deed of valour in thee, not
murder: Farewell. [Exit.

Dub. I need no more encouragement, it is a work I will
persuade my self that I was born to.

Laver. And you may persuade your self too that you shall
be savd by it, being that it is for his honorable Lordship.

Dub. But you must yield me means, how, when and where.

Lav. That shall be our tasks;
Nay more, we will be agents with thee:
This hour we are to meet him, on the receipt of certain moneys,
Which indeed we purpose honestly to cheat him of,
And thats the main cause I woud have him slain,
Who works with safety makes a double gain. [Exeunt.

Enter Longaville, Amiens following him.

Ami. Stay Sir, I have took some pains to overtake you.
Your name is Longaville.

Long. I have the word of many honest men fort, I crave
your Lordships pardon, your sudden apprehension on my steps
made me to frame an answer unwitting and unworthy your respect.

Ami. Doe you know me?

Long. Yes, my Lord.

Ami. I know not you; nor am I well pleased to make
this time, as the affair now stands, the induction of your
acquaintance; you are a fighting fellow.

Long. How my Lord?

Ami. I think I too much grace you; rather you are a
fellow dares not fight, but spit and puffe and make a noyse,
whilst your trembling hand draws out your Sword, to lay it
upon andirons, stools or tables, rather than on a man.

Long. Your honor may best speak this; yet — with
little safety, if I thought it serious.

Ami. Come, you are a verie braggart, and you have given
me cause to tell you so: what weakness have you ever seen
in me to prompt your self, that I could need you help; or
what other reason[s] could induce you to it? you never yet
had a meals meat from my Table, nor as I remember from
my Wardrop any cast Suit.

Lon. Tis true, I never durst yet have such a servile spirit,
to be the minion of a full swoln Lord; but alwaies did detest
such slavery: a meals meat, or a cast Suit? I woud first eat
the stones, and from such rags the dunghils doe afford, pick me a garment.

Ami. I have mistook the man, his resolute spirit
Proclaimes him generous, he has a noble heart
As free to utter good deeds as to act them;
For had he not been right, and of one piece,
He would have crumpled, curled, and struck himself
Out of the shape of man into a shaddow.
But prethee tell me, if no such fawning hope
Did lead thee on to hazard life for my sake;
What was it that incited thee?
Tell me; speak it without the imputation of a Sycophant.

Long. Your own desert, and with it was joynd the
unfained friendship that I judged you ever held unto my former Lord.

Ami. The noble Montague?

Long. Yes, the noble and much injured Montague.

Ami. To such a man as thou art, my heart shall be
A Casket: I will lock thee up there,
And esteem thee as a faithfull friend,
The richest Jewell that a man enjoyes;
And being thou didst follow once my friend,
And in thy heart still dost, not with his fortunes casting him off,
Thou shalt go hand in hand with me, and share
As well in my ability as love; tis not my end
To gain men for my use, but a true friend. [Exeunt.

Enter Duboys.

Dub. Theres no such thriving way to live in grace,
As to have no sence of it; his back nor belly
Shall not want warming that can practise me mischief;
I walk now with a full purse, grow high and wanton,
Prune and briske my self in the bright shine
Of his good Lordships favours; and for what virtue?
For fashioning my self a murderer.
O noble Montague, to whom I owe my heart,
With all my best thoughts, though my tongue have promisd
To exceed the malice of thy destiny,
Never in time of all my service knew I
Such a sin tempt thy bounty; those that did feed
Upon thy charge had merit or else need.

Enter Laverdine, and La-poope, with disguises.

Lav. Duboys, most prosperously met.

Dub. How now? will he come this way?

La. This way, immediately; therefore thy assistance, dear Duboys.

Dub. What have you cheated him of the money you spoke of?

Lav. Fough, as easily as a silly Countrey wench of her
maydenhead; we had it in a twinkling.

Dub. Tis well Captain, let me help you, you must be
our leader in this action.

La-p. Tut, fear not, Ill warrant you if my Sword hold,
well make no sweating sickness of it.

Dub. Why thats well said, but lets retire a little, that we
may come on the more bravely; this way, this way. [Exeunt.

Enter Montague in the hands of three Officers, and three Creditors.

1 Cre. Officers look to him, and be sure you take good
security before he part from you.

Mont. Why but my friends, you take a strange course
with me; the sums I owe you are rather forgetfulness, they
are so slight, than want of will or honesty to pay you.

1 Cred. I Sir, it may be so; but we must he paid, and we
will be paid before you scape: we have wife and children, and
a charge, and you are going down the wind, as a man may
say; and therefore it behooves us to look tot in time.

2 Cred. Your cloak here woud satisfie me, mines not
above a three pound matter, besides the arrest.

3 Cred.Faith and mine is much about that matter too;
your Girdle and Hangers, and your Beaver, shall be sufficient
bail fort.

1 Cred. If you have ever a plain black sute at home, this
Silken one, with your Silke-stockings, Garters, and Roses shall
pacifie me too; for I take no delight, if I have a sufficient
pawn, to cast any Gentleman in prison; therefore tis but an
untrussing matter: and you are free, we are no unreasonable
creatures you see; for mine own part, I protest I am loth to
put you to any trouble for security.

Mont. Is there no more of you? he woud next demand my skin.

1 Cred. No Sir, heres no more of us, nor do any of us
demand your skin, we know not what to do with it: but it
may be if you owd your Glover any money, he knew what use to make of it.

Mont. Ye dregs of baseness, vultures amongst men,
That tyre upon the hearts of generous spirits.

1 Cred. You do us wrong Sir, we tyre no generous spirits,
we tyre nothing but our hackneys.

Enter Mallicorne.

Mont. But here comes one made of another piece;
A man well meriting that free born name
Of Citizen; welcome my deliverer, I am falen
Into the hands of blood-hounds, that for a sum
Lesser than their honesties, which is nothing,
Woud tear me out of my skin.

Mal. Why Sir, whats the matter?

1 Cre. Why Sir the matter is, that we must have our
money, which if we cannot have, well satisfie our selves with
his carcass, and be payd that wayes: you had as good Sir, not
have been so peremptory. Officer, hold fast.

1 Offi. The strenuous fist of vengeance now is clutcht;
therefore fear nothing.

Mai. What may be the debt in gross?

Mont. Some forty Crowns, nay rather not so much, tis quickly cast.

Mal. Tis strange to me, that your estate shoud have so
low an ebb, to stick at such sleight sums: why my friends,
you are too strict in your accounts, and call too sudden on
this Gentleman, he has hopes left yet to pay you all.

1 Cred. Hopes? I marry; bid him pay his friends with
hopes, and pay us with currant Coyn: I knew a gallant once
that fed his creditors still with hopes, and bid em they shoud
fear nothing, for he had em tyed in a string; and trust me so
he had indeed, for at last he and all his hopes hopt in a halter.

Mont. Good Sir, with what speed you may, free me out
of the company of these slaves, that have nothing but their
names to show em men.

Mal. What woud you wish me do Sir? I protest I ha
not the present sum (small as it is) to lay down for you; and
for giving my word, my friends no later than yesternight made
me take bread and eat it, that I shoud not do it for any man
breathing ith world; therefore I pray hold me excused.

Mont. You do not speak this seriously?

Mal. As ever I said my prayers, I protest to you.

Mont. What may I think of this?

Mal. Troth Sir thought is free for any man; we abuse
our betters in it, I have done it my self.

Mont. Trust me, this speech of yours doth much amaze
me; pray leave this language, and out of that same sum you
lately did receive of me, lay down as much as may discharge me.

Mal. You are a merry man Sir, and I am glad you take
your crosses so temperately; fare you well Sir, and yet I have
something more to say to ye, a word in your ear I pray; to
be plain with you I did lay this plot to arrest you to enjoy
this money I have of yours, with the more safety. I am a fool
to tel[l] you this now; but in good faith I could not keep it in.
And the money woud a done me little good else. An honest
Citizen cannot wholly enjoy his own wife for you, they grow
old before they have true use of them, which is a lamentable
thing, and truely much hardens the hearts of us Citizens against
you: I can say no more, but am heartily sorry for your heaviness, and so I take my leave. [Exit Mallycorne.

1 Cred. Officers take hold on him again, for Mounsier
Mallycorne will do nothing for him I perceive.

Enter Duboys, Lapoope, and Laverdine.

Dub. Nay come my masters, leave dancing of the old
measures, and lets assault him bravely.

Lav. By no means; for it goes against my stomach to
kill a man in an unjust quarrell.

La-p. It must needs be a clog to a mans conscience all his life time.

Lav. It must indeed Captain: besides doe ye not see he
has gotten a guard of friends about him, as if he had some
knowledge of our purpose?

Dub. Had he a guard of Devils, as I think them little
better, my Sword should doe the message that it came for.

Lav. If you will be so desperate, the blood lie upon your
own neck, for well not meddle int.
Duboys runs upon Montague, and strugling yields him his
Sword; the Officers draw, Laverdine and La-poope in
the scuffling retire, Montague chaseth them off the Stage, himself wounded.

Dub. I am your friend and servant.
Struggle with me and take my Sword;
Noble Sir, make your way, you have slain an Officer.

Mont. Some one of them has certainly
Requited me; for I doe lose much blood.

1 Offic. Udsprecious, we have lost a brother, pursue the
Gentleman.

2 Offic. Ill not meddle with him: you see what comes
ont; besides I know he will be hangd ere he be taken.

1 Offic. I tell thee yeoman he must be taken ere he be
hanged; he is hurt in the guts, run afore therefore and know
how his wife will rate his Sawsages a pound.

3 Offic. Stay brother, I may live, for surely I find Im but
hurt in the leg, a dangerous kick on the shin-bone. [Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER MADAM LAMIRA, Madam le Orleans, Veramour.

Lam. You see Lady
What harmless sports ou[r] Countrey life affords;
And though you meet not here with City dainties,
Or Courtly entertainment, what you have
Is free and hearty.

L. Orl. Madam, I find here
What is a stranger to the Court, content,
And receive curtesies done for themselves,
Without an expectation of return,
Which binds me to your service.

Lam. Oh your love;
My homely house built more for use than shew
Observes the Golden mean equally distant
From glittering pomp, and sordid avarice;
For Maskes, we will observe the works of nature,
And in the place of visitation, read:
Our Physick shall be wholsome walks, our viands,
Nourishing, not provoking: for I find
Pleasures are tortures that leave stings behind.

L. Orl. You have a great estate.

Lam. A competency
Sufficient to maintain me and my rank,
Nor am I, I thank Heaven, so Courtly bred
As to imploy the utmost of my Rents
In paying Tailors for phantastick Robes;
Or rather than be second in the fashion,
Eat out my Officers and my Revenues
With grating usury; my back shall not
Be the base on which your soothing Citizen
EreCts his Summer-houses; nor on th other side
Will I be so penuriously wise,
As to make money (thats my slave) my Idoll,
Which yet to wrong, merits as much reproof,
As to abuse our servant.
L.Orl. Yet with your pardon
I think you want the Crown of all contentment.

Lam. In what good Madam?

L. Orl. In a worthy husband.

Lam. It is strange the galley-slave should praise
His Oar, or stroaks; or you, that have made shipwrack
Of all delight upon this Rock, cald marriage,
Should sing Encomions ont.

L. Orl. Madam, though one fall
From his horse and break his neck, will you
Conclude from that it is unfit to ride?
Or must it follow, because Orleans
My Lords pleased to make his passionate triall
Of my suspected patience, that my brother,
(Were he not so, I might say, worthy Amiens)
Will imitate his ills, that cannot fancy
Whats truely Noble in him?

Lam. I must grant
Theres as much worth in him as can be lookt for
From a young Lord, but not enough to make
Me change my golden liberty and consent
To be a servant to it, as wives are
To the Imperious humors of their Lords:
Me thinks Im well, I rise and goe to bed
When I think fit, eat what my appetite
Desires without controle, my servants study
Is my contentment, and to make me merry
Their farthest ayms; my sleeps are enquired after,
My rising up saluted with respect:
Command and liberty now wait upon
My Virgin state; what would I more; change all,
And for a husband? no; these freedoms die,
In which they live with my Virginity;
Tis in their choice thats rich to be a wife,
But not being yoakt to chuse the single life.

Ver. Madam.

Lam. How like you the Countrey?

Ver. I like the ayr of it well Madam, and the rather because, as on Irish Timber your Spider will not make his web,
so for ought I see yet your Cheater, Pander, and Informer
being in their dispositions too foggy for this piercing climate,
shun it, and chose rather to walk in mists in the City.

Lam. Who did you serve first boy?

Ver. A rich Merchants widow, and was by her preferred
to a young Court-Lady.

L. Orl. And what difference found you in their service?

Ver. Very much: for look how much my old City Madam
gave to her young visitants, so much my Lady received from
her hoary Court-servants.

Lam. And what made you to leave her?

Ver. My father (Madam) had a desire to have me a tailman, took me from thence.

Lam. Well, I perceive you inherit the wag, from your father.

Ver. Doves beget Doves; and Eagles, Eagles, Madam:
A Citizen here, the left never so rich, seldome at the best
proves a Gentleman: the son of an Advocate, the dubd like
his father, will shew a relish of his descent, and the fathers
thriving practice, as I have heard: she that of a Chambermayd
is metamorphosed into a Madam, will yet remember how oft
her daughter by her mother ventured to lie upon the rushes
before she could get in that which makes many Ladyes.

L. Orl. But what think you of your late Master?

Ver. Oh Madam — [Sighs.

Lam. Why doe you sigh? you are sorry that you left him,
He made a wanton of you.

Ver. Not for that:
Or if he did, for that my youth must love him.
Oh pardon me, if I say liberty
Is bondage, if compard with his kind service;
And but to have power now to speak his worth
To its desert; I should be well content
To be an old man when his praise were ended:
And yet, if at this instant you were pleased,
I should begin, the livery of age
Would take his lodging upon this head
Ere I should bring it to a period.
In brief he is a man (for [God] forbid
That I should ever live to say he was
Of such a shape as would make one beloved,
That never had good thought;) and to his body
He hath a mind of such a constant temper
In which virtues throng to have a room:
Yet gainst this noble Gentleman, this Montague,
For in that name I comprehend all goodness,
Wrong, and the wrested law, false witnesses,
And envy sent from hell, have rose in Armes,
And though not piercd, batterd his honord shield.
What shall I say? I hope you will forgive me,
That if you were but pleasd to love,
I know no Juno worthy such a Jove.

Enter Chariot with a letter.

Lam. Tis well yet that I have the second place
In your affection: From whence?

Chari. From the Lord Amiens, Madam.

Lam. Tis Wellcome, though it bear his usual language:
I thought so much, his love-suit speaks his health.
Whats he that brought it?

Chari. A Gentleman of good rank, it seems.

Lam. Where is he?

Chari. Receiving entertainment in your house
Sorting with his degree.

Lam. Tis well.

Chari. He waits your Ladyships pleasure.

Lam. He shall not wait long:
Ill leave you for a while; nay stay you boy,
Attend the Lady. [Exeunt Lam. Charl.

Vir. Would I might live once
To wait on my poor Master.

L. Orl. Thats a good boy:
This thankfulness looks lovely on thy forehead,
And in it, as a book, me thinks I read
Instructions for my self, that am his debtor,
And woud do much that I might be so happy
To repair that which to our grief is ruind.

Vir. It were a work a King might glory in,
If he saw with my eyes: If you please Madam,
For sure to me you seem unapt to walk,
To sit, although the churlish Birds deny
To give us musick in this grove, where they
Are prodigall to others: Ill strain my voyce
For a sad Song, the place is safe and private.

L. Orl. Twas my desire; begin good Viramour.
Musick, a Song, at the end of it enter Montague,
fainting, his Sword drawn.

L. Orl. Whats he Vir amour?

Vir. A goodly personage.

Mont. Am I yet safe? or is my flight a dream?
My wounds and hunger tell me that I wake:
Whither have my fears born me? no matter where,
Who hath no place to goe to, cannot err:
What shall I do? cunning calamity!
That others gross wits uses to refine,
When I most need it duls the edg of mine.

L. Orl. Is not this Montagues voyce?

Vir. My Masters? fie.

Mont. What sound was that, pish,
Fear makes the wretch think every leaf oth Jury:
What course to live, beg? better men have done it,
But in another kind: steal? Alexander
Though stild a Conqueror, was a proud thief,
Though he robd with an Army; fie how idle
These meditations are: though thou art worse
Than sorrows tongue can speak thee, thou art still,
Or shouldst be, honest Montague.

L. Orl. Tis too true. (flesh

Vir. Tis he; what villains hands did this? oh that my
Were Balm; in faith Sir, I would pluck it off
As readily as this; pray you accept
My will to do you service: I have heard
The Mouse once savd the Lyon in his need,
As the poor Scarab spild the Eagles seed.

L. Orl. How do you?

Mont. As a forsaken man.

L. Orl. Do not say so, take comfort,
For your misfortunes have been kind in this,
To cast you on a hospitable shoar,
Where dwels a Lady — 

Fir. She to whom, good Master,
You preferd me.

L. Orl. In whose house, whatsoere
Your dangers are, Ill undertake your safety.

Mont. I fear that I am pursued, and doubt that I,
In my defence have kild an Officer.

Fir. Is that all? theres no law under the Sun
But will I hope confess, one drop of blood
Shed from this arme is recompence enough
Though you had cut the throats of all the Catchpoles
In France, nay in the world.

Mont. I would be loth
To be a burthen, or feed like a drone
On the industrious labor of a Bee,
And baser far I hold it to owe for
The bread I eat, whats not in me to pay;
Then since my full fortunes are declind,
To their low ebb Ill fashion my high mind.
It was no shame to Hecuba, to serve
When Troy was fird: ift be in your power
To be a means to make her entertainment,
And far from that I was; but to supply
My want with habit fit for him that serves,
I shall owe much to you.

L. Orl. Leave that care to me.

Vir. Good Sir, lean on my shoulder; help good Madam:
oh that I were a horse for half an hour, that I might carry you
home on my back: I hope you w[i]ll love me still?

Mont. Thou dost deserve it boy, that I should live
To be thus troublesome.

L. Orl. Good Sir, tis none.

Fir. Trouble? most willingly I would be changd
Like Apuleius, weare his Asses ears,
Provided I might still this burthen bear.

L. Orl. Tis a kind boy.

Mont. I find true proof of it. [Exeunt.

Enter Amiens, and Longeville, with a Paper.

Ami. Youll carry it.

Long. As I live although my packet were like Bellerophons,
what have you seen in me or my behavior since your favors
so plentifully showrd upon my wants, that may beget distrust of my p[er]formance?

Ami. Nay, be not angry, if I entertained
But the least scruple of your love, or courage,
I would make choyce of one which my estate
Should do me right in this, nor can you blame me
If in a matter of such consequence
I am so importunate.

Long. Good my Lord let me prevent your farther conjurations
To rayse my spirit, I know this is a challenge
To be delivered unto Orlean[c]e hand,
And that my undertaking ends net there,
But I must be your second, and in that
Not alone search your enemy, measure weapons,
But stand in all your hazards, as our blouds
Ran in the self-same veins, in which if I
Better not your opinion, as a limb
Thats putrifid and useless, cut me off,
And underneath the Gallows bury it.

Ami. At full you understand me, and in this
Bind me, and whats mine to you and yours,
I will not so much wrong you as to add
One syllable more, let it suffice I leave
My honor to your guard: and in that prove,
You hold the first place in my heart and love. [Ex. Ami.

Long. The first place in a Lords affection? very good;
and how long doth that last? perhaps the changing of some
three shirts in the Tennis-Court; well, it were very necessary
that an order were taken (if it were possible,) that younger
brothers might have more wit, or more money: for now, however the fool hath long been put upon him that inherits, his
revenue hath bought him a spunge, and wipt off the imputation, and for the understanding of the younger, let him get as
much Rhetorick as he can, to grace his language.
Enter Dubois.
They will see, he shall have gloss little enough to set out his
Bark; stand Dubois, look about,s all safe?

Dub. Approach not near me but with reverence
Lawrel and adorations, I have done more than deserves a hundred thanks.

Long. How now, whats the matter?

Dub. With this hand, only aided by this brain,
Without an Orpheus Harp redeemd from Hells
Three headed Porter, our Euridice.

Long. Nay, prethee speak sence, this is like the stale bragart in a Play.

Dub. Then in plain Prose thus, and with as little action
as thou canst desire, the three headed Porter, were three unexorable Catch-poles, out of whose jaws without the help of
Orpheus Harp, bait or bribe; for those two strings make the
Musick, that molifies those flinty furies, I rescued our Euridice,
I mean my old Master Montague.

Long. And is this all? a poor rescue; I thought thou
hadst reversd the judgement for his overthrow in his sute,
or wrought upon his adversary Orleance, taken the shape of
a Ghost, frighted his mind into distraction, and for the appeasing of his conscience, forcd him to make restitution of
Montagues Lands, or such like rescue; Slight I would have
hired Acrocheture for two Cardekues, to have done so much with his whip.

Dub. You wood Sir, and yet tis more than three on their
foot-cloaths durst do for a sworn Brother, in a Coach.

Long. Besides, what proofs of it? for ought I know, this
may be a trick, I had rather have him a prisoner, where I
might visit him, and do him service, than not at all, or I know not where.

Dub. Well Sir, the end will shew it, whats that, a challenge?

Long. Yes, wheres Orleance? though we fight in jest, he
must meet with Amiens in earnest, fall off, we are discovered; my horse garson; ha!

Dub. Were it not in a house, and in his presence,
To whom I owe all duty- -

Long. What would it do? prate as it does? but be as far
from striking, as he that owes it Orleance.

Dub. How?

Long. I think thou art his Porter,
Set here to answer creditors, that his Lordship
Is not within, or takes the diet: I am sent,
And will grow here until I have an answer,
Not to demand a debt of money, but
To call him to a strict account for wrong
Done to the honors of a Gentleman,
Which nothing but his heart-bloud shall wash off.

Dub. Shall I hear this?

Long. And more, that, if [I] may not
Have access to him, I will fix this here
To his disgrace and thine.

Dub. And thy life with it.

Long. Then have the copies of it pasted on posts,
Like Pamphlet Titles, that sue to be sold;
Have his disgrace talk for Tobacco-shops,
His picture baffled.

Dub. All respect away, wert in a Church — [draw both.

Long. This is the Book I pray with.

Enter Orleance.

Orl. Forbear upon your lives.

Long. What are you rouzd? I hope your Lordship can
read (though he stain not his birth with Scholar-ship) doth it
not please you now? if you are a right Mounsieur, muster up
the rest of your attendance, which is a Page, a Cook, a Pander,
Coach-man, and a Footman, in these days a great Lords train,
pretending I am unworthy to bring you a challenge, instead
of answering it, have me kickd.

Dub. If he does, thou deservst it.

Long. I dare you all to touch me, Ill not stand still,
What answer?

Orl. That thou hast done to Amiens
The office of a faithful friend, which I
Would cherish in thee, were he not my foe,
How ever since on honourable terms
He calls me forth, say I will meet with him,
And by Dubois er Sun-set make him know
The time and place, my swords length, and what ever
Scruple of circumstance he can expect.

Long. This answer comes unlookt for, fare you well,
Finding your temper thus, woud I had said less. [Exit.

Orl. Now comes thy love to the test.

Dub. My Lord, twill hold,
And in all dangers prove it self true Gold. [Exeunt.
Enter Laverdine, La-poop, Malicorn, servant.

Ser. I will acquaint my Lady with your coming.
Please you repose your selves here.

Mai. Theres a Tester, nay, now I am a wooer, I must be bountiful.

Ser. If you would have two three-pences for it Sir,
To give some of your kindred as you ride, Ill see if I can get
them; we use not (tho servants) to take bribes. [Ex.

Lav. Then thou art unfit to be in office, either in Court or City.

La-p. Indeed, corruption is a Tree, whose branches are
of an unmeasurable length, they spread every where, and the
dew, that drops from thence, hath infected some chairs and stools of authority.

Mal. Ah Captain! lay not all the fault upon Officers,
you know you can shark, the you be out of action, witness

Montague.

Lav. Hang him, hes safe enough; you had a hand in it
too, and have gained by him; but I wonder you Citizens, that
keep so many books, and take such stridl accounts for every
farthing due to you from others, reserve not so much as a
memorandum for the courtesies you receive.

Mal. Would you have a Citizen book those? thankfulness is a thing, we are not sworn to in our Indentures: you
may as well urge conscience.

Lav. Talk no more of such vanities, Mountague is irrecoverably sunk, I would we had twenty more to send after
him; the Snake that would be a Dragon, and have wings,
must eat; and what implies that, but this, that in this
Cannibal age, he that would have the sute of wealth, must
not care— whom he feeds on? and as I have heard, no
flesh battens better, then that of a profest friend; and he that
would mount to honor, must not make dainty to use the head
of his mother, back of his Father, or neck of his Brother, for
ladders to his preferment; for, but observe, and you shall find
for the most part, cunning villany sit at a Feast as principal
guest, and innocent honesty wait as a contemnd servant with a trencher.

La-p. The Ladies.
Enter Montague bare-headed, Lamira, Lady
Orleance, Charlotte a[n]d V[e]ramour.

Mont. Do ye smell nothing?

Char. Not! Sir.

Mont. The carrion of knaves is very strong in my nostrils.

Lav. We came to admire, and find Fame was a niggard,
Which we thought prodigal in our report
Before we saw you.

Lam. Tush Sir, this Courtships old.

La-p. Ill fight for thee, sweet wench,
This is my tongue, and woes for me.

Lam. Good man of War,
Hands off; if you take me, it must be by siege,
Not by an onset; and for your valour, I
Think that I have de[ser]ved few enemies,
And therefore need it not.

Mal. Thou needst nothing, sweet Lady, but an obsequious husband, and where wilt thou find him, if not in
the City? We are true Muscovites to our Wives, and are
never better pleased, than when they use us as slaves, bridle
and Saddle us; Have me, thou shalt command all my wealth
as thine own, thou shalt sit like a Queen in my Ware-house;
And my Factors at the return with my ships, shall pay thee
tribute of all the rarities of the earth; thou shalt wear gold,
feed on delicates, the first Peascods, Strawberries, Grapes,
Cherries shall — 

Lam. Be mine; I apprehend what you would say,
Those dainties which the City pays so dear for,
The Countrey yields for nothing, and as early;
And, credit me, your far-fet viands please not
My appetite better than those that are near hand.
Then for your promisd service and subjection
To all my humors, when I am your wife,
Which [as] it seems, is frequent in the City,
I cannot find what pleasure they receive
In using their fond Husbands like their Maids;
But of this, more hereafter: I accept
Your proffer kindly, and yours; my house stands open
To entertain you, take your pleasure in it,
And ease after your journey.

La. Orl. Do you note the boldness of the fellows?

Lam. Alas Madam, a Virgin must in this be like a Lawyer,
And as he takes all Fees; she must hear all suitors; the
One for gain, the other for her mirth; stay with the
Gentlemen, well to the Orchards.
[Exeunt Lamira, Lady Orleance, Vera, and Chari.

La-p. What art thou?

Mont. An honest man, though poor;
And look they like to monsters, are they so rare?

Lav. Rose from the dead.

Mai. Do you hear Monsieur Serviture, didst thou never
hear of one Montague, a prodigal gull, that lives about Paris?

Mont. So Sir.

Lav. One that after the loss of his main estate in a Lawsute, bought an Office in the Court.

La-p. And should have Letters of Mart, to have the
Spanish treasure as it came from the Indies; were not thou
and he twins? put off thy Hat, let me see thy Fore-head.

Mont. Though you take priviledge to use your tongue[s],
I pray you hold your fingers,
Twas your base cozenag[e] made me as I am:
And were you somewhere else, I would take off
This proud film from your eyes, that will not let you,
Know I am Montague.
Enter Lamira behind the Arras.

Lam. I will observe this better.

Lav. And art thou he? I will do thee grace; give me
thy hand: I am glad thou hast taken so good a course; serve
God, and please thy Mistriss; if I prove to be thy Master, as
I am very like[l]y, I will do for thee.

Mai. Faith the fellows well made for a Serving-man, and
will no doubt, carry a chine of Beef with a good grace.

La-p. Prethee be careful of me in my chamber, I will
remember thee at my departure.

Mont. All this I can endure under this roof,
And so much owe I her, whose now I am,
That no wrong shall incense me to molest,
Her quiet house, while you continue here,
will not be ashamed to do you service
More than to her, because such is her pleasure.
But you that have broke thrice, and fourteen times
Compounded for two shillings in the pound,
Know I dare kick you in your shop; do you hear?
If ever I see Paris, though an Army
Of musty Murrions, rusty brown Bills and Clubs,
Stand for your guard — I have heard of your tricks,
And you that smell of Amber at my charge,
And triumph in your cheat; well, I may live
To meet thee, be it among a troop of such
That are upon the fair face of the Court
Like running Ulcers, and before thy whore
Trampel upon thee.

La-p. This a language for a Livery? take heed, I am a Captain.

Mont. A Coxcomb are you not? that thou and I,
To give proof, which of us dares most, were now
In midst of a rough Sea, upon a piece
Of a split Ship, where only one might ride,
[Lamira from the Arras.
I would — but foolish anger makes me talk
Like a Player.

Lam. Indeed you act a part
Doth ill become you my servant; is this your duty?

Mont. I crave your pardon, and will hereafter be more circumspect.

Lav. Oh the power of a Womans tongue: it hath done
more than we three with our swords durst undertake; put
a mad man to silence.

Lam. Why sirrah, these are none of your comrades
To drink with in the Cellar; one of them
For ought you know, may live to be your Master.

La-p. Theres some comfort yet.

Lam. Heres choice of three, a wealthy Merchant.

Mal. Hem, shes taken, she hath spyd my good Calf,
And many Ladies chuse their Husbands by that.

Lam. A Courtier thats in grace, a valiant Captain,
And are these mates for you, away, begone.

Mont. I humbly pray you will be pleased to pardon,
And to give satisfaction to you Madam,
(Although I break my heart) I will confess
That I have wrongd them too, and make submission.

Lam. No Ill spare that; go bid the Cook haste supper.
[Exit Mont.

La-p. Oh brave Lady, thou art worthy to have servants,
to be commandress of a Family, that knowest how to use and govern it.

Lav. You shall have many Mistresses that will so mistake, as to take their Horse-keepers, and Footmen instead of
their Husbands, thou art none of those.

Mai. But she that can make distinction of men, and
knows when she hath gallants, and fellows of rank and
quality in her house — 

Lam. Gallants indeed, if it be the Gallants fashion
To triumph in the miseries of a man,
Of which they are the cause: one that transcends
(In spight of all that fortune hath, or can be done)
A million of such things as you, my doors
Stand open to receive all such as wear
The shape of Gentlemen, and my gentl[i]er nature
(I might say weaker) weighs not the expence
Of entertainment; think you Ill forget yet
Whats due unto my self? do not I know,
That you have dealt with poor Montague, but like
Needy Commanders, cheating Citizens,
And perjurd Courtiers? I am much movd, else use not
To say so much, if you will bear your selves
As fits such, you would make me think you are,
You may stay; if not, the way lies before you. [Exit.

Mal. What think you of this Captain?

La-p. That this is a bawdy-house, with Pinacles and
Turrets, in which this disguised Montague goes to Rut gratis,
and that this is a landed pandress, and makes her house a brothel for charity.

Mal. Come, thats no miracle; but from whence derive you the supposition?

Lav. Observe but the circumstance; you all know that
in the height of Mountagues prosperity, he did affeft, and had
his love returnd by this Lady Orleans; since her divorcement, and his decay of estate, it is known they have met,
not so much as his boy [is] wanting; and that this can
be any thing else than a meer plot for their night-work, is
above my imagination to conceive.

Mal. Nay, it carries probability, let us observe it better,
but yet with such caution, as our prying be not discovered;
heres all things to be had without cost, and therefore good staying here.

La-p. Nay, thats true, I would we might wooe her twenty
years, like Penelopes sutors; come Laverdine.
[Exeunt Malli. La Poop.

Lav. I follow instantly, yonder he is.
Enter Viramor.
The thought of this boy hath much coold my affection to
his Lady, and by all conjectures, this is a disguised whore;
I will try if I can search this Mine, Page — 

Ver. Your pleasure, Sir?

Lav. Thou art a pretty boy.

Ver. And you a brave man: now I am out of your debt.

Lav. Nay, prethee stay.

Per. I am in haste, Sir.

Lav. By the faith of a Courtier.

Per. Take heed what you say, you have taken a strange oath.

Lav. I have not seen a youth that hath pleased me
better; I would thou couldst li[k]e me, so far as to leave thy
Lady and wait on me, I would maintain thee in the bravest cloaths.

Per. Though you took them up on trust, or bought em at the Brokers.

Lav. Or any way: then thy imployments should be so
neat and cleanly, thou shouldst not touch a pair of pantables in a month, and thy lodging — 

Per. Should be in a brothel.

Lav. No, but in mine arms.

Per. That may be the circle of a Bawdy-house, or worse.

Lav. I mean thou shouldst lye with me.

Per. Lie with you? I had rather lye with my Ladies
Monkey; twas never a good world, since our French Lords
learned of the Neapolitans, to make their Pages their Bedfellows, doth more hurt to the Suburb Ladies, than twenty
dead vacations;Tis supper time, Sir. [Exit Veram.

Lav. I thought so, I know by that tis a woman, for because, peradventure she hath made trial of the Monkey, she
prefers him before me, as one unknown; well, these are
standing creatures, and have strange desires; and men must
use strange means to quenc[h] strange fires. [Exit.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER MONTAGUE ALONE in mean habit.

Mont. Now Montague, who discerns thy spirit now?
Thy breeding, or thy bloud? heres a poor cloud
Eclipseth all thy splendor; who can read
In thy pale face, dead eye, or lenten shute,
The liberty thy ever-giving hand
Hath bought for others, manacling it self
In gyves of parchment indissoluble?
The greatest hearted man supplyed with means,
Nobility of birth and gentlest parts,
I thought the right hand of his Sovereign,
If virtue quit her seat in his high soul,
Glitters but like a Palace set on fire,
Whose glory whilst it shines, but ruins him,
And his bright show each hour to ashes tending
Shall at the last be rakd up like a sparkle,
Unless mens lives and fortunes feed the flame.
Not for my own wants, though blame I my Stars,
But suffering others to cast love on me,
When I can neither take, nor thankful be.
My Ladies woman, fair and virtuous
Young as the present month, sollicites me
For love and marriage now being nothing worth — 
Enter Veramour.

Ver. Oh! Master, I have sought you a long hour,
Good faith, I never joyd out of your sight;
For Heavens sake, Sir, be merry, or else bear
The buffets of your fortunes with more scorn;
Do but begin to rail, teach me the way,
And Ill sit down, and help your anger forth:
I have known you wear a suit; full worth a Lordship,
Give to a man whose need neer frighted you
From calling of him friend, five hundred Crowns
Eer sleep had left your sences to consider
Your own important present uses; yet
Since I have seen you with a t[r]encher wait,
Void of all scorn, therefore Ill wait on you.

Mont. Would [God] thou wert less honest. (we Sir.

Ver. Would to [God] you were less worthy: I am evn

Mon. Is not thy Master strangely falln, when thou
Servest for no wages, but for charity?
Thou dost surcharge me with thy plenteous love:
The goodness of thy virtue shown to me,
More opens still my disability
To quit thy pains: credit me loving boy,
A free and honest nature may be opprest,
Tird with courtesies from a liberal spirit,
When they exceed his means of gratitude.

Ver. But tis a due in him that to that end
Extends his love or duty.

Mont. Little world
Of virtue, why dost love and follow me?

Ver. I will follow you through all Countreys,
Ill run (fast as I can) by your horse side,
Ill hold your stirrop when you do alight,
And without grudging, wait till you return:
Ill quit offerd means, and expose my self
To cold and hunger, still to be with you;
Fearless Ill travel through a wilderness,
And when you are weary, I will lay me down
That in my bosom you may rest your head,
Where whilst you sleep, Ill watch, that no wild beast
Shall hurt or trouble you: and thus well breed a story
To make every hearer weep,
When they disco[u]rse our fortunes and our loves.

Mont. Oh what a scoff might men of women make,
If they did know this boy? but my desire
Is, that thou wouldest not (as thou usest still:
When like a servant, I mong servants sit)
Wait on my Trencher, fill my cups with Wine:
Why shouldst thou do this boy? prethee consider,
I am not what I was.

Ver. Curst be the day when I forget that Montague was
my Lord, or not remember him my Master still.

Mont. Rather curse me, with whom thy youth hath spent,
So many hours, and yet untaught to live
By any worldly quality.

Ver. Indeed you never taught me how to handle Cards
To cheat and cozen men with oaths and lies:
Those are the worldly qualities to live:
Some of our scarlet Gallants teach their boys
These worldly qualities.
Since stumbling fortune then leaves virtue thus
Let me leave fortune, er be vicious.

Mon. Oh lad, thy love will kill me.

Ver. In truth, I think in conscience [I] shall dye for you:
Good Master weep not, do you want aught, Sir?
Will you have any money, heres some Silver;
And heres a little Gold, twill serve to play,
And put more troublesome thoughts out of your mind:
I pray Sir take it, Ill get more with singing.
And then Ill bring it you, my Lady gat me,
And — it was not covetousness,
But I forgot to tell you sooner ont.

Mont. Alas boy, thou art not bound to tell it me,
And less to give it, buy thee Scarfs and Garters,
And when I have money, I will give thee a sword:
Nature made thee a beauteous Cabinet
To lock up [all] the goodness of the earth.

Enter Charlote.

Ver. I have lost my voice with the very sight of this
Gentlewoman: good Sir steal away, you were wont to be
a curious avoider of womens company.

Mont. Why boy, thou darst trust me any where, darst thou not?

Ver. I had rather trust you by a roaring Lion, than a ravening woman.

Mont. Why boy?

Ver. Why truly she devours more mans flesh — 

Mont. I, but she roars not boy. (is full.

Ver. No Sir, why she is never silent but when her mouth

Chari. Monsieur Montague.

Mont. My sweet fellow, since you please to call me so,

Ver. Ah my conscience, she woud be pleasd well enough
to call you bed-fellow: oh Master, do not hold her by the
hand so: a woman is a Lime-bush, that catcheth all she toucheth.

Chari. I do most dangerously suspect this boy to be a
wench; art thou not one? come hither, let me feel thee.

Ver. With all my heart.

Chari. Why dost thou pull off thy Glove?

Ver. Why, to feel whether you be a boy, or no.

Chari. Fie boy, go too. Ill not look your head, nor
comb your locks any more, if you talk thus.

Ver. Why, Ill sing to you no more then.

Chari. Fie upont, how sad you are! a young Gentleman
that was the very Sun of France.

Mont. But I am in the eclipse now.
Cha[r]l. Suffer himself to be over-run with a Lethargy of
melancholy and discontent! rouze up thy spirit, man, and shake it off:
A Noble Soul is like a Ship at Sea,
That sleeps at Anchor when the Oceans calm;
But when she rages, and the wind blows high,
He cuts his way with skill and Majesty.
I would turn a Fool, or Poet, or any thing, or marry, to
make you merry; prethee lets walk: good Veramour, leave
thy Master and me, I have earnest business with him.

Ver. Pray do you leave my Master, and me: we were
very merry before you came, he does not covet womens company.
What have you to do with him? come Sir will you go?
And Ill sing to you again:
Ifaith his mind is stronger than to credit Womens vows, and
too pure to be capable of their loves.

Chari. The boy is jealo[u]s, sweet lad leave us: my Lady
calld for you I swear: thats a good child, theres a piece of
Gold for thee, go buy a Feather.

Ver. Theres two pieces for you, do you go and buy
one, or what you will, or nothing, so you go. Nay then
I see you would have me go, Sir; why, Ifaith I will, now
I perceive you love her better than you do me; but [God]
bless you whatever you do, or intend, I know you are a very
honest man. [Exit.

Chari. Still [shall] I wooe thee, whilst thy ears reply
I cannot, or I will not marry thee?
Why hast thou drawn the bloud out of my cheeks,
And given a quicker motion to my heart?
Oh thou hast bred a Feaver in my veins
Calld love, which no Physitian can cure;
Have mercy on a Maid, whose simple youth — 

Mont. How your example, fairest, teacheth me
A ceremonious Idolatry! — [Kneels.
By all the joy of love, I love thee better,
Than I or any man can tell another;
And will express the mercy which thou cravst,
I will forbear to marry thee: consider
Thou art Natures heir in feature, and thy parents,
In fair Inheritances; rise with these thoughts,
And look on me; but with a womans eye,
A decaid fellow, void of means and spirit.

Chari. Of spirit?

Mont. Yes, could I tamely live,
Forget my Fathers bloud, wait, and make legs,
Stain my best breeches, with the servile drops
That fall from others draughts. (spirit,

Chari. This vizard wherewith thou wouldst hide thy
Is perspective, to shew it plainlier.
This undervalue of thy life, is but
Because I should not buy thee, what more speaks
Greatness of man, than valiant patience,
That shrinks not under his fates strongest strokes?
These Roman deaths, as falling on a sword,
Opening of veins, with poison quenching thirst,
(Which we erroneously do stile the deeds
Of the heroick and magnanimous man)
Was dead-eyd cowardize, and white-cheekd fear,
Who doubting tyranny, and fainting under
Fortunes false Lottery, desperately run
To death, for dread of death; that souls most stout,
That bearing all mischance, dares last it out;
Will you perform your word, and marry me,
When I shall call you tot?
Enter Longueville with a riding-rod.

Mont. Ifaith I will.

Chari. Whos this alights here?

Long. With leave, fair creature, are you the Lady Mistriss of the house?

Chari. Her servant, Sir.

Long. I pray then favour me, to inform your Lady, and
Duke Orleans wife,
A business of import awaits em here,
And craves for speedy answer.

Chari. Are you in post, Sir?

Long. No, I am in Satin, Lady; I would you would be in post.

Chari. I will return, Sweet. [Exit.

Long. Honest friend, do you belong to the house?
I pray be covered.

Mont. Yes Sir, I do.

Long. Ha, dreamst thou Longaville? sure tis not he: Sir
I should know you.

Mont. So should I you, but that I am ashamd.
But though thou knowst me, prethee Longaville,
Mock not my poverty, pray remember your self;
Shows it not strangely for thy cloaths to stand
Without a Hat to mine? mock me no more.

Long. The — embroider me all over, Sir,
If ever I began to mock you yet.
The — on me, why should I wear Velvet
And Silver Lace? I will tear it off.

Mont. Why Mad-man?

Long. Put on my Hat? yes, when I am hangd I will:
— I could break my head.
For holding eyes that knew not you at first:
But time and fortune run your courses with him,
Hell laugh and storm you, when you shew most hate.
Enter Lamira, Orleans Lady, Laverdine, La Poop,
Malycorn, Veramour, Chariot.

Lam. Youre a fair Mounsieur.

Long. Do you mock me, Lady?

Lam. Your business, Sir, I mean.

Lady. Regard your self good Mounsieur Longueville.

Lam. You are too negligent of your self and place,
Cover your head sweet Mounsieur.

Long. Mistake me not fair Ladies,
Tis not to you, nor you, that I stand bare.

Lav. Nay sweet dear Mounsieur, let it not be to us then.

La Poop. A compliment.

Mal. And — of manners.
Pray hide your head, your gallants use to dot.

Long. And you your foreheads, why you needful accessary rascals,
That cannot live without your mutual knaveries,
More than a Bawd, a Pandor, or a Whore
From one another; how dare you suspect
That I stand bare to you? what make you here?
Shift your house, Lady of em, for I know em,
They come to steal Napkins, and your Spoons;
Look to your Silver-bodkin, (Gentlewoman)
Tis a dead Utensil, and Page ware your pockets;
My reverence is unto this man, my Master,
Whom you, with protestations, and oaths
As high as Heaven, as deep as Hell, which would
Deceive the wisest man of honest nature,
Have cozend and abusd; but I may meet you,
And beat you one with th other.

Mont. Peace, no more.

Long. Not a word, Sir.

Lav. I am something thick of hearing; what said he?
La poop. I hear him, but regard him not.

Mal. Nor I, I am never angry fasting.

Long. My love keeps back my duty, noblest Lady;
If Husband or brother merit love from you,
Prevent their dangers, this hour brings to trial
Their hereto sleeping hates; by this time each
Within a yard is of the others heart,
And met to prove their causes and their spirits
With their impartial swords points; haste and save,
Or never meet them more, but at the grave.

Lady. Oh my distracted heart, that my wrackt honor
Should for a Brothers, or a Husbands life, through thy undoing, die.

Lam. Amiens engagd; if he miscarry all my hopes and
I now confess it loudly, are undone: — (joys,
Caroch, and haste, one minute may betray
A life more worth than all time can repay.
[Exeunt Ladies and Mont.

Mai. Hump: Monsieur Laverdine pursues this boy extreamly, Captain, what will you do?
La p. Any thing but follow to this Land-service; I am
a Sea-Captain you know, and to offer to part em, without
we could dot like Watermen with long staves, a quarter of
a mile off, might be dangerous.

Mai. Why then lets retire and pray for em, I am resolvd to stop your intent; abusd more than we have been
we cannot be, without they fall to flat beating ons.
[Exeunt Maly, La-poop.

Lav. And that were unkindly done ifaith.

Ver. But you are the trou[b]lesomest Ass that eer I met
with; retire, you smell like a womans chamber, thats newly
up, before she have pinsht her vapours in with her cloaths.

Lav. I will haunt thee like thy Grandames Ghost, thou
shalt never rest for me.

Ver. Well, I perceive tis vain to conceal a secret from
you: believe it Sir, indeed I am a woman.

Lav. Why la; I knewt, this Prophetical tongue of mine
never faild me; my mother was half a witch, never any
thing that she forespake, but came to pass: a woman? how
happy am I! now we may lawfully come together without
fear of hanging; sweet wench, be gracious, in honourable
sort I woe, no otherwise.

Ver. Faith, the truth is, I have loved you long.

Lav. See, see.

Ver. But durst not open it.

Lav. I think so.

Ver. But briefly, when you bring it to the test, if there
be not one Gentleman in this house, will challenge more
interest in me, than you can, I am at your disposure. [Exit.

Lav. Oh Fortunatus, I envy thee not
For Cap, or pouch, this day Ill prove my Fortune,
In which your Lady doth ele£t her Husband,
Who will [b]e Amiens, twill save my wedding dinner,
Povera, La Poop, and Malicorn: if all fail,
I will turn Citizen, a beauteous wife
Is the Horn-book to the richest Tradesmans life. [Exeunt.
Enter Duboys, Orleans, Longueville, Amiens, two
Lacques, a Page with two Pistols.

Dub. Heres a good even piece of ground my Lords:
Will you fix here?

Orl. Yes, any where; Lacquey, take off my spurs;
Upon a bridge, a rail, but my swords breadth upon a battleIll fight this quarrel. (ment,

Dub. O the Ropes, my Lord.

Orl. Upon a Line.

Dub. So all our Countrey Duels are carried, like a firework on a thred.

Orl. Go now, stay with the horses, and, do you hear?
Upon your lives, till some of us come to you,
Dare not to look this way.

Dub. Except you see strangers or others that by chance
or purpose are like to interrupt us.

Orl. Then give warning.

Long. Who takes a sword? the advantage is so small,
As he that doubts, hath the free leave to choose.

Orl. Come, give me any, and search me; tis not
The ground, weapon, or seconds that can make
Odds in those fatal trials: but the cause.

Ami. Most true, and, but it is no time to wish
When men are come to do, I would desire
The cause twixt us were other than it is;
But where the right is, there prevail our Swords.
And if my Sister have out-livd her honor,
I do not pray I may out-live her shame.

Orl. Your Sister Amiens, is a whore, at once.

Amt. You oft have spoke that sence to me before,
But never in th[i]s language Orleance;
And when you spoke it fair, and first, I told you
That it was possible you might be abusd:
But now, since you forget your manners, you shall find,
If I transgress my custom, you do lye,
And are a villain, which I had rather yet
My sword had provd, than I been forcd to speak:
Nay, give us leave, and since you stand so haughtily
And highly on your cause, let you and I,
Without engaging these two Gentlemen, singly determine it.

Long. My Lord, youll pardon us.

Dub. I trust your Lordships may not do us that affront.

Ami. As how?

Dub. We kiss your Lordships hand, and come to serve
you here with swords.

Long. My Lord, we understand our selves.

Dub. We have had the honor to be calld unto the business, and we must not now quit it on terms.

Ami. Not terms of reason?

Long. No, no [r]eason for the quitting of our calling.

Dub. True, if I be calld tot I must ask no reason.

Long. Nor hear none neither, which is less:
It is a favour, if my throat be cut,
Your Lordship does me; which I never can,
[A noise within, crying down with your swords.
Nor must have hope how to requite: what noise?
What cry is that my Lord upon your guard?
So[me] treachery is a foot.

Enter Lady Orleans, Lamira, Montague.

Lady. Oh here they are:
My Lord (dear Lady help me) help me all;
I have so woful interest in both,
I know not which to fear for most: and yet
I must prefer my Lord. Dear brother,
You are too understanding, and too noble
To be offended, when I know my duty,
Though scarce my tears will let me so to do it.

Orl. Out loathed strumpet.

Lady. Oh my dearest Lord,
If words could on me cast the name of whore,
I then were worthy to be loathd; but know,
Your unkindness cannot make me wicked;
And therefore should less use that power upon me.

Orl. Was this your Art to make these Actors come,
To make this interlude? withdraw, cold man,
And if thy spirit be not frozen up,
Give me one stroke yet at thee for my vengeance.

Ami. Thou shalt have strokes, and strokes, thou glorious man,
Till thou breathst thinner air than that thou talkest.

Lam. My Lord, Count Amiens.

Lady. Princely Husband.

Orl. Whore. (the bulk
[Lam.] You wrong her impudent Lord; oh that I had
Of those dull men; look how they stand, and no man
Will revenge an innocent Lady.

Ami. You hinder it Madam.

Lam. I would hinder you; is there none else to kill him?

Lady. Kill him, Madam? have you learnd that bad language? oh repent,
And be the motive, rather both kill me.

Orl. Then d[i]e my infamy.

Mont. Hold bloody man.

Orl. Art thou there Basilisk?

Mont. To strike thee dead, but that thy fate deserves some weightier hand.

Dub. Sweet my Lord.

Orl. Oh heres a plot; you bring your champions with
you; the adultress with the adulterer: Out howling — 

Dub. Good my Lord.

Orl. Are you her Graces countenancer, Lady, the receiver
to the poor vicious couple.

Dub. Sweet my Lord.

Orl. Sweet rascal, didst not tho[u] tell me, false fellow,
This Montague here was murdered?

Dub. I did so; but he was falser, and a worthless Lord,
Like thy foul self that would have had it so.

Long. Orleance tis true, and shall be provd upon thee.

Mont. Thy malice Duke, and this thy wicked nature, are
all as visible as thou; but I born to contemn thy injuries,
do know, that though thy greatness may corrupt a Jury,
and make a Judge afraid, and carry out a world of evils
with thy Title: yet thou art not quiet at home, thou bearest about thee that, that doth charge thee, and condemn thee
too. The thing that grieves me more, and doth indeed displease me, is, to think that so much baseness stands here to
have encountred so much honor: Pardon me my Lord, what
late my passion spake, when you provokd my innocence.

Orl. Yes, do, oh! flattery becomes him better than the
suit he wears; give him a new one, Amiens.

Ami. Orleance, tis here no time nor place, to jest or rail
Poorly with you, but I will find a time to
Whisper you forth to this, or some fit place,
As shall not hold a second interruption.

Mont. I hope your Lordships honor, and your life
Are destined unto higher hazards; this is of
A meaner arm.

Dub. Yes faith, or none.

Long. He is not fit to fall by an honest Sword,
A Prince and lye!

Dub. And slander, and hire men
To publish the false rumours he hath made.

Long. And stick em on his friends, and innocents.

Dub. And practice against their lives after their fames.

Long. In men that are the matter of all lewdness,
Bawds, Thieves, and Cheaters, it were monstrous.

Dub. But in a man of bloud, how more conspicuous!

Ami. Can this be?

Lady. They do slander him.

Orl. Hang them, a pair of railing hangbies.

Long. How? stand Orleance; stay, give me my Pistols boy,
Hinder me not, by — 
I will kill him.

Lady. Oh, stay his fury.

Ami. Longueville, my friend.

Long. Not for my self, my Lord, but for mankind,
And all that have an interest to virtue,
Or title unto innocence.

Ami. Why hear me.

Long. For justice sake.

Ami. That cannot be.

Long. To punish his wives, your honor, and my Lords
wrongs here, whom I must ever call so; for your loves Ill
swear Ill sacrifice — 

Ami. Longueville, I did not think you a murtherer before.

Long. I care not what you thought me.

Ami. By — If thou attempt
His life, thy own is forfeit.

Mont. Foolish frantick man, the murder will be of us, not him.

Lady. Oh [God]!

Mont. We could have killd him, but we would not take
The justice out of fates.
Sindge but a hair of him, thou diest.

Long. No matter, shoot.

Ami. Villain.

Dub. My Lord, your Sister is slain.

Ami. Biancha?

Mont. Oh hapless, and most wretched chance, (made?

Lam. Standst thou looking upon the mischief thou hast
Thou godless man, feeding thy blood-shot eyes
With the red spectacle, and art not turnd to stone
With horror? Hence, and take the wings of thy black
Infamy, to carry thee beyond the shoot of looks,
Or sound of curses, which will pursue thee still:
Thou hast out-fled all but thy guilt.

Orl. Oh wish it off again, for I am crackd
Under the burden, and my heart will break.
How heavy guilt is, when men come to feel
If you could know the mountain I sustain
With horror, you would each take off your part,
And more, to ease me: I cannot stand,
Forgive where I have wrongd, I pray.

Ami. Look to him Montague. (for fear,

Long. My Lords and Gentlemen, the Lady is well, but
Unless that have shot her;
I have the worst ont, that needs would venture
Upon a trick had like to ha cost my guts:
Look to her, shell be well, it was but Powder
I chargd with, thinking that a guilty man
Would have been frighted sooner; but Im glad
Hes come at last.
La[m]. How is Byancha? well?

Ami. Lives she? see Sister, doth she breathe?

Lady. Oh Gentlemen, think you I can breathe,
That am restored to the hateful sense
Of feeling in me my dear husbands death?
Oh no, I live not; life was that I left;
And what you have calld me to, is death indeed:
I cannot weep so fast as he doth bleed.

Dub. Pardon me, Madam, he is well.

Lady. Ha my Husband.

Orl. I cannot speak whether my joy or shame
Be greater, but I thank the Heavens for both.
Oh look not black upon me, all my friends,
To whom I will be reconcild, or grow unto
This earth, till I have wept a trench
That shall be great enough to be my grave,
And I will think them too most manly tears,
If they do move your pities: it is true,
Man should do nothing that he should repent;
But if he have, and say that he is sorry,
It is a worse fault, if he be not truly.

Lam. My Lord, such sorrow cannot be suspected:
Here take your honoured wife, and joyn your hands.
— She hath married you again:
And Gentlemen, I do invite you all,
This night to take my house, where on the morrow,
To heighten more the reconciling feast,
Ill make my self a Husband and a guest. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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ENTER MONTAGUE, AND Charlotte.

Chari. Well now I am sure you are mine.

Mont. I am sure I am glad
I have one to own then; youll find me honest
As these days go, enough; poor without question,
Which beggars hold a virtue; give me meat, and I
Shall do my work, else knock my shooes off,
And turn me out again.

Char. You are a merry fellow.

Mont. I have no great cause.

Char. Yes, thy love to me.

Mont. Thats as we make our game.

Char. Why, you repent then?

Mont. Faith no worse than I am I cannot be;
Much better I expert not: I shall love you,
And when you bid me go to bed, obey,
Lie still or move, as you shall minister;
Keep a four-Nobles Nag, and a Jack
Merling, learn to love Ale, and play at Two-hand Irish,
And theres then all I aim at.

Char. Nay sweet fellow, Ill make it something better.

Mont. If you do, youll make me worse:
Now I am poor, and willing to do well,
Hold me in that course; of all the Kings creatures,
I hate his coin, keep me from that, and save me;
For if you chance out of your housewivery
To leave a hundred pound or two, bestow it
In Plumb-broth er I know it, else I take it;
Seek out a hundred men that want this money,
Share it among em, theyll cry noble Montague,
And so I stand again at livery.

Char. You have pretty fancies, Sir, but married once,
This charity will fall home to your self.

Mont. I would it would, I am afraid my looseness
Is yet scarce stopt, though it have nought to work on
But the meer air of what I have had.

Char. Pretty.

Mont. I wonder sweet heart why youll marry me,
I can see nothing in my self deserves it,
Unless the handsome wearing of a band,
For thats my stock now, or a pair of garters;
Necessity will not let me loose.

Char. I see Sir, a great deal more, a handsome man, a
Husband,
To make a right good woman truly happy.

Mont. Lord, where are my eyes, either you are foolish
As wenches once a year are, or far worse,
Extreamly virtuous, can you love a poor man
That relies on cold meat, and cast stockings,
One only suit to his back, which now is mewing?
But what will be the next coat will pose Tristram.
If I should leavy from my friends a fortune:
I could not raise ten groats to pay the Priest now.

Char. Ill do that duty; tis not means nor money
Makes me pursue your love; were your mind bankrupt,
I would never love you.
Enter Lamira.

Mont. Peace wench, heres my Lady.

Lam. Nay, never shrink ith wetting, for my presence;
Dye find her willing Montague?

Mont. Willing Madam?

Lam. How dainty you make of it, do not I know
You two love one another?

Mont. Certain Madam, I think yeave revelations of these matters:
Your Ladyship cannot tell me when I kist her.

Lam. But she can, Sir.

Mont. But she will not Madam;
For when they talk once, tis like Fairy-Money,
They get no more close kisses.

Lam. Thou art wanton.

Mont. [God] knows I need not, yet I would be lusty:
But — my Provender scarce pricks me.

Lam. It shall be mended Montague, I am glad you are grown so merry.

Mont. So am I too Madam.

Lam. You two will make a pretty handsome Consort.

Mont. Yes Madam, if my Fiddle fail me not.

Lam. Your Fiddle? why your Fiddle? I warrant thou meanest madly:

Mont. Can you blame me? alas I am in love.

Char. Tis very well, Sir.

Lam. How long have you been thus?

Mont. How thus in love?

Lam. You are very quick, Sir: no, I mean thus pleasant.

Mont. Ever since I was poor.

Lam. A little wealth would change you then?

Mont. Yes Lady, into another suit, but never more
Into another man: Ill bar that mainly,
The wealth I get hence-forward shall be charmd
For ever hurting me, Ill spend it fasting:
As I live noble Lady, there is nothing
I have found directly, cures the melancholy,
But want and wedlock; when I had store of money,
I simperd sometime, and spoke wondrous wise,
But never laught out-right; now I am empty,
My heart sounds like a Bell, and strikes at both sides.

Lam. You are finely temperd, Montague.

Mont. Pardon Lady, if any way my free mirth have offended,
Twas meant to please you: if it prove too saucy,
Give it a frown, and I am ever silencd.

Lam. I like it passing well; pray follow it:
This is my day of choice, and shall be yours too,
Twere pity to delay ye: call to the Steward,
And tell him tis my pleasure he should give you
Five hundred Crowns: make your self handsome Montague,
Let none wear better cloaths, tis for my credit;
But pray be merry still. (hundreds,

Mont. If I be not, and make a fool of twice as many
Clap me in Canvas, Lady. [Exeunt.
Enter La-poop, Laverdine, and Malycorne.

Lav. I am strangely glad, I have found the mystery
Of this disguised boy out: I ever trusted
It was a woman; and how happily
I have found it so; and for my self, I am sure,
One that would offer me a thousand pound now
(And thats a pretty sum to make one stagger)
in ready Gold for this concealment, could not
Buy my hope of her, shes a dainty wench,
And such a one I find I want extreamly,
To bring me into credit: beauty does it.

Mal. Say we should all meach here, and stay the Feast,
now, what can the worst be? we have plaid the knaves,
thats without question.

La-p. True, and as I take it, this is the first truth
We told these ten years, and for any thing
I know, may be the last: but grant we are knaves,
Both base and beastly knaves — 

Mal. Say so then.

Lav. Well.

La-p. And likewise let it be considered, we have wrongd,
And most maliciously, this Gentlewoman
We cast to stay with, what must we expert now?

Mal. I, theres the point, we would expect good eating.

La-p. I know we would, but we may find good beating.

Lav. You say true Gentlemen, and by — 
Though I love meat as well as any man,
I care not what he be, if a eat a Gods name;
Such a crab-sauce to my meat will turn my pallate.

Mai. Theres all the hazard, for the frozen Montague
Has now got spring again, and warmth in him,
And without doubt, dares beat us terribly.
For not to mint the matter, we are cowards,
And have, and shall be beaten, when men please
To call us into cudgeling.

La-p. I feel we are very prone that way.

Lav. The sons of Adam.

La-p. Now, here then rests the state oth question;
Whether we yield our bodies for a dinner
To a sound dog-whip, for I promise ye,
If men be given to correction,
We can expect no less; or quietly
Take a hard Egg or two, and ten mile hence
Bait in a ditch, this we may do securely;
For, to stay hereabout will be all one,
If once our moral mischiefs come in memory.

Mal. But pray ye hear me, is not this the day
The Virgin Lady doth elect her Husband?

Lav. The dinner is to that end.

Mal. Very well then, say we all stay, and say we all
scape this whipping, and be well entertained, and one of us
carry the Lady. (stay, how fitly

La-p. Tis a seemly saying, I must confess, but if we
We may apply it to our selves (ith end)
Will ask a Christian fear; I cannot see,
If I say true, what special ornaments
Of Art or Nature, (lay aside our lying
Whoring and drinking, which are no great virtues)
We are endued withal, to win this Lady.

Mal. Yet Women go not by the best parts ever; that
I have found directly.

Lav. Why should we fear then? they choose men
As they feed; sometimes they settle
Upon a White brothd face, a sweet smooth gallant,
And him they make an end of in a night;
Sometimes a Goose, sometimes a grosser meat,
A rump of Beef will serve em at some season,
And fill their bellies too, though without doubt
They are great devourers: Stock-fish is a dish,
If it be well drest, for the tuffness sake
Will make the proudst of em long and leap fort.
Theyll run mad for a Pudding, er theyll starve.

La-p. For my own part I care not, come what can come,
If I be whipt, why so be it; if cudgelld,
I hope I shall out-live it, I am sure
Tis not the hundredth time I have been servd so,
And yet I thank [God] I am here.

Mal. Heres resolution.

La-p. A little patience, and a rotten Apple
Cures twenty worse diseases; what say you, Sir?

Lav. Marry I say Sir, if I had been acquainted
With lamming in my youth, as you have been
With whipping, and such benefits of nature,
I should do better: as I am, Ill venture,
And if it be my luck to have the Lady,
Ill use my fortune modestly; if beaten,
You shall not hear a word, one I am sure of,
And if the worst fall, she shall be my Physick.
Lets go then, and a merry wind be with us.

Mal. Captain, your shooes are old, pray put em off,
And let one fling em after us; be bold, Sirs,
And howsoever our fortune falls, lets bear
An equal burden; if there be an odd lash,
Well part it afterwards.

La-p. I am armd at all points. [Exeunt.

Enter four serving in a Banquet.

1. Then my Lady will have a bedfellow to night.

2. So she says; Heaven! what a dainty arm-full shall
he enjoy, that has the launching of her, what a fight shell make.

3. I marry boys, there will be sport indeed, there will
be grapling, she has a murderer lies in her prow,
I am afraid will fright his main Mast, Robin.

4. Who dost thou think shall have her of thy conscience, thou art a wise man?

3. If she go the old way, the way of lot, the longest
cut sweeps all without question.

1. She has lost a friend of me else; what think ye of the Courtier?

2. Hang him Hedge-hog: has nothing in him but a
piece of Euphues, and twenty dozen of twelvepenny ribond,
all about him, he is but one Pedlers shop of Gloves and
Garters, pick-teeth and pomander.

3. The Courtier, marry God bless her Steven, she is not
mad yet, she knows that trindle-tail too well, hes crestfalln,
and pin-buttockt, with leaping Landresses.

4. The Merchant, sure she will not be so base to have him.

1. I hope so Robin, hell sell us all to the Moors to make
Mummy; nor the Captain.

3. Who Potgun? thats a sweet youth indeed, will he stay, think ye?

3. Yes, without question, and have halfe dind too, er
the Grace be done; hes good for nothing in the world but
eating, lying and sleeping; what other men devour in drink,
he takes in potage, they say has been at Sea, a Herringfishing, for without doubt he dares not hale an Eel-boat ith way of War.

2. I think so, they— would beat— him off with Butter.

3. When he brings— in a prize unless it be Cockles or
Callis sand to scour with, Ill renounce my Five Mark a year,
and all the hidden Art I have in carving, to teach young
Birds to whistle Walsingham; leave him to the Lime-Boats;
now, what think you of the brave Amiens?

1. Thats a thought indeed.

2. I marry, theres— a person fit— to feed upon a dish— so
dainty and hell dot I warrant him ith nick boys, has a
body world without end.

4. And such a one my Lady will make no little of; but
is not Montague married to day?

3. Yes faith, honest Montague must have his bout too.

2. Hes as good a lad as ever turnd a trencher; must we leave him?

3. Hes too good for us, Steven, Ill give him health to
his good luck to night ith old Beaker, and it shall be Sack too.

4. I must have a Garter; and boys I have bespoke a
Posset, some body shall give me thanks fort, tas a few toys
int will rase commotions in a bed, lad.
I. Away; my Lady. [Exeunt.
Enter Orleance and his Lady, arm in arm, Amiens, Lamira,
Charlotte, like a Bride, Montague brave, Laverdine,
Longaville, Dubois, Mallycorn, La-poop.

Lam. Seat your selves noble Lords and Gentlemen,
You know your places; many royal welcomes
I give your Grace; how lovely shews this change!
My house is honord in this reconcilement.

Orl. Thus Madam must you do, my Lady now shall see
You made a Woman;
And give you some short lessons for your voyage.
Take her instructions Lady, she knows much.

Lam. This becomes you, Sir.
L[a], My Lord must have his Will.

Orl. Tis all I can do now, sweet-heart, fair Lady;
This to your happy choice, brother Amiens,
You are the man I mean it to.

Ami. Ill pledge you.

Orl. And with my heart.

Ami. With all my love I take it.

Lam. Noble Lords, I am proud ye have done this day,
so much content, and me such estimation, that this hour
(In this poor house) shall be a league for ever,
For so I know ye mean it.

Ami. I do Lady.

Orl. And I my Lord.

Omnes. Yave done a work of honor.

Ami. Give me the Cup, where this health stops, let
That man be either very sick, or very simple;
Or I am very angry; Sir, to you;
Madam, methinks this Gentleman might sit too;
He would become the best ons.

Orl. Pray sit down, Sir, I know the Lady of the Feast
expects not this day so much old custom.

Ami. Sit down Montague; nay, never blush for the matter.

Mont. Noble Madam, I have t[w]o reasons [ajgainst it,
and I dare not; duty to you first, as you are my Lady, and I
your poorest servant; next the custom of this days ceremony.

Lam. As you are my servant, I may command you then.

Mont. To my life, Lady.

Lam. Sit down, and here, Ill have it so.

Ami. Sit down man, never refuse so fair a Ladies offer.

Mont. It is your pleasure, Madam, not my pride,
And I obey; Ill pledge ye now my Lord, Monsieur Longaville.

Long. I thank you, Sir.

Mont. This to my Lady, and her fair choice to day, and happiness.

Lon. Tis a fair health, Ill pledge you though I sink fort.

Lam. Montague you are too modest; come, Ill add a
little more wine tyee, twill make you merry, this to the
good I wish.

Mont. Honourd Lady, I shall forget my self with this great bounty.

Lam. You shall not Sir, give him some Vine.

Ami. By Heaven you are a worthy woman, and that
Man is blest can come near such a Lady.

Lami. Such a blessing wet weather washes.

Mont. At all, I will not go a lip less, my Lord.

Orl. Tis well cast, Sir.

Mal. If Montague get more Wine, we are all like to
hear ont.

Lav. I do not like that sitting there.

Mal. Nor I, methinks he looks lik[e] a Judge.

La-p. Now have I a kind of grudging of a beating on
me, I fear my hot fit:

Mal. Drink apace, theres nothing allays a cudgel like it.

Lami. Montague, now Ill put my choice to you; who
do you hold in all this honord company a Husband fit to
enjoy thy Lady? speak directly.

Mont. Shall I speak, Madam?

Lami. Montague you shall.

Mont. Then as I have a soul, Ill speak my conscience,
Give me more Wine, in vino veritas,
Heres to my self, and Montague have a care.

Lami. Speak to th cause.

Mont. Yes Madam, first Ill begin to thee.

Lav. Have— at us.

La-p. Now— for— a Psalm— of mercy.

Mont. You good Monsieur, you that belye the noble
name of Courtier, and think your claim good here, hold up
your hand; your Worship is endited here, for a vain glorious fool.

Lav. Good, oh— Sir.

Mont. For— one— whose— wit
Lies in a ten pound wastcoat; yet not warm;
Ye have travelld like a Fidler to make faces,
And brought home nothing but a case of tooth-picks.
You would be married, and no less than Ladies,
And of the best sort can serve you; thou Silk-worm,
What hast thou in thee to deserve this woman?
Name but the poorest piece of man, good manners,
Theres nothing sound about thee, faith, thast none,
It lies pawnd at thy Silk-mans, for so much Lace;
Thy credit with his wife cannot redeem it,
Thy cloaths are all the soul thou hast, for so
Thou savst them handsome for the next great tilting,
Let who will take the tother, thou wert never christend
(Upon my conscience) but in Barbers water;
Thou art never out oth Bason, thou art rotten,
And if thou darst tell truth, thou wilt confess it;
— Thy skin
Looks of a Chesnut colour, greazd with Amber,
All women that on earth do dwell, thou lovst,
Yet none that understand love thee again,
But those that love the Spittle; get thee home
Poor painted Butter-flie, th[y] Summers past;
Go sweat, and eat dry Mutton, thou mayst live
To do so well yet; a bruisd Chamber-Maid
May fall upon thee, and advance thy follies.
You have your sentence; now it follows Captain,
I treat of you.

La-p. Pray [God] I may deserve it.

Orl. Beshrew my heart, he speaks plain.

Ami. Thats plain dealing.

Mont. You are a rascal Captain.

La-p. A fine Calling.

Mont. A Water-coward.

Ami. He would make a pretty stuff.

Mont. May I speak freely, Madam?

Lami. Heres none ties you. (thought

Mont. Why shouldst thou dare come hither with a
To find a wife here fit for thee? are all
Thy single money whores that fed on Carrots,
And filld the high Grass with familiars
Falln off to Footmen; prethee tell me truly,
For now I know thou darst not lie, couldst thou not
Wish thy self beaten well with all thy heart now,
And out of pain? say that I broke a rib,
Or cut thy nose off, wert not merciful for this ambition?

La-p. Do your pleasure, Sir, beggars must not be choosers.

Orl. He longs for beating.

Mont. But that I have nobler thoughts possess my soul,
Than such brown Bisket, such a piece of Dog-fish,
Such a most maungy Mackril eater as thou art,
That dares do nothing that belongs to th Sea,
But spue, and catch Rats, and fear men of War,
Though thou hast nothing in the world to loose
Aboord thee, but one piece of Beef, one Musket
Without a cock for peace sake, and a Pitch-barrel,
Ill tell thee, if my time were not more pretious
Than thus to loose it, I would rattle thee,
It may be beat thee, and thy pure fellow,
The Merchant there of Catskins, till my words,
Or blows, or both, made ye two branded wretches
To all the world hereafter; you would fain to
Venture your Bils of lading for this Lady;
What would you give now for her? some five frayl
Of rotten Figs, good Godson, would you not, Sir?
Or a Parrot that speaks High Dutch? can all thou ever sawst
Of thine own fraughts from Sea, or cosenage
(At which thou art as expert as the Devil)
Nay, sell thy soul for wealth to, as thou wilt do,
Forfeit thy friends, and raise a mint of Money,
Make thee dream all these double, could procure
A kiss from this good Lady? canst thou hope
She would lye with such a nook of Hell as thou art,
And hatch young Merchant-furies? oh ye dog-bolts!
That fear no [God] but Dunkirk, I shall see you
Serve in a lowsy Lime-boat, er I dye,
For mouldy Cheese and Butter, Billingsgate
Would not endure, or bring in rotten Pippins
To cure blew eyes, and swear they came from China.

Lami. Vex em no more, alas they shake:

Mont. Down quickly on your marrow-bones, and thank this Lady.
I would not leave you thus else, there are blankets,
And such delights for such knaves; but fear still;
Twill be revenge enough to keep you waking.
Ye have no mind of marriage, ha ye?

La-p. Surely no great mind now.

Mont. Nor you.

Mal. Nor I, I take it.

Mont. Two eager suitors.

L[a]v. Troth tis wondrous hot, [God] bless us from him.

Lami. You have told me Montag[u]e
Who are not fit to have me, let me know
The man you would point out for me.

Mont. There he sits; my Lord of Amiens, Madam, is
my choice, hes noble every way, and worthy a wife with all the dowries of — 

Ami. Do you speak Sir, out of your friendship to me?

Mont. Yes my Lord, and out of truth, for I could never flatter.

Ami. I would not say how much I owe you for it,
For that were but a promise, but Ill thank ye,
As now I find you, in despite of fortune,
A fair and noble Gentleman. (made

Lami. My Lords, I must confess the choice this man hath
Is every way a great one, if not too great,
And no way to be slighted: yet because
We love to have our own eyes sometimes n[o]w,
Give me a little liberty to see,
How I could fit my self, if I were put tot.

Ami. Madam we must.

Lami. Are ye all agreed?

Omnes. We be.

Lami. Then as I am a Maid, I shall choose here.
Montague I must have thee.

Mont. Why Madam, I have learnt to suffer more
Than you can (out of pity) mock me with this way especially.

Lami. Thou thinkst I jest now;
But by the love I bear thee, I will have thee.

Mont. If you could be so weak to love a falln man,
He must deserve more than I ever can,
Or ever shall (dear Lady;) look but this way
Upon that Lord, and you will tell me then
Your eyes are no true choosers of good men.

Ami. Do you love him truly?

Lam. Yes my Lord, I will obey him truly, for Ill marry
him, and justly think he that has so well servd me with his
obedience, being born to greatness, must use me nobly of
necessity, when I shall serve him.

Ami. Twere a deep sin to cross ye, noble Montague,
I wish ye all content, and am as happy
In my friends good as it were meerly mine.

Mont. Your Lordship does ill to give up your right;
I am not capable of this great goodness,
There sits my wife that holds my troth.

Cha. Ill end all, I wooed you for my Lady, and now
give up my Title, alas poor wench, my aims are lower far.

Mont. Hows this sweet-heart?

Lami. Sweet-heart tis so, the drift was mine to hide
My purpose till it struck home.

Omnes. [God g]ive you joy.

Lami. Prethee leave wondring, by this kiss Ill have thee.

Mont. Then by this kiss, and this, Ill ever serve ye.

Long. This Gentleman and! Sir, must needs hope once more to follow ye.

Mont. As friends and fellows, never as servants more.

Long. Dub. You make us happy.

Orl. Friend Montague, ye have taught me so much honor,
I have found a fault in my self, but thus Ill purge my conscience of it, the late Land I took by false play, from you, with
as much contrition, and entireness of affection to this most
happy day again, I render; be master of your own, forget
my malice, and make me worthy of your love, L. Montague.

Mont. You have won me and honor to your name.

Mal. Since your Lordship has begun good deeds, well
follow; good Sir forgive us, we are now those men fear you
for goodness sake; those sums of money unjustly we detain
from you, on your pardon shall be restord again, and we your servants.

La-p. You are very forward Sir, it seems you have money,
I pray you lay out, Ill pay you, or pray for you, as the
Sea works.

Lav. Their pennance Sir, Ill undertake, so please ye
To grant me one concealment.

Long. A right Courtier, still a begging.

Mont. What is it Sir?

Lav. A Gentlewoman.

Mont. In my gift?

Lav. Yes Sir, in yours.

Mont. Why, bring her forth, and take her.

Lami. What wench would he have?

Mont. Any wench I think.
Enter Laverdine and Veramour like a woman.

Lav. This is the Gentlewoman.

Mont. Tis my Page, Sir.

Ver. No Sir, I am a poor disguisd Lady (wot.
That like a Page have followed you full long for love god-

Omnes. A Lady — Laverdine — yes, yes, tis a Lady.

Mont. It may be so, and yet we have lain together,
But by my troth I never found her, Lady.

L. Orl. Why wore you boys cloaths?

Ver. Ill tell you, Madam,
I took example by two or three Plays, that methought
Concerned me.

Mont. Why made you not me acquainted with it?

Ver. Indeed Sir, I knew it not my self,
Until this Gentleman opend my dull eyes,
And by perswasion made me see it.

Ami. Could his power in words make such a change?

Ver. Yes, as truly woman as your self, my Lord.

Lav. Why, but hark you, are not you a woman?

Ver. If hands and face make it not evident, you shall see

Mal. Breeches, breeches, Laverdine. (more.

La-p. Tis not enough, women may wear those cases.
Search further Courtier.

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha.

La-p. Oh thou fresh-water Gudgeon, wouldst thou come
To point of Marriage with an Ignoramus?
Thou shouldst have had her Urin to the Doctors,
The foolishest Physitian could have made plain
The liquid Epicane; a blind man by the hand
Could have discovered the ring from the stone.
Boy, come, to Sea with me, Ill teach thee to climb,
And come down by the Rope, nay to eat Rats.

Ver. I shall devour my Master before the prison then,
Sir, I have began my Trade.

Mal. Trade? to the City, child, a flat-cap will become thee.

Mont. Gentlemen, I beseech you molest your selves no
For his preferment it is determind. (further,

Lav. I am much ashamed, and if my cheek
Gives not satisfaction, break my head.

Mont. Your shames enough, Sir.

Ami. Montague, much joy attend thy marriage-bed;
By thy example of true goodness, envy is exild,
And to all honest men that truth intend,
I wish good luck, fair fate be still thy friend. [Exeunt.

UPON AN HONEST MANS FORTUNE.

By Mr. JOHN FLETCHER.

YOu that can look through Heaven, and tell the Stars,
Observe their kind conjunctions, and their wars;
Find out new Lights, and give them where you please,
To those men honors, pleasures, to those ease;
You that are Gods Surveyers, and can show
How far, and when, and why the wind doth blow;
Know all the charges of the dreadful thunder,
And when it will shoot over, or fall under:
Tell me, by all your Art I conjure ye,
Yes, and by truth, what shall become of me?
Find out my Star, if each one, as you say,
Have his peculiar Angel, and his way;
Observe my fate, next fall into your dreams,
Sweep clean your houses, and new line your Sceames,
Then say your worst: or have I none at all?
Or is it burnt out lately? or did fall?
Or am I poor? not able, no full flame?
My Star, like me, unworthy of a name?
Is it your Art can only work on those,
That deal with dangers, dignities, and cloaths?
With Love, or new Opinions? you all lye,
A Fish-wife hath a fate, and so have I,
But far above your finding, he that gives,
Out of his providence, to all that lives,
And no man knows his treasure, no, not you:
He that made Egypt blind, from whence you grew
Scabby and lowzie, that the world might see
Tour Calculations are as blind as ye:
He that made all the Stars, you daily read,
And from thence flitch a knowledge how to feed;
Hath hid this from you, your conjectures all
Are drunken things, not how, but when they fall:
Man is his own Star, and the soul that can
Render an honest, and a perfect man,
Commands all light, all influence, all fate,
Nothing to him falls early, or too late.
Our Acts our Angels are, or good or ill,
Our fatal shadows that walk by us still,
And when the Stars are labouring, we believe
It is not that they govern, but they grieve
For stuborn ignorance; all things that are
Made for our general uses, are at war,
Even we among our selves, and from the strife,
Your first unlike opinions got a life.
Oh man! thou Image of thy Makers good,
What const thou fear, when breathd into thy bloud,
His spirit is, that built thee? what dull sence
Makes thee suspect, in need, that Providence?
Who made the morning, and who placd the light
Guide to thy labours? who calld up the night,
And bid her fall upon thee like sweet showers
In hollow murmurs, to lock up thy powers?
Who gave thee knowledge, who so trusted thee,
To let thee grow so near himself, the Tree?
Must he then be distrusted? shall his frame
Discourse with him, why thus, and thus I am?
He made the Angels thine, thy fellows all,
Nay, even thy servants, when Devotions call.
Oh! const thou he so stupid then, so dim,
To seek a saving influence, and loose him?
Can Stars protect thee? or can poverty,
Which is the light to Heaven, put out his eye?
He is my Star, in him all truth I find,
All influence, all fate, and when my mind
Is furnishd with his fullness, my poor story
Shall out-live all their age, and all their glory,
The hand of danger cannot fall amiss,
When I know what, and in whose power it is.
[N]or want, the cause of man, shall make me groan,
A Holy Hermit is a mind alone.
Doth not experience teach us all we can,
To work our selves into a glorious man?
Loves hut an exhalation to best eyes
The matter spent, and then the fools fire dies?
Were I in love, and could that bright Star bring
Increase to Wealth, Honor, and every thing:
Were she as perfect good, as we can aim,
The first was so, and yet she lost the Game.
My Mistriss then be knowledge and fair truth;
So I enjoy all beauty and all youth,
And though to time her Lights, and Laws she lends,
She knows no Age, that to corruption bends.
Friends promises may lead me to believe,
But he that [is] his own friend, knows to live.
Affliction, when I know it is but this,
A deep allay, whereby man tougher is
To [b]ear the hammer, and the deeper still,
We still arise more image of his Will.
Sickness, an humorous cloud twixt us and light
And death, at longest but another night.
Man is his own Star, and that soul that can
Be honest, is the only perfect man.

FINIS.
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Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Neanthes, Sosicles, Eraton.

Era. The General is returned then?

Nean. With much honour.

Sos. And peace concluded with the Prince of Argos?

Nean. To the Queens wishes: the conditions signd
So far beyond her hopes, to the advantage
Of Corinth, and the good of all her Subjects;
That though Leonidas our brave General
Ever came home a fair and great example,
He never yet returnd, or with less loss
Or more deserved honour.

Era. Have you not heard
The motives to this general good?

Nean. The main one
Was admiration first in young Agenor,
(For by that name we know the Prince of Argos)
Of our Leonidas wisdom and his valour,
Which though an enemy, first in him bred wonder;
That liking, Love succeeded that, which was
Followed by a desire to be a friend
Upon what terms soever to such goodness;
They had an enterview; and that their friendship
Might with our peace be ratified, twas concluded,
Agenor yielding up all such strong places
As he held in our territories, should receive
(With a sufficient Dower, paid by the Queen)
The fair Merion[e] for his wife.

Era. But how
Approves the Queen of this? since we well know
Nor was her Highness ignorant, that her Son
The Prince Theanor made love to this Lady,
And in the noblest way.

Nean. Which she allowed of,
And I have heard from some familiar with
Her nearest secrets, she so deeply prizd her
Being from an Infant traind up in her service,
(Or to speak better, rather her own Creature)
She once did say, That if the Prince should steal
A Marriage without her leave, or knowledge,
With this Merione, with a little suit
She should grant both their pardons: whereas now
To shew her self for sooth a Spartan Lady,
And that tis in her power, now it concerns
The common good, not alone to subdue
Her own affections, but command her Sons;
She has not only forcd him with rough threats
To leave his Mistriss, but compelld him when
Agen[or] made his entrance into Corinth
To wait upon his Rival.

Sos. Can it be
The Prince should sit down with this wrong?

Nean. I know not,
I am sure I should not.

Era. Trust me nor I,
A Mother is a name, but put in ballance
With a young Wench tis nothing; where did you leave him?

Nean. Near Vestas Temple, for there he dismissd me,
And full of troubled thoughts, calling for Crates:
He went with him, but whither, or to what purpose
I am a stranger.

Enter Theanor and Crates.

Era. They are come back Neanthes.

The. I like the place well.

Cra. Well Sir? it is built
As if the Architect had been a Prophet,
And fashiond it alone for this nights action;
The Vaults so hollow, and the Walls so strong,
As Dian there might suffer violence,
And with loud shrikes in vain call Jove to help her;
Or should he hear, his Thunder could not find
An entrance to it.

The. I give up my self
Wholly to thy direction, worthiest Crates;
And yet the desperate cure that we must practice
Is in it self so foul, and full of danger,
That I stand doubtful whether twere more manly
To dye not seeking help, or that help being
So deadly, to pursue it.

Cra. To those reasons
I have already urgd, I will add these.
For but consider Sir — 

Era. It is of weight
What er it be, that with such vehement action,
Of Eye, Hand, Foot, nay all his bodies motion,
Crates incites the Prince to.

Nean. Then observe,
With what variety of passions he
Receives his reasons; now hes pale, and shakes
For fear or anger; now his natural red
Comes back again, and with a pleasing smile
He seems to entertain it; tis resolvd on
Be it what twill: to his ends may it prosper
Though the State sink fort.

Cra. Now you are a Prince
Fit to rule others, and in shaking off
The Bonds in which your Mother fetters you
Discharge your debt to nature, shes your guide,
Follow her boldly, Sir.

The. I am confirmd,
Fall what may fall.

Cra. Yet still disguise your malice
In your humility.

The. I am instructed.

Cra. Though in you[r] heart there rage a thousand tempests,
All calmness in your looks.

The. I shall remember.

Cra. And at no hand, though these are usd as agents
Acquaint them with your purpose till the instant
That we employ them; tis not fit they have
Time to consider, when tis done, reward
Or fear will keep them silent: yet you may
Grace them as you pass by, twill make them surer,
And greedier to deserve you.

The. Ill move only
As you would have me: Good-day Gentlem[e]n;
Nay, spare this ceremonious form of duty
To him that brings love to you, equal love,
And is in nothing happier, than in knowing
It is returnd by you; we are as one.

Sos. I am or-joyd, I know not
How to reply: but — 

Era. Hang all buts; my Lord,
For this your bounteous favour — 

Nean. Let me speak,
If to feed Vultures here, after the halter
Has done his part, or if there be a Hell
To take a swinge or two there, may deserve this.

Sos. We are ready.

Era. Try us any way.

Nean. Put us to it.

The. What jewels I have in you!

Cra. Have these souls,
That for a good look, and a few kind words
Part with their Essence?

The. Since you will compell me
To put that to the tryal, which I doubt not,
Crates, may be, suddainly will instruct you
How, and in what to shew your loves; obey him
As you would bind me to you.

Cra. Tis well-grounded;
Leave me to rear the building.

Nean. We will do.

Cra. I know it.

Era. Any thing youll put us to. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Leonidas, Merione, Beliza, Servants.

Leo. Sister, I reap the harvest of my labours
In your preferment, be you worthy of it,
And with an open bosom entertain
A greater fortune than my love durst hope for;
Be wise, and welcome it: play not the coy
And foolish wanton, with the offered bounties
Of him that is a Prince. I was wood for you,
And won Merione: then if you dare
Believe the object that took me was worthy,
Or trust my judgement, in me think you were
Courted, sued to, and conquerd.

Mer. Noble Brother,
I have, and still esteem you as a Father,
And will as far obey you; my heart speaks it:
And yet without your anger, give me leave
To say, That in the choice of that on which
All my lifes joyes or sorrows have dependance,
It had been fit er you had made a full
And absolute grant of me to any other,
I should have usd mine own eyes, or at least
Made you to understand, whether it were
Within my power to make a second gift
Of my poor self.

Leo. I know what tis you point at,
The Prince Theanors love; let not that cheat you;
His vows were but meer Courtship; all his service
But practice how to entrap a credulous Lady:
Or grant it serious, yet you must remember
Hes not to love, but where the Queen his Mother
Must give allowance, which to you is barrd up:
And therefore study to forget that ever
You cherisht such a hope.

Mer. I would I could.

Leo. But brave Agenor, who is come in person
To celebrate this Marriage, for your love
Forgives the forfeit of ten thousand lives,
That must have falln under the sword of War
Had not this peace been made; which general good
Both Countreys owe to his affection to you:
O happy Sister, ask this noble Lady
Your bosome friend (since I fail in my credit)
What palme Agenors name, above all Princes
That Greece is proud of, carries, and with lustre.

Bel. Indeed Fame gives him out for excellent;
And friend, I doubt not but when you shall see him [Ent. a Ser.
Hell so appear to you. Art sure tis he?

Ser. As I live Madam — 

Bel. Virtue enable me to contain my joy.
Tis my Euphanes.

Ser. Yes.

Bel. And hes in health?

Ser. Most certainly Madam.

Bel. Ill see him instantly.
So prethee tell him. [Exit Ser.

Mer. I yield my self too weak
In argument to oppose you: you may lead me
Whither you please.

Leo. Tis answerd like my Sister;
And if in him you find not ample cause
To pray for me, and daily on your knees,
Conclude I have no judgement.

Mer. May it prove so:
Friend, shall we have your company?

Bel. Two hours hence
I will not fail you.

Leo. At your pleasure Madam. [Ex. Leo. and Mer.

Enter Euphanes.

Bel. Could I in one word speak a thousand welcomes
(And hearty ones) you have em: Fie, my hand,
We stand at no such distance, by my life
The parting kiss you took before your travel
Is yet a Virgin on my lips, preservd
With as much care as I would do my fame
To entertain your wishd return.

Euph. Best Lady,
That I do honour you, and with as much reason
As ever man did virtue; that I love you,
Yet look upon you with that reverence
As Holy men behold the Sun, the Stars,
The Temples, and their gods, they all can witness;
And that you have deservd this duty from me;
The life, and means of life, for which I owe you,
Commands me to profess it, since my fortune
Affords no other payment.

Bel. I had thought,
That for the trifling courtesies, as I call them,
(Though you give them another name) you had
Made ample satisfaction in th acceptance,
And therefore did presume you had brought home
Some other Language.

Euph. No one I have learnd
Yields words sufficient to express your goodness;
Nor can I ever choose another theme
And not be thought unthankful.

Bel. Pray you no more
As you respect me.

Euph. That charm is too powerful
For me to disobey it: Tis your pleasure,
And not my boldness Madam.

Bel. Good Euphanes,
Believe I am not one of those weak Ladies,
That (barren of all inward worth) are proud
Of what they cannot truly call their own,
Their birth or fortune, which are things without them:
Nor in this will I imitate the world,
Whose greater part of men think when they give
They purchase bondmen, not make worthy friends:
By all thats good I swear, I never thought
My great estate was an addition to me,
Or that your wants took from you.

Euph. There are few
So truly understanding or themselves
Or what they do possess.

Be[l]. Good Euphanes,
Where benefits
Are ill conferrd, as to unworthy men,
That turn them to bad uses, the bestower
For wanting judgement how, and on whom to place them,
Is partly guilty: but when we do favours
To such as make them grounds on which they build
Their noble actions, there we improve our fortunes
To the most fair advantage. If I speak
Too much, though I confess I speak well,
Prethee remember tis a womans weakness,
And then thou wilt forgive it.

Euph. You speak nothing
But what would well become the wisest man:
And that by you deliverd is so pleasing
That I could hear you ever.

Bel. Fly not from
Your word, for I arrest it: and will now
Express my self a little more, and prove
That whereas you profess your self my debtor,
That I am yours.

Euph. Your Ladyship then must use
Some Sophistry I ner heard of.

Bel. By plain reasons,
For look you, had you never sunk beneath
Your wants, or if those wants had found supply
From Crates, your unkind and covetous brother,
Or any other man, I then had missd
A subject upon which I worthily
Might exercise my bounty: whereas now
By having happy opportunity
To furnish you before, and in your travels,
With all conveniencies that you thought useful,
That Gold which would have rusted in my Coffers
Being thus imployd, has rendred me a partner
In all your glorious actions. And whereas
Had you not been, I should have dyd a thing
Scarce known, or soon forgotten: theres no Trophy
In which Euphanes for his worth is mentioned,
But there you have been careful to remember,
That all the good you did came from Beliza.

Euph. That was but thankfulness.

Bel. Twas such an honour,
And such a large return for the poor trash
I venturd with you, that if I should part
With all that I possess, and my self too
In satisfaction for it, twere still short
Of your deservings.

Euph. You or-prize them Madam.

Bel. The Queen her self hath given me gracious thanks
In your behalf, for she hath heard Euphanes
How gallantly you have maintaind her honour
In all the Courts of Greece: and rest assurd
(Though yet unknown) when I present you to her,
Which I will do this evening, you shall find
That she intends good to you.

Euph. Worthiest Lady,
Since all you labour for is the advancement
Of him that will live ever your poor servant,
He must not contradict it.

Bel. Heres your Brother,
Tis strange to see him here.

Enter Crates.

Cra. You are welcome home, Sir,
(Your pardon Madam) I had thought my house,
Considering who I am, might have been worthy
Of your first visit.

Euph. Twas not open to me
When last I saw you; and to me tis wonder
That absence which still renders men forgotten
Should make my presence wishd for.

Bel. Thats not it,
Your too kind Brother understanding that
You stand in no need of him, is bold to offer
His entertainment.

Cra. He had never wanted,
Or yours, or your assistance, had he practisd
The way he might have took, to have commanded,
Whatever I call mine.

Euph. I studied many,
But could find none.

Cra. You would not find your self, Sir,
Or in your self, what was due to me from you:
The priviledge my birth bestowd upon me
Might challenge some regard.

Euph. You had all the Land, Sir,
What else did you expect? and I am certain
You kept such strong Guards to preserve it yours
I could force nothing from you.

Cra. Did you ever
Demand help from me?

Euph. My wants have, and often,
With open mouths, but you nor heard, nor saw them;
May be you lookd I should petition to you
As you went to your Horse; flatter your servants,
To play the Brokers for my furtherance,
Sooth your worst humors, act the Parasite
On all occasions, write my name with theirs
That are but one degree removd from slaves,
Be drunk when you would have me, then wench with you,
Or play the Pander; enter into Quarrels
Although unjustly grounded, and defend them
Because they were yours; these are the tyrannies
Most younger Brothers groan beneath; yet bear them
From the insulting Heir, selling their freedoms
At a less rate than what the State allows
The sallary of base and common Strumpets:
For my part, er on such low terms I feed
Upon a Brothers trencher, let me dye
The Beggars death, and starve.

Cra. Tis bravely spoken,
Did what you do rank with it.

Bel. Why, what does he
You would not wish were yours?

Cra. Ill tell you Lady,
Since you rise up his Advocate, and boldly,
(For now I find, and plainly in whose favor
My Love and Service to you was neglected)
For all your wealth, nay, add to that your beauty,
And put your virtues in, if you have any,
I would not yet be pointed at, as he is,
For the fine Courtier, the womans man,
That tells my Lady stories, dissolves Riddles,
Ushers her to her Coach, lies at her feet
At solemn Masks, applauding what she laughs at;
Reads her asleep anights, and takes his oath
Upon her Pantoffles, that all excellence
In other Madams do but zany hers:
These you are perfect in, and yet these take not
Or from your birth and freedom.

Euph. Should another
Say this, my deeds, not looks should shew — 

Bel. Contemn it:
His envie fains this, and hes but reporter,
Without a second, of his own dry fancies.

Cra. Yes Madam, the whole City speaks it with me,
And though [it may] distaste, tis certain you
Are brought into the scene, and with him censurd;
For you are given out for the provident Lady,
That not to be unfurnishd for her pleasures
(As without them to what vain use is greatness)
Have made choice of an able man, a young man
Of an Herculean back to do you service,
And one you may command too, that is active,
And does what you would have him.

Bel. You are foul-mouthd.

Cra. That can speak well, write Verses too, and good ones,
Sharp and conceited, whose wit you may lie with
When his performance fails him; one you have
Maintaind abroad to learn new ways to please you,
And by the gods you well reward him for it,
No night (in which while you lye sick and panting)
He watches by you, but is worth a talent:
No conference in your Coach, which is not paid with
A Scarlet Suit; this the poor people mutter,
Though I believe, for I am bound to do so,
A Lady of your youth, that feeds high too,
And a most exact Lady, may do all this
Out of a virtuous love, the last bought vizard
That Leachery purchasd.

Euph. Not a word beyond this,
The reverence I owe to that one womb
In which we both were embrions, makes me suffer
Whats past; but if continud —— 

Bel. Stay your hand,
The Queen shall right my honor.

Cra. Let him do it,
It is but marrying him; and for your anger
Know that I slight it: when your goddess here
Is weary of your sacrifice, as she will be.

Bel. Be not movd,
I know the rancor of his disposition,
And turn it on himself by laughing at it;
And in that let me teach you.

Euph. I learn gladly. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Neanthes, Sosi[cl]es, and Eraton severally.

Nean. You are met unto my wishes, if you ever
Desird true mirth so far as to adventure
To dye with the extremity of laughter,
I come before the object that will do it;
Or let me live your fool.

Sos. Who ist Neanthes?

Nea. Lamprias the Usurers Son.

Era. Lamprias? the youth
Of six and fifty?

Sos. That was sent to travel
By rich Beliza, till he came to age,
And was fit for a Wife?

Nea. The very same,
This gallant with his Guardian, and his Tutor,
(And of the three, who is most fool I know not)
Are newly come to Corinth, Ill not stale them
By giving up their characters, but leave you
To make your own discoveries: here they are, Sir.

Enter Onos, Uncle and Tutor.

Tutor. That leg a little higher; very well.
Now put your Face into the Travellers posture;
Exceeding good.

Uncle. Do you mark how they admire him?

Tut. They will be all my Scholars, when they know
And understand him truly.

Era. Ph[oe]bus guard me
From this new Python.

Sos. How they have trimmd him up
Like an old Reveller!

Nea. Curld him and perfumd him,
But that was done with judgement, for he looks
Like one that purgd perpetually; trust me,
That Witches face of his is painted too,
And every ditch upon it buries more
Then would set off ten Bawds, and all their tenants.

Sos. See how it moves towards us.

Nea. Theres a salutation:
Troth Gentlemen, you have bestowed much travel
In training up your Pupil.

Tut. Sir, great buildings
Require great labours, which yet we repent not,
Since for the Countreys good we have brought home
An absolute man.

Unc. As any of his years,
Corinth can shew you.

Era. Hes exceeding meagre.

Tut. His contemplation — 

Unc. Besides, tis fit
Learners should be kept hungry.

Nea. You all contemplate;
For three such wretched pictures of lean famine
I never saw together.

Unc. We have fat minds, Sir,
And travelld to save charges. Do you think
Twas fit a young and hopeful Gentleman
Should be brought up a glutton? hes my Ward,
Nor was there ever where I bore the bag
Any superfluous waste.

Era. Pray you can it speak?

Tut. He knows all Languages, but will use none,
They are all too big for his mouth, or else too little
T express his great conceits: and yet of late
With some impulsion he hath set down
In a strange method by the way of question,
And briefly to all business whatsoever
That may concern a Gentleman.

Nea. Good Sir, lets hear him.

Tut. Come on, Sir.

Nea. They have taught him like an Ape,
To do his tricks by signs: now he begins.

Onos. When shall we be drunk together?

Tut. Thats the first.

Onos. Where shall we whore to night?

Unc. That ever follows.

Era. Odds me, he now looks angry.

Onos. Shall we quarrel?

Nea. With me at no hand, Sir.

Onos. Then lets protest.

Era. Is this all?

Tut. These are, Sir, the four new Virtues
That are in fashion: many a mile we measurd
Before we could arrive to this knowledge.

Nea. You might [h]ave spard that labour, for at home here
Theres little else in practice: Ha? the Queen?
Good friends, for half an hour remove your motion,
To morrow willingly when we have more leasure
Well look on him again.

Onos. Did I not rarely?

Unc. Excellent well.

Tut. He shall have six Plumbs for it. [Exeunt.

Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Theanor, Queen, Merione, Beliza,
Euphanes, Crates, Ladies, Attendants with Lights.

Qu. How much my Court is honourd Princely Brother
In your vouchsafing it your longd-for presence
Were tedious to repeat, since tis already
(And heartily) acknowledgd; may the gods
That look into Kings actions, smile upon
The league we have concluded; and their justice
Find me out to revenge it, if I break
One Article.

Age. Great miracle of Queens,
How happy I esteem myself in being
Thought worthy to be numbred in the rank
Of your confederates, my love and best service
Shall teach the world hereafter: but this gift
With which you have confirmd it, is so far
Beyond my hopes and means er to return,
That of necessity I must dye obligd
To your unanswerd bounty.

The. The sweet Lady
In blushes gives your Highness thanks.

Qu. Believe it
On the Queens word, she is a worthy one,
And I am so acquainted with her goodness,
That but for this peace that hath changd my purpose,
And to her more advancement, I should gladly
Have calld her Daughter.

The. Though I am deprivd of
A blessing, tis not in the Fates to equal,
To shew my self a Subject as a Son,
Here I give up my claim, and willingly
With mine own hand deliver you what once
I lovd above my self; and from this hour
(For my affection yields now to my duty)
Vow never to sollicite her.

Cra. Tis well coverd;
Neanthes, and the rest. [Exeunt Cra. Nea. Sos. Era.

Qu. Nay, for this night
You must (for tis our Countrey fashion, Sir)
Leave her to her Devotions, in the morning
Well bring you to the Temple.

Leo. How in this
Your Highness honours me?

Mer. Sweet rest to all.

Age. This kiss, and I obey you.

Bel. Please it your Highness,
This is the Gentleman.

Qu. You are welcome home, Sir,
(Now as I live, one of a promising presence)
I have heard of you before, and you shall find
Ill know you better: find out something that
May do you good, and rest assurd to have it.
Were you at Sparta lately?

Euph. Three daies since
Madam, I came from thence.

Qu. Tis very late,
Good night my Lord, do you Sir follow me,
I must talk further with you.

Ag. All rest with you. [Exeunt.

Enter Crates, Neanthes, Eraton, Sosicles disguisd.

Cra. She must pass through this Cloyster, suddainly
And boldly seize upon her.

Nea. Wheres the Prince?

Cra. He does expect us at the place I shewd you.

Enter Merione and Servant.

I hear ones footing, peace, tis she;

Mer. Now leave me,
I know the way, though Vesta witness with me
I never trode it with such fear: help, help.

Cra. Stop her mouth close, out with the Light, Ill guide you.

[Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Merione (as newly ravished.)

Mer. To whom now shall I cry? What powr thus kneel to?
And beg my ravisht honor back upon me?
Deaf, deaf, you gods of goodness, deaf to me,
Deaf Heaven to all my cries; deaf hope, deaf justice,
I am abusd, and you, that see all, saw it;
Saw it, and smild upon the villain did it:
Saw it, and gave him strength: why have I prayd to ye,
When all the worlds eyes have been sunk in slumbers?
Why have I then powrd out my tears? kneeld to ye,
And from the Altar of a pure heart sent ye
Thoughts like your selves, white, innocent, vows purer
And of a sweeter flame than all the earths odours?
Why have I sung your praises, strewd your Temples,
And crownd your Holy Priests with Virgin Roses?
Is it we hold ye powerful, to destroy us?
Believe, and honor ye, to see us ruind?
These tears of anger thus I sprinkle toward ye,
You that dare sleep secure whilst Virgins suffer,
These stick like Comets, blaze eternally,
Till, with the wonder, they have wakd your justice,
And forct ye fear our curses, as we yours.

Enter Theanor, Crates, with vizards.

My shame still follows me, and still proclaims me;
He turns away in scorn, I am contemned too,
A more unmanly violence than the other;
Bitten, and flung away? What er you are
Sir, you that have abusd me, and now most basely
And sacrilegiously robbd this fair Temple,
I fling all these behind me, but look upon me,
But one kind loving look, be what ye will,
So from this hour you will be mine, my Husband;
And you his hand in mischief, I speak to you too,
Counsel him nobly now; you know the mischief,
The most unrighteous act he has done, perswade him,
Perswade him like a friend, knock at his Conscience
Till fair Repentance follow: yet be worthy of me,
And shew your self, if ever good thought guided ye;
You have had your foul will; make it yet fair with marriage;
Open your self and take me, wed me now: [Draws his Dagger.
More fruits of villany? your Dagger? come
Ye are merciful, I thank you for your medicine:
Is that too worthy too?

Enter the rest disguisd.

Devil, thou with him,
Thou penny Bawd to his Lust, will not that stir thee?
Do you work by tokens now? Be sure I live not,
For your own safeties knaves. I will sit patiently:
But as ye are true villains, the Devils own servants,
And those he loves and trusts, make it as bloody
An Act, of such true horror, Heaven would shake at,
Twill shew the braver: goodness hold my hope fast,
And in thy mercies look upon my ruines,
And then I am right: my eyes grow dead and heavy:

Enter six disguisd, singing and dancing to a
horrid Musick, and sprinkling water on her face.

Wrong me no more as ye are men.

The. She is fast.

Cra. Away with her. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Agenor, and Gentlemen.

Age. Now Gentlemen, the times come now t enjoy
That fruitful happiness my heart has longd for:
This day be happy calld, and when old Time
Brings it about each year, crownd with that sweetness
It gives me now, see every man observe it,
And laying all aside bears shew of business,
Give this to joy and triumph: How fits my cloaths?

1 Gent. Handsome, and wondrous well, Sir.

Ag. Do they shew richly?
For to those curious eyes even beauty envies,
I must not now appear poor, or low fashiond;
Methinks I am younger than I was, far younger;
And such a promise in my bloud I feel now,
That if there may be a perpetual youth
Bestowed on man, I am that soul shall win it:
Does my hair stand well, Lord how ill-favourdly
You have drest me to day! how baldly! why this Cloak?

2 Gen. Why tis the richest, Sir.

Age. And here ye have put me on
A pair of Breeches look like a pair of Bagpipes.

1 Gen. Believe Sir, they shew bravely.

Ag. Why these Stockins?

2 Gen. Your Leg appears — 

Ag. Peuh, I would have had em Peach-colour,
All young, and new about me: and this Scarf here
A goodly thing: you have trickt me like a Puppet.

1 Gen. Ill undertake to rig forth a whole Navy,
And with less labor than one man in love.
They are never pleasd.

2 Gen. Methinks he looks well.

1 Gen. Well:
As man can look, as handsome: now do I wonder
He found not fault his Nose was put on ugly,
Or his Eyes lookt too gray, and rail at us,
They are the waywards things, these Lovers.

2 Gent. All will be right.
When once it comes to th push.

1 Gent. I would they were at it
For our own quiet sake.

Ag. Come, wait upon me,
And bear your selves like mine, my friends, and nobly. [Ex.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Theanor, Crates, and Erat[on], bringing Merione.

Erat. This is her Brothers door.

Cra. There lay her down then.
Lay her along: she is fast still.

[Era]. As forgetfulness.

Cra. Be not you stirrd now, but away to your Mother,
Give all attendance, let no stain appear
Of fear, or doubt in your face: carry your self confidently.

The. But whither runs your drift now?

Cra. When she wakes,
Either whats done will shew a meer dream to her,
And carry no more credit: or say she find it,
Say she remember all the circumstances,
Twenty to one the shapes in which they were acted,
The horrors, and the still affrights we shewd her,
Rising in wilder figures to her memory
Will run her mad, and no man guess the reason:
If all these fail, and that she rise up perfect,
And so collect her self, believe this, Sir,
Not knowing who it was that did this to her,
Nor having any power to ghess; the thing done too
Being the utter undoing of her honor
If it be known, and to the worlds eye publishd,
Especially at this time when Fortune courts her,
She must and will conceal it; nay, forget it,
The woman is no Lucrece; get you gone Sir,
And as you would have more of this sport, fear not.

The. I am confirmd, farewel.

Cra. Farewel, away Sir:
Disperse your selves, and as you love his favour,
And that that crowns it, Gold, no tongues amongst ye.
You know your charge, this way goes no suspicion. [Ex.

Enter Agenor, and Leonid[a]s, with two Gent.

Ag. You are stirring early, Sir.

Leo. It was my duty
To wait upon your Grace.

Ag. How fares your Sister,
My beauteous Mistriss, what is she ready yet?

Leo. No doubt shell lose no time Sir, young Maids in her way
Tread upon thorns, and think an hour an age
Till the Priest has done his part, that theirs may follow:
I saw her not since yesterday ith evening:
But Sir, I am sure she is not slack; believe me,
Your grace will find a loving soul.

Ag. A sweet one,
And so much joy I carry in the thought of it,
So great a happiness to know she is mine;
Believe me noble Brother, that to express it
Methinks a Tongues a poor thing: can do nothing,
Imagination less: whos that that lies there?

Leo. Where Sir?

Ag. Before the door, it looks like a woman.

Leo. This way I came abroad, but then there was nothing,
One of the Maids orwatchd belike:

Ag. It may be.

Leo. But methinks this is no fit place to sleep in.

1 Gent. Tis sure a woman Sir, she has jewels on too:
She fears no foul play sure.

Leo. Bring a Torch hither,
Yet [tis] not perfect day: I should know those Garments.

Ag. How sound she sleeps!

Leo. I am sorry to see this.

Ag. Do you know her?

Leo. And you now I am sure Sir.

Ag. My Mistriss, how comes this?

Enter Queen, Theanor, Beliza, Euphanes, Neanthes, Attendants.

Leo. The Queen and her train?

Qu. You know my pleasure.

Euph. And will be most careful.

Qu. Be not long absent, the suit you preferrd
Is granted.

Nea. This fellow mounts apace, and will
Towre or us like a Falcon.

Qu. Good morrow to ye all, why stand ye wondring?
Enter the house Sir, and bring out your Mistriss,
You must observe our Ceremonies: whats the matter?
Whats that ye stand at? How Merione?
Asleep ith street? belike some sudden Palsie
As she stept out last night upon devotion,
To take her farewel of her Virgin state,
The air being sharp and piercing, struck her suddenly:
See if she breath.

Leo. A little.

Qu. Wake her then,
Tis sure a fit.

Ag. She wakes her self,
Give room to her.

Qu. See how the spirits struggle to recover,
And strongly reinforce their strength; for certain
This was no natural sleep.

The. I am of your mind, Madam.

Qu. No Son, it cannot be.

The. Pray Heaven no trick int;
Good Soul she little merits such a mischief.

Qu. She is broad awake now, and her sence cleers up,
Twas sure a fit; stand off.

Mer. The Queen, my Love here,
And all my noble friends? Why where am I?
How am I trancd, and moapd? I th street? Heaven bless me,
Shame to my Sex; oth ground too? O I remember — 

Leo. How wild she looks?

Ag. Oh my cold heart, how she trembles!

Mer. Oh I remember, I remember.

Qu. Whats that?

Mer. My shame, my shame, my shame: Oh I remember
My never-dying shame.

The. Here has been villanie.

Qu. I fear so too.

Mer. You are no Furies are ye?
No horrid shapes sent to affright me?

Ag. No sweet,
We are your friends: look up, I am Agenor,
O my Merione, that loves you dearly:
And come to marry ye.

Leo. Sister, what ail ye?
Speak out your griefs, and boldly — 

Ag. Something sticks here
Will choak ye else.

Mer. I hope it will.

Qu. Be free Lady,
You have your loving friends about ye.

A[g]. Dear Merione,
By the unspotted love I ever bore ye,
By thine own goodness — 

Mer. Oh tis gone, tis gone Sir,
I am now I know not what: pray ye look not on me,
No name is left me, nothing to inherit
But that detested, base, and branded — 

Ag. Speak it,
And how; diseases of most danger
Their causes once discoverd are easily curd:
My fair Merione.

Mer. I thank your love Sir;
When I was fair Merione, unspotted,
Pure, and unblasted in the bud you honourd,
White as the heart of truth, then Prince Agenor,
Even then I was not worthy of your favour;
Wretch that I am, less worthy now of pitty:
Let no good thing come near me, virtue flie me;
You that have honest noble names despise me,
For I am nothing now but a main pestilence
Able to poison all. Send those unto me
That have forgot their names, ruind their fortunes,
Despisd their honours; those that have been Virgins
Ravishd and wrongd, and yet dare live to tell it.

The. Now it appears too plain.

Mer. Send those sad people
That hate the light, and curse society;
Whose thoughts are Graves, and from whose eyes continually
Their melting souls drop out, send those to me;
And when their sorrows are most excellent,
So full that one grief more cannot be added,
My Story like a torrent shall devour em.
Hark, it must out; but pray stand close together,
And let not all the world hear.

Leo. Speak it boldly.

Mer. And Royal Lady, think but charitably,
Your Grace has known my breeding.

Qu. Prethee speak it.

Mer. Is there no stranger here? send off your servants,
And yet it must be known: I shake.

Ag. Sweet Mistriss.

Mer. I am abusd, basely abusd; do you ghess yet?
Come close, Ill tell ye plainer; I am whord,
Ravishd, and robbd of Honour.

Leo. Oh the Devil.

Ag. What hellish Slave was this?

The. A wretch, a wretch,
A damned wretch: do you know the Villain, Lady?

Mer. No.

The. Not by ghess?

Mer. Oh no.

The. It must be known.

Qu. Where was the place?

Mer. I know not neither.

Ag. O Heaven,
Is this the happy time? my hope to this come?

Leo. Neither the man nor circumstances?

The. His tongue,
Did you not hear his tongue, no voice?

Mer. None, none Sir:
All I know of him was his violence.

Ag. How came ye hither, Sweet?

Mer. I know not neither.

The. A cunning piece of villany.

Mer. All I remember
Is only this: Going to Vestas Temple
To give the goddess my last Virgin prayers,
Near to that place I was suddainly surprizd,
By five or six disguisd, and from thence violently
To my dishonour hald: that Act performd,
Brought back, but how, or whether, till I wakd here. — 

The. This is so monstrous, the gods cannot suffer it;
I have not read in all the villanies
Committed by the most obdurate Rascals,
An act so truly impious.

Leo. Would I knew him.

The. He must be known, the Devil cannot hide him.

Qu. If all the Art I have, or power can do it,
He shall be found, and such a way of justice
Inflicted on him: A Lady wrongd in my Court,
And this way robd, and ruind?

The. Be contented Madam,
If he be above ground I will have him.

Ag. Fair virtuous Maid, take comfort yet and flourish,
In my love flourish: the stain was forcd upon ye
None of your wills, nor yours; rise, and rise mine still,
And rise the same white, sweet, fair soul, I lovd ye,
Take me the same.

Mer. I kneel and thank ye, Sir,
And I must say ye are truly honourable:
And dare confess my Will, yet still a Virgin;
But so unfit and weak a Cabinet
To keep your love and virtue in am I now,
That have been forcd and broken, lost my lustre,
I mean this body, so corrupt a Volume
For you to study goodness in, and honor,
I shall intreat your Grace, confer that happiness
Upon a beauty sorrow never saw yet:
And when this grief shall kill me, as it must do,
Only remember yet ye had such a Mistriss;
And if ye then dare shed a tear, yet honour me:
Good Gentlemen, express your pities to me,
In seeking out this villany; and my last suit
Is to your Grace, that I may have your favour
To live a poor recluse Nun with this Lady,
From Court and company, till Heaven shall hear me,
And send me comfort, or death end my misery.

Qu. Take your own Will, my very heart bleeds for thee.

Ag. Farwell Merione, since I have not thee,
Ill wed thy goodness, and thy memory.

Leo. And I her fair revenge.

The. Away: lets follow it,
For he is so rank ith wind we cannot miss him. [Exeunt.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Crates and Conon.

Cra. Conon, you are welcome home, ye are wondrous welcome,
Is this your first arrival?

Co. Sir, but now
I reacht the Town.

Cra. Yare once more welcome then.

Co. I thank ye, noble Sir.

Cra. Pray ye do me the honor
To make my poor house first — 

Con. Pray Sir excuse me,
I have not seen mine own yet; nor made happy
These longing eyes with those I love there: whats this a Tavern?

Cra. It seems so by the outside.

Co. Step in here then,
And since it offers it self so freely to us,
A place made only for liberal entertainment,
Lets seek no further, but make use of this,
And after the Greek fashion, to our friends
Crown a round cup or two.

Enter Vintner and Drawer.

Cra. Your pleasure, Sir.
Drawers, who waits within?

Draw. Anon, anon Sir.

Vint. Look into the Lilly-pot: why Mark there;
You are welcome Gentlemen; heartily welcome
My noble friend.

Cra. Lets have good Wine mine Host,
And a fine private room.

Vint. Will ye be there Sir?
What ist youll drink? Ill draw your Wine my self:
Quissions ye knaves: why when?

Enter Drawer.

Draw. Anon, anon Sir.

Vint. Chios, or Lebos, Greek?

Cra. Your best and neatest.

Vint. Ill draw ye that shall dance.

Cra. Away, be quick then. [Exit Vintner.

Con. How does your Brother, Sir, my noble friend
The good Euphanes? in all my course of travel
I met not with a Gentleman so furnishd
In gentleness and courtesie; believe Sir,
So many friendly Offices I receivd from him,
So great, and timely, and enjoyd his company
In such an open and a liberal sweetness,
That when I dare forget him — 

Cra. Hes in good health, Sir,
But you will find him a much alterd man,
Grown a great Courtier, Sir.

Co. Hes worthy of it.

Cra. A man drawn up, that leaves no print behind him
Of what he was: those goodnesses you speak of
That have been in him, those that you call freedoms,
Societies, and sweetness, look for now, Sir,
Youll find no shadows of them left, no sound,
The very Air he has livd in alterd: now behold him,
And you shall see a thing walk by, look big upon ye,
And cry for place; I am the Queens, give room there:
If you bow low, may be hell touch the Bonnet,
Or fling a forced smile at ye for a favour.

Co. He is your brother, Sir.

Cra. These forms put off,
Which travel, and Court Holy-water sprinkle on him,
I dare accept, and know him: youll think it strange, Sir,
That even to me, to me his natural Brother,
And one by birth he owes a little honor too — 

Enter Vintner with Wine.

(But thats all one) come, give me some Wine, mine Host,
Heres to your fair return.

Con. I wonder at it,
But sure he has found a nature not worth owning
In this way; else I know he is tender carried.
I thank ye, Sir: and now durst I presume
For all you tell me of these alterations,
And stops in his sweet nature, which till I find so,
I have known him now so long, and lookd so through him,
You must give me leave to be a little faithless:
I say for all these, if you please to venture
Ill lay the Wine we drink, let me send for him
(Even I that am the poorest of his fellowship)
But by a Boy oth house too, let him have business,
Let him attend the Queen, nay let his Mistriss
Hold him betwixt her arms, he shall come to me,
And shall drink with me too, love me, and heartily,
Like a true honest man bid me welcome home.
I am confident.

Cra. You will loose.

Con. Youl stand to th wager?

Cra. With all my heart.

Con. Go Boy, and tell Euphanes.

Boy. Hes now gone up the street Sir,
With a great train of Gallants.

Cra. What think you now Sir?

Con. Go, and overtake him,
Commend my love unto him: my name is Conon,
Tell him I am new arrivd, and where I am,
And would request to see him presently:
Ye see I use old dudgen phrase to draw him.

Cra. Ill hang and quarter when you draw him hither.

Con. Away Boy.

Boy. I am gone Sir. [Exit.

Con. Heres to you now,
And you shall find his travel has not stopt him
As you suppose, nor alterd any freedome,
But made him far more clear and excellent;
It draws the grossness off the understanding,
And renders active and industrious spirits:
He that knows most mens manners, must of necessity
Best know his own, and mend those by example:
Tis a dull thing to travell like a Mill-horse,
Still in the place he was born in, lamd and blinded;
Living at home is like it: pure and strong spirits
That like the fire still covet to fly upward,
And to give fire as well as take it; casd up, and mewd here
I mean at home, like lusty metled Horses,
Only tyd up in Stables, to please their Masters,
Beat out their fiery lives in their own Litters,
Why do not you travel Sir?

Cra. I have no belief int.
I see so many strange things, half unhatcht, to
Return, those that went out men, and good men,
They look like potchd Eggs with the souls suckt out
Empty and full of wind: all their affections
Are bakd in Rye crust, to hold carriage
From this good Town to th other: and when they are opend,
They are so ill cooked and mouldy — 

Con. Ye are pleasant.

Cra. Ill shew ye a pack of these: I have em for ye,
That have been long in travel too.

Con. Please you Sir.

Cra. You know the Merchants walk, Boy?

2 Boy. Very well.

Cra. And you remember those Gentlemen were here
The other day with me?

2 Boy. Yes.

Cra. Then go thither,
For there I am sure they are, pray em come hither,
(And use my name) I would be glad to see em.

Enter 1 Boy.

1 Boy. Your Brothers coming in Sir.

Vint. Odds my passion,
Out with the Plate ye knaves: bring the new Quishions,
And wash those Glasses I set by for high days,
Perfume the rooms along, why Sirrah.

1 Boy. Here Sir.

Vint. Bid my Wife make her self ready handsomly,
And put on her best Apron: it may be
The noble Gentleman will look upon her.

Enter Euphanes and two Gentlemen.

Euph. Where is he Boy?

Vint. Your worships heartily welcome,
It joyes my very heart to see ye here Sir.
The Gentleman that sent for your honor — 

Euph. O good mine Host.

Vint. To my poor homely house, andt like your honor.

Euph. I thank thine honor good mine Host, where is he?

Con. What think ye now? my best Euphanes.

Euph. Conon, welcome my friend, my noble friend how is it?
Are you in safety come, in health?

Con. All health, all safety,
Riches, and all that makes content and happiness
Now I am here I have: how have you fard Sir?

Euph. Well, I thank Heaven, and never nearer friend
To catch at great occasion.

Con. Indeed I joy int.

Euph. Nor am I for my self born in these fortunes.
In truth I love my friends.

Con. You were noble ever.

Cra. I thought you had not known me. [Euph. salutes Cra.

Euph. Yes, ye are my Brother,
My elder Brother too, would your affections
Were able but to ask that love I owe to ye,
And as I give, preserve it: here friend Conon,
To your fair welcome home.

Con. Dear Sir, I thank ye,
Fill it to th brim, Boy: Crates.

Cra. Ill pledge you,
But for that glorious Comet lately fired.

Con. Fie, fie Sir, fie.

Euph. Nay, let him take his freedomes,
He stirs not me I vow to ye; much less stains me.

Cra. Sir, I cannot talk with that neat travelling tongue.

Con. As I live, he has the worst belief in men abroad.

Enter the 2. Boy.

I am glad I am come home.

2. Boy. Here are the Gentlemen.

Cra. O let em enter: now you that trust in travel,
And make sharp Beards, and little Breeches Deities,
You that inhaunce the daily price of Tooth-picks,
And hold there is no homebred happiness,
Behold a model of your minds and actions.

Euph. Though this be envious, yet done ith way of mirth,
I am content to thank ye fort.

Con. Tis well yet.

Cra. Let the Maske enter.

Enter Onos, his Unkle and Tutor.

Onos. A pretty Taverne faith, of a fine structure.

Unc. Bear your self like a Gentleman, heres six pence,
And be sure you break no Glasses.

Tut. Hark ye Pupill,
Go as I taught you, hang more upon your hams,
And put your knees out bent: there, yet a little:
Now I beseech ye, be not so improvident
To forget your travelling pace, tis a main posture,
And to all unayrd Gentlemen will betray you:
Play with your Pisa Beard: why, wheres your brush Pupill?
He must have a Brush Sir.

Unc. More charge yet?

Tut. Here, take mine,
These elements of travel he must not want Sir.

Unc. Mafoy, he has had some nineteen pence in elements,
What would you more?

Tut. Durus mehercle pater.

Con. What Monsieur Onos, the very pump of travell?
Sir, as I live you have done me the greatest kindnes,
O my fair Sir, Lampree, the careful Unkle
To this young hopeful issue; Monsieur Tutor too,
The father to his mind; [C]ome, come, lets hug Boyes,
Why what a bunch of travel do I embrace now,
Methinks I put a Girdle about Europe;
How has the boy profited?

Unc. He has enough Sir,
If his too fiery mettle do not mar it.

Con. Is he not thrifty yet?

Tut. Thats all his fault,
Too bounteous minded being under age too,
A great consumer of his stock in Pippins,
Had ever a hot stomach.

Con. Come hither Onos,
Will you love me for this fine Apple?

Onos. We.

Con. And will ye be ruld by me sometimes?

Onos. Faith I will.

Con. Thats a good boy.

Unc. Pray give not the child so much fruit,
Hes of a raw Complexion.

Euph. You Monsieur hard eg[g]e,
Do you remember me? Do you remember
When you and your Consort travelld through Hungary?

Con. Hes in that circuit still.

Euph. Do you remember
The cantell of immortal Cheese ye carried with ye,
The half cold [C]abbedge in a leather Sachell,
And those invincible Eggs that would lye in your bowells
A fortnight together, and then turn to bedstaves;
Your sowre milk that would choak an Irish man,
And bread was bakd in Cæsars time for the Army?

Con. Providence, providence.

Tut. The soul of travel.

Euph. Can the boy speak yet?

Tut. Yes, and as fine a Gentleman,
I thank my able knowledge, he has arrivd at,
Only a little sparing of his Language,
Which every man of observation — 

Unc. And of as many tongues.

Tut. Pray be content Sir,
You know you are for the bodily part, the Purse,
I for the magazin, the mind.

Euph. Come hither springall.

On. That in the Almain Tongue signifies a Gentleman.

Euph. What think you of the forms of Italy or Spain?

Onos. I love mine own Countrey Pippin.

Tut. Nobly answerd,
Born for his Countrey first.

Euph. A great Philosopher:
What Horses do you prefer?

Onos. The white horse Sir,
There where I lye; honest and a just beast.

Tut. O caput lepidum: a Child to say this,
Are these figures for the mouths of Infants?

Con. Onos, what wenches?
Come, tell me true.

On. I cannot speak without book.

Con. When shall we have one, ha?

On. Steal me from mine Unckle,
For look you, I am broke out horribly
For want of fleshly Physick: they say I am too young,
And that twill spoyle my growth but could you help me?

Con. Meet me to morrow man, no more.

Euph. You think now
Ye have opend such a shame to me of travell,
By shewing these thin Cubs: ye have honourd us
Against your will, proclaimd us excellent:
Three Frails of Sprats carried from Mart, to Mart,
Are as much Meat as these, to more use travelld;
A bunch of bloted fools: me thinks your judgment
Should look abroad sometimes without your envy.

Cra. Such are most of you: so I take my leave,
And when you find your Womens favor fail,
Tis ten to one youl know your self, and seek me
Upon a better Muster of your manners.

Con. This is not handsome Sir.

Euph. Pray take your pleasure,
You wound the wind as much — 

Cra. Come you with me,
I have business for you presently: theres for your Wine,
I must confess I lost it.

On. Shall I steal to ye
And shall we see the Wench?

Con. A dainty one.

On. And have a dish of Pippins?

Con. What a peck man.

Tut. Will you wait Sir.

Con. Pray lets meet oftner Gentlemen,
I would not lose ye.

Tut. O sweet Sir.

Con. Do you think I would,
Such noted men as you?

Onos, Unc. Tut. We are your Servants. [Exeunt.

Euph. That thing they would keep in everlasting nonage,
My brother for his own ends has thrust on
Upon my Mistriss, tis true, he shall be rich
If ever he can get that Rogue his Unkle
To let him be of years to come to inherit it,
Now what the main drift is — 

Con. Say ye so? no more words,
Ill keep him company till he be of years,
Though it be a hundred years, but Ill discover it;
And ten to one Ill cross it too.

Euph. You are honest,
And I shall study still your love: farewell Sir,
For these few hours I must desire your pardon,
I have business of importance: once a day
At least I hope youll see me: I must see you else:
So, once more ye are welcome.

Con. All my thanks Sir,
And when I leave to love you, life go from me. [Exeu[n]t.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Theanor and Crates.

Cra. Why Sir, the Kingdomes his, and no man now
Can come to Corinth or from Corinth go
Without his Licence; he puts up the tithes
Of every office through Achaia;
From Courtier to the Carter hold of him:
Our Lands, our Liberties, nay very Lives
Are shut up in his Closet, and let loose
But at his pleasure; Books, and all discourse
Have now no Patron, nor direction,
But glorified Euphanes: our Cups are guilty
That quench our thirsts, if not unto his health;
Oh, I could eat my heart, and fling away
My very Soul for anguish: gods, nor men
Should tollerate such disproportion.

The. And yet is he belovd: whethert be virtue,
Or seeming virtue which he makes the cloak
To his ambition.

Cra. Be it which it will:
Your Highness is too tame, your eyes too filmd
To see this, and sit still: the Lion should not
Tremble to hear the bellowing of the Bull;
Nature excuse me, though he be my Brother,
You are my Countries Father, therefore mine:
One parallel line of Love I bend on him,
All lines of love and duty meet in you
As in their Center: therefore hear, and weigh
What I shall speak: You know the Queen your Mother
Did, from a private state your Father raise,
So all your Royalty you hold from her;
She is older than she was, therefore more doating,
And what know we but blindness of her love
(That hath from underneath the foot of fortune
Set even Euphanes foot, on fortunes head)
Will take him by the hand, and cry, Leap now
Into my bed; tis but a trick of age;
Nothing impossible.

The. What do you infer on this?

Cra. Your pardon Sir:
With reverence to the Queen; yet why should I
Fear to speak plain what pointeth to your good?
A good old Widow is a hungry thing,
(I speak of other Widows, not of Queens.)

The. Speak to thy purpose.

Cra. I approach it: Sir,
Should young Euphanes claspe the Kingdome thus,
And please the good old Lady some one night;
What might not she be wrought to put on you,
Quite to supplant your birth? neither is she
Past children as I take it.

The. Crates, Thou shakst me;
Thou, that dost hate thy Brother for my love,
In my love find one; henceforth be my brother:
This Gyant I will fell beneath the earth;
I will shine out, and melt his artful wings:
Euphanes, from my mothers sea of favors
Spreads like a River, and runs calmly on,
Secure yet from my stormes; like a young pine
He grows up planted under a fair Oake,
Whose strong large branches yet dos shelter him,
And every Traveller admires his beauty;
But like a wind, Il work into his crancks,
Trouble his stream, and drown all Vessels that
Ride on his Greatness: under my Mothers arms,
Like to a stealing tempest will I search,
And rend his root from her protection.

Cra. I, now Theanor speaks like Prince Theanor.

The. But how shall we provoke him to our snares?
He has a temper malice cannot move
To exceed the bounds of judgement; he is so wise,
That we can pick no cause to affront him.

Cra. No?
What better than his crossing your intent?
The suit I had to ye? Conons forfeit state
(Before he traveld) for a Riot he
Hath from your Mother got restored to him:

The. Durst he? what is this Conon?

Cra. One that hath,
As people say, in foreign Countries pleasurd him.

Enter Onos, Uncle, Tutor, Neanthes, Sosicles, Eraton.

But now no more;
They have brought the Travellors I told you of,
Thats the sweet youth, that is my Brothers Rivall,
That curles his head, for he has little hair,
And paints his vizor, for it is no face,
That so desires to follow you, my Lord:
Shew em some countenance, and it will beget
Our sport at least.

The. What villanous Crab-tree legs he makes!
His shins are full of true-love knots.

Cra. His legs were ever villanous, since I knew him.

Era. Faith his Uncles shanks are somewhat the better.

Nea. But ist possible he should believe he is not of age? why
He is 50, man, ins Jubile I warrant: slight, he
Looks older then a groat, the very stamp ons face is
Worne out with handling.

Sos. Why I tell you all men believe it when they hear him speak,
He utters such single matter in so infantly a voice.

Nea. He looks as like a fellow that I have seen accommodate
Gentlemen with Tobacco in our Theaters.

Onos. Most illustrious Prince.

Era. A pox on him, he is guelt, how he trebles!

Onos. I am a Gentleman a both sides.

Tut. He means (sot please your highness) both by Father and
Mother.

Sos. Thou a Gentleman? thou an Ass.

Nea. He is nere the farther from being a Gent. I assure you.

Tut. May it please your Grace, I am another,

Nea. He is another Ass he says, I believe him.

Uncle. We be three, Heroicall Prince.

Nea. Nay then we must have the Picture of em, and the Word
nos sumus.

Tut. That have travelld all parts of the Globe together.

Unc. For my part, I have seen the vicissitude of fortune
before.

Onos. Peace Uncle, for though you speak a little better than I

Nea. Tis a very little, in truth.

Onos. Yet we must both give place, as they say to the best Speaker,
The Tutor.

Tut. Yet since it hath pleased your radience to decline so
low, as on us,
Poor and unworthy dunghils — 

Nea. What a stinking knaves this!

Tut. Our Peregrination was nere so facilitated, as since we
enterd the line of your gracious favor, under whose beamy
aspect, and by which infallible Mathematical compass, may we
but hereafter presume to sail, our industries have reacht
their desird termination and period; and we shall voluntarily
sacrifice our lives to your resplendent eyes, both the Altars
and fires of our devoted offerings.

Onos. Oh divine Tutor!

Cra. Can you hold Sir?

Era. He has spoken this very speech to some Whore in
Corinth.

Nea. A plague on him for a fustian Dictionary; on my
conscience this is the Ulissean Traveller that sent home his
Image riding upon Elephants to the great Mogoll.

Sos. The same: his wit is so huge, nought but an Elephant
could carry him.

Era. So heavy you mean.

Nea. These three, are evn the finst one fool tripartite,
that was ere discovered.

Sos. Or a treatise of famine divided into three branches.

Era. The Prince speaks.

The. I thank ye for your loves; but as I told you,
I have so little means, to do for those
Few followers I have already, that
I would have none shiprack themselves, and fortune,
Upon my barren shelf: Sue to Euphanes.
For he is Prince, and Queen, I would have no man
Curse me in his old age.

Cra. Alass Sir, they desire to follow you
But a far off, the farther off the better.

Tut. I Sir, andt be seven mile off, so we may but follow
you, only to countenance us in the confronts and affronts,
which (according to your Highness will) we mean on all
occasions to put upon the Lord Euphanes.

Onos. He shall not want gibing nor jeering, I warrant him, if
he do, Il forswear wit.

Nea. It has forsworn thee, Il swear, it is the ancient enemy
to thy house.

The. Well, be it so; I here receive ye; for my followers a
great way off.

Nea. Seven miles, my Lord, no further.

Onos. By what time, Sir, (by this measure) may I come to
follow him in his Chamber?

Nea. Why when his Chamber, Sir, is seven miles long.

Enter Euphanes, Conon, Page, Gent. Attendants.

Gent. Make way there for my Lord Euphanes.

Cra. Look Sir, Jove appears,
The Peacock of our State, that spreads a train
Brighter than Iris blushes after rain.

Euph. You need not thank me Conon, in your love
You Antidated what I can do for you,
And I, in gratitude, was bound to this,
And am to much more: and what ere he be
Can with unthankfulness assoile me, let him
Dig out mine eyes, and sing my name in verse,
In Ballad verse, at every drinking house,
And no man be so charitable to lend me
A Dogg to guide my steps.

Nea. Haile to Euphanes.

Sos. Mighty Euphanes.

Era. The great Prince Euphanes.

Tut. Key of the Court, and Jewell of the Queen.

Unc. Sol in our Firmament.

Onos. Pearl in the States eye.

Nea. Being a black man.

Era. Mistress of the Land.

Nea. Our humble, humble poor Petitions are,
That we may hold our places.

All. May we?

Euph. Yes; be you malicious knaves still; and you fools.

Con. This is the Princes, and your brothers spight.

Euph. I knowt, but will not know it.

Con. Yonder they are.
Whos fine childs this?

Unc. Sir.

Ones. Unckle lebe,
Let him alone, he is a mighty Prince.

Euph. I ask your Highness pardon: I protest
By Jupiter I saw you not.

The. Humh, it may be so,
You have raisd such mountaines twixt your eyes and me,
That I am hidden quite: what do ye mean Sir?
You much forget your self.

Euph. I should much more,
Not to remember my due duty to your Grace;
I know not wherein I have so transgressd
My service to your Highness, to deserve
This rigour and contempt, not from you only
But from your followers, with the best of whom
I was an equal in my lowest ebbe:
Beseech you Sir, respect me as a Gentleman,
I will be never more in heart to you:
Five fair Descents I can derive my self,
From Fathers worthy both in Arts and Armes.
I know your goodness companies your greatness
But that you are perverted: Royal Sir,
I am your humblest subject, use your pleasure,
But do not give protection to the wrongs
Of these subordinate Slaves, whom I could crush
By that great destined favor, which my Mistris
And your majestick Mother deignes to me,
But in respect of you: I know lean envy
Waites ever on the steps of virtue advancd:
But why your Mothers grace gets me disgrace,
Or renders me a slave to bear these wrongs
I do not know.
Oh Mediocrity,
Thou prizeless jewel, only mean men have
But cannot value; like the precious Jem,
Found in the Mukhill by the ignorant Cock.

The. Your creamy words, but cozen: how durst you
Intercept me so lately to my Mother?
And what I meant your Brother, you obtaind
Unto the forfeitoe again.

Cra. Your answer to that my Lord, my Brother.

Euph. May I perish
If ere I heard you intended such a suit,
Though twould have stuck an ignominious brand
Upon your Highness, to have given your servant
A Gentlemans whole state of worth and quality,
Confiscate only for a youthful brawle.

The. Your rudiments are too sawcy: teach your Page.

Con. I, so are all things but your flatterers.

Onos. Hold you your prating.

Con. You know where you are, you fleeten face.

Euph. Yet Sir, to appease and satisfie your anger.
Take what you please from me, and give it him
In lieu of this: you shall not take it neither,
I freely will impart it, half my state,
Which Brother if you please — 

Cra. Ile starve in Chains first,
Eat my own armes.

Euph. Oh that you saw your self:
You ner made me such offer in my poorness,
And cause (to do you ease) I sought not to you.
You thus maligne me; yet your nature must not
Corrupt mine, nor your rude examples lead me:
If mine can mend you, I shall joy; you know
I fear you not: you have seen me proved a man
In every way of fortune, tis my comfort
I know no more such Brothers in the World
As Crates is.

Con. Nor I such as Euphanes:
The temper of an Angel reigns in thee.

Euph. Your Royal Mother Sir, (I had forgot)
Entreats your presence.

The. You have done her errand,
I may do yours. [Exit.

Euph. Let it be truth my Lord.

Con. Crates, Ile question you for this.

Cra. Pish, your worst. [Exit.

Con. Away you hounds after your scent.

Onus. Come, well scorn to walk tom: now they are gone,
Wel away too. [Exeunt.

Con. Why bear you this my Lord?

Euph. To shew the passive fortitude the best;
Vertues a solid Rock, whereat being aymd
The keenest darts of envy, yet unhurt
Her Marble Heroes stand, built of such Bases,
Whilst they recoyle, and wound the Shooters faces.

Enter Queen and Ladies.

Con. My Lord, the Queen.

Quee. Gentle Euphanes, how,
How dost thou honest Lord? oh how I joy
To see what I have made, like a choyce Workman,
That having framd a Master-piece, doth reap
An universal commendation.
Princes are Gods in this. Ill build thee yet
(The good foundation so pleases me)
A story or two higher; let dogs bark,
They are fools that hold them dignified by blood,
They should be only made great that are good.

Euph. Oraculous Madam.

Quee. Sirrah, I was thinking
If I should marry thee, what merry tales
Our neighbour Islands would make of us;
But let that pass, you have a Mistriss
That would forbid our Banes: troth I have wishd
A thousand times that I had been a man,
Than I might sit a day with thee alone,
And talk,
But as I am I must not; theres no skill
In being good, but in not being thought ill.
Sirrah, whos that?

Euph. Sot please your Majesty
Conon, the friend I sud for.

Quee. Tis dispatchd.

Con. Gracious Madam.
I owe the gods and you my life.

Quee. I thank you,
I thank you heartily; and I do think you
A very honest man, he says you are:
But now Ill chide thee; whats the cause my Son,
For my eyes every where, and I have heard,
So insolently dos thee Contumelies
Past sufferance (I am told) yet you complain not,
As if my justice were so partial
As not to right the meanest: credit me,
Ill call him to a strict account, and fright,
By his example, all that dare curb me
In any thing thats just: I sent you for him.

Euph. Humbly he did return, he would wait on you:
But let me implore your Majesty, not to give
His Highness any check, for worthless me;
They are Court canckers, and not Counsellors
That thus inform you: they do but hate the Prince,
And would subvert me: I should curse my fortune
Even at the highest, to be made the ginne
To unscrew a Mothers love unto her Son:
Better had my pale flame in humble shades
Been spent unseen, than to be raised thus high,
Now to be thought a meteor to the State,
Portending ruine and contagion:
Beseech you then rest satisfid, the Prince
Is a most noble naturd Gentleman,
And never did to me but what I took
As favors from him, my blown billowes must not
Strive gainst my shore, that should confine me, nor
Justle with Rocks to break themselves to pieces.

Quee. Well, thourt the composition of a god:
My Lion, Lamb, my Eaglet, and my Dove,
Whose soul runs clearer then Dianas Fount,
Nature pickd several flowers from her choyce banks
And bound them up in thee, sending thee forth
A Posie for the bosome of a Queen.

Lady. The Prince attends you.

Quee. Farewell my good Lord.
My honest man; stay, hast no other suit?
I prethee tell me; Sirrah, thine eye speaks
As if thou hadst: out with it modest fool.

Euph. With favor Madam, I would crave your leave
To Marry, where I am bound in gratitude,
The immediate means she was to all my Being:
Nor do I think your wisdom sacred Queen
Fetters in favors, taking from me so
The liberty that meanest men enjoy.

Quee. To marry? you are a fool: thoust angerd me:
Leave me, Ill think ont: [Exit Euph. and Conon.
Only to try thee this, for though I love thee,

Enter Theanor.

I can subdue my self: but she that can
Enjoy thee, doth enjoy more than a man.
Nay rise without a blessing, or kneel still:
Whats Sir the reason you oppose me thus,
And seek to darken what I would have shine?
Eclipse a fire much brighter than thy self,
Making your Mother not a competent Judge
Of her own actions?

The. Gracious Madam, I
I have done no more than what in royalty
(And to preserve your fame) was fit to do:
Heard you the peoples talk of you, and him
You favor so, his greatness, and your love,
The pitty given to me, you would excuse me,
They prate as if he did dishonor you:
And what know I, but his own lavish tongue
Has uttered some such speeches; he is calld
The King of Corinth.

Quee. They are traitors all:
I wear a Christal casement fore my heart,
Through which each honest eye may look in tot:
Let it be prospect unto all the world,
I care not this.

The. This must not be my way;
Your pardon gracious Madam: these incitements
Made me not shew so clear a countenance
Upon the Lord Euphanes as I would:
Which since your Majesty affects so grievously
Ill clear the black cloud of it, and henceforth
Vow on this knee all love and grace to him.

Quee. Rise with my blessing, and to prove this true,
Bear him from me this Cabinet of Jewels
In your own person, tell him, for his marrying
He may dispose him how, and when he please. [Exit Quee.

The. I shall discharge my duty and your will. Crates?

Enter Crates.

Cra. I have heard all my Lord, how luckely
Fate pops her very spindle in our hands:
This Marriage with Beliza you shall cross,
Then have I one attempt for Lamprias more
Upon this Phaeton: wheres Meriones Ring,
That in the Rape you took from her?

The. Tis here.

Cra. In and affect our purpose; you my Lord
Shall disobey your Mothers charge, and send
This Cabinet by some servant of her own,
That what succeeds may have no reference
Unto your Highness.

The. On, my engine on.

Cra. Now, if we be not struck by Heavens own hand,
Wel ruine him, and on his ruines stand. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Merione, Beliza.
A sad Song.

Weep no more, nor sigh nor groan
Sorrow calls no time thats gone
Violets pluckd, the sweetest raine
Makes not fresh nor grow again;
Trim thy locks, look cheerefully
Fates hidd ends, eyes cannot see.
Joyes as winged dreams fly fast
Why should sadness longer last.
Grief is but a wound to woe
Gentlest fair, mourne, mourne no moe.

Ag. These heavy Ayres feed sorrow in her Lady,
And nourish it too strongly; like a Mother
That spoiles her Child with giving ont the will.

A lighter Song.

Court Ladies laugh, and wonder. Here is one
That weeps because her Maiden head is gone
Whilst you do never frett, nor chafe, nor cry
But when too long it keeps you company,
Too well you know, Maids are like Towns on fire
Wasting themselves, if no man quench desire.
Weep then no more fool: a new Maidenhead
Thou sufferst loss of, in each chast tear shed.

Bel. Some lighter note.

Leo. How like a hill of Snow she sits, and melts
Before the unchast fire of others lust!
What heart can see her passion and not break?

Ag. Take comfort gentle Madam; you know well
Even actual sins committed without will,
Are neither sins nor shame, much more compelld;
Your honors no whit less, your Chastity
No whit impaird, for fair Merione
Is more a Virgin yet then all her Sex:
Alass, tis done; why burne these Tapers now?
Wicked and frantick Creatures joy in night.

Leo. Imagine faire Merione had dreamd
She had been ravishd, would she sit thus then
Excruciate?

Mer. Oh.

Bel. Fye, fye, how fond is this!
What reason for this surfeit of remorse?
How many that have done ill and proceed,
Women that take degrees in wantonness,
Commence, and rise in rudiments of Lust,
That feel no scruple of this tenderness?

Mer. Pish.

Bel. Nor are you matchless in mishap, even I
Do bear an equal part of misery;
That love, belovd, a man the Crown of men,
Whom I have friended, and how raised tis better
That all do know and speak it than my self:
When he saild low I might have made him mine,
Now at his full gale, it is questionable
If ever I ore-take him.

Ag. Wherefore sits
My Phebe shawdowed in a sable cloud?
Those pearly drops which thou lets fall like beades,
Numbring on them thy vestal Orisons
Alas are spent in vain: I love thee still,
In midst of all these showres thou sweetlier sentst,
Like a green Meadow on an April day,
In which the Sun and west-wind play together,
Striving to catch and drink the balmy drops.

Enter Euphanes and Servant.

Ser. The Lord E[u]phanes Madam. [Exit Mer.

Ag. Poor Merione,
She loathes the light, and men. [Exit.

Euph. The virtuous gods preserve my Mistriss.

Bel. O my most honord Lord, those times are changd.

Euph. Let times and men change, could Heaven change, Euphanes
Should never change, to be devoted ever
To fair Beliza, should my load of honors,
Or any Grace which you were Author of
Detract mine honor, and diminish Grace?
The gods forbid: you here behold your servant,
Your Creature, gentle Lady, whose sound sleeps
You purchasd for him: whose food you paid for,
Whose garments were your charge, whose first preferment
You founded: then, what since the gracious Queen
Hath, or can rear, is upon your free Land,
And you are Mistris of.

Bel. Mock me not gentle Lord,
You shine now in too high a sphear for me,
We are Plannets now disjoynd for ever: yet
Poor superstitious innocent that I am,
Give leave that I may lift my hands, and love
Not in Idolatry, but perfect zeal:
For credit me, I repent nothing I have done,
But were it to begin would do the same.

Euph. There are two Seas in Corinth, and two Queens,
And but there, not two such in the spacious Universe;
I came to tender you the man you have made,
And like a thankful stream to retribute
All you my Ocean have enrichd me with.
You told [me] once yould marry me.

Bel. Another mock? you were wont to play fair play,
You scorn poor helps; he that is sure to win,
May slight mean hearts, whose hand commands the Queen.

Euph. Let me be held the Knave through all the Stock
When I do slight my Mistris; you know well
The gracious inclination of the Queen,
Who sent me leave this morning to proceed
To marry as I saw convenience,
And a great gift of Jewels: Three days hence
The general sacrifice is done to Vesta,
And can you by then be accommodated
Your servant shall wait on you to the Temple.

Bel. Till now
I never felt a real joy indeed.

Euph. Here then I seal my duty, here my love,
Till which vouchsafe to wear this Ring, dear Mistris;
Twas the Queens Token, and shall celebrate
Our Nuptialls.

Bel. Honour still raise, and preserve
My honord Lord, as he preserves all honor. [Exit Euph.

Enter Agenor, Leonidas, Merione.

Ag. Why shift you places thus Merione,
And will not lend a word? Couldst thou so soon
Leave sorrow as the place, how blest were I,
But twill not be; grief is an impudent guest,
A follower every where, a hanger on,
That words nor blows can drive away.

Leo. Dear Sister.

Bel. Who can be sad? out with these Tragick Lights,
And let day repossess her natural howres:
Tear down these blacks, cast ope the Casements wide,
That we may jocondly behold the Sun.
I did partake with sad Merione
In all her mourning: let her now rejoyce
With glad Beliza, for Euphanes is
As full of love, full of humility
As when he wanted.

Mer. Oh — that.

Leo. Help, she faints:
Her grief has broke her heart.

Mer. No — that — that.

Ag. Mistris, what point you at?
Her lamps are out, yet still she extends her hand
As if she saw something antipathous
Unto her virtuous life.

Leo. Still, still she points,
And her lips move, but no articulate sound
Breathes from em: Sister, speak, what moves you thus?

Bel. Her spirits return.

Mer. Oh, hide that fatal Ring,
Where had it you Beliza?

Bel. What hid fate
Depends on it? Euphanes gave it me
As holy pledge of future Mariage.

Mer. Then is Euphanes the foul Ravisher?
Let me speak this and dye. That dismal night
Which seald my shame upon me, was that Ring,
The partner of my robd virginity.

Leo. Euphanes?

Ag. Strange.

Bel. Impossible.

Mer. Impossible to have redress on him,
Chief servant to the Queen — ha! I have read
Somewhere I am sure, of such an injury
Done to a Lady: and how she durst dye. [Exit.

Ag. Oh follow her Beliza.

Bel. To assure her,
The unlikelihood of this. [Exit.

Ag. Love hides all sins.
Whats to be done Leonidas?

Leo. Why this:
Amazement takes up all my faculties;
The plagues of gods and men will muster all
To avenge this tyranny. Oh frontless man,
To dare do ill, and hope to bear it thus:
First lets implore, then cure.

Ag. Who, who can trust
The gentle looks and words of two-facd man?
Like Corinths double torrent, you and I
Will rush upon the Land; nor shall the Queen
Defend this Villain in his villany:
Lusts violent flames can never be withstood
Nor quenchd, but with as violent streams of blood. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.

[image: img54.jpg]

Enter Crates, Uncle, Tutor, and Onos.

Ono. Thinks he to carry her and live.

Cra. It seems so,
And she will carry him the story says.

On. Well, hum — 
Have I for this thou fair but falsest fair
Stretchd this same simple leg over the Sea?
What though my bashfulness, and tender years,
Durst nere reveal my affection to thy teeth?
Deep love nere tatles, and (say they) loves bit
The deeper dipd, the sweeter still is it.

Tut. Oh, see the power of Love: he speaks in ryme.

Cra. Oh, love would make a dog howle in ryme:
Of all the Lovers yet I have heard or read
This is the strangest: but his Guardian,
And you his Tutor should inform him better,
Thinks he, that love is answerd by instinct?

Tut. He should make means,
For certain Sir, his bashfulness undos him,
For from his Cradle hhad a shameful face.
Thus walks he night and day, eats not a bit,
Nor sleeps one jot, buts grown so humerous;
Drinks Ale, and takes Tobacco as you see;
Wears a Steeletto at his Codpeece close,
Stabs on the least occasion: stroaks his beard,
Which now he puts ith posture of a T.
The Roman T. your T. beard is the fashion,
And twifold doth express the enamourd Courtier,
As full as your fork-carving Travellor.

On. Oh, black clouds of discontent invellop me,
Garters fly off: go Hatband, bind the browes
Of some dull Citizen that fears to ake:
And Leg appear now in simplicity
Without the tra[pp]ings of a Courtier:
Burst B[u]ttons, burst, your Bachelor is wormd.

Cra. A worm-eaten Batchelor thrt indeed.

On. And Devil melancholly possesses me now.

Unc. Cross him not in this fit I advise you Sir.

On. Dye crimson Rose, that didst adorn these cheeks,
For ytch of love is now broke forth on me.

Unc. Poor Boy, tis true: his wrists and hands are scabby.

On. Burn eyes out in your sockets, sink and stink:
Teeth I will pick ye to the very bones,
Hang hair like Hemp, or like the Isling Curs,
For never Powder, nor the Crisping-iron
Shall touch these dangling locks — oh — Ruby lips,
Love hath to you been like Wine-vinegar,
Now you look wan and pale, lips, ghosts ye are,
And my disgrace sharper than Mustard-seed.

Cra. How like a Chaundler he dos vent his passions,
Risum teneatis?

On. Well sung the Poet,
Love is a golden [b]ubo, full of Dreams:
That ripend breaks, and fills us with extreams.

Tut. A gold buble, pupill, Oh gross solæcisme
To chaster eares that understand the Latine.

On. I will not be corrected now:
I am in love, revenge is now the Cud
That I do chaw: Ill challenge him.

Cra. I marry Sir.

Unc. Your honor bids you Nephew, on, and prosper.

On. But none will bear it from me, times are dangerous.

Cra. Carry it your self man.

On. Tutor, your counsel: [Ill] do nothing Sir
Without him.

Unc. This may rid thee, (valiant Cuz.)
Whom I have kept this forty year my Ward:
Fain would I have his state, and now of late
He did inquire at Ephesus for his age,
But the Church Book being burnt with Dians Temple
He lost his ayme: I have tryd to famish him,
Marry hell live oth stones: and then for Poysons,
He is an Antidote gainst all of em;
He sprung from Mithridates; he is so dry and hot,
He will eat Spiders faster than a Monkey:
His Maw (unhurt) keeps Quicksilver like a bladder,
The largest dose of Camphire, Opium,
Harmes not his Brain; I think his Skuls as empty
As a suckt Egg; Vitriol and Oyle of Tartar
He will eat tosts of: Henbane I am sure
And Hemlock I have made his Pot-herbs often.

Cra. If he refuse you, yours is then the honor:
If he accept, he being so great, you may
Crave both to choose the Weapon, time, and place,
Which may be ten years hence, and Calicut,
Or underneath the line to avoid advantage.

On. I am resolved.

Tut. By your favor Pupill,
Whence shall this challenge rise? for you must ground it
On some such fundamental base, or matter
As now the Gentry set their lives upon.
Did you ere cheat him at some Ordinary,
And durst he say so, and be angry? if thus,
Then you must challenge him: hath he calld your whore,
Whore; though she be (beside yours) twenty mens?
Your honor, reputation is touched then,
And you must challenge him: Has he denyd
On thirty dammes to accommodate money,
Though he have broke threescore before to you?
Here you must challenge him: Durst he ever shun
To drink two pots of Ale wiye? or to wench
Though weighty business otherwise importund?
He is a proud Lord,
And you may challenge him: Has he familiarly
Dislikd your yellow Starch, or said your Dublet
Was not exactly frenchifid? or that, that report
In fair terms was untrue? or drawn your Sword,
Cryd twas ill mounted? Has he given the lye
In circle, or oblique, or semi-circle,
Or direct parrallel? you must challenge him.

On. He never gave my direct apparrel the lye ins life.

Tut. But for the crown of all, Has he refusd
To pledge your Mistris health though he were sick?

Enter Neanthes and Page.

And cravd your pardon? you must challenge him,
Theres no avoiding: one or both must drop.

On. Exquisite Tutor.

Nean. Crates, I have sought you long, what make you here
Fooling with these three farthings, while the Town
Is all in uproar, and the Prince our Master
(Seisd by Leonidas, and Agenor) carried
And Prisoner kept ithe Castle, flanckes
The west part of the City, where they vow
To hold him, till your Brother, Lord Euphanes
Be rendrd to em, with his life to satisfie
The Rape, by him suspected to Merione?
The Queen refuses to deliver him,
Pawning her knowledge for his innocency,
And dares em do their worst on Prince Theanor,
The whole States in combustion.

Cra. Fatall Ring.

Unc. What will become of us?

Nea. And she hath given Commission to Euphanes
And Conon (who have leavied men already)
With violence to surprize the Towre, and take em.
What will you do?

Cra. Along wiye, and prevent
A farther mischief: Gentlemen, our intents
We must defer: you are the Princes followers.

Nea. Will ye walk with us?

Unc. You shall pardon us.

Tut. We are his followers afar off you know.
And are contented to continue so.

[Exit Crates and Neant.

Onos. Sir Boy.

Page. Sir Fool? a Challenge to my Lord?
How darst thou, or thy ambs-ace here think of him,
Ye Crow-pickd heads, which your thin shoulders bear
As does the Poles on Corinth Bridge the Traitors:
Why you three Nine-pins you talk of my Lord,
And challenges? you shall not need: come draw,
His Page is able to swindge three such whelpes:
Uncle, why stand ye off: long-man advance.

Onos. Slight, what have we done Tutor?

Tut. He is a Boy,
And we may run away with honour.

Page. That ye shall not,
And being a Boy I am fitter to encounter
A Child in Law as you are, under twenty:
Thou sot, thou three-score Sot, and thats a Child
Again I grant you.

Unc. Nephew, heres an age:
Boyes are turnd men, and men are Children.

Page. Away you Pezants with your bought Gentry;
Are not you he, when your fellow Passengers,
Your last transportment being assayld by a Galley
Hid your self ithe Cabbin: and the Fight done
Peepd above Hatches, and cryd, Have we taken,
Or are we tane? Come, I do want a slipper,
But this shall serve: Swear all as I would have you,
Or I will call some dozen brother Pages,
(They are not far off I am sure) and we will blancket
You untill you piss again.

All. Nay, we will swear Sir.

Page. [Tis] your best course:
First, you shall swear never to name my Lord,
Or hear him namd hereafter, but bare-headed.
Next, to begin his health in every place,
And never to refuse to pledge it, though
You surfeit to the death. Lastly, to hold
The poorest, litlest Page in reverence;
To think him valianter, and a better Gentleman
Than you three stampd together: and to give him
Wine and Tobacco wheresoere you meet,
And the best meat if he can stay.

All. We swear it loyally.

Page. Then I dismiss you
True Leigemen to the Pantoffle:
I had more Articles, but I have business
And cannot stay now: so adieu dear Monsieur,
Tres noble & tres puissant.

Unc. Adieu Monsieur.

On. A vostre service & commandement.

Tut. I told you Pupill, yould repent this foolery.

On. Who, I repent? you are mistaken Tutor,
I nere repented any thing yet in my life,
And scorne to begin now: Come, lets be melancholly. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Queen, Euphanes, Conon, Lords.

Lord. Twere better treat with em.

Quee. I will no Treaties
With a League-breaker and a Rebell; shall I
Article with a Traitor? be compelld
To yield an innocent unto their fury
Whom I have provd so to you?

Euph. Gracious Queen,
Though your own god-like disposition
Would succor Virtue, and protect the right,
Yet for the publick good, for the dear safety
Of your most Royal only Son, consent
To give me up the sacrifice to their malice,
My life is aymd at, and twere better far
The blood of twenty thousand such as I
Purpled our Seas, [than] that your Princely Son
Should be endangerd.

Quee. Still well said honest Fool,
Were their demand but one hair from thy head,
By all the gods [Ild] scorn em: were they here,
The Majesty that dwels upon this brow
Should strike em on their knees: As for my Son,
Let em no more dare than theyl answer, I
An equal Mother to my Countrey, am,
And every virtuous Son of it is Son
Unto my bosome, tender as mine own.

Con. Oh, you are heavenly Madam, and the gods
Can suffer nothing pass to injure you:
The life that Conon promisd, he stands now
Ready to pay with joy.

Quee. Farewell both,
Success attend you: you have Souldiers been,
Tam Marti quam Mercurio: if you bring not peace
Bring me their heads.

Con. I will put fair for one. [Exeunt Quee. Lords.

Euph. Double the Guard upon her Highness Person,
Conon. You must perform a friendly part,
Which I shall counsel you.

Con. I am your servant. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Theanor, Agenor, Leonidas above.

Leo. Make good that Fortification, and the Watch
Keep still upon the Battlements; Royall Sir,
Weigh but our injuries, we have told you fully
The manner and the matter hales us thus;
Nor shall this upstart Mushrum bred ith night,
Sit brooding underneath your Mothers wings
His damnd impieties.

Ag. For your self brave Prince,
Fear nothing that this face of arms presents:
We ask the Ravisher, and have no means
To win him from your most indulgent Mother
But by this practice.

The. Stout Leonidas,
Princely Agenor, your wrongs cry so loud,
That who so would condemn you is not heard:
I blame you not, who but Euphanes durst
Make Stories like to this? My wrongs as strong
Aske my revengeful arm to strengthen yours:
As for my fear, know you, and Greece throughout.

Enter Euphanes and Conon.

Our Mother was a Spartan Princess born,
That never taught me to spell such a word.

Con. Sir, you do tempt your life.

Euph. Conon, no more.
Do thus as thou wouldst save it. [Sound Trumpet within.

Ag. What Trumpets this?

Leo. Beneath I do perceive
Two armed men, single, that [give] us summons
As they would treat.

Ag. Let us descend.

Con. My Lord,
I would you would excuse me, and proceed
According to the Queens directions.

Euph. Friend,
As thou wouldst wear that title after death.

Enter below Theanor, Agenor, Leonidas, and Soldiers.

Perform my charge: no Soldier on his life
Approach us nearer.

Con. Safety to both the Princes, Loyalty
To you Lord General, the Queen, your Mistriss
As well as ours, though not to fear, to cut
Civil dissention from her Land, and save
Much guiltless blood, that uprore ever thirsts,
And for the safeguard of her Son, by me
(As you demand) hath sent the Lord Euphanes
To plead his own cause, or to suffer death
As you shall find him worthy; so delivering
The Prince back, I shall leave him to your Guard.

Leo. The Queen is good and gracious: kiss her hand.

Ag. And seal our duties: Sir, depart in peace.

The. Oh Sir, you now perceive, when in the scales
Nature, and fond affection weigh together,
One poizes like a feather, and you know my Lords
Whats to be done.

Euph. Your Highness is unarmd,
Please you to use mine, and to lead the Army
Back to your Mother: Conon, march you with em.

Con. I will my Lord: But not so far as not
To bring you help if danger look upon you. [Exit.

Euph. Why do you look so strangely, fearfully,
Or stay your deathful hand, be not so wise
To stop your rage: look how unmovdly, here
I give my self my Countreys sacrifice,
An innocent sacrifice: Truth laughs at death,
And terrifies the killer more than killd;
Integrity thus armless seeks her foes,
And never needs the Target nor the Sword,
Bow, nor invenomd shafts.

Leo. We are amazd,
Not at your eloquence, but impudence,
That dare thus front us.

Ag. Kill him, who knows not
The iron forehead that bold mischief wears.

Leo. Forbear a while Agenor, I do tremble,
And something sits like virtue in his face,
Which the gods keep.

Euph. Agenor, strike Leonidas
You that have purchasd Fame on certain grounds,
Lose it on supposition? smear your hands
In guiltless blood, laugh at my Martyrdom:
But yet remember, when Posterity
Shall read your Volumes filld with virtuous acts,
And shall arrive at this black bloody leaf,
Noting your foolish barbarisms, and my wrong,
(As time shall make it plain) what follows this
Disciphering any noble deed of yours
Shall be quite lost, for men will read no more.

Leo. Why? dare you say you are innocent?

Euph. By all the gods, as they
Of this foul crime, why Gent. pry clean through my life,
Then weigh these circumstances: think you that he
Which made day night, and men to furies turnd,
Durst not trust silence, vizors, nor her sence
That sufferd; but with Charms and Potions
Cast her asleep, (for all this I have enquird)
Acted the Fable of Proserpines Rape,
The place (by all description) like to Hell:
And all to perpetrate unknown his Lust,
Would fondly in his person bring a Ring,
And give it a betrothed Wife, ith same house
Where the poor injurd Lady livd and groand.

Ag. Hell gives us Art to reach the depth of sin,
But leaves us wretched fools, when we are in.

Euph. Had it given me that Art, and left me so,
I would not thus into the Lions jaws
Have thrust my self (defenceless) for your good,
The Princes safety, or the Common-weals:
You know the Queen denyd me, and sent us
Commanders to surprize you, and to raze
This Tower down, we had power enough to do it,
Or starve you, as you saw, and not to tender
My Person to your wrath, which I have done,
Knowing my heart as pure as infants sleep.

Leo. What think you, Sir?

Ag. No harm I am sure: I weep.

Euph. The gods are just, and mighty: but to give you
Further assurance, and to make your selves
Judges and witnesses of my innocence
Let me demand this question, On what night
Was this foul deed committed?

Ag. On the Eave before our Marriage meant.

Euph. Leonidas,
(Your rage being off, that still drowns memory)
Where was your self and I that very night,
And what our conference?

Leo. By the gods tis true:
Both in her Highness Chamber conferring
Even of this Match until an hour of day,
And then came I to call you: we are shamd.

Ag. Utterly lost, and shamd.

Euph. Neither be cheard,
He that could find this out, can pardon it,
And know this Ring was sent me from the Queen,
How she came by it, yet is not enquird,
Deeper occurrents hang ont: and pray Heaven
That my suspitions prove as false as yours,
Which (for the World) till I have greater proof
I dare not utter what, nor whom they touch;
Only this build upon, with all my nerves
Ill labour with ye, till time waken truth.

Ag. There are our swords Sir, turn the points on us,

Leo. Punish rebellion, and revenge your wrong,

Euph. Sir, my revenge shall be to make your peace,
Neither was this rebellion, but rash love.

Enter Conon.

Co. Hows this? unarmd left, now found doubly armd?
A[n]d those that would have slain him at his feet?
Oh Truth, thou art a mighty Conqueress:
The Queen (my Lord) perplexd in care of you,
That, cross to her command, hazard your self
In person, here is come into the Field,
And like a Leader, marches in the head
Of all her Troops, vows that she will demolish
Each stone of this proud Tower be you not safe:
She chafes like storms in Groves, now sighs, now weeps,
And both sometimes, like Rain and Wind commixt,
Abjures her Son for ever, less himself
Do fetch you off in person, that did give
Your self to save him of your own free will,
And swears he must not, nor is [f]it to live.

Euph. Oh shes a Mistriss for the gods.

Ag. And thou a godlike servant fit for her.

Leo. Wide Greece
May boast, because she cannot boast thy like.

Euph. Thus Conon tell her Highness.

Co. My joy flies.

Eup. Lets toward her march: stern Drum speak gentle peace.

Leo. We are prisoners, lead us, ner was known
A president like this: one unarmd man
(Suspected) to captive with golden words
(Truth being his shield) so many armd with swords. [Ex.

Enter (at one door) Queen, Theanor, Crates, Conon,
Lords, Soldiers, (at another) Euphanes (with
two swords) Agenor, Leonidas, Soldiers: Euphanes
presents Leonidas on his knees to the Queen:
Agenor bare-headed, makes shew of sorrow to the
Queen, she stamps, and seems to be angry at the
first. Euphanes perswades her, [layes] their swords
at her feet, she [kisses him,] gives them their
swords again, they kiss her hand and embrace, the
Soldiers lift up Euphanes, and shout: Theanor and
Crates discovered, Conon whispers with Crates,
Euphanes with Agenor, and Leonidas observes it,
who seem to promise something, Euphanes directs his
Page somewhat.

[Exeunt all but Theanor and Crates.

The. We are not lucky Crates, this great torrent
Bears all before him.

Cra. Such an age as this
Shall ner be seen again: virtue grows fat,
And villany pines; the Furies are asleep,
Mischief gainst goodness aimd, is like a stone,
Unnaturally forcd up an eminent hill
Whose weight falls on our heads and buries us,
We springe our selves, we sink in our own bogs.

The. Whats to be done?

Cra. Repent and grow good.

The. Pish,
Tis not the fashion (fool) till we grow old:
The peoples love to him now scares me more
Than my fond Mothers: both which, like two floods
Bearing Euphanes up; will orflow me,
And he is worthy, would he were in Heaven,
But that hereafter: Crates help me now,
And henceforth be at ease.

Cra. Your Will my Lord?

The. Beliza is to marry him forthwith,
I long to have the first touch of her too,
That will a little quiet me.

Cra. Fie Sir,
Youll be the Tyrant to Virginity;
To fall but once is manly, to persevere
Beastly, and desperate.

The. Cross me not, but dot:
Are not the means, the place, the instruments
The very same? I must expect you suddenly. [Exit.

Cra. I must obey you.
Who is in evil once a companion
Can hardly shake him off, but must run on.
Here I appointed Conon to attend
Him, and his sword: he promisd to come single.

Enter Conon and Page.

To avoid prevention: he is a man ons word.

Co. You are well met Crates.

Cra. If we part so Conon.

Co. Come, we must do these mutual offices,
We must be our own Seconds, our own Surgeons,
And fairly fight, like men, not on advantage.

Cra. You have an honest bosom.

Co. Yours seems so.

Cra. Lets pair our swords: you are a just Gentleman.

Co. You might be so: now shake hands if you please,
Thought be the cudgel fashion, tis a friendly one.

Cra. So, stand off.

Page. Thats my cue to beckon em. [Exit.

Co. Crates, to expostulate your wrongs to me
Were to doubt of em, or wish your excuse
In words, and so return like maiden Knights:
Yet freely thus much I profess, your spleen
And rugged carriage toward your honourd Brother
Hath much more stirred me up, than min[e] own cause,
For I did ner affect these bloody men,
But hold em fitter be made publick Hangmen:
Or Butchers calld, than valiant Gentlemen:
Tis true stampd valour does upon just grounds,
Yet for whom justlier should I expose my life
Than him, unto whose virtue I owe all.

Cra. Conon, you think by this great deed of yours
To insinuate your self a lodging nearer
Unto my Brothers heart: such men as you
Live on their undertakings for their Lords,
And more disable them by answering for em
Than if they sate still, make em but their whores,
For which end Gallants now adays do fight:
But here we come not to upbraid; what men
Seem, the rash world will judge; but what they are
Heaven knows: and this — Horses, we are descryd,
One stroke for fear of laughter.

Enter Euphanes, Agenor, Leonidas, Page.

Co. Half a score.

Euph. Hold, hold: on your allegiance hold.

Ag. He that strikes next — 

Leo. Falls like a Traitor on our swords.

Euph. Oh Heaven, my Brother bleeds: Conon, thou art
A villain, an unthankful man, and shalt
Pay me thy bloud for his, for his is mine:
Thou wert my friend, but he is still my Brother;
And though a friend sometimes be nearer said
In some gradation it can never be
Where that same Brother can be made a friend,
Which dearest Crates thus low I implore;
What in my poverty I would not seek,
Because I would not burthen you, now here
In all my height of bliss I beg of you,
Your friendship; my advancement, Sir, is yours;
I never held it strange, pray use it so:
We are but two, which Number Nature framd
In the most useful faculties of man,
To strengthen mutually and relieve each other:
Two eyes, two ears, two arms, two legs and feet,
That where one faild, the other might supply;
And I, your other eye, ear, your arm and leg,
Tender my service, help and succor to ye.

Ag. Leo. A most divine example.

Euph. For dear Brother,
You have been blind, and lame, and deaf to me,
Now be no more so: in humility
I give ye the duty of a younger Brother,
Which take you as a Brother, not a Father,
And then youll pay a duty back to me.

Cra. Till now I have not wept these thirty years.

Euph. Discording Brothers, are like mutual legs
Supplanting one another: he that seeks
Aid from a stranger and forsakes his Brother,
Does but like him that madly lops his arm,
And to his body joyns a wooden one:
Cuts off his natural leg, and trusts a Crutch,
Plucks out his eye to see with Spectacles.

Cra. Most dear Euphanes, in this crimson floud
Wash my unkindness out: you have orcome me,
Taught me humanity and brotherhood;
Full well knew Nature thou wert fitter far
To be a Ruler or me than a Brother,
Which henceforth be: Jove surely did descend
When thou wert gotten in some heavenly shape
And greet my Mother, as the poets tell
Of other Women.

Ag. Be this Holy-day.

Leo. And noted ever with the whitest stone.

Co. And pardon me my Lord, look you, I bleed
Faster than Crates; what I have done I did
To reconcile your loves, to both a friend,
Which my blood ciment, never to part or end.

Ag. Most worthy Conon.

Leo. Happy rise, this day
Contracts more good than a whole age hath done.

Euph. Royal Agenor, brave Leonidas,
You are main causes, and must share the fame.

Cra. Which in some part this hour shall requite
For I have aimd my black shafts at white marks,
And now Ill put the clew into your hands
Shall guide ye most perspicuously to the depth
Of this dark Labyrinth, where so long ye were lost
Touching this old Rape, and a new intent.
Wherein your counsel, and your active wit
My dearest Brother will be necessary.

Euph. My Prophesie is come, prove my hopes true
Agenor shall have right, and you no wrong,
Time now will pluck her daughter from her Cave:
Lets hence to prevent rumour; my dear Brother,
Natures divided streams the highest shelf
Will over-run at last, and flow to it self. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.

[image: img54.jpg]

Enter Crates, Euphanes, Neanthes, Sosicles, Eraton.

Euph. I Have won the Lady to it, and that good
Which is intended to her, your faith only
And secresie must make perfect; Think not Sir,
I speak as doubting it, for I dare hazard My soul upon the tryal.

Cra. You may safely,
But are Agenor, and Leonidas ready
To rush upon him in the Act, and seize him
In the height of his security?

Euph. At all parts as you could wish them.

Cra. Wheres the Lady?

Euph. There
Where you appointed her to stay.

Cra. Tis wisely orderd.

Euph. Last, when you have him sure, compel him this way,
For as by accident here Ill bring the Queen
To meet you, twill strike greater terror to him,
To be tane unprovided of excuse,
And make more for our purposes. [Exit.

Cra. Come Neanthes, our Fames and all are at the stake.

Nea. Tis fit that since relying on your skill, we venture
So much upon one game, you play with cunning.

Enter Theanor.

Or we shall rise such losers as — 

Sos. The Prince.

Cra. The plot is laid Sir, howsoer I seemd
A little scrupulous, upon better judgement
I have effected it.

The. Tis the last service
Of this foul kind I will employ you in.

Cra. We hope so Sir.

The. And I will so reward it — 

Nea. You are bound to that; in every Family
That does write lustful, your fine Bawd gains more
(For like your Broker, he takes fees on both sides)
Than all the Officers of the house.

Sos. For us then
To be a great mans Panders, and live poor,
That were a double fault.

Cra. Come, you lose time Sir,
We will be with you instantly: the deed done,
We have a Mask that you expect not.

The. Thou art ever careful: for Joves Mercury
I would not change thee. [Exit.

Era. Theres an honour for you.

Nea. To be compard with the celestial Pimp,
Joves smock-sworn Squire, Don Hermes.

Cra. Ill deserve it,
And Gentlemen be assurd, though what we do now
Will to the Prince Theanor look like Treason
And base disloyalty, yet the end shall prove,
When hes first taught to know himself, then you,
In what he judgd us false, we were most true. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Euphanes, Agenor, Leonidas, Conon.

Euph. Only make haste (my Lords) in all things else
You are instructed: you may draw your swords
For shew if you think good, but on my life
You will find no resistance in his servants,
And hes himself unarmd.

Ag. I would he were not,
My just rage should not then be lost.

Euph. Good Sir,
Have you a care no injury be done
Unto the person of the Prince: but Conon,
Have you an eye on both, it is your trust that I relye on.

Co. Which I will discharge, assure your self most faithfully.

Euph. For the Lady,
I know your best respect will not be wanting:
Then to avoid suspition and discovery,
I hold it requisite, that as soon as ever
The Queen hath seen her, she forsake the place,
And fit her self for that which is projected
For her good, and your honour.

Leo. If this prosper, Believe it you have made a purchase of
My service and my life.

Euph. Your love I aim at.

Leo. Here I shall find you?

Euph. With the Queen.

Co. Enough Sir.

Enter Page.

Page. The Queen enquires for you my Lord, I have met
A dozen Messengers in search of you.

Enter Queen, Ladies, Attendants.

Euph. I knew I should be sought for, as I wishd
Shes come her self in person.

Qu. Are you found Sir?
I wonder where you spend your hours, methinks
Since I so love your company, and profess
Tis the best comfort this life yields me; mine
Should not be tedious to you.

Euph. Gracious Madam,
To have the happiness to see and hear you,
Which by your bounty is conferrd upon me,
I hold so great a blessing, that my honours
And wealth compard to that, are but as Cyphers
To make that number greater: yet your pardon
For borrowing from my duty so much time
As the provision for my sudden Marriage
Exacted from me.

Qu. I perceive this Marriage
Will keep you often from me: but Ill bear it.
Shes a good Lady, and a fair, Euphanes,
Yet by her leave I will share with her in you:
I am pleasd that in the night she shall enjoy you
And thats sufficient for a Wife: the day-time
I will divorce you from her.

Leo. within. We will force you if you resist.

Qu. What noise is that?

The. within. Base Traytors.

Euph. It moves this way.

Enter Agenor, Leonidas with Theanor, [M]erione
like Beliza, Conon, Crates, Neanthes, Sosicles, Eraton, Guard.

Qu. What er it be Ill meet it,
I was not born to fear: Whos that Beliza?

Euph. My worthiest, noblest Mistriss. [Exit.

Qu. Stay her, ha?
All of you look as you were rooted here,
And wanted motion: what new Gorgons head
Have you beheld, that you are all turnd Statues?
This is prodigious: has none a tongue
To speak the cause?

Leo. Could every hair, great Queen
Upon my head yield an articulate sound,
And altogether speak, they could not yet
Express the villany we have discoverd,
And yet, when with a few unwilling words
I have deliverd what must needs be known,
Youll say I am too eloquent, and wish
I had been born without a tongue.

Qu. Speak boldly,
For I, unmovd with any loss, will hear.

Leo. Then know, we have found out the Ravisher
Of my poor Sister, and the place, and means
By which th unfortunate, though fair Beliza
Hath met a second violence.

Euph. This confirms what but before I doubted to my ruine.
My Lady ravishd.

Qu. Point me out the villain;
That guilty wretched monster that hath done this,
[T]hat I may look on him, and in mine eye
He [read] his Sentence.

Leo. That I truly could
Name any other but the Prince, that heard,
You have it all.

Qu. Wonder not that I shake,
The miracle is greater that I live,
Having endurd the thunder that thy words
Have thrown upon me: darst thou kneel, with hope
Of any favor, but a speedy death,
And that too in the dreadfulst shape that can
Appear to a dispair[i]ng leprous soul,
If thou hast any? no, libidinous beast,
Thy lust hath alterd so thy former Being,
By Heaven I know thee not.

The. Although unworthy
Yet still I am your Son.

Qu. Thou lyest, lyest falsly,
My whole life never knew but one chaste bed,
Nor er desird warmth but from lawful fires,
Can I be then the Mother to a Goat,
Whose lust is more insatiate than the grave,
And like infectious air ingenders plagues,
To murder all thats chaste, or good in Woman?
The gods I from my youth have servd and feard,
Whose holy Temples thou hast made thy Brothels;
Could a Religious Mother then bring forth
So damnd an Atheist? read but or my life,
My actions, manners, and made perfect in them
But look into the story of thy self
As thou art now, not as thou wert Theanor,
And reason will compel thee to confess,
Thou art a stranger to me.

Ag. Note but how heavy
The weight of guilt is: it so low hath sunk him
That he wants power to rise up in defence
Of [his] bad cause.

Qu. Perswade me not Euphanes,
This is no Prince, nor can claim part in me:
My Son was born a Free-man, this a Slave
To beastly passions, a Fugitive,
And run away from virtue: bring bonds for him.
By all the honour that I owe to Justice
He loses me for ever that seeks to save him:
Bind him I say, and ts like a wretch that knows
He stands condemnd before he hears the Sentence,
With his base Agents, from my sight remove him,
And lodge them in the Dungeon: As a Queen
And Patroness to Justice I command it:
Thy tears are like unseasonable showrs,
And in my heart now steeld can make no entrance:
Thou art cruel to thy self (Fool) tis not want
In me of soft compassion; when thou leftst
To be a Son, I ceasd to be a Mother;
Away with them: The children I will leave
To keep my name, to all posterities,
Shall be the great examples of my Justice,
The government of my Countrey which shall witness
How well I ruld my self: bid the wrongd Ladies
Appear in Court to morrow, we will hear them;
And by one Act of our severity
For fear of punishment, or love to virtue,
Teach others to be honest: all will shun
To tempt her Laws, that would not spare her Son. [Ex.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Onos, Uncle, and Tutor.

Unc. Nay Nephew.

Tut. Pupill, hear but reason.

On. No, I have none, and will hear none; oh my honor
My honor blasted in the bud, my youth,
My hopeful youth, and all my expectation
Ever to be a man, are lost for ever.

Unc. Why Nephew, we as well as you are dubd
Knights of the Pantofle.

Tut. And are shouted at,
Kickd, scornd, and laughd at by each Page and Groom,
Yet with erected heads we bear it.

Onos. Alas,
You have years, and strength to do it; but were you
(As I) a tender gristle, apt to bow,
You would like me, with Cloaks envelloped,
Walk thus, then stamp, then stare.

Unc. He will run mad
I hope, and then alls mine.

Tut. Why look you Pupil,
There are for the recovery of your honor
Degrees of Medicines; for a tweak by the Nose
A mans to travel but six months, then blow it
And all is well again: the Bastinado
Requires a longer time, a year or two,
And then tis buried: I grant you have been baffld,
Tis but a journey of some thirty years
And it will be forgotten.

Onos. Think you so?

Tut. Assuredly.

Unc. He may make a shorter cut,
But hang or drown himself, and on my life
Twill no more trouble him.

Onos. I could ner endure
Or Hemp or Water, they are dangerous tools
For youth to deal with: I will rather follow
My Tutors counsel.

Tut. Do so.

Onos. And put in
For my security, that Ill not return
In thirty years, my whole state to my Uncle.

Unc. That I like well of.

On. Still provided Uncle,
That at my coming home you will allow me
To be of age, that I may call to account
This Page that hath abusd me.

U[n]c. Tis a match.

On. Then Corinth, thus the bashful Lamprias
Takes leave of thee: and for this little time
Of thirty years, will labour all he can,
Though he goes young forth, to come home a man. [Ex.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Euphanes and Marshal.

Euph. Are your Prisoners ready?

Mar. When it shall please the Queen
To call them forth my Lord.

Euph. Pray you do me the favour
To tell me how they have born themselves this night
Of their imprisonment?

Mar. Gladly Sir; your Brother
With the other Courtiers willingly receivd
All courtesies I could offer; eat, and drank,
And were exceeding merry, so dissembling
Their guilt, or confident in their innocence,
That I much wondred at it. But the Prince,
That (as born highest) should have gracd his fall
With greatest courage, is so sunk with sorrow,
That to a common judgement he would seem
To suffer like a Woman: but to me,
That from the experience I have had of many
Look further in him, I do find the deep
Consideration of whats past, more frights him
Than any other punishment.

Euph. That is indeed
True magnanimity: the other but
A desperate bastard valour.

Mar. I pressed to him,
And notwithstanding the Queens strict command,
(Having your Lordships promise to secure me)
Offerd to free him from his bonds, which he
Refusd, with such a sorrow, mixt with scorn
That it amazd me; yet I urgd his Highness
To give one Reason fort: he briefly answerd,
That he had sate in judgement on himself,
And found that he deservd them: that he was
A Ravisher, and so to suffer like one,
Which is the reason of my tears: he addeth,
For wert not I again should break the Laws,
By scorning all their rigor can inflict,
I should dye smiling.

Euph. I forbear to wonder
That you were movd that saw this: I am struck
With the relation so. Tis very well;
See all things ready. I do wish I could
Send comfort to the Prince; be ready with him;
Tis in the Queens breast only which for us [Bar brought in.
To search into were sauciness, to determine
What she thinks fit.

Enter Leonidas with Merione (in white) Euphanes with Beliza
(in black) Queen, Agenor, Conon, Marshal, with Thea[n]or,
Crates, Sosicles, Eraton, Lords, Ladies, Guard.

Lord. Make way there for the Queen.

Quee. Read first the Law, and what our Ancestors
Have in this case provided to deter
Such like offenders: To you gentle Ladies
This only, Would I could as well give comfort,
As bid [you] be secure from fear or doubt
Of our displeasure: be as confident
As if your plea were gainst a common man,
To have all right from us; I will not grieve
For whats not worth my pitty: Read the Law.

Clerk reads.

Lycurgus the nineteenth against Rapes: It is provided: and
pu[b]lickly enacted and confirmed, That any man of what
degree soever, offering violence to the chastity of a Virgin,
shall (Ipso facto) be lyable to her accusation, and according
to the said Law be censured; Ever provided, that it shall
[b]e in the choice of the said Virgin so abused, either to
compell the Offender to marry her without a Dowry, if so she
will be satisfied, or demanding his head for the offence, to
have that accordingly performed.

Qu. You hear this: what do you demand?

Mer. The benefit
The Law allows me.

Bel. For the injury
Done to mine Honor, I require his head.

Mer. I likewise have an eye upon mine Honor,
But knowing that his death cannot restore it
I ask him for my Husband.

Bel. I was ravishd,
And will have justice.

Mer. I was ravishd too,
I kneel for mercy.

Bel. I demand but what
The Law allows me.

Mer. That which I desire
Is by the same Law warranted.

Bel. The Rape
On me hath made a forfeit of his life,
Which in revenge of my disgrace I plead for.

Mer. The Rape on me gives me the priviledge
To be his Wife, and that is all I sue for.

Age. A doubtful case.

Leo. Such pretty Lawyers, yet
I never saw nor read of.

Euph. May the Queen
Favour your sweet plea, Madam.

Bel. Is that justice?
Shall one that is to suffer for a Rape
Be by a Rape defended? Look upon
The publick enemy of chastity,
This lustful Satyr, whose enragd desires
The ruine of one wretched Virgins honor
Would not suffice; and shall the wrack of two
Be his protection? May be I was ravishd
For his lust only, thou for his defence;
O fine evasion! shall with such a slight
Your Justice be deluded? your Laws cheated?
And he that for one fact deservd to die,
For sinning often, find impunity?
But that I know thee I would swear thou wert
A false Impostor, and subornd to this;
And it may be thou art Merione:
For hadst thou sufferd truly what I have done,
Thou wouldst like me complain, and call for vengeance,
And our wrongs being equal, I alone
Should not desire revenge: But be it so,
If thou prevail, even he will punish it,
And foolish mercy shewd to him undo thee,
Consider, fool, before it be too late,
What joys thou canst expect from such a Husband,
To whom thy first, and whats more, forcd embraces,
Which men say heighten pleasure, were distastful.

Mer. Twas in respect, that then they were unlawful,
Unblessd by Hymen, and left stings behind them,
Which from the marriage-bed are ever banishd.
Let this Court be then the image of Joves throne,
Upon which grace and mercy still attend,
To intercede between him and his Justice;
And since the Law allows as much to me
As she can challenge, let the milder sentence,
Which best becomes a Mother, and a Queen
Now overcome; nor let your wisdom suffer
In doing right to her, I in my wrong
Indure a second Ravishment.

Bel. You can free him
Only from that which does concern your self,
Not from the punishment thats due to me:
Your injuries you may forgive, not mine;
I plead mine own just wreak, which will right both,
Where that which you desire robs me of justice;
Tis that which I appeal to.

Mer. Bloody Woman,
Dost thou desire his punishment? Let him live then;
For any man to marry where he likes not
Is still a lingring torment.

Bel. For one Rape
One deaths sufficient, that way cannot catch me.

Mer. To you I fly then, to your mercy Madam,
Exempting not your Justice, be but equal;
And since in no regard I come behind her,
Let me not so be undervalud in
Your Highness favor, that the world take notice
You so preferrd her, that in her behalf
You killd that Son, you would not save for me;
Mercy, O mercy Madam.

Bel. Great Queen, justice.

Age. With what a Masculine constancy the grave Lady hath
heard them both!

Leo. Yet how unmovd she sits
In that which most concerns her!

Con. Now she rises;
And having well weighd both their arguments,
Resolves to speak.

Euph. And yet again she pauses;
O Conon, such a resolution once
A Roman told me he had seen in Cato
Before he killd himself.

Qu. Tis now determind.
Merione, I could wish I were no Queen,
To give you satisfaction; no Mother
Beliza, to content you; and would part,
Even with my being, both might have their wishes;
But since that is impossible, in few words
I will deliver what I am resolved on:
The end for which all profitable Laws
Were made, looks two ways only, the reward
Of innocent good men, and the punishment
Of bad Delinquents: Ours, concerning Rapes,
Provided that same latter [clause] of Marriage
For him that had falln once, not then foreseeing
Mankind could prove so monstrous, to tread twice
A path so horrid. The great Law-giver
Draco, That for his strange severity
Was said to write his stern Decrees in blood,
Made none for Parricides, presuming that
No man could be so wicked; Such might be
Lycurgus answer (did he live) for this.
But since I find that in my [Sonne], which was not
Doubted in any else, I will add to it;
He cannot marry both, but for both dying,
Both have their full revenge: You see Beliza
You have your wish; with you Merione
Ill spend a tear or two, so Heaven forgive thee.

The. Upon my knees I do approve your judgement,
And beg that you would put it into act
With all speed possible; only that I may,
Having already made peace with my self,
Part so with all the world: Princely Agenor
I ask your pardon; yours my Lord Euphanes;
And Crates with the rest too, I forgive you;
Do you the like for me: Yours, gracio[u]s Mother,
I dare not ask, and yet if that my death
Be like a Son of yours, though my life was not,
Perhaps you may vouchsafe it: Lastly, that
Both these whom I have wrongd, may wish my ashes
No heavy burden, er I suffer death,
For the restoring of Meriones honor,
Let me be married to her, and then dye
For you Beliza.

Qu. Thou hast made in this
Part of amends to me, and to the world,
Thy suit is granted, call a Flamyn forth
To do this holy work; with him a Headsman.

Enter Flamyn and Executioner.

Raise up thy weeping eyes Merione,
With this hand I confirm thy Marriage,
Wishing that now the gods would shew some miracle,
That this might not divorce it.

Cra. To that purpose
I am their Minister, stand not amazd,
To all your comforts I will do this wonder,
Your Majesty (with your pardon I must speak it)
Allowd once heretofore of such a Contract,
Which you repenting afterwards, revokd it,
Being fully bent to match her with Agenor,
The grievd Prince knowing this, and yet not daring
To cross what you determind, by an oath
Bound me and these his followers to do something
That he might once enjoy her, we swore to it,
And easily perswaded, being assurd
She was his Wife before the face of Heaven,
Although some ceremonious forms were wanting,
Committed the first Rape, and brought her to him,
Which broke the Marriage; but when we perceivd
He purposd to abuse our ready service
In the same kind: upon the chaste Beliza,
Holding our selves less tyd to him than goodness;
I made discovery of it to my Brother,
Who can relate the rest.

Euph. It is most true.

Qu. I would it were:

Euph. In every circumstance
It is upon my soul: For this known to me,
I wan Merione in my Ladies habit,
To be again (but willingly) surprizd,
But with Agenor, and her noble Brother,
With my approvd friend Conon, with such speed
She was pursud, that the lewd act scarce ended,
The Prince (assurd he had enjoyd Beliza,
For all the time Meriones face was coverd)
Was apprehended and brought to your presence,
But not till now discoverd, in respect
I hopd the imminent danger of the Prince,
To which his loose unquenched heats had brought him,
Being pursud unto the latest tryal
Would work in him compunction, which it has done;
And these two Ladies in their feignd contentions,
To your delight I hope have servd as Maskers
To their own Nuptials.

Qu. My choice was worthy
When first I lookd on thee, as thou hast orderd
All shall be done, and not the meanest that
Plaid in this unexpected Comedy,
But shall pertake our bounty: And my Lord,
That with the rest you may seem satisfid,
If you dare venture on a Queen, not yet
So far in debt to years, but that she may
Bring you a lusty Boy, I offer up
My self and Kingdom, during my life to you.

Ag. It is a blessing which I durst not hope for,
But with all joy receive.

All. We all applaud it.

Qu. Then on unto the Temple, where the rights
Of Marriage ended, well find new delights. [Exeunt.
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Valetta, The Grand Master of Malta.
Miranda, An Italian Gentleman, the Knight of Malta.
Astorius }
Castriot } Two Knights of the Order.
Montferrat, A Knight of the Order, but a villain.
Gomera, A deserving Spanish Gentleman.
Norandine, A valiant merry Dane, Commander in chief of the
Gallies of Malta.
Collona alias Angelo, A Captive redeemed from the Gallies, and
beloved of Miranda.
Rocca, Servant and Instrument to Montferrat.
2 Bishops.
Soldiers.
Corporal.
Prisoners.
2 Marshals.
Doctor.
1 Of the Esguard.
Servants.

WOMEN.

Oriana, Sister to Valetta, and Wife of Gomera.
Velleda, Attendant on Oriana.
Zanthia alias Abdella, a Moore Servant to Oriana.
Luscinda, A beautiful Turkish Woman, contracted to Angelo,
Prisoner to Miranda.
Two Gentlewomen.

The Scene Malta.

The principal Actors were

Rich. Burbadge,
Nathan Field,
John Underwood,
Rich. Sharpe,
Henry Condel,
Robert Benfield,
John Lowin,
Thomas Holcome.


Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Mountferrat.

Mount. Dares she dispise me thus? me that with spoil
And hazardous exploits, full sixteen years
Have led (as hand-maids) Fortune, Victory
Whom the Maltezi call my servitors?
Tempests I have subdued, and fought them calm,
Out-lightend lightning in my Chivalry;
Rid (tame as patience) billows that kickd heaven,
Whistld enraged Boreas till his gusts
Were grown so gentle, that he seemd to sigh,
Because he could not show the ayr my keel,
And yet I cannot conquer her bright eyes,
Which though they blaze both comfort, and invite
Neither by force, nor fraud pass through her ear
(Whose guard is only blushing Innocence)
To take the least possession of her heart,
Did I attempt her with a thred-bare name — unapt with
meritorious actions,
She might with colour dis-allow my suit:
But by the honor of this Christian cross
(In blood of Infidels so often dyd)
Which mine own Soul and Sword hath fixed here
And neither favor, nor births priviledge
Oriana shall confess, although she be
Valettas Sister our Grand-master here,
The wages of scornd Love is baneful hate,
And if I rule not her, Ile rule her fate.
Rocca, my trusty Servant, welcome.

Enter Rocca.

Roc. Sir,
I wish my news deservd it: hapless I
That being lovd, and trusted fail to bring
The loving answer that you do expect.

Mount. Why speakst thou from me: thy pleasd eyes send forth
Beams brighter than the star that ushers day,
Thy smiles, restore sick expectation.

Roc. I bring you Sir, her smiles, not mine.

Mount. Her smiles?
Why they are presents for Kings eldest Sons,
Great Solyman that wearies his hot eyes,
But to peruse his deckd Seraglio,
When from the number of his Concubines
He chooseth one for that night in his pride
Of them, wives, wealth, is not so rich as I
In this one smile, from Oriana sent.

Roc. Sir, fare ye well.

Mount. Oh Rocca! thou art wise,
And woul[d]st not have the torrent of my joy
Ruine me headlong; aptly thou conceivst
If one reviving smile can raise me thus,
What trances will the sweet words which thou bringst
Cast me into? I felt (my dearest friend,
No more my Servant) when I imployed thee
That knewst to look, and speak as Lovers should,
And carry faithfully thy Masters sighs,
That it must work some heat in her cold heart,
And all my labors now come fraughted home
With ten fold prize.

Roc. Will you yet hear me?

Mount. Yes,
But take heed (gentle Rocca) that thou dost
Tenderly by degrees assault mine ears
With her consent, now to embrace my love,
For thou well knowst I have been so plungd, so torn
With her resolvd reject, and neglect:
That to report her soft acceptance now,
Will stupifie sense in me, if not kill:
Why shewst thou this distemper?

Roc. Draw your sword,
And when I with my breath have blasted you,
Kill me with it:
I bring you smiles of pitty, not affection:
For such she sent.

Mount. Oh! can she pitty me?
Of all the paths lead to a womans love,
Pitties the streightest.

Roc. Waken Sir, and know
That her contempt (if you can name it so)
Continues still: she bids you throw your Pearl
Into strong streams, and hope to turn them so,
Ere her too foul dishonor, writ[e] your plaints
In rocks of Coral grown above the Sea,
Them hope to soften to compassion,
Or change their modest blush to love sick pale,
Ere work her to your impious requests;
All your loose thoughts she chides you home again,
But with such calm behaviour, and mild looks,
She gentlier denies than others grant,
For just as others love so doth she hate:
She says, that by your order you are bound
From marrying ever, and much marvels then
You would thus violate her and your own faith,
That being the virgin you should now protect,
Hitherto she professes she has conceald
Your lustful Batteries, but the next she vowes,
(In open Hall, before the honord cross
And her great Brother) she will quite disclose
Calling for justice, to your utter shame.

Mount. Hence, find the Blackamore that waits upon her,
Bring her unto me, she doth love me yet,
And I must her now, at least seem to do:
Cupid, thy brands that glow thus in my veins,
I will with blood extinguish — art not gone?
Shall my desires, like beggars wait at dore
Whilst any others revel in her breast?
Sweat on my spirits: know thou trickt up toy,
My loves a violent flood, where art thou faln,
Playing with which tide thoudst been gently tossd,
But crossing it, thou art orwhelmd, and lost.

Enter Astorius and Castriot.

Cast. Monsieur, good day.

Ast. Good morrow valiant Knight,
What, are you for this great solemnity
This morn intended?

Mount. What solemnity?

Ast. The investing of the Martial Spaniard,
Peter Gomera, with our Christian Badge.

Cast. And young Miranda the Italian,
Both which with wondrous prowess, and great luck
Have dard and done for Malta, such high feats,
That not one Fort in it, but rings their names
As loud as any mans.

Mount. As any mans?
Why, we have fought for Malta.

Ast. Yes Mountferrat.
No bold Knight ever past you, but we wear
The dignity of Christians on our breasts,
And have a long time triumphd for our conquests;
These conquerd a long time, not triumphd yet.

Mount. Astori[u]s, you are a most indulgent Knight,
Detracting from your self, to add to others,
You know this title is the period
To all our labors, the extremity
Of that tall pyramid, where hon[ou]r hangs,
Which we with sweat and agony have reachd,
And should not then so easily impart
So bright a wreath to every cheap desert.

Cast. How is this French man changd Astorius!
Some sullen discontent possesses him,
That makes him envy, what he heretofore
Did most ingeniously but emulate.

Mount. Oh furious desire, how like a whirl-wind
Thou hurriest me beyond mine honors point!
Out of my heart, base lust, or heart, I vow
Those flames that heat me thus, Ill burn thee in.

Ast. Do ye observe him?

Mount. What news of the Dane,
That valiant Captain Norandine?

Cast. He fights still,
In view oth Town; he playes the devil with em,
And they the Turks with him.

Mount. Theyr well met then, twere sin to sever em
Pish — woman. — Memory — 
Would one of ye would leave me:

Ast. Six fresh Gallies
I in St. Angelo from the promontory
This morne descride, making a Girdle for him,
But our great Master doth intend relief
This present meeting: will you walk along?

Mount. Humh — I have read, Ladies enjoyd, have been
The gulphs of worthiest men, buried their names,
Their former valor, bounty, beauty, virtue,
And sent em stinking to untimely graves.
I that cannot enjoy, by her disdain,
Am like to prove as wretched; woman then
Checking or granting, is the grave of men.

Ast. Hes saying of his prayers sure.

Cast. Will you go Sir?

Mount. I cry you mercy: I am so transported
(Your pardon, noble Brothers) with a business
That doth concern all Malta, that I am
(Anon youl heart) almost blind, and deaf.
Lust neither sees nor hears ought but it self:
But I will follow instantly: your cross.

Ast. Not mine. [dropt.

Cast. Nor mine, tis yours.

Ast. Cast. Good morrow Brother. [Exeunt.

Mount. White innocent sign, thou dost abhor to dwell,
So near the dim thoughts of this troubled breast,
[And grace these graceless projects of my heart.]

Enter Zanthia, alias Abdella, with two Letters.

Yet I must wear thee to protect my crimes,
If not for conscience, for hypocrisie,
Some Churchmen so wear Cassocks: Oh my Zan.
My Pearl, that scornes a stain! I mu[ch] repent
All my neglect: let me Ixion like,
Embrace my black cloud, since my Juno is
So wrathful, and averse; thou art more soft
And full of dalliance than the fairest flesh,
And far more loving.

Zan. I, you say so now,
But like a property, when I have servd
Your turns, youll cast me off, or hang me up
For a sign, somewhere.

Mount. May my life then forsake me
Or from my expected bliss, be cast to hell.

Zan. My tongue Sir, cannot lisp to meet you so,
Nor my black cheeck put on a feigned blush,
To make me seem more modest than I am.
This ground-work, will not bear adulterate red,
Nor artificial white, to cozen love.
These dark locks, are not purchasd, nor these teeth,
For every night, they are my bed-fellows;
No bath, no blanching water; smoothing oyles,
Doth mend me up; and yet Mountferrat, know,
I am as full of pleasure in the touch
As ere a white facd puppet of em all,
Juicy, and firm, unfledge em of their tyres,
Their wires, their partlets; pins, and Periwigs,
And they appear like bald cootes, in the nest;
I can as blithly work in my loves bed,
And deck thy fair neck, with these Jetty chains,
Sing thee asleep, being wearied, and refreshd,
With the same organ, steal sleep off again.

Mount. Oh my black swan, sleeker then Cignets plush,
Sweeter than is the sweet of Pomander,
Breathd like curld Zephyrus, cooling Lymon-trees,
Straight as young pines, or Cedars in the grove,
Quickly discend lovers best Canopie
Still night, for Zanthia doth enamour me
Beyond all continence perpetrate (deer wench)
What thou hast promisd, and I vow by heaven
Malta, Ill leave [in it] my honours here,
And in some other Country (Zanthia) make
My wife, and my best fortune.

Zan. From this hope,
Here is an answer to that Letter, which
I lately shewd you sent from Tripoly,
By the great Basha, which importunes her
Love unto him, and treachery to the Island,
Which will she undertake, by Mahomet
The Turk there vowes, on his blest Alcharon,
Marriage unto her: this the Master knows,
But is resolvd of her integrity
(As well [he] may) sweet Lady yet for love,
For love of thee Mountferrat, (Oh! what Chains
Of deity, or duty can hold love?)
I have this answer framd, so like her hand
As if it had been moulded off: returning
The Bashas Letter safe into her pocket;
What will you do with it, your self best knows,
Farewel, keep my true heart, keep true your vows. [Exit Zan.

Mount. Till I be dust, my Zanthia be confirmd.
Sparrows, and Doves, sit coupling twixt thy lips,
It is not love, but strong Libidinous will
That triumphs ore me, and to satiate that,
What difference twixt this Moore, and her fair Dame?
Night makes their hews alike, their use is so,
Whose hand is so subtle, he can colours name,
If he do winck, and touch em? lust being blind,
Never in women did distinction find. [Exit.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter two Gentlewomen.

1. But yfaith dost thou think my Lady was never in love?

2. I rather think she was ever in love: in perfect charity. I
mean, with all the world.

[1]. A most Christian answer I promise you: but I mean in Love
with a man.

2. With a man? what else? wouldst have her in love with a
beast?

1. You are somewhat quick: but if she were, it were no
President: did you never read of Europa, the fair, that leapt
A bull, that leapt the Sea, that swoom to land, and then leapt
her?

2. Oh heavens, a bull?

1. Yes, a white bull.

2. Lord, how could she sit him? where did she hold?

1. Why, by the horn, since which time, no woman (almost) is
Contented, till she have a horn of her own, to hold by.

2. Thou art very knavish.

1. And thou very foolish: but sirah, why dost not thou marry?

2. Because I would be no mans looking-glase?

1. As how?

2. As thus, there is no Wife, if she be good, and true, will
honor, and obey, but must reflect the true countenance of her
husband upon him; if he look sad upon her she must not look
merrily upon him: if he look merrily, she must not sorrowfully,
else she is a false glass, and fit for nothing but breaking:
his anger [must] be her discontent; his pleasure, her delight:
if he weep, she must cry: if he laugh, she must show her teeth:
if he be sick, she must not be in health; if he eat Cawdles,
she must eat pottage, she must have no proper passion of her
own; and is not this a tyranny?

1. Yes, yfaith, Marriage may well be called a yoak; Wives then
are but like superficial lines in Geometry, that have no proper
motion of their own, but as their bodies their husbands move,
yet I know some Wives, that are never freely merry, nor truly
pleased, but when they are farthest off their husbands.

2. Thats because the Moon governs em which hath most light
and shines brightest, the more remote it is from the Sun; and
contrary is more sullen, dim, and showes least splendor, when
it is neerest.

1. But if I were to marry I would marry a fair effeminate fool.

2. Why?

1. Because I would lead the blind whither I list.

2. And I the wisest man I could get for money, because I had
rather follow the cleer-sighted: bless me from a husband That
sales by his Wives compass!

1. Why?

2. Why tis ten to one but she breaks his head in her youth,
and when she is old sheel never leave till she has broke his
back too — 

But what scurvy Knight have you here in Malta, &c.

Enter Zanthia.

Zan. Hist, wenches: my Lady calls, shes entring
The Tarrase, to see the show.

1. Oh black pudding.

2. My little labor in vain.

1. But what scurvy Knights have we here in Malta, that
when they are dubd take their oath of allegiance to live poor,
and chastly ever after!

2. Faith many Knights in other Nations (I have heard)
are as poor as ours: marry where one of em has taken the
Oath of chastity, we want a new Columbus to find out. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter (above) Oriana, Zanchia, two Gentlewomen, (beneath)
Valetta, Mountferrat, Astorius, Castriot, Gomera,
Miranda, Attendants of Knights, &c.

Mount. Are you there Lady?

Ori. Thou art a naughty Man,
Heaven mend thee.

Val. Our greet meeting princely brothers,
Ye holy Souldiers of the Christian Cross,
Is to relieve our Captain Norandine,
Now fighting for Valetta with the Turk,
A valliant Gentleman, a noble Dane
As ere the Countrey bred, endangered now
By fresh supply of head-bound Infidels.
Much means, much blood this warlike Dane hath spent
To advance our flag, above their horned moons,
And oft hath brought in profitable conquest:
We must not see him perish in our view:
How far off fight they?

Mir. Sir, within a League.

Val. Tis well: our next occasion of conventing
Are these [two] gentlemen, standing in your sight.
(Ye are noble props of Malta) royally
Descended are they both, valiant as war,
Miranda, and Gomera, full ten years
They have servd this Island, perfected exploits
Matchless, and infinite, they are honest, wise,
Not empty of one ornament of man:
Most eminent agents were they in that slaughter
That great marvelous slaughter of the Turks,
Before St. Elme, where five and twenty thousand
Fell, for five thousand of our Christians:
These ripe considerations moving us
(Having had your allowance on their worths)
Here we would call em to our Brotherhood;
If any therefore can their manners tax,
Their faith, their chastity, any part of life,
Let em speak now.

Ast. None dos.

All. None can, great Master.

Val. The dignity then dignifie, by them,
As their reward: tender Miranda first
(Because he is to succor Norandine)
Our sacred Robe of Knight-hood, our white Cross,
The holy cognizance of him we serve,
The sword, the spurs.

Mir. Grave, and most honord Master,
With humble duty, and my souls best thanks
To you, and all this famous Conventicle,
Let me, with modesty refuse acceptance
Of this high order: I (alass) am yet
Unworthy, and uncapable of such honor,
That merit, which with favor you enlarge
Is far, far short, of this proposd reward.
Who take upon him such a charge as this,
Must come with pure thoughts, and a gathered mind
That time, nor all occasions ever may
After disperse, or stain; did this title here
Of Knighthood, ask no other ornaments
Then other Countries glittring show, poor pride,
A gingling spur, a feather, a white hand,
A frizled hayr, powderd, perfumes, and lust,
Drinking sweet wines, surfeits, and ignorance,
Rashly, and easily should I venture ont,
But this requires an other kind of man.

Mount. A staid, and mature judgement; speak on sir.

Mir. May it please you then to allow me some small time
To rectifie my self, for that high seat,
Or give my reasons to the contrary.
Ith mean space, to dismiss me to the ayd
Of Norandine: my Ships ride in the bay
Ready to disembogue, tackled, and mannd
Even to my wishes.

Mount. His request
Is fair and honest.

Val. At your pleasure go.

Mir. I humbly take my leave of all: of you
My noble friend Mountferrat; gratious Mistriss,
Oh that auspitious smile doth arm your souldier,
Who fights for those eyes, and this sacred Cross,
Can neither meet sad accident, nor loss. [Exit.

Ori. The mighty master of that Livory,
Conduct thee safely to these eyes again.

Mount. Blowes the wind that way?

Val. Equally belovd,
Equally meriting, Gomera, you
Without excuse receive that dignity:
Which our provincial chapter hath decreed you.

Gom. Great Master of Jerusalems Hospital,
From whence to Rhodes this blest Fraternity
Was driven, but now among the Maltois stands,
Long may it flourish, whilst Gomera serves it,
But dares not enter farther.

All. This is strange.

Val. What do ye object?

Gom. Nothing against it, but my self (fair Knights)
I may not wear this Robe.

Val. Express your reasons;
Doth any hid sin goar your conscience?

Ast. Are you unstedfast in Religion?

Cast. Or do ye intend to forsake Malta now,
And visit your own Countrey fruitful Spaine.

Gom. Never good sir.

Val. Then explicate your thoughts.

Gom. This then: I should be perjurd to receive it,
Once in Melita, your next City here,
When I was yonger, read I the decrees
Touching this point, being ambitious then
To approach it once, none but a Gentleman
Can be admitted.

Val. Thats no obstacle
In you.

Gom. I should be sorry that were it,
No married man.

Mount. You never felt that yoak.

Gom. None, that hath been contracted.

Cast. Were you ever?

Gom. Nor married, nor contracted, none that ever
Hath vowed his love to any woman kind,
Or finds that secret fire within his thoughts:
Here I am cast, this Article my heart
Objects against the title of my fame,
I am in love; laugh not: though time hath set
Some wrinkles in this face, and these curld locks
Will shortly dye into an other hew,
Yet, yet I am in love: (yfaith [you] smile)
What age, what sex, or what profession
Divine, or humane, from the man that cries
For Almes the high way, to him that sings
At the high Altar, and doth sacrifice,
Can truly say he knows not what is Love?

Val. Tis honestly profest; with whom Gomera?
Name the Lady, that with all [advantage]
We may advance your suit.

Gom. But will you Sir?

Val. Now by our holy rock were it our Sister:
Spaniard, I hold thee worthy, freely name her.

Gom. Be master of your word: it is she Sir,
The matchless Oriana.

Val. Come down Lady,
You have made her blush, let her consent I will
Make good my oath.

Mount. Ist so? stay: I do love
So tenderly Gomera your bright flame,
As not to suffer your perdition.

Gom. What means Mountferrat?

Enter Guard.

Mount. This whole auberge hath
(A Guard upon this Lady) wonder not,
Tane publick notice of the Bassaes love
Of Tripoli unto her, and consented
She should return this answer, as he writ
For her conversion, and betraying Malta,
She should advise him betray Tripoli,
And turning Christian, he should marry her.

All. All this was so.

Mount. How weakly dos this court then
Send Vessels forth to Sea, to guard the Land
Taking such special care to save one Bark,
Or strive to add famd men unto our cloak,
When they lurk in our bosomes would subvert
This State, and us, presuming on their blood,
And partial indulgence to their sex?

Val. Who can this be?

Mount. Your Sister, great Valetta,
Which thus I prove: demand the Bassas Letter.

Ori. Tis here, nor from this pocket hath been movd
Nor answerd, nor perusd by —— 

Mount. Do not swear
Cast not away your fair soul, to your treason
Add not foul perjury: is this your hand?

Ori. Tis very like it.

Mount. May it please the Master,
Confer these Letters, and then read her answer,
Which I have intercepted; pardon me
Reverend Valetta, that am made the means
To punish this most beautious Treachery;
Even in your Sister, since in it I save
Malta from ruine: I am bolder int,
Because it is so palpable and withall
Know our great Master to this Countrey, firm.
As was the Roman Marcus, who spard not
As dear a Sister in the publique cause.

Val. I am amazd; attend me.

Reads the Letter.

Let your Forces by the next even be ready, my Brother feasts
then; put in at St. Michaels, the ascent at that Port is
easiest; the Keys of the Castle, you shall receive at my
hands: that possest, you are Lord of Malta, and may soon
destroy all by fire, then which I am hotter, till I embrace
you,

Farewell,

Your Wife
ORIANA.

From this time let me never read again.

[Gent. W.] Tis certain her hand.

Val. This Letter too
So close kept by her self, could not be answered
To every period thus, but by her self.

Ori. Sir, hear me.

Val. Peace, thou fair sweet bank of flowers,
Under whose beauty Scorpions lie, and kill;
Wert thou a kin to me, in some new name
Dearer than Sister, Mother, or all blood,
I would not hear thee speak: bear her to prison,
So gross is this, it needs no formal course,
Prepare thy self, to morrow thou shalt dye.

Ori. I dye a Martyr then, and a poor maid,
Almost yfaith as innocent as born,
Thou knowst thou art wicked, Frenchman heaven forgive thee [Ex.

All. This Scene is strangely turnd.

Val. Yet can nature be
So dead in me? I would my charge were off,
Mountferrat should perceive my Sister had
A Brother would not live to see her dye
Unfought for, since the statutes of our state
Allow (in case of accusations)
A Champion to defend a Ladies truth.
Peter Gomera, thou hast lost thy wife,
Death pleads a precontract.

Gom. I have lost my Tongue,
My sence, my heart, and every faculty:
Mountferrat go not up: with reverence
To our great Master, and this consistory
(I have considered it, it cannot be)
Thou art a villain, and a forger.
A blood-sucker of innocence, an hypocrite,
A most unworthy wearer of our Cross;
To make which good take (if thou darst) that gage
And armd at all points like a Gentleman
Meet me to morrow morning, where the Master,
And this fraternity shall design, where I
Will cram this slander back into thy throat,
And with my swords point thrust it to thy heart,
The very nest, where lust and slander breeds.
Pardon my passion; I will tear those spurs
Off from thy heels, and stik em in thy front
As a markd villain.

Mount. This I lookd not for:
Ten times more villain, I return my gage,
And crave the Law of Arms.

Gom. Tis that I crave.

All. It cannot be denide.

Gom. Do not I know
With thousand gifts, and importunacies,
Thou often hast sollicited this Lady
(Contrary to thy oath of chastity)
Who ner disclosing this thy hot reignd lust,
Yet tender to prevent a publique scandal,
That Christendom might justly have imposd,
Upon this holy institution,
Thou now hast drawn this practise gainst her life
To quit her charity.

Mount. Spaniard, thou liest.

Ast. No more Gomera, thou art granted combat,
And you Mountferrat must prepare against
To morrow morning in the valley here
Adjoyning to St. Georg[e]s Port: a Lady
In case of life gainst whom one witness comes
May have her champion.

Val. And who hath most right [Florish
With, or against our Sister, speed in fight. [Exit.

Enter Rocca.

Mount. Rocca, the first news of Mirandas service
Let me have notice of.

Roc. You shall: The Moore
Waites you without.

Mount. Admit her, ha, ha, ha.
Oh, how my fancies run at tilt! Gomera
Loves Oriana; she as I should ghess,
Affects Miranda; these are two dear friends,
As firm, and full of fire, as steel and flint.
To make em so now, one against the other: [Enter Zanthia.
Stay let me like it better, Zanthia;
First tell me this, did Don Gomera use
To give his visits to your Mistriss?

Zan. Yes, and Miranda too: but severally.

Mount. Which did she most apply to?

Zan. Faith to neither:
Yet infinitely I have heard her praise em both,
And in that manner, that were both one man
I think she was in love witht.

Mount. Zanthia,
Another Letter you must frame for me
Instantly, in your Ladies Character,
To such a purpose as Ill tell thee strait,
Go in, and stay me: Go my Tinder-box,
Cross lines Ill cross; so, so: my after-game
I must play better: woman, I will spread
My vengeance over Malta, for thy sake:
Spaniard, Italian, like my steel and stone,
Ill knock you thus together, wear ye out
To light my dark deeds, whilst I seem precise,
And wink to save the sparkles from mine eyes. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.

[image: img54.jpg]

[A Sea-fight within, alarm.

Enter Norandine, Miranda, and Soldiers, and Gentlemen.

Mir. How is it Sir?

Nor. Pray set me down; I cool,
And my wounds smart.

Mir. I hope yet
Though there be many, theres none dangerous.

Nor. I know not, nor I care not much, I got em
Like a too forward fool, but I hope the Surgeons
Will take an order I shall not leave em so,
I make the rogues more work than all the Island,
And yet they give me the hardest words for my money.

Mir. I am glad ye are so sprightly: ye fought bravely
Go call the Surgeons Soldiers: wondrous nobly
Upon my life, I have not seen such valour,
Maintained so long, and to so large a ruine,
The odds so strong against ye.

Nor. I thank ye,
And thank ye for your help, your timely succor.
By thmass, it came i th nick Sir, and well handled;
Stoutly, and strongly handled: we had duckt else,
My Turk had Turkd me else: but he has well paid fort.
Why what a Sign for an Almanack has made me!

Enter Astorius.

Ast. I am glad to find ye here Sir, of necessity,
I must have come aboard else; and brave Captain
We all joy much in your fair victory,
And all the Island speaks your valour nobly.
Have ye brought the Turk in, that ye took?

Mir. He rides there.

Nor. If he were out again, the devil should bring him.
Has truly circumcisd me.

Ast. I have a business
Which much concerns ye, presently concerns ye;
But not this place nor people: pray ye draw off, Sir,
For tis of that weight to ye.

Mir. Ill wait on ye,
I must crave leave awhile: my care dwels with ye,
And I must wait my self.

Nor. Your servant, Sir.

Mir. Believe I shall, and what my love can minister;
Keep your stout heart still.

Nor. Thats my best Physitian.

Mir. And I shall keep your fame fair. [Exit.

Nor. Ye are too Noble.
A brave young fellow of a matchless spirit;
He brought me off like thunder, chargd, and boarded,
As if he had been shot to save mine honor:
And when my fainting men, tyrd with their labour,
And lack of bloud, gave to the Turk assurance
The day was his; when I was cut in shreds thus,
And not a corn of Powder left to bless us;
Then flew his Sword in, then his Cannon roard,
And let flie bloud and death and storms amongst em.
Then might I hear their sleepy Prophet howl too,
And all their silver Crescents then I saw
Like falling Meteors spent, and set for ever
Under the Cross of Malta; death so wanton
I never lookt upon, so full of revel.

Enter Surgeon.

I will not be drest yet: Methought that fellow
Was fit for no conversation, nor no Christian
That had not halfe his brains knockt out, no Soldier.
Oh valiant young man, how I love thy virtue.

1 Sold. Pray ye Sir be drest, alas ye bleed apace yet.

Nor. Tis but the sweat of honor (alas) thou milksop,
Thou man of March-pain, canst thou fear to see
A few light hurts, that blush they are no bigger,
A few small scratches? get ye a Cawdle, Sirrah,
Your finger akes, and let the old wives watch thee:
Bring in the booty: and the prisoners;
By heaven Ill see em, and dispose em first,
Before I have a drop of blood wipd from me, goe. [Exeunt Soldiers.

Surg. Youll faint Sir.

Nor. No, ye lie, Sir, like an Ass, Sir;
I have no such pigs hurt in my belly.

Sur. By my life Captain
These hurts are not to be jested with.

Nor. If thou hadst em:
They are my companions fool, my family;
I cannot eat nor sleep without their company,
Dost take me for St. Davy, that fell dead
With seeing of his nose bleed?

Enter Soldiers with booty.

Sur. Here they come, Sir:
But would you would be drest.

Nor. Pox: dress thy self first.
Thou faintst a great deal faster: whats all this?

1 Sold. The money and the merchandize ye took Sir.

Nor. A goodly purchase; Is it for this we venture
Our liberties and lives? what can all this do?
Get me some dozen surfeits, some seven fresh whores,
And twenty pot-Allies; and then I am virtuous.
Lay the Knights part by, and that to pay the Soldier:
This is mine own, I think I have deservd it:
Come, now look to me, and grope me like a Chambermaid,
Ill neither start nor squeak; whats that i th Trusse there?

2 Sold. Tis cloth of Tissue, Sir, and this is Scarlet.

Nor. I shall look redder shortly then, I fear me,
And as a Captain ought, a great deal prouder.
Can ye cure me of that crack, Surgeon?

Sur. Yes, when your Suits at pawn, Sir.

Nor. Theres for your plaister.
A very learned Surgeon: whats in that pack there?

1 Sold. Tis English Cloth.

Nor. Thats a good wear indeed,
Both strong, and rich: but it has a virtue
A twang of the own Countrey, that spoils all:
A man shall ner be sober int: Where are the Gentlemen,
That venturd with me, both their lives and fortunes?
Come forward my fair spirits; Norandine
Forgets his worth, when he forgets your valours,
You have lost an eye, I saw ye face all hazards:
You have one left yet, to choose your Mistriss.
You have your leg broke with a shot; yet sitting,
I saw you make the place good with your Pike still.
And your hands gone; a good heart wants no instruments;
Share that amongst ye, theres an eye, an arm,
And that will bear you up, when your legs cannot.
Oh, wheres the honest Sailor? that poor fellow,
Indeed that bold brave fellow, that with his Musket
Taught them new ways how to put their caps off;
That stood the fire of all the fight, twice blown,
And twice I gave him drownd; welcome ashore knave;
Give me thy hand, if they be not both lost: faith thou art welcome,
My tough knave welcome: thou wilt not shrink i th washing.
Hold, theres a piece of Scarlet, get thee handsom.
And this to buy thee buttons.

Sail. Thank ye Captain.
Command my life at all hours.

Nor. Thou durst give it.
You have deservd too.

3 Sold. We have seen the fight Sir.

Nor. Yes: coild up in a Cable, like salt Eels,
Or buried low i th ballast, do you call that fighting?
Where be your wounds? your knocks? your want of limbs rogues?
Art not thou he that askd the Master-gunner
Where thou mightst lie safest? and he strait answered,
Put thy head in that hole, new bord with a Cannon;
For twas an hundred to one, another shot would not hit there:
Your wages you shall have, but for rewards
Take your own waies: and get ye to the Taverns;
There, when ye are hot with Wine, mongst your admirers,
Take Ships, and Towns, and Castles at your pleasures,
And make the Great Turk shake at your valors.
Bring in the prisoners now, my brave Musslemen.

Enter Prisoners, and Luscinda.

You that are Lords o th Sea, and scorn us Christians,
Which of your mangy lives is worth this hurt here?
Away to prison with em, see em safe;
You shall find we have Gallies too, and slaves too.

1 Sold. What shall be done with this woman, Sir?

Nor. Pox take her,
Twas she that set me on to fight with these rogues,
That Ring-worm, rot it: what can you do now
With all your paintings, and your pouncings, Lady,
To restore my blood again? you, and your Cupid
That have made a Carbinado of me, plague take ye,
Ye are too deep ye rogue, this is thy work woman,
Thou lousie woman; death, you goe too deep still.
The seeing of your simpring sweetness: —— ye Filly,
Ye Tit, ye Tomboy, what can one nights gingling,
Or two, or ten, sweet heart, and oh my dear chicken,
Scratching my head, or fumbling with my fore-mast,
Doe me good now? ye have powderd me for one year,
I am in souce I thank ye; thank your beauty,
Your most sweet beauty: pox upon those goggles.
We cannot fight like honest men, for honor,
And quietly kill one another as we ought,
But in steps one of you; the devils holiness
And you must have a daunce: away with her,
She stinks to me now.

1 Sold. Shall I have her Captain?

2 Sold. Or I?

3 Sold. Ill marry her.

4 Sold. Good Captain, I.

3 Sold. And make her a good Christian; lay hands off her;
I know shes mine.

2 Sold. Ill give my full share for her: have ye no manners;
To thrust the woman so?

Nor. Share her among ye;
And may she give ye as many hurts as I have,
And twice as many aches.

Lusc. Noble Captain,
Be pleasd to free me from these Soldiers wildness,
Till I but speak two words.

Nor. Now for your Maidenhead,
You have your book, proceed.

Lusc. Victorious Sir,
Tis seldom seen in men so valiant,
Minds so devoid of virtue: he that can conquer,
Should ever know how to preserve his conquest,
Tis but a base theft else. Valours a virtue,
Crown of mens actions here; yours as you make it.
And can you put so rough a foyl as violence,
As wronging of weak woman to your triumph?

Nor. Let her alone.

Lusc. I have lost my husband, Sir;
You feel not that: him that I love; you care not:
When fortune falls on you thus, you may grieve too:
My liberty, I kneel not for; mine honor,
(If ever virtuous honor toucht your heart yet)
Make dear, and precious, Sir: you had a mother.

Nor. The rougy thing speaks finely, neat, who took ye?
For he must be your guard.

Lusc. I wish no better,
A noble Gentleman, and Nobly usd me,
They calld his name Miranda.

Nor. You are his then:
Ye have light upon a young man worth your service,
I free ye from all the rest: and from all violence;
He that doth offert, by my head he hangs fort:
Goe see her safe kept, till the Noble Gentleman
Be ready to dispose her: thank your tongue,
You have a good one, and preserve it good still:
Soldiers, come wait on me, Ill see ye paid all. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Miranda and Astorius.

Ast. I knew ye lovd her, virtuously ye lovd her,
Which made me make that haste: I knew ye prizd her
As all fair minds do goodness.

Mir. Good Astorius,
I [must] confess I do much honor her,
And worthily I hope still.

Ast. Tis no doubt, Sir,
For on my life she is much wrongd.

Mir. Very likely:
And I as much tormented I was absent.

Ast. You need not fear, Peter Gomeras Noble,
Of a tryd faith and valour.

Mir. This I know too:
But whilst I was not there, and whilst she sufferd;
Whilst Virtue sufferd, friend, oh how it loads me!
Whilst innocence and sweetness sunk together,
How cold it sits here! if my arm had fought her,
My truth, though naked, stood against all treasons,
My sword here grasped, Love on the edge, and Honor,
And but a signal from her eye to seal it;
If then she had been lost; I brag too late,
And too much I decline the Noble Peter.
Yet some poor service I would do her sweetness,
Alas she needs it, my Astorius,
The gentle Lady needs it.

Ast. Noble spirit.

Mir. And what [I] can: prethee bear with this weakness.
Often I do not use these Womens weapons
But where true pity is. I am much troubld,
And something have to do, I cannot form yet.

Ast. Ill take my leave, Sir, I shall but disturb ye.

Mir. And please you for a while: and pray to fortune
to smile upon this Lady.

Ast. All my help, Sir. [Exit.

Mir. Gomeras old and stiff: and he may lose her,
The winter of his years and wounds upon him:
And yet he has done bravely hitherto;
Mountferrats fury, in his heat of Summer,
The whistling of his Sword like angry storms,
Renting up life by th roots, I have seen him scale
As if a Falcon had run up a train,
Clashing his warlike pinions, his steeld Curasse,
And at his pitch inmew the Town below him.
I must doe something.

Enter Collonna.

Col. Noble Sir, for Heaven sake
Take pity of a poor afflicted Christian
Redeemd from one affliction to another.

Mir. Boldly you ask that, we are bound to give it.
From what affliction, Sir?

Col. From cold, and hunger;
From nakedness and stripes.

Mir. A prisoner?

Col. A slave, Sir, in the Turkish prize, new taken;
That in the heat of fight, when your brave hand
Brought the Dane succor, got my irons off,
And put my self to mercy of the Ocean.

M[i]r. And swom to Land?

Col. I did Sir, Heaven was gracious;
But now a stranger, and my wants upon me,
Though willingly I would preserve this life, Sir,
With honesty and truth I am not lookd on;
The hand of pity that should give for heaven sake,
And charitable hearts are grown so cold, Sir,
Never remembring what their fortunes may be.

Mir. Thou sayst too true: of what profession art thou?

Col. I have been better traind; and can serve truly,
Where trust is laid upon me.

Mir. A handsome fellow;
Hast thou er bore Arms?

Col. I have trod full many a march, Sir,
And some hurts have to shew: before me too, Sir.

Mir. Pity this thing should starve, or, forced for want,
Come to a worse end. I know not what thou mayst be.
But if thou thinkst it fit to be a servant,
Ill be a Master, and a good one to thee,
If ye deserve, Sir.

Col. Else I ask no favour.

Mir. Then Sir, to try your trust, because I like you,
Go to the Dane, of him receive a woman,
A Turkish prisoner, for me receive her,
I hear she is my prize, look fairly to her,
For I would have her know, though now my prisoner,
The Christians need no Schoolmasters for honor.
Take this to buy thee clothes, this Ring, to help thee
Into the fellowship of my house: ye are a stranger,
And my servants will not know ye else; there keep her,
And with all modesty preserve your service.

Col. A foul example find me else: Heaven thank ye.
Of Captain Norandine?

Mir. The same.

Col. Tis done, Sir:
And may Heavens goodness ever dwell about ye.

Mir. Wait there till I come home.

Col. I shall not fail, Sir. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Mountferrat with a Letter, and Abdella.

Abd. Tis strange it should be so, that your high mettle
Should check thus poorly, dully; most unmanly.

Mount. Let me alone.

Abd. Thus leadenly?

Mount. —— [t]ake ye.

Abd. At every childish fear? at every shadow?
Are you Mountferrat that have done such deeds?
Wrought through such bloudy fields, men shake to speak of?
Can ye go back? is there a safety left yet
But fore-right? is not ruine round about ye?
Have ye not still these arms, that Sword, that heart-whole?
Ist not a man ye fight with, and an old man,
A man half killd already? Am not I here?
As lovely in my black to entertain thee,
As high and full of heat to meet thy pleasures?

Mount. I will be alone.

Abd. Ye shall: farewel, Sir;
And do it bravely, never think of conscience:
There is none to a man resolved; be happy. [Exit.

Enter Miranda.

Mount. No, most unhappy wretch as thou hast made me
More devil than thy self, I am.

Mir. Alone,
And troubled too, I take it: how he starts!
All is not handsome in thy heart Mountferrat.
God speed ye Sir, I have been seeking of ye:
They say you are to fight to day.

Mount. What then?

Mir. Nay, nothing but good fortune to your Sword, Sir.
Ye have a cause requires it, the Islands safety,
The Orders, and your Honors.

Mount. And do you make a question
I will not fight it Nobly?

Mir. Ye dare fight,
Ye have, and with as great a confidence as justice,
I have seen ye strike as home, and hit as deadly.

Mount. Why are these questions then?

Mir. Ill tell ye quickly.
Ye have a Lady in your cause, a fair one,
A gentler never trode on ground, a Nobler.

Mount. Do ye come on so fast? I have it for ye.

Mir. The Sun ner saw a sweeter.

Mount. These I grant ye:
Nor dare I against beauty heave my hand up,
It were unmanly, Sir; too much unmanly:
But when these excellencies turn to ruine,
To ruine of themselves, and those protect em;
When virtues lost, lust and dishonor enterd,
Loss of our selves and souls basely projected — 

Mir. Do you think tis so?

Mount. Too sure.

Mir. And can it be?
Can it be thought Mountferrat, so much sweetness,
So great a Magazine of all things precious,
A mind so heavenly made, prethee observe me:

Mount. I thought so too: now by my Holy Order,
He that had told me, (till experience found it
Too bold a proof) this Lady had been vitious — 
I wear no dull Sword Sir, nor hate I virtue.

Mir. Against her brother? to the man has bred her?
Her Bloud and Honor?

Mount. Where ambitious lust
Desires to be above the rule prescribd her,
Takes hold, and wins, poor chastity, cold duty,
Like fashions old forgot, she flings behind her,
And puts on bloud and mischief, death, and ruine,
To raise her new-built hopes, new faith to fasten her:
Ma foy, she is as foul, as Heaven is beauteous.

Mir. Thou liest; thou liest Mountferrat: thou liest basely.
Stare not, nor swell not with thy pride: thou liest;
And this shall make it good.

Mount. Out with your heat first,
Ye shall be fought withal.

M[i]r. By —— that Lady,
The virtue of that woman, were all the good deeds
Of all thy families, bound in one Fagot,
From Adam to this hour, but with one sparkle
Would fire that wispe, and turn it to light ashes.

Mount. Oh pitiful young man, struck blind with beauty!
Shot with a womans smile: poor, poor Miranda;
Thou hopeful young man once; but now thou lost man:
Thou naked man of all that we call Noble,
How art thou cozend! didst thou know what I do,
And how far thy dear honor (mark me fool)
Which like a father I have kept from blasting,
Thy tender honor is abusd: but fight first,
And then too late, thou shalt know all.

Mir. Thou liest, still.

Mount. Stay, now Ill shew thee all, and then Ill kill thee.
I love thee so dear, time shall not disgrace thee.
Read that.

Mir. It is her hand: it is most certain;
Good Angels keep me: that I should be her Agent
To betray Maltha, and bring her to the Basha,
That on my tender love lay all her project!
Eyes never see again, melt out for sorrow,
Did the Devil do this?

Mount. No, but his Dam did it,
The virtuous Lady that you love so dearly;
Come, will ye fight again?

Mir. No, prethee kill me:
For Heaven sake, and for goodness sake dispatch me,
For the disgrace sake that I gave thee, kill me.

Mount. Why, are ye guilty?

Mir. I have livd Mountferrat,
To see dishonor swallow up all virtue,
And now would die: by heavens eternal brightness,
I am as clear as innocence.

Mount. I knew it,
And therefore kept this Letter from all knowledge,
And this sword from anger, ye had died else.
And yet I lye, and basely lye.

Mir. O virtue!
Unspotted virtue, whither art thou vanishd?
What hast thou left to abuse our frailties
In shape of goodness?

Mount. Come, take courage, man,
I have forgiven, and forgot your rashness,
And hold you fair as light in all your actions,
And by my troth I grievd your loves; take comfort,
There be more women.

Mir. And more mischief in em.

Mount. The justice I shall do, to right these villanies
Shall make ye man again: Ill strike it sure, Sir.
Come, look up bravely: put this puling passion
Out of your mind; one knock for thee Miranda.
And for the Boy, the grave Gomera gave thee,
When she accepted thee her Champion;
And in thy absence, like a valiant Gentleman,
I yet remember it: he is too young,
Too Boyish, and too tender, to adventure:
Ill give him one sound rap for that: I love thee,
Thou art a brave young spark.

Mir. Boy, did he call me?
Gomera call me Boy?

Mount. It pleasd his gravity,
To think so of ye then: they that do service,
And honest service, such as thou, and I doe,
Are either knaves, or boys.

Mir. Boy, by Gomera?
How lookd he when he said it? for Gomera
Was ever wont to be a virtuous Gentleman,
Humane, and sweet.

Mount. Yes when he will, he can be;
But let it go, I would not breed dissention;
Tis an unfriendly office, and had it been
To any of a higher strain than you, Sir,
The well known, well approved, and lovd Miranda,
I had not thought ont: twas haply his haste too,
And zeal to her.

Mir. A Traitor and a Boy too?
Shame take me if I suffert: puff: farewel love.

Mount. Ye know my business, I must leave ye, Sir,
My hour grows on apace.

Mir. I must not leave you
I dare not, nor I will not, till your goodness
Have granted me one courtesie: ye say ye love me?

Mount. I doe, and dearly: ask, and let that courtesie
Nothing concern mine honor.

Mir. You must do it,
Or you will never see me more:

Mount. What is it?
It shall be great that puts ye off; pray speak it.

Mir. Pray let me fight to day: good, dear Mountferrat,
Let me, and bold Gomera — 

Mount. Fie Miranda,
Doe ye weigh my worth so little?

Mir. On my knees,
As ever thou hadst true touch of a sorrow
Thy friend conceivd, as ever honor lovd thee.

Mount. Shall I turn recreant now?

Mir. Tis not thy cause,
Thou hast no reputation wounded int,
Thines but a general zeal: death: I am tainted,
The dearest twyn to life, my credits murderd,
Bafld and boyd.

Mount. I am glad ye have swallowd it,
I must confess I pity ye; and tis a justice,
A great one too, you should revenge these injuries:
I know it, and I know ye fit and bold to do it,
And man, as much as man may: but Miranda,
Why do ye kneel?

Mir. By —— Ill grow to the ground here,
And with my sword dig up my grave, and fall int
Unless thou grant me: dear Mountferrat, friend,
Is any thing in my power, to my life, Sir?
The honor shall be yours.

Mount. I love ye dearly,
Yet so much I should tender.

Mir. Ill preserve all:
By —— I will: or all the sin fall with me,
Pray let me.

Mount. Ye have won: Ill once be coward
To pleasure you.

Mir. I kiss your hands, and thank ye.

Mount. Be tender of my credit, and fight bravely.

Mir. Blow not the fire that flames.

Mount. Ill send mine Armor,
My man shall presently attend ye with it,
For you must arm immediately, the hour calls,
I know twill fit ye right; be sure, and secret,
And last be fortunate; farewel: ye are fitted:
I am glad the loads off me.

Mir. My best Mountferrat. [Exeunt.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Norandine and Doctor.

Nor. Doctor, I will see the Combat, thats the truth ont
If I had never a leg, I would crawl to see it.

Doct. You are most unfit, if I might counsel ye,
Your wounds so many, and the air — 

Nor. The Halter;
The airs as good an air, as fine an air;
Wouldst thou have me live in an Oven?

Doct. Beside the noise, Sir:
Which to a tender body.

Nor. Thats it, Doctor,
My body must be curd withal: if youll heal me quickly,
Boil a Drum-head in my broth: I never prosper,
With knuckles o Veal, and birds in Sorrel sops,
Cawdles, and Cullysses; they wash me away
Like a horse had eaten grains: if thou wilt cure me,
A pickled herring, and a pottle of Sack: Doctor,
And half a dozen Trumpets.

Doct. Y are a strange Gentleman.

Nor. As er thou knewst: wilt thou give me another glister
That I may sit cleanly there like a French Lady,
When she goes to a Mask at Court? wheres thy hoboy?

Doct. I am glad ye are grown so merry.

Nor. Welcome Gent[l]emen.

Enter Astor., and Castr.

Ast. We come to see you, Sir; and glad we are
To see you thus, thus forward to your health, Sir.

Nor. I thank my Doctor here.

Doct. Nay, thank your self, Sir,
For by my troth, I know not how hes curd,
He ner observes any of our prescriptions.

Nor. Give me my Money again then, good sweet Doctor,
Wilt thou have twenty shillings a day for vexing me.

Doct. That shall not serve ye Sir; [Drums afar off. A low March.

Nor. Th[e]n forty shall Sir,
And that will make ye speak well: hark the Drums.

Cast. They begin to beat to th field: Oh noble Dane,
Never was such a stake, I hope of innocence
Plaid for in Malta, and in bloud before.

Ast. It makes us hang our heads all.

Nor. A bold villain:
If there be treason in it: accuse poor Ladies?
And yet they may do mischief too: Ill be with ye:
If she be innocent, I shall find it quickly,
And something then Ill say.

Ast. Come, lean on us, Sir.

Nor. I thank ye Gentlemen: and Domine Doctor,
Pray bring a little sneezing powder in your pocket,
For fear I sound when I see [bloud].

Doct. You are pleasant. [Exeunt.

Scæna Quinta.

Enter two Marshals.

1. Are the Combatants come in? [The Scaffold set out, and the stairs.

2. Yes.

1. Make the field clear there.

2. Thats done too.

1. Then to the prisoner: the grand Masters coming,
Lets see that all be ready there.

2. Too ready.
How ceremonious our very ends are!
Alas, sweet Lady,
If she be innocent, [Florish.
No doubt but justice will direct her Champion
Away: I hear em come:

1. Pray heaven she prosper.

Enter Valetta, Norandine, Astor., Castriot, &c.

Val. Give Captain Norandine a chair.

Nor. I thank your Lordship.

Val. Sit Sir, and take your ease: your hurts require it
You come to see a womans cause decided
Thats all the knowledge now, or name I have for her:
They say a false, a base, and treacherous woman,
And partly provd too.

Nor. Pity it should be so:
And if your Lordship durst ask my opinion,
Sure, I should answer no, so much I honor her:
And answert with my life too: But Gomera
Is a brave Gentleman; the other valiant,
And if he be not good, dogs gnaw his flesh off,
And one above em both will find the truth out.
He never fails, Sir.

Val. Thats the hope rests with me.

Nor. How nature and his honor struggle in him!
A sweet, clear, noble Gentleman. [Within, make room there.

Guard. Make room there.

Val. Go up, and what you have to say, say there.

Enter Oriana, Ladies, Executioner, Abdella, and Guard.

Ori. Thus I ascend: nearer I hope to heaven,
Nor doe I fear to tread this dark black Mansion:
The Image of my grave, each foot we move,
Goes to it still: each hour we leave behind us,
Knols sadly toward it: My noble Brother
For yet mine innocence dares call ye so,
And you the friends to virtue, that come hither,
The Chorus to this Tragick Scæne, behold me,
Behold me with your Justice, not with Pity,
(My cause was ner so poor to ask compassion,)
Behold me in this spotless White I wear,
The Emblem of my life, of all my actions,
So ye shall find my story, though I perish:
Behold me in my Sex, I am no Soldier,
Tender, and full of fears our blushing Sex is,
Unhardned with relentless thoughts; unhatcht
With bloud, and bloudy practice: alas we tremble;
But when an angry dream afflicts our fancies,
Die with a tale well told: had I been practisd,
And known the way of mischief, travelld in it
And given my bloud; and honor up to reach it,
Forgot Religion, and the line I sprung on,
Oh heaven, I had been fit then for thy justice,
And then in black, as dark as Hell, I had howld here.
Last, in your own opinions weigh mine innocence,
Amongst ye I was planted from an Infant
(Would then, if heaven had so been pleasd, I had perishd)
Grew up, and goodly, ready to bear fruit,
The honourable fruit of marriage:
And am I blasted in my bud with Treason?
Boldly, and basely of my fair name ravishd,
And hither brought to find my rest in ruine?
But he that knows all, he that rights all wrongs,
And in his time restores, knows me: I have spoken.

Val. If ye be innocent, heaven will protect ye,
And so I leave ye to his Sword strikes for ye,
Farewell.

Ori. Oh that went deep, farewel deer brother,
And howsoer my cause goes, see my body
(Upon my knees I ask it) buried chastely;
For yet, by holy truth, it never trespassd.

Ast. Justice sit on your cause; and heaven fight for ye.

Nor. Two of ye Gentlemen, do me but the honor
To lead me to her: good my Lord, your leave too:

Val. You have it Sir.

Nor. Give me your fair hands fearless,
As white as this I see your Innocence,
As spotless, and as pure: be not afraid Lady,
You are but here brought to your nobler fortune,
To add unto your life immortal story:
Vertue, through hardest things arrives at happiness,
Shame follow that blunt sword that looses you:
And he that strikes against you: I shall study
A curse or two for him: once more your fair hands,
I never brought ill luck yet; be fearless happy.

Ori. I thank ye, noble Captain.

Nor. So I leave ye.

Val. Call in the Knights severally.

Enter severally Gomera and Miranda.

Ori. But two words to my champion,
And then to heaven and him, I give my cause up:

Val. Speak quickly, and speak short.

Ori. I have not much Sir.
Noble Gomera, from your own free virtue,
You have undertaken here a poor Maids honor.
And with the hazard of your life: and happily
You may suspect the cause, though in your true worth
You will not shew it, therefore take this testimony
(And as I hope for happiness, a true one)
And may it steel your heart, and edge your good sword,
Ye fight for her, as spotless of these mischiefs,
As heaven is of our sins, or truth of errors,
And so defie that treacherous man, and prosper.

Nor. Blessing othy heart Lady.

Val. Give the signal to em. [Low Alarms.

Nor. Tis bravely fought Gomera; follow that blow,
Well struck again boy: look upon the Lady,
And gather spirit: brave again: lye close.
Lye close I say: he fights aloft, and strongly:
Close for thy life: a vengeance o that fell buffet:
Retire, and gather breath: ye have day enough Knights;
Look lovely on him Lady: tot again now
Stand, stand Gomera, stand: one blow for all now.
Gather thy strength together; God bless the woman:
Why, wheres thy noble heart? heaven bless the Lady.

All. Oh, oh!

Val. She is gone, she is gone.

Nor. Now strike it.
Hold, hold: he yields: hold thy brave sword hes conquerd:
Hes thine Gomera, now be joyful Lady:
What could this thief have done, had his cause been equal?
He made my heart-strings tremble.

Val. Off with his Caske there;
And Executioner take you his head next.

Abdel. Oh cursed fortune!

Gom. Stay, I beseech ye, Sir, and this one honor
Grant me: I have deservd it; that this villain
May live one day, to envy at my justice,
That he may pine and dye, before the sword fall.
Viewing the glory, I have won her goodness.

Val. He shall, and you the harvest of your valour
Shall reap brave Sir, abundantly.

Gom. I have savd her.
Preservd her spotless worth from black destruction,
Her white name to eternity deliverd,
Her youth, and sweetness, from a timeless ruine.
Now Lord Valetta, if this bloudy labour
May but deserve her favour.

Mir. Stay, and hear me first.

Val. Off with his Cask, this is Mirandas voice.

Nor. Tis he indeed, or else mine eies abuse me,
What makes he here thus?

Ori. The young Miranda?
Is he mine enemy too?

Mir. None has deservd her
If worth must carry it, and service seek her,
But he that saved her honor.

Gom. Thats I Miranda.

Mir. No, no, thats I Gomera, be not so forward,
In bargain for my love, ye cannot cozen me.

Gom. I fought it.

Mir. And I gave it: which is nobler?
Why every Gentleman would have done as much
As you did: fought it: thats a poor desert, Sir,
They are bound to that; but then to make that fight sure,
To doe as I did, take all danger from it
Suffer that coldness, that must call me now
Into disgrace for ever, into pity.

Gom. I undertook first, to preserve from hazard.

Mir. And I made sure no hazard should come neer her.

Gom. Twas I defid Mountferrat.

Mir. Twas I wrought him,
You had had a dark day else; Twas I defid
His conscience first, twas I that shook him there,
Which is the brave defiance.

Gom. My life and honor
At stake I laid.

Mir. My care; and truth lay by it
Least that stake might be lost: I have deservd her,
And none but I; the Lady might have perishd,
Had Fell Mountferrat struck it, from whose malice
With cunning, and bold confidence I catchd it,
And twas high time, and such a service Lady
For you, and for your innocence, for who knows not
The all-devouring sword of fierce Mountferrat?
I shewd ye what I could do, had I been spightful
Or Master but of halfe the poison he bears,
(Hell take his heart fort) and beshrew these hands Madam,
With all my heart, I wish a mischief on em,
They made ye once look sad: such another fright
I would not put ye in, to ow[n]e the Island,
Yet pardon me, twas but to shew a Soldier,
Which, when I had done, I ended your poor coward.

Val. Let some look out, for the base Knight Mountferrat.

Ab. I hope hes far enough, if his man be trusty:
This was a strange misfortune; I must not kno[w] it.

Val. That most debauchd Knight, come down sweet Sister
My spotless Sister: now, pray thank these Gentlemen,
They have deservd both truly, nobly of ye.
Both excellently, dearly, both all the honor
All the respect and favour.

Ori. Both shall have it;
And as my life, their memories Ill nourish.

Val. Ye are both true Knights, and both most worthy Lovers,
Here stands a Lady ripend with your service,
Young, fair, and (now I dare say) truly honourable:
Tis my Will she shall marry: marry now,
And one of you (she cannot take more nobly) your deserts
Begot this Will, and bred it; both her beauty
Cannot enjoy: dare ye mark me your umpier?

Gom. Mir. With all our Souls.

Val. He must not then be angry
That looses her.

Gom. Oh that were Sir, unworthy.

Mir. A little sorrow he may find.

Val. Tis manly.
Gomera, you are a brave accomplishd Gentleman
A braver no where lives than is Miranda,
In the white way of virtue, and true valour.
Ye have been a pilgrim long: yet no man farther
Has trode those thorny steps, than young Miranda,
You are gentle: he is gentleness it self: Experience
Calls you her brother; this her hopeful heir.

Nor. The young man now, and t be thy Will.

Val. Your hand, Sir;
You undertook first: nobly undertook,
This Ladies cause: you made it good, and fought it
You must be servd first, take her, and enjoy her;
I give her to you: kiss her, are you pleasd now?

Gom. My joys so much I cannot speak.

Val. Nay, fairest Sir;
You must not be displeasd: you break your promise.

Mir. I never grievd at good, nor dare I now, Sir,
Though something seem strange to me.

Val. I have provided
A better match for you: more full of Beauty,
Ill wed ye to our Order: theres a Mistriss,
Whose beauty ner decaies: time stands below her:
Whose honor, Ermin-like, can never suffer,
Spot, or black soil; whose eternal issue
Fame brings up at her breasts, and leaves em sainted,
Her you shall marry.

Mir. I must humbly thank ye.

Val. Saint Thomas Fort, a charge of no small value
I give ye too, in present, to keep waking
Your noble spirits; and to breed ye pious,
Ill send ye a probation Robe, wear that
Till ye shall please to be our brother: how now?

Enter Astorius.

Ast. Mountferrats fled, Sir.

Val. Let him go awhile
Till we have done these Rites, and seen these coupled:
His mischief now lies open: come all friends now.
And so lets march to th Temple, sound those Instruments,
That were the signal to a day of bloud;
Evil beginning hours may end in good. [Florish.

Nor. Come, well have wenches man, and all brave things.
—— Let her go: well want no Mistresses,
Good Swords, and good strong Armors.

Mir. Those are best Captain.

Nor. And fight till Queens be in love with us, and run after us.
Ill see ye at the Fort within these two days,
And lets be merry prethee.

Mir. By that time I shall.

Nor. Why thats well said: I like a good heart truly. [Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Norandine, and Servant, Corporal and Soldiers above.

Ser. The days not yet broke, Sir.

Nor. Tis the cooler riding,
I must goe see Miranda: bring my horse
Round to the South Port: Ill out here at the beach
And meet ye at the end o th Sycamores:
Tis a sweet Walk, and if the wind be stirring
Serves like a Fan to cool.

[Corporal and Watch above singing.

SONG.

1. Sit Soldiers, sit and sing, the Round is clear
And Cock-a-loodle-looe, tells us the day is near.
Each toss his Cann, until his throat be mellow,
Drink, laugh and sing, the Soldier has no fellow.

2. To thee a full pot, my little Lance-presado,
And when thou hast done, a pipe of Trinidado.
Our glass of life runs wine, the Vintner slinks it
Whilst with his Wife the frolick Soldier drinks it.

3. The Dr[u]ms beat, Ensigns wave, and Cannons thump it
Our Game is Ruffe, and the best heart doth trump it:
Each toss his Cann until his throat be mellow
Drink, Laugh, and Sing, the Soldier has no fellow.

4. Ill pledge thee my Corporal, were it a Flagon
After Watch fiercer, than George did the Dragon,
What blood we loose i th Town, we gain i th Tuns,
Furrd Gowns, and flat Caps, give the wall to Guns
Each toss his Cann, until his throat be mellow,
Drink, laugh, and sing, the Soldier has no fellow.

Ser. Which Walk?

Nor. Why that, Sir,
Where the fine City Dames meet to make matches.

Ser. I know it.

Nor. Speed ye then: what mirth is this?
The Watches are not yet dischargd, I take it:
These are brave careless Rogues; Ill hear the Song out
And then Ill fit ye fort, merry Companions:
Heres notable Order, now for a trick to tame ye — 
Owgh, owgh.

1. Wat. Hark, hark, whats that below us, who goes there?

Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh.

2. Wat. Tis a Bear broke loose: pray call the Corporal.

1. Wat. The Dutchmans huge fat Sow.

2. Wat. I see her now, and five fine pigs.

Nor. Owgh, owgh.

Corp. Now, whats the matter?

1. Wat. Heres the great fat Sow, Corporal.
The Dutchmans Sow, and all the Pigs, brave fat Pigs,
You have been wishing long she would break loose.

Nor. Owgh, owgh.

Cor. Tis she indeed, theres a white pig now sucking,
Look, look, do you see it, Sirs?

1. Wat. Yes very well, Sir.

Cor. A notable fat whorson; come two of ye.
Go down with me, well have a tickling breakfast.

2. Wat. Lets eat em at the Cross.

Cor. Theres the best liquor.

Nor. Ill liquor some of ye, ye lazie rogues,
Your minds are of nothing but eating and swilling:
What a sweet Beast they have made of me! a Sow?
Hogg upon hogg, I hear em come.

Enter Cor. below, and Watch.

Cor. Go softly, and fall upon em finely, nimb[l]y.

1. Wat. Bless me.

Cor. Why, whats the matter?

1. Wat. Oh the devil?
The devil, as high as a Steeple.

2. Wat. There he goes Corporal,
His feet are Cloven too.

Cor. Stand, stand I say: death, how I shake!
Where be your Muskets?

1 Wat. Theres no good of them:
Where be our Prayers, man?

2 Wat. Lord, how he stalks: speak to him Corporal.

Cor. Why, what a devil art thou.

Nor. Owgh, owgh.

Cor. A dumb devil.
The worst devil that could come, a dumb devil,
Give me a Musket; he gathers in to me,
I th name of —— speak what art thou? — speak devil,
Or Ill put a plumb in your belly.

Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh.

Cor. Fie, fie, in what a sweat I am! Lord bless me,
My Muskets gone too, I am not able to stir it.

Nor. Who goes there? stand, speak.

Corp. Sure I am inchanted.
Yet heres my Halbert still: nay, who goes there, Sir?
What have I lost my self? what are ye?

Nor. The Guard.

Corp. Why, what are we then: hes not half so long now.
Nor he has no tail at all, I shake still damnably.

Nor. The word.

Corp. Have mercy on me, what word does he mean?
Prethee devil, if thou best the devil,
Do not make an Ass of me; for I remember yet
As well as I am here, I am the Corporal,
Ill lay my life ont devil.

Nor. Thou art damnd:

Corp. Thats all one: but am not I the Corporal?
I would give a thousand pound to be resolvd now,
Had not I Soldiers here?

Nor. No, not a man,
Thou art debauchd, and cozend.

Corp. That may be,
It may be I am drunk; Lord, where have I been?
Is not this my Halbert in my hand?

Nor. No, tis a May-pole.

Cor. Why then I know not who I am, nor what,
Nor whence I come.

Nor. Ye are an arrand Rascal;
You Corporal of a Watch.

Cor. Tis the Danes voice: you are no devil then.

Nor. No, nor no Sow, Sir.

Cor. Of that [I] am right g[l]ad, Sir,
I was ner so frighted in my life, as I am a Soldier.

Nor. Tall watchmen,
A guard for a Goose, you sing away your Centuries.
A careful company: let me out o th port here,
I was a little merry with your worships:
And keep your guards strong, though the devil walk.
Hold, theres to bring ye into your wits again.
Goe off no more to hunt Pigs: such another trick
And you will hunt the gallows.

Cor. Pray Sir pardon us:
And let the devil come next, Ill make him stand
Or make him stink.

Nor. Doe, doe your duty truly.
Come let me out, and come away: no more rage. [Exe.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Abdella with a Letter, and Rocca.

Ab. Write thus to me? he hath fearfully, and basely
Betraid his own cause: yet to free himself
He now ascribes the fault to me.

Roc. I know not.
What he hath done: but what he now desires,
His Letters have informd you.

Ab. Yes, he is
Too well acquainted with the power he holds,
Over my mad affections: I want time
To write: but pray you tell him, if I were
No better steeld in my strong resolutions
Than he hath shown himself in his; or thought
There was a hell hereafter, or a Heaven,
But in enjoying him, I should stick here,
And move no further: bid him yet take comfort;
For something I would doe, the devil would quake at,
But Ill untie this Nuptial knot of love,
And make way for his wishes: in the mean time
Let him lie close, for he is strictly sought for,
And practise to love her, that for his ends
Scorns fear and danger.

Enter Oriana and Velleda.

Roc. All this I will tell him. [Exit Rocca.

Ab. Do so: farewel. My Lady, with my fellow,
So earnest in discourse! what er it be
Ill second it.

Vel. He is such a noble Husband,
In every circumstance so truly loving,
That I might say, and without flattery, Madam
The Sun sees not a Lady but your self
That can deserve him.

Abd. Of all men I say
That dare (for tis a desperate adventure)
Wear on their free necks the sweet yoak of woman,
(For they that do repine, are no true husbands)
Give me a Soldier.

Ori. Why, are they more loving
Than other men?

Abd. And love too with more judgement;
For, but observe, your Courtier is more curious
To set himself forth richly than his Lady;
His baths, perfumes, nay paintings too, more costly
Than his frugality will allow to her,
His clothes as chargeable; and grant him but
A thing without a beard, and he may pass
At all times for a woman, and with some
Have better welcome: Now, your man of Lands
For the most part is careful to manure them,
But leaves his Lady fallow; your great Merchant
Breaks oftner for the debt he owes his wife,
Than with his creditors; and thats the reason
She looks elsewhere for payment: Now your Soldier — 

Vel. I marry do him right.

Abd. First, who has one,
Has a perpetual guard upon her honor;
For while he wears a sword, slander her self
Dares not bark at it: next, she sits at home
Like a great Queen, and sends him forth to fetch in
Her tribute from all parts; which being brought home,
He laies it at her feet, and seeks no further
For his reward, than what she may give freely,
And with delight too, from her own Exchequer
Which he finds ever open.

Ori. Be more modest.

Abd. Why, we may speak of that we are glad to taste of,
Among our selves I mean.

Ori. Thou talkst of nothing.

Abd. Of nothing Madam? You have found it something;
Or with the raising up this pre[tt]y mount here,
My Lord hath dealt with spirits.

Enter Gomera.

Ori. Two long hours absent?

Gom. Thy pardon sweet: I have been looking on
The Prize that was brought in by the brave Dane,
The valiant Norandine, and have brought something,
That may be thou wilt like of; but one kiss,
And then possess my purchase: theres a piece
Of cloth of Tissue, this of purple Velvet,
And as they swear, of the right Tyrian dye,
Which others here but weakly counterfeit:
If they are worth thy use, wear them; if not,
Bestow them on thy women.

Abd. Heres the Husband.

Gom. While there is any trading on the Sea
Thou shalt want nothing; tis a Soldiers glory,
However he neglect himself, to keep
His Mistriss in full lustre.

Ori. You exceed, Sir.

Gom. Yet there was one part of the prize disposd of
Before I came, which I grieve that I missd of,
Being almost assured, it would have been
A welcome present.

Ori. Pray you say, what was it?

Gom. A Turkish Captive of incomparable beauty,
And without question, in her Countrey Noble;
Which, as companion to thy faithful Moor,
I would have given thee for thy slave.

Ori. But was she
Of such an exquisite form?

Gom. Most exquisite.

Ori. And well descended?

Gom. So the habit promisd,
In which she was taken.

Ori. Of what years?

Gom. Tis said
A Virgin of fourteen.

Ori. I pity her,
And wish she were mine, that I might have the means
T entertain her gently.

Gom. Shes now Mirandas,
And as I have heard, made it her suit to be so.

Ori. Mirandas? then her fate deserves not pity,
But envy rather.

Gom. Envy Oriana?

Ori. Yes, and their envy that live free.

Gom. Hows this?

Ori. Why, shes falln into the hands of one,
So full of that, which in men we stile goodness,
That in her being his slave, she is happier far
Than if she were confirmd the Sultans Mistriss.

Gom. Miranda is indeed a Gentleman
Of fair desert, and better hopes, but yet
He hath his equals.

Ori. Where? I would go far,
As I am now, though much unfit for travails,
But to see one that without injury
Might be put in the scale, or paralelld,
In any thing thats Noble, with Miranda;
His knowledge in all services of war,
And ready courage, to put into act
That knowing judgement, as you are a Soldier
You best may speak of. Nor can you deliver,
Nor I hear with delight, a better subject.
And heaven did well, in such a lovely feature
To place so chaste a mind; for he is of
So sweet a carriage, such a winning nature,
And such a bold, yet well-disposd behaviour;
And to all these, has such a charming tongue,
That if he would serve under Loves fresh colours,
What monumental Trophies might he raise,
Of his free conquests, made in Ladies favors?

Gom. Yet you did resist him, when he was
An earnest suitor to you.

Ori. Yes I did;
And if I were again sought to, I should;
But must ascribe it rather to the fate
That did appoint me yours, than any power
Which I can call mine own.

Gom. Even so?

Abd. Thanks fortune,
The plot I had to raise, in him, doubts of her,
Thou hast effected.

Ori. I could tell you too,
What cause I have to love him, with what reason.
In thankfulnes, he may expect from me,
All due observance; but I pass that, as
A benefit, for which, in my behalf,
You are his debtor.

Abd. I perceive it takes,
By his changd looks.

Ori. He is not in the City?
Is he my Lord?

Gom. Who Lady?

Ori. Why Miranda,
Having you here, can there be any else
Worth my enquiry?

Gom. This is somewhat more
Than love to virtue.

Ori. Faith when he comes hither
(As sometimes, without question you shall meet him)
Invite him home.

Gom. To what end?

Ori. To dine with us,
Or sup.

Gom. And then to take a hard bed with you:
Mean you not so?

Ori. If you could win him to it,
Twould be the better; for his entertainment,
Leave that to me, he shall find Noble usage,
And from me a free welcome.

Gom. Have you never
Heard of a Roman Lady (Oriana)
Remembred as a president for Matrons,
(Chaste ones, I pray you understand) whose husband
Taxd for his sowre breath by his enemy,
Condemnd his wife, for not acquainting him
With his infirmity?

Ori. Tis a common one;
Her answer was, having kissd none but him,
She thought it was a general disease
All men were subject to; but what infer you
From that my Lord?

Gom. Why, that this virtuous Lady
Had all her thoughts so fixed upon her Lord,
That she could find no spare time to sing praises
Of any other; nor would she imploy
Her husband (though perhaps in debt to years
As far as I am) for an instrument
To bring home younger men that might delight her
With their discourse, or — 

Ori. What my Lord?

Gom. Their persons,
Or if I should speak plainer — 

Ori. No it needs not,
You have said enough to make my innocence know
It is suspected.

Gom. You betray your self
To more than a suspition; could you else
To me that live in nothing but love to you
Make such a gross discovery, that your lust
Had sold that heart I thought mine, to Miranda?
Or rise to such a height in impudence,
As to presume to work my yielding weakness
To play for your bad ends, to my disgrace,
The Wittal, or the Pander?

Ori. Do not study
To print more wounds, (for that were tyranny)
Upon a heart that is pierced through already.

Gom. Thy heart? thou hast piercd through mine honor false one,
The honor of my house, fool that I was,
To give it up to the deceiving trust
Of wicked woman: for thy sake vild creature,
For all I have done well, in my life,
I have digd a grave, all buried in a wife;
For thee I have defid my constant Mistriss,
That never faild her servant, glorious war;
For thee, refusd the fellowship of an Order
Which Princes, through all dangers, have been proud
To fetch as far as from Jerusalem:
And am I thus rewarded?

Vel. By all goodness,
You wrong my Lady, and deserve her not,
When you are at your best: repent your rashness,
Twill show well in you.

Abd. Do, and ask her pardon.

Ori. No, I have livd too long, to have my faith
(My trid faith) calld in question, and by him
That should know true affection is too tender
To suffer an unkind touch, without ruine;
Study ingratitude, all, from my example;
For to be thankful now, is to be false.
But be it so, let me dye, I see you wish it;
Yet dead for truth, and pities sake, report
What weapon you made choice of, when you kild me.

Vel. She faints.

Abd. What have ye done?

Ori. My last breath cannot
Be better spent, than to say I forgive you;
Nor is my death untimely, since with me
I take along, what might have been hereafter
In scorn delivered for the doubtful issue
Of a suspected mother.

Vel. Oh, shes gone.

Abd. For ever gone. Are you a man?

Gom. I grow here.

Abd. Open her mouth, and power this Cordial in it;
If any spark of life be unquenchd in her,
This will recover her.

Vel. Tis all in vain,
Shes stiffe already: live I, and she dead?

Gom. How like a murtherer I stand! look up,
And hear me curse my self, or but behold
The vengeance I will take fort Oriana,
And then in peace forsake me: Jealousie,
Thou loathsome vomit of the fiends below,
What desperate hunger made me to receive thee
Into my heart, and soul? Ill let thee forth,
And so in death find ease; and does my fault then
Deserve no greater punishment? no, Ill live
To keep thee for a fury to torment me,
And make me know what hell is on the earth:
All joyes and hopes forsake me; all mens malice,
And all the plagues they can inflict, I wish it
Fall thick upon me: let my tears be laught at,
And may mine enemies smile to hear me groane;
And dead, may I be pitied of none. [Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Collonna and Lucinda.

Luc. Pray you Sir why was the Ordnance of the Fort
Dischargd so sodainly?

Col. Twas the Governors pleasure,
In honor of the Dane, a custom usd,
To speak a Soldiers welcome.

Luc. Tis a fit one:
But is my Master here too?

Col. Three days since.

Luc. Might I demand without offence, so much,
Ist pride in him (however now a slave)
That I am not admitted to his presence?

Col. His curtesie to you, and to mankind
May easily resolve you, he is free
From that poor vice which only empty men
Esteem a virtue.

Luc. Whats the reason then,
As you imagine, Sir?

Col. Why I [will] tell you;
You are a woman of a tempting beauty,
And he, however virtuous, as a man
Subject to humane frailties; and how far
They may prevail upon him, should he see you,
He is not ignorant: and therefore chooses,
With care tavoid the cause that may produce
Some strange effect, which will not well keep ranck
With the rare temperance, which is admired
In his life hitherto.

Luc. This much increases
My strong desire to see him.

Col. It should rather
Teach you to thank the Prophet that you worship,
That you are such a mans, who though he may
Do any thing which youth and heat of blood
Invites him to, yet dares not give way to them:
Your entertainments Noble, and not like
Your present fortune; and if all those tears
Which made grief lovely in you, in the relation
Of the sad story, that forcd me to weep too,
Your husbands hard fate were not counterfeit;
You should rejoyce that you have means to pay
A chast life to his memory, and bring to him
Those sweets, which while he livd, he could not tast of;
But if you wantonly bestow them on
Another man you offer violence
To him, though dead; and his grievd spirit will suffer
For your immodest looseness.

Luc. Why, I hope, Sir,
My willingness to look on him, to whom
I owe my life and service, is no proof
Of any unchast purpose.

Col. So I wish too,
And in the confidence it is not, Lady,
I dare the better tell you he will see you
This night, in which by him I am commanded,
To bring you to his chamber, to what end
I easily should guess, were I Miranda;
And therefore, though I can yield little reason,
(But in a general love to womens goodness)
Why I should be so tender of your honor,
I willingly would bestow some counsail of you,
And would you follow it?

Luc. Let me first hear it,
And then I can resolve you.

Col. My advice then
Is, that you would not, (as most Ladies use
When they prepare themselves for such encounters)
Study to add, by artificial dressings
To native excellence; yours (without help)
But seen as it is now, would make a Hermit
Leave his deaths head, and change his after hopes
Of endless comforts for a few short minutes
Of present pleasures; to prevent which, Lady,
Practice to take away from your perfections,
And to preserve your chastity unstaind,
The most deformd shape that you can put on
To cloud your bodies fair gifts, or your minds,
(It being laboured to so chast an end)
Will prove the fairest ornament.

Luc. To take from
The workmanship of Heaven is an offence
As great, as to endeavor to add to it;
Of which, Ill not be guilty: Chastity
That lodges in deformity, appears rather
A mulct imposd by nature, than a blessing;
And tis commendable only when it conquers,
Though nere so oft assaulted, in resistance:
For me, Ill therefore so dispose my self,
That if I hold out, it shall be with honor;
Or if I yield, Miranda shall find something
To make him love his victory. [Exit.

Col. With what cunning
This woman argues for her own damnation!
Nor should I hold it for a miracle,
Since they are all born Sophisters to maintain
That lust is lawful, and the end and use
Of their creation: would I never had
Hopd better of her; or could not believe,
Though seen the ruin, I must ever grieve. [Exit.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Miranda, Norandine, Servants with Lights.

Mir. Ill see you in your chamber. [A Table out, two stools.

Nor. Pray ye no farther:
It is a ceremony I expect not,
I am no stranger here, I know my lodging,
An[d] have slept soundly there, when the Turks Cannon
Playd thick upont: O twas Royal Musick,
And to procure a sound sleep for a Souldier,
Worth forty of [y]our Fiddles. As you love me
Press it no farther.

Mir. You will overcome.
Wait on him carefully.

Nor. I have took since supper
A rouse or two too much, and by —— 
It warms my blood.

Mir. Youll sleep the better fort.

Nor. —— ont, I should, had but I a kind wench
To pull my Boot-hose off, and warm my night-cap,
Theres no charm like it: I love old Adams way;
Give me a diligent Eve, to wait towards bed-time,
Hang up your smooth chin page: and now I think ont,
Where is your Turkish Prisoner?

Mir. In the Castle,
But yet I never saw her.

Nor. Fie upon you:
See her for shame; or hark ye, if you would
Perform the friends part to me, the friends part,
It being a fashion of the last edition,
Far from panderism, now send her to me;
You look strange ont, no entertainments perfect
Without it on my word; no livery like it;
[Ill tell her, he lookes for it as duly
As for his fee;] theres no suit got without it,
Gold is an ass tot.

Mir. Go to bed, to bed.

Nor. Well, if she come, I doubt not to convert her,
If not, the sin lye on your head.
Good night. [Exit Nor. and Servants.

Enter Colonna and Lucinda.

Col. There you shall find him Lady: you know what I have said,
And if you please you may make use.

Luc. No doubt Sir.

[C]ol. From hence I shall hear all.

Mir. Come hither young one.
Beshrew my heart: a handsome wench: come nearer,
A very handsome one: do not you grieve, Sweet,
You are a prisoner?

Luc. The loss of liberty
No doubt Sir, is a heavy and a sharp burden
To them that feel it truely: But your servant,
Your humble handmayd, never felt that rigor,
Thanks to that noble will: no want, no hunger,
(Companions still to slaves) no violence
Nor any unbeseeming act, we start at,
Have I yet [met] with; all content and goodness,
Civility, and sweetness of behaviour
Dwell round about me; therefore worthy Master,
I cannot say I grieve my liberty.

Mir. Do not you fancy me too cold a Soldier,
Too obstinate an enemy to youth,
That had so fair a jewel in my Cabinet,
And in so long a time, would nere look on it?

Col. What can she say now?

Luc. Sure I desird to see ye,
And with a longing wish.

Col. Theres all her virtue.

Luc. Pursud that full desire to give ye thanks Sir,
The only Sacrifice I have left, and service,
For all the virtuous care you have kept me safe with.

Col. She holds well yet.

Mir. The pretty fool speaks finely:
Come sit down here.

Luc. O Sir, tis most unseemly.

Mir. Ill have it so: sit close, now tell me truly,
Did you ere love yet?

Luc. My years will answer that Sir.

Mir. And did you then love truly?

Luc. So I thought Sir.

Mir. Can ye love me so?

Col. Now!

Luc. With all my duty;
I were unworthy of those favors else,
You daily showre upon me.

Mir. What thinkst thou of me?

Luc. I think ye are a truly worthy Gentleman,
A pattern, and a pride to the age ye live in,
Sweet as the commendations all men give ye.

Mir. A pretty flattering rogue, dare ye kiss that sweet man
Ye speak so sweetly of? Come.

Col. Farewell virtue.

Mir. What hast thou got between thy lips? kiss once more.
Sure thou hast a spell there.

Luc. More than ere I knew Sir.

Col. All hopes go now.

Mir. I must tell you a thing in your ear, and you must hear me,
And hear me willingly, and grant me so too,
Twill not be worth my asking else.

Luc. It must be
A very hard thing Sir, and from my power,
I shall deny your goodness.

Mir. Tis a good wench; I must lye with ye Lady.

Luc. Tis something strange:
For yet in all my life I knew no bedfellow.

Mir. You will quickly find that knowledge.

Luc. To what end Sir?

Mir. Art thou so innocent, thou canst not guess at it?
Did thy dreams never direct thee?

Luc. Faith none yet Sir.

Mir. Ill tell thee then: I would meet thy youth, and pleasure;
Give thee my youth for that, by heaven she fires me,
And teach thy fair white arms, like wanton Ivies
A thousand new embraces.

Luc. Is that all Sir?
And say I should try, may we not lie quietly?
Upon my conscience I could.

Mir. Thats as we make it.

Luc. Grant that, that likes ye best, what would ye do, then?

Mir. What would I do? certainly I am no baby,
Nor brought up for a Nun; hark in thine ear.

Luc. Fie, fie, Sir.

Mir. I would get a brave boy on thee,
A warlike boy.

Luc. Sure we shall get ill Christians.

Mir. Well mend em in the breeding then.

Luc. Sweet Master.

Col. Never belief in woman come near me more.

Luc. My best and noblest Sir, if a poor Virgin,
(For yet by —— I am so) should chance so far
(Seeing your excellence, and able sweetness)
To forget her self, and slip into your bosome,
Or to your bed, out of a doting on ye,
Take it the best way; have you that cruel heart,
That murdring mind too?

Mir. Yes by my troth (sweet) have I,
To lie with her.

Luc. And do you think it well done?

Mir. Thats as shell think when tis done; come to bed wench,
For thou art so pretty, and so witty a companion,
We must not part to night.

Luc. Faith let me go Sir,
And think better ont.

Mir. Yfaith thou shalt not;
I warrant thee Ill think ont.

Luc. I have heard em say here,
You are a Maid too.

Mir. I am sure I am, wench,
If that will please thee.

Luc. I have seen a wonder,
And would you loose that for a little wantonness,
(Consider my sweet Master, like a man, now,)
For a few honied kisses, sleight embraces,
That glory of your youth that crown of sweetness?
Can ye deliver that unvalued treasure?
Would ye forsake, to seek your own dishonor,
What gone, no age recovers, nor repentance,
To a poor stranger?

Col. Hold there again, thou art perfect.

Luc. I know you do but try me.

Mir. And I know
Ill try you a great deal farther: prethee to bed;
I love thee, and so well: come kiss me once more;
Is a maiden-head ill bestowd ome?

Luc. Whats this Sir?

Mir. Why, tis the badge (my Sweet) of that holy Order
I shortly must receive, the Cross of Malta.

Luc. What virtue has it?

Mir. All that we call virtuous.

Luc. Who gave it first?

Mir. He that gave all, to save us.

Luc. Why then tis holy too?

Mir. True sign of holiness,
The badge of all his Soldiers that profess him.

Luc. The badge of all his Soldiers that profess him,
Can t save in dangers?

Mir. Yes.

Luc. In troubles comfort?

Mir. You say true, sweet.

Luc. In sicknes, restore health?

Mir. All this it can do.

Luc. Preserve from evils that afflict our frailties.

Mir. I hope she will be Christian: all these truly.

Luc. Why are you sick then, sick to death with lust?
In danger to be lost? no holy thought,
In all that heart, nothing but wandring frailties
Wild as the wind, and blind as death or ignorance,
Inhabit there.

Mir. Forgive me heaven, she says true.

Luc. Dare ye profess that badge, prophane that goodness?

Col. Thou hast redeemd thy self again, most rarely.

Luc. That holiness and truth ye make me wonder at?
Blast all the bounty heaven gives, that remembrance.

Col. O excellent woman.

Luc. Fling it from ye quickly,
If ye be thus resolvd; I see a virtue
Appear int like a sword, both edges flaming
That will consume ye, and your thoughts, to ashes,
Let them profess it that are pure, and noble,
Gentle, and just of thought, that build the cross,
Not those that break it, by —— if ye touch me,
Even in the act, Ill make that cross, and curse ye.

Mir. You shall not (fair) I did dissemble with ye,
And but to try your faith, I fashiond all this:
Yet something you provokt me: this fair cross:
By me (if he but please to help, first gave it)
Shall neer be worn upon a heart corrupted;
Go to your rest, my modest, honest servant,
My fair, and virtuous maid, and sleep secure there,
For when you suffer, I forget this sign here.

Col. A man of men too: O most perfect Gentleman!

Luc. All sweet rest to you sir; I am half a Christian,
The other half, Ill pray for; then for you, Sir.

Mir. This is the fowlest play Ill shew, good night, sweet.

[Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.

[image: img54.jpg]

Enter Mountferrat and Rocca.

Mount. The Suns not set yet?

Roc. No Sir.

Mount. Would it were,
Never to rise again to light the world.
And yet, to what vain purpose do I wish it.
Since though I were invirond with thick mists,
Black as Cymerian darkness, or my crimes,
There is that here, upon which as an anvile
Ten thousand hammers strike, and every spark
They force from it, to mes an other Sun
To light me to my shame?

Roc. Take hope, and comfort.

Mount. They are aides indeed, but yet as far from me,
As I from being innocent: this cave fashiond
By provident nature, in this solid Rock
To be a den for beasts, alone, receives me,
And having provd an enemy to mankind,
All humane helps forsake me.

Roc. Ill neer leave you,
And wish you would call back that noble courage
That old invincible fortitude of yours
That usd to shrink at nothing.

Mount. Then it did not.
But twas when I was honest; then in the height
Of all my happiness, of all my glories,
Of all delights, that made life pretious to me
I durst dye Rocca; death it self then to me
Was nothing terrible, because I knew,
The fame of a good Knight would ever live
Fresh on my memory; but since I fell
From my integrity, and dismisd those guards,
Those strong assurances of innocence,
That constancy fled from me, and whats worse,
Now I am loathsome to my self; and life
A burthen to me, rackd with sad remembrance
Of what I have done, and my present horrors
Unsufferable to me, torturd with despair
That I shall neer find mercy: hell about me,
Behind me, and before me, yet I dare not,
Still fearing worse, put off my wretched Being.

Ent[e]r Abdella.

Roc. To see this would deter a doubtful man
From mischievous intents, much more the practice
Of what is wicked: heres the Moore, look up Sir,
Some ease may come from her.

Mount. New trouble rather,
And I expect it.

Abd. Who is this? Mountferrat?
Rise up for shame, and like a river drid up
With a long drought, from me, your bounteous Sea
Receive those tides of comfort that flow to you;
If ever I look[t] lovely: if desert.
Could ever challenge welcome; if revenge,
And unexpected wreak, were ever pleasing
Or could endear the giver of such blessings,
All these I come adornd with, and, as due,
Make challenge of those so long wishd embraces
Which you (unkind) have hitherto denyd me.

Mount. Why, what have you done for me?

Abd. Made Gomera
As truely miserable, as you thought him happy,
Could you wish more?

Mount. As if his sickness could
Recover me; the injuries I receivd
Were Orianas.

Abd. She has paid dear for em,
Shes dead.

Mount. How?

Abd. Dead; my hate could reach no farther:
Taking advantage of her in a swoon,
Under pretence to give a Cordial to her
I poysond her: what stupid dulness is this?
What you should entertain with sacrifice,
Can you receive so coldly?

Mount. Bloody deeds
Are grateful offerings, pleasing to the devill,
And thou, in thy black shape, and bla[c]ker actions
Being hels perfect character, art delighted
To do what I thought infinitely wicked,
Tremble to hear: thou hast, in this taen from me
All means to make amends with penitence,
To her wrongd virtues, and dispoild me of
The poor remainder of that hope was left me,
For all I have already, or must suffer.

Abd. I did it for the best.

Mount. For thy worst ends,
And be assurd but that, I think to kill thee
Would but prevent, what thy despair must force thee
To do unto thy self, and so to add to
Thy most assurd damnation, thou wert dead now.
But get thee from my sight: and if lust of me
Did ever fire thee (love I cannot call it)
Leap down from those steep Rocks, or take advantage
Of the next tree to hang thy self, and then
I may laugh at it.

Abd. In the mean time
I must be bold, to do so much for you, ha, ha.

Mount. Why grinst thou, devil?

Abd. That tis in my power,
To punish thy ingratitude; I made trial
But how you stood affected, and since I know
Im usd only for a property,
I can, and will revenge it to the full.
For understand, in thy contempt of me,
Those hopes of Oriana, which I could
Have changd to certainties, are lost for ever.

Mount. Why, lives she?

Abd. Yes, but never to Mountferrat,
Although it is in me, with as much ease
To give her freely up to thy possession,
As to remove this rush; which yet despair of:
For by [my] much wrongd love, flattery, nor threats,
Tears, prayers, nor vowes, shall ever win me to it:
So with my curse I leave thee.

Mount. Prethee stay,
Thou knowst I dote on thee, and yet thou art
So peevish, and perverse, so apt to take
Triffles unkindly from me.

Abd. To perswade me
To break my neck, to hang, then damn my self,
With you are trifles.

Mount. Twas my melancholy
That made me speak I know not what: forgive,
I will redeem my fault.

Roc. Believe him Lady.

Mount. A thousand times I will demand thy pardon,
And keep the reckoning on thy lips with kisses.

Abd. Theres something else, that would prevail more with me.

Mount. Thou shalt have all thy wishes do but bless me
With means to satisfie my mad desires
For once in Oriana and for ever
I am thine, only thine my best Abdella.

Abd. Were I assurd of this, and that you would
Having enjoyd her — 

Mount. Any thing: make choice of
Thine own conditions.

Abd. Swear then, that performd,
(To free me from all doubts and fears hereafter)
To give me leave to kill her.

Mount. That our safety
Must of necessity urge us to.

Abd. Then know
It was not poyson, but a sleeping potion
Which she receivd; yet of sufficient strength
So to bind up her sences, that no sign
Of life appeard in her: and thus thought dead,
In her best habit, as the custom is
You know in Malta, with all ceremonies
Shes buried in her families monument,
In the Temple of St. John; Ill bring you thither,
Thus, as you are disguisd; some six hours hence
The potion will leave working.

Roc. Let us haste then.

Mount. Be my good angel, guide me.

Abd. But remember,
You keep your Oath.

Mount. As I desire to prosper
In what I undertake.

Abd. I ask no more. [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Miranda, Norandine, and Collonna.

Col. Here sir, I have got the Key; I borrowd it
Of him that keeps the Church, the door is open.

Mir. Look to the horses then, and please the fellow.
After a few devotions, Ill retire.
Be not far off, there may be some use of ye,
Give me the light: come friend, a few good prayers
Were not bestowd in vain now, even from you Sir.
Men that are bred in blood, have no way left em,
No bath, no purge, no time to wear it out
Or wash it off, but penitence, and prayer:
I am to take the order, and my youth
Loaden I must confess with many follies,
Circled and bound about with sins as many
As in the house of memory live figures.
My heart Ill open now, my faults confess,
And raise a new man, heaven, I hope, to a new life.

Nor. I have no great devotion, at this instant,
But for a prayer or two, I will not out Sir,
Hold up your finger, when you have prayd enough.

Mir. Go you to that end.

Nor. I shall neer pray alone sure, I have been so usd to
answer the Clerk: would I had a cushion, for I shall ner make
a good Hermit, and kneel till my knees are horn, these stones
are plaguy hard; where shall I begin now? for if I do not
observe a method, I shall be out presently.

Ori. Oh, oh.

Nor. Whats that Sir? did ye hear?

Mir. Ha; to your prayers.

Nor. Twas here abouts, thas put me clean aw[r]y now,
I shall neer get in again, ha, by Land,
And water, all children, and all women,
I there it was I left.

Ori. Oh, oh.

Nor. Never tell me Sir,
Heres something got amongst us.

Mir. I heard a groan:
A dismal one, — 

Ori. Oh, oh.

Nor. Here, tis here Sir, tis here Sir;
A devil in the wall.

Mir. Tis some illusion
To fright us from devotion — 

Ori. Oh, oh.

Nor. Why tis here,
The spirit of a huntesman choakd with butter:
Heres a new tomb, new trickments too.

Mir. For certain,
This has not been three days here.

Nor. And a Tablet
With rimes upont.

Mir. I prethee read em Norandine.

Nor. An Epi — and Epi — taff. I think tis, I tis taff, an Epitaff.
Upon the most excell, excell — lent — and.

Mir. Thou canst not read.

Nor. I have spoyld mine eyes with gunpowder.

Mir. An Epitaph upon the most virtuous, and excellent Lady
The honor of Chastity, Oriana.

Nor. The grand masters sister: how a devil came she here?
When slipt she out othway, the stones but half upon her.

Mir. Tis a sodain change: certain the mischief

Mountferrat offerd to her broak her heart-strings.

Nor. Would he were here, I would be the clerk my self,
And by this little light, I would bury him alive here:
Heres no lamenting now.

Ori. Oh, oh.

Nor. There tis.

Mir. Sure from the monument, the very stone groanes for her.
Oh, dear Lady: blessing of women, virtue of thy sex;
How art thou set for ever, how stoln from us.
Babling, and prating now converse with women.

Nor. Sir, it rises, it looks up. [She rises up.

Mir. Heaven bless us.

Nor. It is in womans cloathes, it rises higher.

Mir. It looks about, and wonders, sure she lives Sir.
Tis she, tis Oriana, tis that Lady.

Nor. Shall I go to her?

Ori. Where am I!

Mir. Stand still.

Ori. What place is this?

Nor. She is as live as I am.

Ori. What smell of earth, and rotten bones, what dark place?
Lord, whither am I carried?

Nor. How she stares,
And sets her eyes upon him.

Mir. How ist dear Lady?
Do you know me, how she shakes!

Ori. You are a man.

Mir. A man that honors you.

Ori. A cruel man,
Ye are all cruel: are you in your grave too?
For theres no trusting cruel man, above ground.

Nor. ByrLady that goes hard.

Mir. To do you service
And to restore ye to the joys you were in.

Ori. I was in joyes indeed, and hope — 

Mir. She sinks again
Again shes gone; shes gone: gone as a shadow,
She sinks for ever, friend.

Nor. She is cold now,
She is certainly departed, I must cry too.

Mir. The blessed angels guide thee: put the stone too,
Beauty thou art gone to dust, goodness to ashes.

Nor. Pray take it well: we must all have our hours Sir.

Mir. I, thus we are; and all our painted glory,
A buble that a boy blows in to th ayr,
And there it breaks.

Nor. I am glad ye savd her honor yet.

Mir. Would I had savd her life now too: oh heaven
For such a blessing, such a timely blessing
O friend, what dear content twould be, what story
To keep my name from worms!

Ori. Oh, oh.

Nor. She lives again.
Twas but a trance.

Mir. Pray ye call my man in presently
Help with the stone first, oh she stirs again.
Oh call my man away.

Nor. I fly, I fly Sir.

Mir. Upon my knees O heaven, O heaven I thank thee.

Enter Colonna, and Norand.

The living heat steals into every member;
Come help the Coffin out softly, and sodainly;
Where is the Clerk?

Col. Drunk above he is sure Sir.

Mir. Sirrah, you must be secret.

Col. As your soul Sir.

Mir. Softly good friend, take her into your armes.

Nor. Put in the crust again.

Mir. And bring her out there when I am a horseback
My man, and I will tenderly conduct her
Unto the Fort; stay you, and watch what issue,
And what inquiries for the body.

Nor. Well Sir.

Mir. And when ye have done, come back to me.

Nor. I will.

Mir. Softly, oh softly.

Nor. She grows warmer still Sir.

Col. What shall I do with the Key?

Mir. Thou canst not stir now,
Leave it ithdoor, go get the horses ready. [Exeunt.

Enter Rocca, Mountferrat, Abdella, with a dark Lanthorn.

Roc. The doors already open, the Key in it.

Mount. What were those past by?

Roc. Some scout of Soldiers, I think.

Mount. It may well be so, for I saw their horses:
They saw not us I hope.

Abd. No, no, we were close,
Beside they were far off.

Mount. What time of night ist?

Abd. Much about twelve I think.

Roc. Let me go in first
For by the leaving open of the door here
There may be some body in the Church: give me the Lanthorne.

Abd. Youll love me now I hope.

Mount. Make that good to me
Your promise is engaged for.

Abd. Why she is there
Ready prepard, and much about this time
Life will look up again.

Roc. Come in alls sure,
Not a foot stirring, nor a tongue.

Mount. Heaven bless me,
I never enterd with such unholy thoughts
This place before.

Abd. Ye are a fearful fool,
If men have appetites allowd em,
And warm desires, are there not ends too for em?

Mount. Whether shall we carry her?

Roc. Why, to the bark, Sir,
I have provided one already waits us;
The wind stands wondrous fair too for our passage.

A[b]d. And there when ye have enjoyd her, for ye have that liberty
Let me alone to send her to feed fishes:
Ill no more sighs for her.

Mount. Where is the monument?
Thou art sure she will awake about this time?

Abd. Most sure, if she be not knockt othhead: give me the Lanthorn,
Here tis, how is this, the stone off?

Roc. I, and nothing
Within the monument, thats worse; no body
I am sure of that, nor sign of any here,
But an empty Coffin.

Mount. No Lady?

Roc. No, nor Lord Sir,
This Pye has been cut up before.

Abd. Either the Devil
Must do these tricks — 

Mount. Or thou, damnd one, worse;
Thou black swoln pitchy cloud, of all my afflictions:
Thou night hag, gotten when the bright Moon sufferd:
Thou hell it self confind in flesh: what trick now?
Tell me, and tell me quickly what thy mischief
Has done with her, and to what end, and whether
Thou hast removd her body, or by this holy place
This Sword shall cut thee into thousand pieces,
A thousand thousand, strow thee ore the Temple
A sacrifice to thy black sire, the Devil.

Ro[c]. Tell him, you see hes angry.

Abd. Let him burst,
Neither his sword, nor anger do I shake at,
Nor will yield to feed his poor suspitions,
His idle jealousies, and mad dogs heats
One thought against my self: ye have done a brave deed;
A manly, and a valiant piece of Service:
When ye have killd me, reckont amongst your Battels;
I am sorry ye are so poor, so weak a Gentleman,
Able to stand no fortune: I dispose of her?
My mischief make her away? a likely project,
I must play booty against my self, if any thing cross ye,
I am the devil, and the devils heir,
All plagues, all mischiefs.

Mount. Will ye leave and do yet?

Ab. I have done too much,
Far, far too much, for such a thankless fellow,
If I be devil, you created me;
I never knew those arts, nor bloody practises
( —— oyour cunning heart, that mine of mischief)
Before your flatteries won em into me.
Here did I leave her, leave her with that certainty
About this hour to wake again.

Mount. Where is she?
This is the last demand.

Ab. Did I now know it,
And were I sure, this were my latest minute,
I would not tell thee: strike, and then Ill curse thee:

Roc. I see a light, stand close, and leave your angers.
We all miscarry else.

Enter Gomera, Page with Torch.

Ab. I am now careless.

Mount. Peace, prethee peace, sweet, peace, all friends.

Abd. Stand close then.

Gom. Wait there Boy, with the light, till I call to thee:
In darkness was my soul and sences clouded
When my fair Jewel fell, the night of jealousie,
In all her blackness drawn about my judgment:
No light was let into me, to distinguish
Betwixt my suddain anger and her honor,
A blind sad Pilgrimage shall be my pennance,
No comfort of the day will I look up at:
Far darker than my jealous Ignorance
Each place of my aboad shall be my prayers
No ceremonious lights shall set off more:
Bright Armes, and all that carry lustre, life,
Society, and solace, I forsake ye.
And were it not once more to see her beauties,
(For in her bed of death, she must be sweet still,)
And on her cold sad lips seal my repentance;
Thou child of heaven, fair light I could not miss thee.

Mount. I know the tongue, would I were out again,
I have done him too much wrong to look upon him.

Ab. There is no shifting now, boldness, and confidence
Must carry it now away: he is but one neither,
Naked as you are, of a strength far under.

Mount. But he has a cause above me.

Ab. Thats as you handle it.

Roc. Peace: he may go again, and never see us.

Gom. I feel I weep apace, but wheres the flood,
The torrent of my tears, to drown my fault in?
I would I could now, like a loaden cloud,
Begotten in the moist south, drop to nothing.
Give me the Torch, Boy.

Roc. Now he must discover us.

Ab. He has already, never hide your head
Be bold and brave, if we must dye together.

Gom. Whos there? what friend to sorrow? The Tomb wide open
The Stone off too? the body gone, by —— 
Look to the door Boy: keep it fast, who are ye?
What sacrilegious villains? false Mountferrat,
The woolf to honor, has thy hellish hunger,
Brought thee to tear the body out othtomb too?
Has thy foul mind so far wrought on thee? ha,
Are you there too? nay, then I spie a villany
I never dreamd of yet, thou sinful usher
Bred from that rottenness, th[ou] bawd to mischief,
Do you blush through all your blackness? will not that hide it?

Ab. I cannot speak.

Gom. You are well met, with your dam, Sir,
Art thou a Knight? did ever on that sword,
The Christian cause sit nobly? could that hand fight,
Guided by fame, and fortune? that heart inflame thee,
With virtuous fires of valor, to fall off,
Fall off so suddainly, and with such foulness,
As the false Angels did, from all their glory?
Thou art no Knight, honor thou never heardst of,
Nor brave desires could ever build in that breast.
Treason, and tainted thoughts, are all the Gods
Thou worshipst, all the strength thou hadst, and fortune;
Thou didst things out of fear, and false heart, villain
Out of close traps and treacheries, they have raised thee.

Mount. Thou ravst old man.

Gom. Before thou getst off from me,
Hadst thou the glory of thy first fi[gh]ts on thee
Which thou hast basely lost, thy noblest fortunes,
And in their greatest lustres, I would make thee,
Before we part, confess, nay, kneel, and do it,
Nay, crying kneel, coldly, for mercy, crying:
Thou art the recreantst Rogue, time ever nourished, stavd,
Thou art a dog, I will make thee swear, a dog
A mangy Cur-dog; do you creep behind the Altar?
Look how it sweats, to shelter such a rascall;
First, with thy venemous tooth infect her chast life,
And then not dare to do; next, rob her rest,
Steal her dead body out othgrave.

Mount. I have not.

Gom. Prethee come out, this is no place to quarrel in,
Valiant Mountferrat come.

Mount. I will not stir.

Gom. Thou hast thy sword about thee,
That good sword, that never failld thee: prethee come,
Well have but five stroaks for it; on, on Boy,
Heres one would fain be acquainted with thee,
Would wondrous fain cleave that Calves-head of yours Sir,
Come, prethee lets dispatch, the Moon shines finely:
Prethee be killd by me, thou wilt be hangd else,
But it may be, thou longst to be hangd.

Roc. Out with him, Sir,
You shall have my sword too: when hes dispatchd once,
We have the world before us.

Gom. Wilt thou walk fellow,
I never knew a Rogue, hang arse-ward so,
And such a desperate knave too.

Ab. Pray go with him,
Something Ill promise too.

Mount. You would be killd then?
No remedy; I see.

Gom. If thou darst do it?

Mount. Yes, now I dare; lead out, Ill follow presently
Under the Mount Ill meet ye.

Gom. Go before me,
Ill have ye in a string too.

Mount. As I am a Gentleman,
And by this holy place I will not fail thee,
Fear not, thou shalt be killd, take my word for it
I will not fail.

Gom. If thou scapst thou hast Cats luck.
The Mount?

Mount. The same: make hast, I am there before else.

Gom. Go get ye home; now if he scape I am a Coward.

Mount. Well, now I am resolvd, and he shall find it.

[Exeunt.

Scæna Tertia.

Enter Miranda, Lucinda, Collonna.

Mir. How is it with the Lady?

Luc. Sir, as well
As it can be with one, who feeling knowes now
What is the curse the divine justice layd
On the first sinful woman.

Mir. Is she in travel?

Luc. Yes sir; and yet the troubles of her mind
Afflict her more, than what her body suffers,
For in the extremity of her pain, she cryes out,
Why am I here? Where is my Lord Gomera,
Then sometimes names Miranda, and then sighes,
As if to speak, what questionless she loves well,
If heard, mig[ht] do her injury.

Col. Heavens sweet mercy
Look gently on her.

Mir. Prethee tell her, my Prayers
Are present with her, and good wench provide
That she want nothing: whats thy name?

Luc. Lucinda.

Mir. Lucinda? theres a prosperous omen in it,
Be a Lucinda to her, and bring word
That she is safe delivered of her burthen,
And thy rewards thy liberty: come Collonna,
We will go see how thEngineer has mounted
The Cannon the great Master sent, be careful
To view the works, and learn the discipline
That is usd here: I am to leave the world
And for your service, which I have found faithful,
The charge thats mine, if I have any power
Hereafter may concern you.

Col. I still find
A noble Master in you.

Mir. Tis but justice,
Thou dost deserve it in thy care, and duty. [Exeunt.

Scæna Quarta.

Enter Gomera, Mountferrat, Rocca, Abdella, with a Pistol.

Gom. Heres even ground, Ill stir no foot beyond it,
Before I have thy head.

Mount. Draw Rocca.

Gom. Coward,
Hath inward guilt, robbd thee as well of courage
As honesty? that without odds thou darst not
Answer a single Enemy?

Mount. All advantage
That I can take, expect.

Roc. We know you are valiant,
Nor do we purpose to make farther trial
Of what you can do now: but to dispatch you.

Mount. And therefore fight, and pray together.

Gom. Villains,
Whose baseness, all disgraceful words made one,
Cannot express; so strong is the good cause
That seconds me, that you shall feel, with horror
To your proud hopes, what strength is in that arm,
Though old, that holds a sword made sharp by justice.

Ab. You come then here, to prate? [Fight.

Mount. Help Rocca, now,
Or I am lost for ever; how comes this?
Are villany and weakness twyns?

Roc. I am gone too.

Gom. You shall not scape me, wretches.

Ab. I must do it,
All will go wrong else. [Shoots him.

[G]om. Treacherous bloody woman,
What hast thou done?

Ab. Done a poor womans part,
And in an instant, what these men so long
Stood fooling for.

Mount. This ayd was unexpected,
I kiss thee fort.

Roc. His right arms only shot,
And that compelld him to forsake his sword,
Hes else unwounded.

Mount. Cut his throat.

Ab. Forbear.
Yet do not hope tis with intent to save thee.
But that thou mayst live to thy farther torment,
To see who triumphs over thee: come Mountferrat,
Here join thy foot to mine, and let our hearts
Meet with our hands, the contract that is made
And cemented with blood, as this of ours is,
Is a more holy sanction, and much surer,
Than all the superstitious ceremonies
You Christians use.

Enter Norandine.

Roc. Whos this?

Mount. Betrayd again?

Nor. By the report it made, and by the wind
The Pistol was dischargd here.

Gom. Norandine.
As ever thou lovst valor, or wearst Arms
To punish baseness, shew it.

Nor. O the devil,
Gomera wounded, and my Brache black beauty
An actor in it?

Ab. If thou strikst, Ill shoot thee.

Nor. How? fright me with your Pot-gun? what art thou?
Good heaven, the Rogue, the traytor rogue Mountferrat,
To swinge the nest of you, is a sport unlookd for,
Hels —— consume you.

Mount. As thou art a man,
I am wounded, give me time to answer thee.

Gom. Durst thou urge this? this hand can hold a sword yet.

Nor. Well done: to see this villain, makes my hurts
Bleed fresh again, but had I not a bone whole,
In such a cause I should do thus, thus Rascals.

Enter Corporal and watch.

Cor. Disarm them, and shoot any that resists.

Gom. Hold Corporal; I am Gomera.

Nor. Tis well yet, that once in an age you can
Remember what you watch for: I had thought
You had again been making out your parties
For sucking piggs.
Tis well: As you will answer
The contrary with your lives, see these forth coming.

Cor. That we shall do.

Nor. You bleed apace: good Soldiers
Go help him to a Surgeon.

Roc. Dare the worst,
And suffer like your self.

Ab. From me learn courage.

Nor. Now for Miranda, this news will be to him
As welcome as tis unexpected: Corporal,
Theres something for thy care to night; my horse there. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Oriana, and Lucinda.

Ori. How dos my Boy?

Luc. Oh, wondrous lusty Madam,
A little Knight already: you shall live
To see him toss a Turk.

Ori. Gentle Lucinda,
Much must I thank thee for thy care, and service.

Enter Miranda, Norandine, Colonna.

And may I grow but strong to see Valetta,
My husband, and my brother, thou shalt find
I will not barely thank thee.

Mir. Look Captain, we must ride away this morning
The Auberge sits to day, and the great Master
Writes plainly, I must or deliver in
(The year expird) my probation weed,
Or take the Cloak: you likewise Norandine
For your full service, and your last assistance
In false Mountferrats apprehension
Are here commanded to associate me; my twin in this high honor.

Nor. Ill none ont: do they think to bind me to live chast,
sober, and temperately, all days of my life? they may as soon
tye an Englishman to live so; I shall be a sweet Dane, a
sweet Captain, go up and down drinking small beer, and swearing
ods neagues, no, Ill live a Squire at Arms still, and do
thou so too; and thou beest wise: I have found the mystery now,
why the Gentlemen wear but three bars of the cross, and the
Knights the whole one.

Mir. Why Captain?

Nor. Marry Sir, to put us in remembrance, we are but three
quarters crossd in our licence, and pleasures: but the poor
Knights crossd altogether; the brothers at Arms, may yet meet
with their Sisters at Arms, now and then, in brotherly love;
but the poor Knights cannot get a Lady for love, nor money:
tis not so in other Countries I wis, pray haste you, for Ill
along, and see what will come ont. [Exit.

Mir. Collonna, provide strait, all necessaries
For this remove, the Lytter for the Lady,
And let Lucinda bear her company,
You shall attend on me.

Col. With all my duties. [Exit.

Mir. How fare you gracious Mistriss?

Ori. O Miranda.
You pleasd to honor me with that fair title
When I was free, and could dispose my self;
But now, no smile, no word, no look, no touch
Can I impart to any, but as theft
From my Gomera, and who dares accept,
Is an usurper.

Mir. Leave us; I have touchd thee,
(Thou fairer virtue, than thourt beautiful)
Hold but this test, so rich an ore was never

[Altar ready, tapers and booke.

Tryed by the hand of man, on the vast earth:
Sit brightest Oriana, is it sin
Still to profess I love you, still to vow
I shall do ever? heaven my witness be,
Tis not your eye, your cheek, your tongue, no part
That superficially doth snare young men,
Which has caught me; read over in your thoughts
The story that this man hath made of you,
And think upon his merit.

Ori. Only thought
Can comprehend it.

Mir. And can you be so
Cruel, thankless, to destroy his youth
That sayd your honor, gave you double life?
Your own, and your fair Infants? that when fortune
(The blind foe to all beauty, that is good,)
Bandied you from one hazard to another,
Was even heavens Messenger, by providence
Calld to the Temple, to receive you there,
Into these Arms, to give ease to your throwes,
As ift had thunderd; take thy due Miranda,
For she was thine; Gomeras jealousie
Struck death unto thy heart; to him be dead,
And live to me, that gave thee second life:
Let me but now enjoy thee: Oh regard
The torturing fires of my affections.

Ori. Oh master them, Miranda, as I mine;
Who follows his desires, such tyrants serves
As will oppress him insupportably.
My flames, Miranda, rise as high as thine,
For I did love thee fore my marriage,
Yet would I now consent, or could I think
Thou wert in earnest, (which by all the souls
That have (for chastity) been sanctified
I cannot) in a moment I do know
Thouldst call fair temperance up to rule thy blood,
Thy eye was ever chaste, thy countenance too honest,
And all thy wooings was like Maidens talk;
Who yieldeth unto pleasures, and to lust
Is a poor captive, that in Golden Fetters
(And pretious (as he thinks) but holding gyves)
Frets out his life.

Mir. Find such another woman,
And take her for his labour, any man:

Ori. I was not worthy of thee, at my best,
Heaven knew I was not, I had had thee else;
Much less now gentle Sir; Mirandas deeds
Have been as white as Orianas fame,
From the beginning to this point of time,
And shall we now begin to stain both thus?
Think on the legend which we two shall breed
Continuing as we are, for chastest dames
And boldest Soldiers to peruse and read,
I and read thorough, free from any act
To cause the modest cast the book away,
And the most honourd Captain fold it up.

Mir. Fairest; let go my hand: my pulse beats thick,
And my movd blood, rides high in every vain,
Lord of thy self now, Soldier, and ever:
I would not for Aleppo, this frail Bark,
This bark of flesh, no better steers-man had
Than has Mountferrats: may you kiss me, Lady?

Ori. No; thought be no essential injury,
It is a circumstance due to my Lord,
To none else: and my dearest friend, if hands
Playing together, kindle heat in you,
What may the game at Lips provoke unto?

Mir. Oh what a tongue is here! whilst she doth teach
My heart to hate my fond unlawful love,
She talks me more in love, with love to her,
My fires she quencheth with her arguments,
But as she breathes em, they blow fresher fires.
Sit further: now my flame cools; Husband, Wife,
There is some holy mystery in those names
That sure the unmarried cannot understand.

Ori. Now thou art strait, and dost enamour me,
So far beyond a carnal earthly love;
My very soul doats on thee, and my spirits
Do embrace thine, my mind doth thy mind kiss,
And in this pure conjunction we enjoy
A heavenlier pleasure than if bodies met:
This, this is perfect love, the other short,
Yet languishing fruition, every Swain
And sweating Groom may clasp, but ours refind
Two in ten ages cannot reach unto;
Nor is our spiritual love, a barren joy,
For mark what blessed issue well beget,
Dearer than children to posterity,
A great example to mens continence,
And womens chastity, that is a child
More fair and comfortable, than any heir.

Mir. If all wives were but such, lust would not find
One corner to inhabit, sin would be
So strange, remission superfluous:
But one petition, I have done.

Ori. What (Sweet)?

Mir. To call me Lord, if the hard hand of death
Seize on Gomera first.

Ori. Oh, much too worthy;
How much you undervalue your own price,
To give your unbought self, for a poor woman,
That has been once sold, usd, and lost her show?
I am a garment worn, a vessel crackd,
A Zone untid, a Lilly trode upon,
A fragrant Flower cropt by another[s] hand,
My colour sullyd, and my odo[r] changd,
If when I was new blossomd, I did fear
My self unworthy of Mirandas spring:
Thus over-blown, and seeded, I am rather
Fit to adorn his Chimney, than his bed.

Mir. Rise miracle: save Malta, with thy virtue,
If words could make me proud, how has she spoke,
Yet I will try her to the very block:
Hard-hearted, and uncivil Oriana,
Ingrateful payer of my Industries,
That with a soft painted hypocrisie
Cozenst, and jeerst my perturbation,
Expect a witty, and a fell revenge:
My comfort is, all men will think thee false,
Beside thy Husband having been thus long
(On this occasion) in my Fort, and power.

Enter Nor. Collonna, & Lucinda, with a Child.

Ill hear no more words: Captain, lets away
With all care see to her: and you Lucinda
Attend her diligently: she is a wonder.

Nor. Have you found she was well deliverd:
What, had she a good Midwife, is all well?

Mir. You are merry Norandine.

Luc. Why weep you, Lady?

Ori. Take the poor Babe along.

Col. Madam, tis here.

Ori. Dissembling death, why didst thou let me live
To see this change, my greatest cause to grieve? [Exeunt.

Scæna Secunda.

Enter Astorius, Castriot, Valetta, Gomera, Synnet, Knights,
two Bishops, Mountferrat guarded by Corporal and Soldiers,
Abdella, a Gentleman with a Cloak, sword, and Spurrs:
Gomera.

Val. A tender Husband hast thou shewd thy self
My dearest brother, and thy memory
After my life in brazen Characters;
Shall monumentally be registerd
To ages consequent, till times running hand,
Beats back the world, to undistinguished Chaos,
And on the top of that thy name shall stand
Fresh, and without decay.

Gom. Oh honord Sir!
If hope of this, or any bliss to come,
Could lift my load of grief off from my soul,
Or expiate the trespass gainst my wife,
That in one hours suspition I begat,
I might be won to be a man again,
And fare like other Husbands, sleep and eat,
Laugh, and forget my pleasing penitence;
But till old nature can make such a wife
Again, I vow ner to resume the order
And habits that to men are necessary,
All breath Ill spend in sighs, all sound in groans,
And know no company but my wasting moans.

Ast. This will be wilful murder on your self,
Nor like a Christian do you bear the chance
Which th inscrutable Will of Heaven admits.

Gom. What would you have my weakness do, that
Sufferd it self thus to be practisd on,
By a damnd hell-hound, and his agent dam,
The impious Midwife, to abortive births,
And cruel instrument to his decrees?
By forgery they first assaild her life,
Heaven playing with us yet, in that, he wrought
My dearest friend, the servant to her virtue
To combat me, against his Mistriss truth.
That yet effectless, this enchanting Witch,
Bred baneful jealousie against my Lady,
My most immaculate Lady, which seizd on her
Almost to death: Oh yet! not yet content,
She in my hand put (to restore her life
As I imagind) what did execute
Their devilish malice, farther, great with child,
Was this poor innocent, that too was lost,
They doubled death upon her, not staying there,
They have done violence unto her Tomb,
Not granting rest unto her in the grave:
I wish Miranda had enjoyd my prize;
For sure Im punishd for usurping her,
Oh what a Tyger is resisted Lust!
How it doth forrage all!

Mount. Part of this tale
I grant you true; but twas not poison given her?

Ab. I would it had, we had been far enough,
If we had been so wise, and had not now
Stood curtesing for your mercies here.

Mount. Beside,
What is become o th body? we know not.

Val. Peace impudence,
And dear Gomera practice patience
As I my self must, by some means at last
We shall dissolve this Riddle.

Gom. Wherefore comes
This villain in this festival array,
As if he triumphd for his treachery?

Cast. That is by our appointment: give us leave,
You shall know why anon.

Enter Miranda, Norandine, Collona.

Val. One of the Esguard.

Esg. The Gentlemen are come.

Val. Truce then awhile,
With our sad thoughts; what are you both resolvd?

Nor. Not I my Lord, your down-right Captain still
Ill live, and serve you, not that altogether
I want compunction of conscience,
I have enough to save me, and thats all,
Bar me from drink, and drabs, evn hang me too,
You must evn make your Captains Capons first,
I have too much flesh for this spiritual Knighthood,
And therefore do desire forbearance, Sir,
Till I am older, or more mortifid,
I am too sound yet.

Val. What say you Miranda?

Mir. With all pure zeal to Heaven, duty to you,
I come to undergo it.

Val. Proceed to th ceremony.

Gom. Before you match with this bright honord title,
Admird Miranda, pardon what in thought
I ever did transgress against your virtue;
And may you find more joy with your new Bride
Than poor Gomera er enjoyd with his,
But twas mine own crime, and I suffer fort:
Long wear your dignity, and worthily,
Whilst I obscurely in some corner vanish.

Mir. Have stronger thoughts, and better, first I crave
According to the order of the Court
I may dispose my Captives, and the Fort,
That with a clean and purified heart
The fitlier I may endue my Robe.

All. Tis granted.

Enter Oriana vaild, Ladies, Lucinda, Child.

Mir. Bring the Captives. To your charge
And staid tuition, my most noble friend;
I then commend this Lady; start not off
A fairer, and a chaster never livd;
By her own choice you are her Guardian,
For telling her I was to leave my Fort,
And to abandon quite all worldly cares.
Her own request was, to Gomeras hands
She might be given in custody, for shad heard
He was a Gentleman wise, and temperate,
Full of humanity to Women-kind,
And cause he had been married, knew the better
How to entreat a Lady.

Val. What Countrey-woman is she?

Mir. Born a Greek.

Val. Gomera, twill be barbarous to denie
A Lady, that unto your refuge flies,
And seeks to shrowd her under virtues wing.

Gom. Excuse me noble Sir; oh think me not
So dull a devil, to forget the loss
Of such a matchless wife as I possessd,
And ever to endure the sight of woman:
Were she the abstract of her sex for form,
The only warehouse of perfection.
Were there no Rose nor Lilly but her Cheek,
No Musick but her tongue, Virtue but hers;
She must not rest near me, my vow is graven,
Here in my heart, irrevocably breathd
And when I break it.

Ast. This is rudeness Spaniard,
Unseasonably you play the Timonist,
Put on a disposition is not yours,
Which neither fits you, nor becomes you.

Gom. Sir.

Cast. We cannot force you, but we would perswade.

Com. Beseech you Sir, no more, I am resolvd
To forsake Malta, tread a pilgrimage
To fair Jerusalem, for my Ladies soul,
And will not be diverted.

Mir. You must bear
This Child along wye then.

Gom. What Child?

All. Hows this?

Mir. Nay then Gomera, thou art injurious,
This Child is thine, and this rejected Lady
Thou hast as often known, as thine own wife,
And this Ill make good on thee, with my sword.

Gom. Thou durst as well blaspheme: if such a scandal — 
(I crave the rights due to a Gentleman)
Woman unvail.

Ori. Will you refuse me yet?

Gom. My Wife!

Val. My Sister!

Gom. Some body, thank Heaven
I cannot speak.

All. All praise be ever given:

Mount. This saves our lives, yet would she had been dead;
The very sight of her afflicts me more
Than fear of punishment, or my disgrace.

Val. How came you to the Temple?

Mir. Sir, to do
My poor devotions, and to offer thanks
For scaping a temptation near performd
With this fair Virgin. I restore a wife
Earth cannot parallel: and busie nature
If thou wilt still make women, but remember
To work em by this sampler; take heed, Sir,
Henceforth you never doubt, Sir.

Gom. When I do
Death take me suddainly.

Mir. To increase your happiness
To your best wife take this addition.

Gom. Alack my poor knave.

Val. The confession
The Moor made t seems was truth.

Nor. Marry was it Sir; the only truth that ever issued
out of hell, which her black jawes resemble; a plague o
your bacon-face, you must be giving drinks with a vengeance;
ah thou branded bitch: do ye stare goggles, I hope to
make winter-boots o thy hide yet, she fears not damning:
hell fire cannot parch her blacker than she is: d ye grin,
chimney-sweeper.

Ori. What ist Miranda?

Mir. That you would please Lucinda might attend you.

Col. That suit Sir, I consent not to.

Luc. My husband?
My dearest Angelo?

Nor. More Jiggam-bobs; is not this the fellow that swom
Like a duck to th shore in our sea-service?

Col. The very same, do not you know me now, Sir,
My name is Angelo, though Colonna vaild it,
Your Countrey-man and kinsman born in Florence,
Who from the neighbor-Island here of Goza
Was captive led, in that unfortunate day
When the Turk bore with him three thousand souls;
Since in Constantinople have I livd
Where I beheld this Turkish Damsel first.
A tedious suitor was I for her love,
And pittying such a beauteous case should hide
A soul prophand with infidelity,
I labourd her conversion with my love,
And doubly won her; to fair faith her soul
She first betrothd, and then her faith to me,
But fearful there to consummate this contract
We fled, and in that flight were taen again
By those same Gallies, fore Valetta fought.
Since in your service I attended her,
Where, what I saw, and heard, hath joyd me more
Than all my past afflictions grievd before.

Val. Wonders crown wonders: take thy wife Miranda.
Be henceforth calld our Maltas better Angel,
And thou her evil Mountferrat.

Nor. Well call him Cacodemon, with his black gib there,
his Succuba, his devils seed, his spawn of Phlegeton, that
o my conscience was bred o the spume of Cocitus; do ye
snarle you black Jill? she looks like the Picture of America.

Val. Why stay we now.

Mir. This last petition to the Court,
I may bequeath the keeping of my Fort
To this my kinsman, toward the maintenance
Of him, and his fair virtuous wife; discreet,
Loyal, and valiant I dare give him you.

Val. You must not ask in vain, Sir.

Col. My best thanks
To you my noble Cosin, and my service
To the whole Court; may I deserve this bounty.

Val. Proceed to th ceremony, one of our Esguard
Degrade Mountferrat first.

Mount. I will not sue
For mercy, twere in vain; fortune thy worst. [Musick.

An Altar discoverd, with Tapers, and a Book on it. The two
Bishops stand on each side of it; Mountferrat, as the Song is
singing, ascends up the Altar.

See, see, the stain of honor, virtues foe,
Of Virgins fair fames, the foul overthrow,
That broken hath his oath of chastity
Dishonord much this holy dignity,
Off with his Robe, expell him forth this place,
Whilst we rejoyce, and sing at his disgrace.

Val. Since by thy actions thou hast made thy self
Unworthy of that worthy sign thou wearst,
And of our sacred order, into which
For former virtues we receivd thee first,
According to our Statutes, Ordinances,
For praise unto the good, a terror to
The bad, and an example to all men;
We here deprive thee of our habit, and
Declare thee unworthy our society,
From which we do expell thee, as a rotten
Corrupted and contagious member.

Esq. Using th authority th Superior
Hath given unto me, I untie this knot,
And take from thee the pleasing yoak of heaven:
We take from off thy breast this holy cross
Which thou hast made thy burthen, not thy prop;
Thy spurs we spoil thee of, leaving thy heels
Bare of thy honor, that have kickd against
Our Orders precepts: next we reave thy sword,
And give thee armless to thy enemies,
For being foe to goodness, and to Heaven,
Last, bout thy stiff neck, we this halter hang,
And leave thee to the mercy of thy Court.

Val. Invest Miranda.

SONG.

Fair child of virtue, honors bloom
That here with burning zeal dost come
With joy to ask the white cross cloak,
And yield unto this pleasing yoak
That being young, vows chastity,
And choosest wilful poverty;
As this flame mounts, so mount thy zeal, thy glory
Rise past the Stars, and fix in Heaven thy story.

1 Bish. Wha[t] crave you, gentle Sir?

Mir. Humble admittance
To be a brother of the holy Hospital
Of great Jerusalem.

2 Bish. Breathe out your vow.

Mir. To heaven, and all the bench of Saints above
Whose succor I implore t enable me,
I vow henceforth a chaste life, not to enjoy
Any thing proper to my self; obedience
To my Superiors, whom Religion,
And Heaven shall give me: ever to defend
The virtuous fame of Ladies, and to oppugne
Even unto death the Christian enemy,
This do I vow to accomplish.

Esq. Who can tell,
Has he made other vow, or promisd marriage
To any one, or is in servitude?

All. Hes free from all these.

1 Bish. Put on his spurs, and girt him with the sword,
The scourge of Infidels, and tipes of speed.
Buildst thy faith on this?

Mir. On him that dyd
On such a sacred figure, for our sins.

2 Bish. Here, then we fix it on thy left side, for
Thy increase of faith, Christian defence, and service
To th poor, and thus near to thy heart we plant it
That thou maist love it even with all thy heart,
With thy right hand protect, preserve it whole,
For if thou fighting gainst heavens enemies
Shalt flie away, abandoning the cross
The Ensign of thy holy General,
With shame thou justly shalt be robbd of it
Chasd from our company, and cut away
As an infectious putrified limb.

Mir. I ask no favour.

1 Bish. Then receive the yoak
Of him that makes it sweet, and light, in which,
Thy soul find her eternal rest.

Val. Most welcome.

All. Welcome, our noble Brother.

Val. Break up the Court; Mountferrat, though your deeds
Conspiring gainst the lives of innocents
Hath forfeited your own, we will not stain
Our white cross with your blood: your doom is then
To marry this coagent of your mischiefs
Which done, we banish you the continent,
If either, after three daies here be found
The hand of Law laies hold upon your lives.

Nor. Away French stallion, now you have a Barbary mare
Of your own, go leap her, and engender young devilings.

Val. We will find something noble Norandine
To quit your merit: so to civil feasts,
According to our customs; and all pray
The dew of grace, bless our new Knight to day. [Exeunt.


Collaboration with Nathan Field
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Nathan Field (1587-1620) by an unknown artist, Dulwich Picture Gallery, London, c. 1615


The Fatal Dowry (c. 1619)

[image: img56.jpg]

CONTENTS

PREFACE

INTRODUCTION

Act. primus.

Scaena prima:

Scene 2

Act. secundus.

Scæna prima:

Scene 2

Actus tertius.

Scaena prima.

Actus quartus.

Scaena prima.

Scaena 2.

Scaena 3.

Scaena 4.

Actus quintus.

Scaena prima.

Scaena 2.

Scaena 3.

Songs

First Song.

Second Song.

Cittizens Song of the Courtier.

Courtiers Song of the Citizen.




PREFACE
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THIS CRITICAL EDITION of The Fatal Dowry was undertaken as a Thesis in partial fulfilment of the requirements for the degree of Ph.D. at Princeton University. It was compiled under the guidance and direction of Professor T. M. Parrott of that institution, and every page of it is indebted to him for suggestion, advice, and criticism. I can but inadequately indicate the scope of his painstaking and scholarly supervision, and can even less adequately express my appreciation of his ever-patient aid, which alone made this work possible.

I desire also to acknowledge my debt to Professor J. Duncan Spaeth of Princeton University, for his valuable suggestions in regard to the presentation of my material, notably in the Introduction; also to Professor T. W. Baldwin of Muskingum College and Mr. Henry Bowman, both of them then fellow graduate students of mine at Princeton, for assistance on several occasions in matters of special inquiry; and to Dr. M. W. Tyler of the Princeton Department of History for directing me in clearing up a lego-historical point; and finally to the libraries of Yale and Columbia Universities for their kind loan of needed books.


INTRODUCTION
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IN THE STATIONERS Register the following entry is recorded under the date of 30º Martij 1632:

CONSTABLE Entred for his copy vnder the hands of Sir HENRY HERBERT and master SMITHWICKE warden a Tragedy called the ffatall Dowry. Vj d.

In the year 1632 was published a quarto volume whose title-page was inscribed: The Fatall Dowry: a Tragedy: As it hath been often Acted at the Private House in Blackfriars, by his Majesties Servants. Written by P. M. and N. F. London, Printed by John Norton, for Francis Constable, and are to be sold at his shop at the Crane, in Pauls Churchyard. 1632.

That the initials by which the authors are designated stand for Philip Massinger and Nathaniel Field is undoubted.

Later Texts

There is no other seventeenth century edition of The Fatal Dowry. It was included in various subsequent collections, as follows:


	I. The Works of Philip Massinger — edited by Thomas Coxeter, 1759 — re-issued in 1761, with an introduction by T. Davies.

	II. The Dramatic Works of Philip Massinger — edited by John Monck Mason, 1779.

	III. The Plays of Philip Massinger — edited by William Gifford, 1805. There was a revised second edition in 1813, which is still regarded as the Standard Massinger Text, and was followed in subsequent editions of Gifford.

	IV. Modern British Drama — edited by Sir Walter Scott, 1811. The text of this reprint of The Fatal Dowry is Giffords.

	V. Dramatic Works of Massinger and Ford — edited by Hartley Coleridge, 1840 (et seq.). This follows the text of Gifford.

	VI. The Plays of Philip Massinger. From the Text of William Gifford. With the Addition of the Tragedy Believe as You List. Edited by Francis Cunningham, 1867 (et seq.). The Fatal Dowry in this edition, as in the preceding, is a mere reprint of the Second Edition of Gifford.

	VII. Philip Massinger. Selected Plays. (Mermaid Series.) Edited by Arthur Symons, 1887–9 (et seq.).



In addition to the above, The Fatal Dowry appeared in The Plays of Philip Massinger, adapted for family reading and the use of young persons, by the omission of objectionable passages, — edited by Harness, 1830–1; and another expurgated version was printed in the Mirror of Taste and Dramatic Censor, 1810. Both of these are based on the text of Gifford.

The edition of Coxeter is closest of all to the Quarto, following even many of its most palpable mistakes, and adding some blunders on its own account. Mason accepts practically all of Coxeters corrections, and supplies a great many more variants himself, not all of which are very happy. Both these eighteenth century editors continually contract for the sake of securing a perfectly regular metre (e. g.: Youre for You are, I, i, 139; th honours for the honours, I, ii, 35; etc.), while Giffords tendency is to give the full form for even the contractions of the Quarto, changing its ems to thems, etc. Gifford can scarce find words sharp enough to express his scorn for his predecessors in their lack of observance of the text of the Quarto, yet he himself frequently repeats their gratuitous emendations when the original was a perfectly sure guide, and he has almost a mania for tampering with the Quarto on his own account. Symons Mermaid text, while based essentially on that of Gifford, in a number of instances departs from it, sometimes to make further emendations, but more often to go back from those of Gifford to the version of the original, so that on the whole this is the best text yet published.

There has been a German translation by the Graf von Baudisson, under the title of Die Unselige Mitgift, in his Ben Jonson und seine Schule, Leipsig, 1836; and a French translation, in prose, under the title of La dot fatale by E. Lafond in Contemporains de Shakespeare, Paris, 1864.

Date

The date of the composition or original production of The Fatal Dowry is not known. The Quarto speaks of it as having been often acted, so there is nothing to prevent our supposing that it came into existence many years before its publication. It does not seem to have been entered in Sir Henry Herberts Office Book. This would indicate its appearance to have been prior to Herberts assumption of the duties of his office in August, 1623. In seeking a more precise date we can deal only in probabilities.

The play having been produced by the Kings Men, a company in which Field acted, it was most probably written during his association therewith. This was formed in 1616; the precise date of his retirement from the stage is not known. His name appears in the patent of March 27, 1619, just after the death of Burbage, and again and for the last time in a livery list for his Majestys Servants, dated May 19, 1619. It is absent from the next grant for livery (1621) and from the actors lists for various plays which are assigned to 1619 or 1620. We may therefore assume safely that his connection with the stage ended before the close of 1619. On the basis of probability, then, the field is narrowed to 1616–19.

More or less presumptive evidence may be adduced for a yet more specific dating. During these years that Field acted with the Kings Men, two plays appeared which bear strong internal evidence of being products of his collaboration with Massinger and Fletcher: The Knight of Malta and The Queen of Corinth. While several parallels of phraseology are afforded for The Fatal Dowry by these (as, indeed, by every one of the works of Massinger) they are not nearly so numerous or so striking as similarities discoverable between it and certain other dramas of the Massinger corpus. With none does the connection seem so intimate as with The Unnatural Combat. Both plays open with a scene in which a young suppliant for a fathers cause is counseled, in passages irresistibly reminiscent of each other, to lay aside pride and modesty for the parents sake, because not otherwise can justice be gained, and it is the custom of the age to sue for it shamelessly. Moreover, the offer by Beaufort and his associates to Malefort of any boon he may desire as a recompense for his service, and his acceptance of it, correspond strikingly in both conduct and language with the conferring of a like favor upon Rochfort by the Court (I, ii, 258 ff.); while the request which Malefort prefers, that his daughter be married to Beaufort Junior, and the language with which that young man acknowledges this meets his own dearest wish, bear a no less patent resemblance to the bestowal of Beaumelle upon Charalois (II, ii, 284–297). Now this last parallel is significant, because The Unnatural Combat is an unaided production of Massinger, while the analogue in The Fatal Dowry occurs in a scene that is by the hand of Field. The similarity may, of course, be only an accident, but presumably it is not. Then did Field borrow from Massinger, or did Massinger from Field? The most plausible theory is that The Unnatural Combat was written immediately after The Fatal Dowry, when Massingers mind was so saturated with the contents of the tragedy just laid aside that he was liable to echo in the new drama the expressions and import of lines in the old, whether by himself or his collaborator. That at any rate the chronological relationship of the two plays is one of juxtaposition is further attested by the fact that in minor parallelisms, too, to The Fatal Dowry, The Unnatural Combat is richer than any other work of Massinger.

Unfortunately The Unnatural Combat is itself another play of whose date no more can be said with assurance than that it preceeds the entry of Sir Henry Herbert into office in 1623, though its crude horrors, its ghost, etc., suggest moreover that it is its authors initial independent venture in the field of tragedy, his Titus Andronicus, an ill-advised attempt to produce something after the grand manner of half a generation back. Next in closeness to The Fatal Dowry among the works of Massinger as regards the number of its reminiscences of phraseology stands his share of The Virgin Martyr; next in closeness as regards the strikingness of these parallels stands his share of The Little French Lawyer. These two plays can be dated circa 1620.



To sum up:

The Fatal Dowry appears to antedate the installation of Sir Henry Herbert in 1623.

It was probably written while Field was with the Kings Men; with whom he became associated in 1616, and whom he probably quitted in 1619.

The indications point to its composition during the latter part of this three-year period (1616–19), for it yields more and closer parallels to The Virgin Martyr and The Little French Lawyer, dated about 1620, than to The Knight of Malta and The Queen of Corinth, dated 1617–8, — closer, indeed, than to any work of Massinger save one, The Unnatural Combat, itself an undated but evidently early play, with which its relationship is clearly of the most intimate variety.



The following (at best hazardously conjectural) scheme of sequence may be advanced:

Fletcher and Massinger and Field together wrote The Knight of Malta and The Queen of Corinth — according to received theory, in 1617 or 1618. Thereafter, the last two collaborators (desirous, perhaps, of trying what they could do unaided and unshackled by the dominating association of the chief dramatist of the day) joined hands in the production of the tragedy which is the subject of our study. Then, upon Fields retirement, Massinger struck off, with The Unnatural Combat, into unassisted composition; but we next find him, whether because he recognized the short-comings of this turgid play or for other reasons, again in double harness, at work upon The Virgin Martyr and The Little French Lawyer. On this hypothesis, The Fatal Dowry would be dated 1618–9.

Sources

No source is known for the main plot of The Fatal Dowry. A Spanish original has been suspected, but it has never come to light. The stress laid throughout the action on that peculiarly Spanish conception of the point of honor (see under Critical Estimate, in consideration of the character of Charalois) is unquestionably suggestive of the land south of the Pyrenees, and we have an echo of Don Quixote in the exclamation of Charalois (III, i, 441): Away, thou curious impertinent. The identification, however, of the situation at Aymers house in IV, ii with a scene in Cervantes El viejo celoso (Obras Completas De Cervantes, Tomo XII, ) is extremely fanciful. The only similarity consists in the circumstance that in both, while the husband is on the stage, the wife, who, unknown to him, entertains a lover in the next room, is heard speaking within. But this is a spontaneous outcry on the part of Beaumelle, who does not suspect the proximity of her husband, and her discovery follows, and from this the denouement of the play; whereas in Cervantes entremes the wife deliberately calls in bravado to her niece, who is also on-stage, and boasts of her lover, — and the husband thinks this is in jest, and nothing comes of it but comedy.

The theme of the sons redemption of his fathers corpse by his own captivity is from the classical story of Cimon and Miltiades, as narrated by Valerius Maximus, De dictis factisque memorabilibus, etc. Lib. V, cap. III. De ingratis externorum: Bene egissent Athenienses cum Miltiade, si eum post trecenta millia Persarum Marathone devicta, in exilium protinus misissent, ac non in carcere et vinculis mori coegissent; sed, ut puto, hactenus saevire adversus optime meritum abunde duxerunt: immo ne corpus quidem eius, sic expirare coacti sepulturae primus mandari passi sunt, quam filius eius Cimon eisdem vinculis se constrigendum traderet. Hanc hereditatem paternam maximi ducis filius, et futurus ipse aetatis suae dux maximus, solam se crevisse, catenas et carcerem, gloriari potuit.

In the version of Cornelius Nepos (Vitae, Cimon I) Cimon is incarcerated against his will.

The action of the play is given the historical setting of the later fifteenth century wars of Louis XI of France and Charles the Bold of Burgundy, although this background is extremely hazy. The heros name is the title which Charles bore while heir-apparent to the Duchy of Burgundy; mention is made of Charles himself (The warlike Charloyes, I, ii, 171), to Louis (the subtill Fox of France, The politique Lewis, I, ii, 123–4), and to the more desperate Swisse (I, ii, 124), against whom Charles lost his life and the power of Burgundy was broken; while the three great defeats he suffered at their hands, Granson, Morat, Nancy, are named in I, ii, 170. Shortly after these disasters the events which the play sets forth must be supposed to occur; the parliament by which in our drama Dijon is governed was established by Louis XI when he annexed Burgundy in 1477 and thereby abolished her ducal independence.

Collaboration

It is doubtful if Massinger ever collaborated with any author whose manner harmonized as well with his own as did Fields. In his partnership with Decker in The Virgin Martyr, the alternate hands of the two dramatists afford a weird contrast. His union with Fletcher was less incongruous, but Fletcher was too much inclined to take the bit between his teeth to be a comfortable companion in double harness, and at all times his volatile, prodigal genius paired ill with the earnest, painstaking, not over-poetic moralist. But in Field Massinger found an associate whose connection with himself was not only congenial, but even beneficial, to the end that together they could achieve certain results of which either was individually incapable; just as it has been established was the case in the Middleton-Rowley collaboration. To a formal element of verse different, indeed, from Massingers, but not obtrusively so, a certain moral fibre of his own (perhaps derived from his clerical antecedents), and a like familiarity with stage technique, Field added qualities which Massinger notably lacked, and thereby complemented him: a light and vigorous (if sometimes coarse) comic touch as opposed to Massingers cumbrous humor; a freshness and first-hand acquaintance with life as opposed to Massingers bookishness; a capacity to visualize and individualize character as opposed to Massingers weakness for drawing types rather than people. The fruit of their joint endeavors testifies to a harmonious, conscientious, and mutually respecting partnership.

In consideration of the above, it is surprising how substantially in accord are most of the opinions that have been expressed concerning the share of the play written by each author.

A critical reader, says Monck Mason, will perceive that Rochfort and Charalois speak a different language in the Second and Third Acts, from that which they speak in the first and last, which are undoubtedly Massingers; as is also Part of the Fourth Act, but not the whole of it.

Dr. Ireland, in a postscript to the text of The Fatal Dowry in Giffords edition, agrees with Mason in assigning the Second Act to Field and also the First Scene of the Fourth Act; the Third Act, however, he claims for Massinger, as well as that share of the play with which Mason credits him. Fleay and Boyle, the chief modern commentators who have taken up the question of the division of authorship with the aid of metrical tests and other criteria, agree fairly well with the speculations of their less scientific predecessors, and adopt an intermediate, reconciling position on the disputed Third Act, dividing it between the two dramatists.

Boyle (Englische Studien, V, 94) assigns to Massinger Act I; Act III as far as line 316; Act IV, Scenes ii, iii, and iv; and the whole of Act V, with the exception of Scene ii, lines 80–120, which he considers an interpolation of Field, whom he also believes to have revised the latter part of I, ii (from Exeunt Officers with Romont to end).

Fleay (Chron. Eng. Dra., I, 208) exactly agrees with this division save that the latter part of I, ii, which Boyle believes emended by Field, he assigns to that author outright; and that he places the division in Act III twenty-seven lines later (Field after Manent Char. Rom.).

In my own investigation I have used for each Scene the following tests to distinguish the hands of the two authors:

(a) Broad aesthetic considerations: the comparison of style and method of treatment with the known work of either dramatist.

(b) The test of parallel phrases. Massingers habit of repeating himself is notorious. I have gone through the entire body of his work, both that which appears under his name, and that which has been assigned to him by modern research in the Beaumont & Fletcher plays, and noted all expressions I found analogous to any which occur in The Fatal Dowry. I have done the same for Fields work, examining his two comedies, Woman is a Weathercock and Amends for Ladies, and Acts I and V of The Knight of Malta and III and IV of The Queen of Corinth, which the consensus of critical opinion recognizes (in my judgment, correctly) as his. He is generally believed to have collaborated also in The Honest Mans Fortune, but the exact extent of his work therein is so uncertain that I have not deemed it a proper field from which to adduce evidence. His hand has been asserted by one authority or another to appear in various other plays of the period, he having served, as it were, the role of a literary scapegoat on whom it was convenient to father any Scene not identified as belonging to Beaumont, Fletcher, or Massinger; but there is no convincing evidence for his participation in the composition of any extant dramas save the above named.

(c) Metrical tests. I have computed the figures for The Fatal Dowry in regard to double or feminine endings and run-on lines. Massingers verse displays high percentages (normally 30 per cent, to 45 per cent.) in the case of either. Fields verse varies considerably in the matter of run-on lines at various periods of his life, but the proportion of them is always smaller than Massingers. His double endings average about 18 per cent. I have also counted in each Scene the number of speeches that end within the line, and that end with the line, respectively. (Speeches ending with fragmentary lines are considered to have mid-line endings.) This is declared by Oliphant (Eng. Studien, XIV, 72) the surest test for the work of Massinger. His percentage of speeches, he says, that end where the verses end is ordinarily as low as 15. This is a tremendous exaggeration, but it is true that the ratio of mid-line endings is much higher in Massinger than in any of his contemporaries — commonly 2:1, or higher.

We find the First Scene of Act I one of those skillful introductions to the action which the stage-poet knew so well how to handle, for which reason, probably, he was generally intrusted with the initial Scene of the plays in which he collaborated. Thoroughly Massingerian are its satire upon the degenerate age and its grave, measured style, rhetorical where it strives to be passionate, and replete with characteristic expressions. Especially striking examples of the dramatists well-known and never-failing penchant for the recurrent use of certain ideas and phrases are: As I could run the hazard of a check fort. (l. 10) — cf. C-G. 87 b, 156 b, 327 b; D. V, 328; XI, 28; — You shall oercome. (l. 101) — cf. C-G. 230 b, 248 b, 392 a; — and ll. 183–7 — cf. C-G. 206 a, 63 a, 91 a, 134 b. The correspondence between ll. 81–99 and the opening of The Unnatural Combat has already been remarked on, while further reminiscences of the same passage are to be found elsewhere in Massinger (C-G. 104 a, 195 b). Metrical tests show for the Scene 33 per cent. double endings and 29 per cent. run-on lines, figures which substantiate the conclusions derivable from a scrutiny of its style and content.

In I, ii Massinger appears in his element, an episode permitting opportunities for the forensic fervor which was his especial forte. Such Scenes occur again and again in his plays: the conversion of the daughters of Theophilus by the Virgin Martyr, the plea of the Duke of Milan to the Emperor, of old Malefort to his judges in The Unnatural Combat, of Antiochus to the Carthagenian senate in Believe as You List. From the speech with which Du Croy opens court (I, ii, 1–3) — cf. the inauguration of the senate-house scene in The Roman Actor, C-G. 197 b,

Fathers conscript, may this our meeting be

Happy to Caesar and the commonwealth!

— to the very end, it abounds with Massingerisms: Knowing judgment; Speak to the cause; I foresaw this (an especial favorite of the poets); Strange boldness!; the construction, If that curses, etc; — also cf. l. 117 ff. with

To undervalue him whose least famd service

Scornes to be put in ballance with the best

Of all your Counsailes.

(Sir John van Olden B., Bullens Old Plays, II, 232.)

We have seen that the hand of Field has been asserted to appear in the last half of this Scene. This is probably due to the presence here of several rhymed couplets, which are uncommon in Massinger save as tags at the end of Scenes or of impressive speeches, but not absolutely unknown in his work; whereas Field employs them frequently — in particular to set off a gnomic utterance. If Fields indeed, they can scarcely represent more than his revising touch here and there; everything else in this part of the Scene bespeaks Massinger no less clearly than does the portion which preceeds it. There continues the same stately declamation, punctuated at intervals by brief comments or replies, the same periodic sentence-structure, the same or even greater frequency of characteristic diction. Massinger again and again refers in his plays to the successive hardships of the summers heat and winters frost (l. 184 — cf. C-G. 168 b, 205 a, 392 b, 488 b); stand bound occurs literally scores of times upon his pages (three times on C-G. 77 a alone); — typical also are in their dreadful ruins buried quick (l. 178 — cf. C-G. 603 a, 625 a, Sir John van Olden B., Bullins Old Plays, II, 209), Be constant in it (l. 196 — cf. C-G. 2 a, 137 a, 237 a, 329 a), Strange rashness!, It is my wonder (l. 293 — cf. C-G. 26 b, 195 b; D. VIII, 438; XI, 34). Cf. also l. 156,

To quit the burthen of a hopeless life,

with C-G. 615 b,

To ease the burthen of a wretched life.

And ll. 284–6,

But would you had

Made trial of my love in anything

But this,

with C-G. 286 a,

I could wish you had

Made trial of my love some other way.

And again, ll. 301–3,

and his goodness

Rising above his fortune, seems to me,

Princelike, to will, not ask, a courtesy.

with D. XI. 37,

in his face appears

A kind of majesty which should command,

Not sue for favour.

and the general likeness of l. 258 ff. with C-G. 44 b-45 a, as above noted. Nor do the verse tests reveal any break in the continuity of the Scene; the figures for the first part are: double endings, 45 per cent.; run-on lines, 33 per cent. — for the second part: double endings, 36 per cent.; run-on lines, 36 per cent.

Passing to the Second Act, we discover at once a new manner of expression, in which the sentence has a looser structure, the verse a quicker tempo, the poetry a striving now and again for a note of lyric beauty which, although satisfactorily achieved in but few lines, is by Massingers verse not even attempted. A liberal sprinkling of rhymes appears. The Scene is a trifle more vividly conceived; the emotions have a somewhat more genuine ring. Simultaneously, resemblances to the phraseology of Massingers other plays become infrequent; and, to increase the wonder, is almost the only reminder of him in the whole of Scene i. On the other hand we must not expect to find in the work of Field the same large number of recognizable expressions as mark that of Massinger; for he was not nearly so given to repeating himself, nor are there many of his plays extant from which to garner parallels. The figure of speech with which Charalois opens his funeral address [Field shows a great predilection for aqueous similes and metaphors], the liberal use of oaths (Slid, Slight), a reference (l. 137) to the Bermudas (also mentioned in Amends for Ladies: M. 427), and the comparison to the oak and pine (ll. 119–121 — cf. a Field Scene of The Queen of Corinth: D. V, 436–7) are the only specific minutia to which a finger can be pointed. The verse analysis testifies similarly to a different author from that of Act I, double endings being 20 per cent., run-on lines 15 per cent. — figures which are quite normal to Field.

To the actor-dramatist may be set down the prose of II, ii without question. Massinger practically never uses prose, which is liberally employed by Field, as is the almost indistinguishable prose-or-verse by which a transition is made from one medium to the other. The dialogue between Beaumelle and her maids is strikingly like that between two gentlewomen in The Knight of Malta, I, ii — a Scene generally recognized as by his hand; the visit of Novall Junior which follows is like a page out of his earlier comedies. Notable resemblances are ll. 177–8, Uds-light! my lord, one of the purls of your band is, without all discipline, fallen out of his rank, with I have seen him sit discontented a whole play because one of the purls of his band was fallen out of his reach to order again. (Amends for Ladies, M. 455); and l. 104, they skip into my lords cast skins some twice a year, with and then my lord (like a snake) casts a suite every quarter, which I slip into: (Woman is a Weathercock, M. 374). The song, after l. 131, recalls that in Amends for Ladies, M. 465.

Of the verse which follows, most of the observations made in regard to the preceeding Scene are applicable. The comic touch in the midst of Romonts tirade (ll. 174–206) against old Novall, when the vehemence of his indignation leads him to seek at every breath the epithet of a different beast for his foe, is surely Fields, not Massingers. A Field scene of The Queen of Corinth, D. V, 438, parallels with its Thou a gentleman! thou an ass, the construction of l. 276, while there too is duplicated the true-love knots of l. 314, though in a rather grotesque connection. The verse tests are confirmative of Field: 21 per cent. double endings; 19 per cent, run-on lines. While a few resemblances to phrases occurring somewhere in the works of Massinger can be marked here and there in the 355 lines of the Scene, they are not such as would demand consideration, nor are more numerous than sheer chance would yield in the case of a writer so prolific as the stage-poet. The parallel between ll. 284–297 and a passage from The Unnatural Combat is pointed out under the head of Date, and one of several possible explanations for this coincidence is there offered. These lines in The Fatal Dowry are as unmistakably Fields as any verse in the entire play; their short, abruptly broken periods and their rapid flow are as characteristic of him as the style of their analogue in The Unnatural Combat is patently Massingerian.

Act III presents a more difficult problem. It will be noted that Fleay and Boyle alike declare that its single long Scene is divided between the two authors, but are unable to agree as to the point of division. The first 316 lines are beyond question the work of Massinger. The tilt between Romont and Beaumelle is conducted with that flood of rhetorical vituperation by which he customarily attempts to delineate passion; in no portion of the play is his diction and sentence-structure more marked; and the parallels to passages elsewhere in his works reappear with redoubled profusion. Indeed, they become too numerous for complete citation; let it suffice to refer ll. 43–4 to D. III, 477; ll. 53–4 to C-G. 173 a; ll. 80–3 to D. III, 481; l. 104 to C-G. 532 a; l. 116 to C-G. 146 b; ll. 117–8 to D. VI, 294 and D. VI, 410; ll. 232–5 to C-G. 307 a, also to 475 b, and to D. VIII, 406; while the phrase, Meet with an ill construction (l. 238) is a common one with Massinger (cf. C-G. 76 a, 141 b, 193 b, 225 b, 339 b), as are such ironic observations as the Why, tis exceeding well of l. 293 (cf., e. g., 175 b). This part of the Scene contains 45 per cent. double endings and 36 per cent. run-on lines.

The last 161 lines of the Act with scarcely less certainty can be established as Fields, though on a first reading one might imagine, from the wordiness of the vehement dialogue and the rather high ratio (19:11) of speeches ending in mid-line, that the hand of Massinger continues throughout. But the closest examination no longer will reveal traces of that playwrights distinctive handiwork, while a ratio of 17 per cent. for double endings and 28 per cent. for run-on lines, the introduction of rhyme, the oaths, and the change from the previous full-flowing declamation to shorter, more abrupt periods are vouchers that this part of the Scene is from the pen of the actor-dramatist. We can scarcely imagine the ponderous-styled Massinger writing anything so easy and rapid as

Ill die first.

Farewell; continue merry, and high heaven

Keep your wife chaste.

Such phrases as So I not heard them (l. 352) and Like George a-horseback (l. 433) in the loose structure of the one and the slangy scurrility of the other, exhibit no kinship to his manner; l. 373, They are fools that judge me by my outward seeming recalls a Field passage in The Queen of Corinth (D. V, 444) They are fools that hold them dignified by blood. There is here and there, moreover, a certain violence of expression, a compressed over-trenchancy of phrase, that brings to mind the rant of the early Elizabethans, and is found among the Jacobeans only in the work of Rowley, Beaumont, and Field. For the last named, this is notably exemplified in the opening soliloquy of The Knight of Malta; we cannot but recognize the same touch here in ll. 386–8:

Thou dost strike

A deathful coldness to my hearts high heat,

And shrinkst my liver like the calenture.

The Something I must do, which concludes the Act, is repeatedly paralleled in Massingers plays, but a similar indefinite resolve is expressed in Woman is a Weathercock (M. 363), and it consequently cannot be adduced as evidence of his hand. Immediately above, however (ll. 494–6), we encounter, in the allusion to the Italian and Dutch temperaments, a thought twice echoed by the stage-poet in plays of not greatly later date, The Duke of Milan and The Little French Lawyer (C-G. 90 a; D. III, 505). It may represent an interpolation by Massinger; it may be merely that this rather striking conclusion to the climatic speech of his collaborators scene so fixed itself on his mind as to crop out afterwards in his own productions.

In the short disputed passage (ll. 317–343) which separates what is undoubtedly Massingers from what is undoubtedly Fields, it would appear that both playwrights had a hand. The Sdeath and Gads me!, the play upon the word currier, and the phrase, I shall be with you suddenly (cf. Q. of Cor. D. V, 467) speak for Field; while Massinger, on the other hand, parallels

His back

Appears to me as it would tire a beadle;

with

A man of resolution, whose shoulders

Are of themselves armour of proof, against

A bastinado, and will tire ten beadles. — C-G. 186 b;

and the phrase to sit down with a disgrace occurs something like a dozen times on his pages, especially frequently in the collaborated plays — that is to say, in the earlier period of his work, to which The Fatal Dowry belongs. It is probable, and not unnatural, that the labors of the partners in composition overlapped on this bit of the Scene, but metrical analysis claims with as much certainty as can attach to this test in the case of so short a passage that it is substantially Massingers, and should go rather with what preceeds than with what comes after it, the verse being all one piece with that of the former section. It has 37 per cent. double endings and 41 per cent. run-on lines.

IV, i, opens with a prose passage for all the world like that of Woman is a Weathercock, I, ii, with its picture of the dandy, his parasites, and the pert page who forms a sort of chorus with his caustic asides; and writes itself down indisputably as by the same author. Novall Junior and his coterie appear here as in their former presentation in II, ii. We have again the same racy comedy, the same faltering of the vehicle between verse and prose (see ll. 61–8; 137–153). After the clearing of the stage of all save Romont and young Novall, uninterrupted verse ensues, which, despite a rather notable parallel in The Beggars Bush, D. IX, 9 to l. 174, is evidently Fields also. An analogue of ll. 180–1 is discoverable in Amends for Ladies (M. 421), as is of the reference ( l. 197) to fairies treasure in Woman is a Weathercock (M. 344). Novalls exclamation ( l. 182), Pox of this gun! and his retort ( l. 201), Good devil to your rogueship! are Fieldian, and the entire passage possesses a vigor and an easy naturalness which declare his authorship. It is not improbable, however, that his contribution ends with the fragmentary l. 207, and that the remaining four lines of the Scene are a Massinger tag. The Maid of Honour (C-G. 28 a) furnishes a striking parallel for ll. 208–9, while for 210–1 cf. C-G. 192 a. The metrical tests for IV, i, confirm Field: 22 per cent. double endings; 22 per cent. run-on lines.

With the next Scene the hand of Massinger is once more in evidence with all its accustomed manifestations. One interested in his duplication of characteristic phrasing may refer for comparison ll. 13–4 to C-G. 299 b; l. 17 to C-G. 241 a; ll. 24–6 to C-G. 547 b; ll. 29–30 to C-G. 425 b; l. 57 to C-G. 41 b, 70 b; l. 94 to C-G. 182 b. The Scene contains 32 per cent. double endings and 37 per cent. run-on lines. The authorship of its two songs is less certain. Field was more given to song-writing than was Massinger, and the second of this pair is reminiscent in its conception of the Grace Seldom episode in Amends for Ladies (II, i).

The short IV, iii is by Massinger. In evidence of him are its 36 per cent. of double endings and 55 per cent. of run-on lines, its involved sentence structure, and the familiar phrasing which makes itself manifest even in so brief a passage (e. g.: To play the parasite, l. 7 — cf. V, iii, 78 and C-G. 334 b. Cf. also ll. 9–10 with D. III, 476; and l. 22 with C-G. 40 b, 153 a, 262 b.).

The same dramatists work continues through the last Scene of the Act. This, the emotional climax of the play, representing a quasi-judicial procedure, affords him abundant opportunity for fervid moralizing and speech-making, of which he takes advantage most typically. Massinger commonplaces are l. 29, Made shipwreck of your faith (cf. C-G. 55 b, 235 a, 414 b); l. 56, In the forbidden labyrinth of lust (cf. C-G. 298 b); l. 89, Angels guard me! (cf. C-G. 59 b, 475 b); l. 118–9, and yield myself Most miserably guilty (cf. C-G. 61 b, 66 b, 130 a; D. VI, 354); etc.; while within a year or so of the time when he wrote referring to those famed matrons (l. 70), he expatiated upon them in detail (see The Virgin Martyr, C-G. 33 a). Yet more specific parallels may be found: for l. 63 cf. C-G. 179 a; ll. 76–7, cf. C-G. 28 a; l. 78, cf. C-G. 32 b; ll. 162–3, cf. C-G. 3 b, in a passage wherein there is a certain similarity of situation; l. 177, cf. D. IX, 7. Were any further confirmation needed for Massingers authorship, the metrical tests would supply it, with their 36 per cent. double endings and 34 per cent. run-on lines.

The most cursory reading of V, i is sufficient to establish the conviction that its author is not identical with that of the earlier comic passages — is not Field, but Massinger. The humor, such as it is, is of a graver, more restrained sort — satiric rather than burlesque; it has lost lightness and verve, and approaches to high-comedy and even to moralizing. One feels that the confession of the tailor-gallant is no mere fun-making devise, but a caustic attack upon social conditions against which the writer nurtured a grudge. Massingerian are such expressions as And now I think ont better (l. 77 — cf. C-G. 57 b, 468 a, 615 a; D. XI, 28), and use a conscience (l. 90 — cf. C-G. 444 a, 453 a), while the metrical evidence of 36 per cent. double endings and 29 per cent. run-on lines fortifies a case concerning which all commentators are in agreement. But despite the unanimity of critical opinion hitherto, I am not sure that Field did not contribute a minor touch here and there to the Scene. Such contribution, if a fact, must have been small, for the Massinger flavor is unmistakable throughout; yet in the Plague ont! and the Slid!, in the play upon words (ll. 13–4, 20–1, 44), which is rare with Massinger and common with Field, in the line, I only know [thee] now to hate thee deadly: (cf. Amends for Ladies, M. 421: I never more Will hear or see thee, but will hate thee deadly.), we may, perhaps, detect a hint of his hand.

Scene ii (which in the Quarto ends with the reconciliation of Charalois and Romont, the entry of Du Croy, Charmi, etc. being marked as the beginning of a third Scene, though the place is unchanged and the action continuous, wherefore modern editors disregard the Quartos division and count Scene ii as including all the remainder of the Act) presents the usual distinctive earmarks of a Massinger passage. The last third of it, however (ll. 80–121), has, on account of the presence of several rhymes, been commonly assigned to Field. No doubt his hand is here discernable; l. 118, markd me out the way how to defend it, is scarcely a Massinger construction either; but I cannot think Fields presence here more than that of a reviser, just as in the latter half of I, ii. The language remains more Massingers than Fields; and while the passage is over-short for metrical tests to be decisive, the 39 per cent. of double endings and 35 per cent. of run-on lines which it yields (for the earlier part of the Scene the figures are respectively 28 per cent. and 35 per cent.) are corroborative of Massingers authorship. Cf. also ll. 96–8 with this from The Renegado (C-G. 157 a):

This applause

Confirmd in your allowance, joys me more

Than if a thousand full-crammd theatres

Should clap their eager hands.

Of the final Scene, V, iii, little need be said. It brings before us again a court-room, with another trial, and continues the manner of its predecessor, I, ii, as only Massinger can. His customary formulae, stand bound, play the parasite, etc., are here; characteristic too are his opposition of wanton heat and lawful fires (ll. 141–2 — cf. C-G. 37 b; D. V. 476), while further material for comparison may be found in ll. 95–6 with Respect, wealth, favour, the whole world for a dower of The Virgin Martyr (C-G. 6 b), and in ll. 165–7:

Char. You must find other proofs to strengthen these
But mere presumptions.
Du Croy Or we shall hardly
Allow your innocence.

with C-G. 39 a and b:

You must produce

Reasons of more validity and weight

To plead in your defence, or we shall hardly

Conclude you innocent.

The last passage cited for comparison also exhibits another feature normal to the work of this dramatist: the splitting of an observation, frequently a single sentence, between two speakers; so ll. 38–9, and again, l. 59. The Scene and play are rounded off with the pointing of a moral, so indispensable to Massingers satisfaction.

To sum up, therefore, disregarding for practical purposes the slight touches of Field in I, ii, ll. 146–end; III, i, ll. 317–343; V, ii, ll. 80–end; and perhaps in V, i; — and the apparent Massinger touches in IV, i, and possibly at one or two other points in the Field Scenes, we may divide the play as follows:


	Massinger: I; III, ll. 1–343; IV, ii, iii, iv; V.

	Field: II; III, ll. 344–end; IV, i.



A metrical analysis of the play is appended in tabular form, in which I have computed separately the figures for each portion of any Scene on which there has been a question. It will be noted that the single simple test of the mid-line speech-ending would, with but two exceptions — one (III, i, c) doubtful, and the other (V, ii, b) too short a passage to afford a fair test — have made a clean-cut and correct determination of authorship in every case.



	
Scene


	
Prose Lines


	
Verse Lines


	
Double Endings


	
Per Cent.


	
Run-on Lines


	
Per Cent.


	
Fragmentary Lines


	
Rhymed Lines


	
Speeches Ending in Mid-line


	
Speeches Ending with Line


	
Author





	
I, i


	
— 


	
196


	
64


	
33


	
56


	
29


	
1


	
2


	
42


	
22


	
Massinger





	
I, ii (a)


	
— 


	
145


	
64


	
45


	
48


	
33


	
1


	
2


	
25


	
14


	
Massinger





	
I, ii (b)


	
— 


	
158


	
57


	
36


	
57


	
36


	
0


	
12


	
30


	
16


	
Massinger (Field revision)





	
II, i


	
— 


	
145


	
29


	
20


	
22


	
15


	
4


	
16


	
19


	
17


	
Field





	
II, ii


	
82


	
273


	
57


	
21


	
52


	
19


	
9


	
12


	
47


	
50


	
Field





	
III, i (a)


	
— 


	
316


	
142


	
45


	
114


	
36


	
1


	
2


	
67


	
29


	
Massinger





	
III, i (b)


	
— 


	
27


	
10


	
37


	
11


	
41


	
3


	
0


	
13


	
6


	
Massinger (with Field?)





	
III, i (c)


	
— 


	
161


	
28


	
17


	
45


	
28


	
0


	
10


	
19


	
11


	
Field





	
IV, i


	
88


	
124


	
27


	
22


	
27


	
22


	
4


	
6


	
26


	
24


	
Field





	
IV, ii


	
— 


	
104


	
33


	
32


	
38


	
37


	
2


	
2


	
24


	
10


	
Massinger





	
IV, iii


	
— 


	
22


	
8


	
36


	
12


	
55


	
0


	
0


	
3


	
1


	
Massinger





	
IV, iv


	
— 


	
195


	
71


	
36


	
67


	
34


	
0


	
6


	
32


	
8


	
Massinger





	
V, i


	
— 


	
107


	
38


	
36


	
31


	
29


	
1


	
2


	
16


	
5


	
Massinger





	
V, ii (a)


	
— 


	
80


	
22


	
28


	
27


	
34


	
0


	
2


	
17


	
2


	
Massinger





	
V, ii (b)


	
— 


	
41


	
15


	
37


	
14


	
35


	
0


	
8


	
3


	
3


	
Massinger (Field revision)





	
V, iii


	
— 


	
229


	
98


	
43


	
50


	
22


	
0


	
4


	
34


	
19


	
Massinger






Critical Estimate

No less an authority than Swinburne has pronounced The Fatal Dowry the finest tragedy in the Massinger corpus. Certainly it would be the most formidable rival of The Duke of Milan for that distinction. It occupies an anomalous position among the works of the stage poet. His dramas are, as a rule, strongest in construction; he went at play-making like a skillful architect, and put together and moulded his material with steady hand. They are likely to be weakest in characterization. Massinger could not get inside his figures and endow them with the breath of life; they remain stony shapes chiseled in severely angular and conventional lines, like some old Egyptian bas-relief. But The Fatal Dowry is strong in characterization and defective in construction.

The structural fault is less surprising when it is ascertained to be fundamental — inevitable in the theme. The play breaks in the middle: it is really composed of two stories; the first two Acts present and resolve one action, while another, hitherto barely presaged, occupies the last three, and is the proper story of the Fatal Dowry. Charalois self-immolation for the corpse of his heroic father, and his rescue and reward by the great-hearted Rochfort, form a little play in themselves — a brief but stately tragi-comedy, which is followed by a tense drama of intrigue and retribution, of adultery and avenged honor — itself complete in itself, for which we are prepared in the first two Acts only by one figure, whose potentialities for disaster are ominous if not obvious: — Beaumelle, of whom more later. This plot-building by enjambment precludes the slow, steady mounting of suspense from the initial moment and inexorable gathering of doom which are manifested in a well-conceived tragedy; yet crude, amorphous, inorganic as it may seem — defying, as it does, unity of action — like as it is to the earliest Elizabethan plays, which were concerned with a single career rather than a single theme, it would appear inevitably necessary, if a maximum effect is to be gained from the given plot-material. Just as Wagner found it impossible to do justice to the story of Siegfried without first presenting that of Siegmund and Sieglinde, so the experiment of Rowe (who in re-working the story for The Fair Penitent relegated to expository dialogue the narration of what corresponds to the first two Acts of The Fatal Dowry) sadly demonstrated that unless the reader or audience actually sees, and not merely hears about, Charalois previous devotion, Rochforts generosity, and Romonts loyalty, these characters do not attract to themselves a full measure of sympathy, and the story of their later vicissitudes is somehow unconvincing and falls flat.

Massinger and Field accepted frankly the structural awkwardness of their plot as they had fashioned or found it. Making, apparently, no attempt to obviate its essential duality, they went to work in the most straightforward manner, and achieved, thanks in no small measure to that same resolute directness of approach, a drama of so naturalistic a tone as half to redeem its want of unity. The Fatal Dowry is not an Aristotelian tragedy with a definite beginning, middle, and end — it is rather a cross-section of life. The unconventionality and vitality of such a production are startling, and obtain a high degree of verisimilitude.

Both authors seem to have been themselves inspired by their virile theme to give to it their best work. The stately, somewhat monotonous verse of Massinger, which never loses dignity and is so incapable of expressing climaxes of passion, is once or twice almost forgotten, or else rises to a majesty which transfigures it. Though forensic declamation was always the especial forte of this dramatist, he literally out-did himself in his management of the suit for the dead Marshals body. The elaborate rhetoric of Charmi, checked by the stern harshness of Novall Senior, the indignant outburst of Romont, and the sad, yet noble calmness of Charalois speech in which he presses the forlorn alternative, succeed one another with striking contrast; the very flow of the verse changes with the speaker in a manner which recalls the wonderful employment of this device by Shakespeare, as, for example, in the First Act of Othello. In the final Scene of Act IV, Massinger achieves a climax worthy of Fletcher himself; — save, perhaps, the denouement of A New Way to Pay Old Debts, and the great scene in The Duke of Milan in which Sforzas faith in his Duchess is broken down by aspersion after aspersion, until he slays her, only to learn the terrible truth one instant later, it is the most dramatic situation he ever worked up. Field, too, seems to have been on his mettle: his verse is more trenchant, his care greater than in his two earlier comedies; the lines (II, i, 126–7)

My root is earthed, and I a desolate branch

Left scattered in the highway of the world,

touch the high-water mark of his poetic endeavor.

Blemishes, indeed, are not unapparent. The episodic first Scene of Act V is a rather stupid piece of pseudo-comedy by Massinger, which serves no function adequate to justify its existence, while it interrupts the thread of the main story at a point where its culminating intensity does not, of right, permit such a diversion. Gifford in commenting upon this Scene makes the amazing pronouncement that it serves to prove how differently the comic part of this drama would have appeared, if the whole had fortunately fallen into the hands of Massinger. Surely never was criticism more fatuous.

But the most serious — indeed, the outstanding — defect of the play is the easy readiness of Charalois to break with Romont. The calm, unregretful placidity with which he untwists the long web of friendship with a man who has stood by him through weal and woe, who has courted a prisons chains for his sake, shocks us, and repels us with its flinty self-sufficiency. It is not that we know him to be wrong and Romont to be right; suppose the high faith of Charalois in Beaumelle to be entirely justified and the charge of Romont to be as groundless as it is wildly delivered and unconvincing, yet there is no excuse for the immediacy with which, on the first revelation of what he himself has demanded to know, the hero rejects, along with the report of his friend, the friend himself, whose aim could have been only his best interest. For the fault lies not in the situation, which is sound, but in its over-hasty development. A little more length to the scene, a few more speeches to either participant in the dialogue, a little longer and more vituperative insistence on the part of Romont in the face of Charalois warnings that he has gone far enough, and the quarrel would have been thoroughly realized and developed. As it is, it comes on insufficient provocation; the hero, at the moment when he should excite regret and sympathy because of his blind, mistaken trust in his unworthy wife, excites rather indignation; the later words of Romont with which he justifies his unshaken loyalty to his comrade turn back the mind perforce to that comrades lack of loyalty to him, and unwittingly ring out as a judgment upon Charalois:

That friendships raised on sand,

Which every sudden gust of discontent,

Or flowing of our passions can change,

As if it neer had been: — 

The faulty passage, it will be noted upon reference to the analysis of shares in collaboration, is by the hand of Field. Unconvincing precipitancy in the conduct of situations marks his work elsewhere, notably in the Amends for Ladies.

As it has already been said, the strongest feature of the play is its characterization. Almost every figure is, if not an individual, at least a type so vitalized as to appear to take on life. One or two touches, to be sure, of conventional Massingerian habits of thought still cling about them; even the noblest cannot entirely forget to consider how their conduct will pose them before the eyes of the world and posterity. But apart from such slight occasional lapses, they may truthfully be said to speak and move quite in the manner of real men and women.

The hero, Charalois, is drawn as of a gentle, meditative, temperate, and self-possessed disposition, in strong and effective contrast to his friend. Though his military exploits are spoken of with admiration, and Romont testifies that he can pursue a foe like lightning, he betrays a certain readiness to yield to discouragement scarce to be expected in the son of the great general. In consequence of these facts, he has been described by some (notably Cunningham, in his Edition of Gifford, Introduction, p. xiii; — cf. also Phelan, ; and Beck, p–3) as a Hamlet whose mind has not yet been sicklied oer by the pale cast of thought, and his long silence at the opening of Act I is compared to that of the Danish Prince on his first appearance. But, in reality, excess of pride is the chief reason of Charalois backwardness on this occasion, and thereafter he acts promptly and efficiently always. The same over-sensitive pride continues to manifest itself throughout the play — when he is confronted with Rochforts generosity; when he finds (III, i, 365 ff.) that it is he who is the object of the jests of Novall Junior and his satellites (though scarce a breath earlier he has chided Romont for noticing the yapping of such petty curs); and in the viscissitudes of the catastrophe and its consequences. A harmonious twin-birth with his pride, at once proceeding from it, bound up with it, and on occasion over-weighing its scruples, is an extreme punctiliousness at every turn to the dictates of that peculiarly Spanish imperative, the point of honor, — a consideration so prominent throughout the play as to have convinced many critics that the source of the story, although still undiscovered, must have been Spanish. These two traits — pride and an adherence to the point of honor, are almost invariably the mainsprings of Charalois conduct. His pride holds him back from supplicating in behalf of his father the clemency of the unworthy ministers of the law, till he is persuaded by Romont that honor not only permits but requires that he do so; he feels that honor demands that he sacrifice himself to secure his fathers burial, and he does it; that honor demands that he put away his friend in loyalty to his wife, and he does it; that honor demands that he slay the adulteress — and he does it; he even consents to lay bare the details of his ignominious wrong before the eyes of men, because he is brought to believe that the point of honor calls for a justification of his course and the holding of it up as an example to the world. It is a striking and consistent portrait — how unlike the usual conventionally noble hero of romantic drama!

Romont, however, is the finest figure of the play. He draws to himself rather more than his share of interest and sympathy, to the detriment of the protagonist. Of a type common enough on the stage of that day — the bluff, loyal soldier-friend of the hero — he is yet so thoroughly individualized that we can discuss him and calculate what he will do in given situations, even as with a character of Shakespeares. The portrait suffers from no jarring inconsistencies; almost his every utterance is absolutely in part, and adds its touch to round out our conception of him. His negligence of his personal appearance, his quick temper, his impulsiveness, his violence, his lack of restraint, his fierce, uncompromising honesty, his devotion to the grave General dead and his unshaken fidelity to the living son, his flashes of unexpected tenderness, his homage for the reverend virtue of Rochfort — a sort of child-like awe for what he knows is finer if not of truer metal than his own rough spirit, his ill-disguised scorn for Novall Junior and his creatures, those dogs in doublets, his lack of tact which unfits him for effective service in the delicate task of preserving Beaumelles honor, and dooms his story to Charalois to disbelief and resentment, his prompt, fearless decisiveness of action, the tumultuous flood of nervous and at times eloquent speech which pours from his lips when he is aroused, yet dies in his throat when he is lashed by a womans tongue — a flood of speech which is most torrential when the situation is most doubtful or hopeless of good issue, but which gives place to a self-possessed terseness when he is quite sure of his ground: — all go to give detail and reality to a character at once amazingly alive and irresistibly attractive. Romont is one of the noblest of all Massingers men, says Swinburne, and Shakespeare has hardly drawn noble men more nobly than Massinger. To find a parallel creation who can over-match him in vigor of presentation and theatrical efficiency, we must go back to the Melantius of Beaumont and Fletcher. These two characters represent the ultimate elaborations of the stock figure of the faithful friend and blunt soldier; Melantius is the supreme romantic, Romont the supreme realistic, development of the type.

Yet though Romont is the most compelling of the dramatis personae, into none does Massinger enter more thoroughly than the noble figure of Rochfort. Utter devotion to virtue, to which he had paid a life-long fidelity, is the key-note of the nature of the aged Premier President, and accordingly in him the deep-seated ethical seriousness of the stage-poet found a congenial expression. A statelier dignity is wont to echo in his lines than in the utterance of any other character; they breathe an exalted calm, a graciousness, a grave courtesy, as though the very spirit of their speaker had entered them.

An inability to judge the character of others was his great weakness — a weakness which he himself realized, for he called upon Beaumont to confirm the one strikingly sure, true appraisement which he exhibited, his admiration for Charalois. Characteristically, this weakness seems to have taken the form of a too-generous estimate of his fellows. This caused him to bestow his vacated office upon the harsh and unjust Novall, and to be blind to the disposition of his daughter, and the danger that lay in her intimacy with Novall Junior. But if his kindly nature saw the better side of even that contemptible young man, he at least understood him well enough not to take him at all seriously as a suitor for Beaumelles hand.

Of the Novalls, father and son, there is a much briefer presentation. Yet even so, in the case of old Novall we have as masterly a sketch as in Romont a detailed study. His every word is eloquent of his stern, not to say mean, nature — curt and severe towards others, all prejudice where he himself is concerned, inexorably malevolent against those who incur his animosity. Yet it never enters his head to seek the satisfaction of his hate in any way save through the law; for example, he does not seize upon, or even think seriously of, Pontaliers proffer of private vengeance; the law is his sphere — he will abuse it to his advantage, if he can, but he will not go outside of it. He is, in other words, the Official Bureaucrat par excellence, and his enmity against the martial house of the Charaloises and the rigor with which he is said to cross every deserved soldier and scholar, and, on the other hand, the detestation in which Romont holds him, are manifestations of the feud of type against type. It has been suggested that the especial fervor with which he is devoted to execration argues a prototype in actual life, and that in him is to be recognized Sir Edward Coke, notorious for the savage vindictiveness of his conduct towards Sir Walter Raleigh.

Novall Junior, the cowardly, foppish, and unscrupulous gallant, though a flimsy personality, affords once or twice, in the Fieldian prose, rather good humor: e. g. — 

Nay, o my soul, tis so; what fouler object in the world, than to see a young, fair, handsome beauty unhandsomely dighted, and incongruently accoutred? or a hopeful chevalier unmethodically appointed in the external ornaments of nature? For, even as the index tells us the contents of stories, and directs to the particular chapters, even so does the outward habit and superficial order of garments (in man or woman) give us a taste of the spirit, and demonstratively point (as it were a manual note from the margin) all the internal quality and habiliment of the soul; and there cannot be a more evident, palpable, gross manifestation of poor, degenerate, dunghilly blood and breeding, than a rude, unpolished, disordered, and slovenly outside. (IV, i, 48–60.)

Of the remaining characters, only two call for especial notice. The three Creditors are a blemish upon the otherwise striking verisimilitude of the play; they are impossible, inhuman monsters of greed and relentlessness, who serve as vehicles for a kind of grotesque comedy. A personal rancour on the part of the authors may have been responsible for this presentation, as it is probable that they themselves had had none-too-pleasant experiences with money-lenders. Pontalier, however, is very well conceived and skillfully executed. Occupying a relation to Novall Junior quite similar to that of Romont to Charalois, he is yet differentiated from his parallel, while at the same time he is kept free from any taint of the despicableness and fawning servility which are chiefly prominent in the parasites of the vicious and feather-brained young lord. There is something really pathetic about this brave, honorable soldier, committed to the defense of an unworthy benefactor, ranged on the side of wrong against right, by his very best qualities: his noble sense of gratitude, his loyalty, his devotion to what he conceives to be his duty. It will be observed that he never joins with the rest of the group about Novall Junior in their jibes against Charalois and Romont.

The last figure for consideration, and not the least important, is Beaumelle. So general has been the misconception of her character that it calls for a more detailed analysis than has been accorded to the other personages of the drama, or than the place she occupies might appear to warrant. That place, indeed, is not a striking one; she is scarce more than a character of second rank, appearing in but few scenes and speaking not many lines. Yet her part in the story is one of such potentialities that in Rowes version of the same theme her analogue becomes the central figure, and even in The Fatal Dowry a failure to understand her has probably been at the bottom of most of the less favorable judgments that have been passed upon the play, while those critics who appraise it higher yet acknowledge her to be its one outstanding defect. The Fatal Dowry, says Saintsbury (Hist. Eng. Lit., vol. ii, ) ... is ... injured by the unattractive character of the light-of-love Beaumelle before her repentance (Massinger never could draw a woman). She is declared by Swinburne to be too thinly and feebly drawn to attract even the conventional and theatrical sympathy which Fletcher might have excited for a frail and penitent heroine: and the almost farcical insignificance and baseness of her paramour would suffice to degrade his not involuntary victim beneath the level of any serious interest or pity. If these and similar pronouncements were well founded, the play as a cross-section of life would have the great weakness of being unconvincing at a very vital point. A study of the text, however, will discover Beaumelle to be portrayed, in the brief compass of her appearance, in no wise inadequately, but rather, if anything, somewhat beyond the requirements of her dramatic function — will reveal her, not, indeed, a personage of heroic proportions and qualities, but a young woman of considerable naturalness, plausibility, and realistic convincingness.

The trouble has probably been that the critics of Beaumelle have passed hastily over the very scurrilous prose scene in which she first appears. They have looked on this passage as merely a piece of Fieldian low-comedy, a coarse bit of buffoonery which pretends to no function save that of humor, and can sustain not even this pretense. Nothing can be further from the truth. The passage is a piece of coarse comedy such as Field had an over-fondness for writing; but it is something more; in reality, a proper understanding of the heroine is conditioned upon it.

Beaumelle is a young girl whose mother, we may infer, has long been dead. The cares of the bench have been too great to allow her father time for much personal supervision of her; she has had for associates her two maids, and of these she not unnaturally finds the gay and witty, but thoroughly depraved, Bellapert the more congenial, and adopts her as her mentor and confidant. She is in love, after a fashion — caught, like the impressionable, uncritical girl she is, by the fair exterior of a young magnificent, whose elegant dress and courtly show of devotion quite blind her to his real worthlessness — and there is scant likelihood of her getting the man who has charmed her fancy. Her disposition is high-spirited and wayward, but not deliberately vicious; she has certain hazily defined ideals, mingled with the same romantic mist through which the superfine dandy, Novall, appears in her eyes a very Prince Charming: she would meet love and marriage both at once; she desires to preserve her honor. She has ideals, but she doubts their tangibility; she is in an unsettled state of mind, questioning the fundamentals of conduct and social relationships, in much need of good counsel. In that perilous mood she talks with Bellapert — Bellapert, the dearest cabinet of her secrets — Bellapert, the bribed instrument of Novall — and is told by that worldly-wise wench that marriage almost never unites with love, but must be used as a cloak for it; that honor is a foolish fancy; that a husband is a master to be outwitted and despised. The shaft sinks home all too surely; a visit at that very moment by Beaumelles lover completes the conquest, when her father interrupts their tete-a-tete — her father, who comes with the anouncement that she must marry a man whom she does not even know! In the scene where the destined bride and groom are brought face to face, she stands throughout in stony silence quite as eloquent as the more famous speechlessness of Charalois at the beginning of the play. She has ever been handmaid to her fathers will; she realizes all her hopes and fortunes have reference to his liking; and now she obeys, with the bitter thought in her heart that Fate, in denying her her will, has wronged Love itself (II, ii, 154); only when Charalois turns to her with a direct question, Fair Beaumelle, can you love me? does she utter a word — then from her lips a brief, desperate, Yes, my lord — and a moment later (II, ii, 315) she is weeping silently. (Her answer was honest in as far as she really did mean to give to the man chosen for her husband her duty with her hand.) Then the voice of the tempter whispers in her ear, she feels its tug at her heart, and with a cry, Oh, servant! — Virtue strengthen me! she hurries from the room. That is the situation at the end of the Second Act and first part of the play; an appreciation of its significance makes the connection with what follows less arbitrary and inorganic.

When Beaumelle next appears, in the Third Act, there has been a change. We may imagine that she has had time to ponder those cynical maxims of Bellapert on the natural course of romance. Her union has been unwilling; she does not care for her husband; Novall appeals to her as much as ever: with her eyes open, she deliberately chooses the path of sin — because the enforced marriage which shattered her hopes must needs appear to her the final demonstration of the correctness of her maids contention (towards which she was already inclining) that she has been foolishly impractical to dream of the satisfaction of her hearts wish through wedlock, but that it is by secret amour that love must be, and is wont to be, enjoyed.

It may not be unreasonable to regard the resourcefulness and effrontery which characterize her throughout the Third Act as the result of a sort of mental intoxication, into which she has been lifted by her reckless resolve and the consciousness of danger; at any rate she now shows herself altogether too much for Romont; she finds a shrewdness and an eloquence that carry her triumphant to the consummation of her desire. When discovery ensues, her paramour is slain, and she herself is haled to die, she is overcome — abruptly and, one might say, strangely — with remorse and penitence. But it is not at all by one of those theatrically convenient but psychologically absurd changes of heart so frequent in the drama of that period; nothing, indeed, could be more true to life. Novall Junior, coward and fop that he was, has hitherto always borne himself in lordly fashion before her, even when they were surprised by Romont; but now at last she beholds him stripped to the shivering abjectness of his contemptible soul, that she may observe his baseness. She sees him cowed and beaten and slain, while Charalois (whom she never knew before their marriage nor has tried to understand in the brief period of their wedlock) with his outraged honor and irresistible prowess assumes to her eyes the proportions of a hero; and with her girls romanticism of nature, she bows down and worships him. It is somewhat the same note that is struck by Thackeray in the similar situation where Rawdon Crawley, returning home unexpectedly, finds his wife with Lord Steyne and knocks the man down.

It was all done before Rebecca could interpose. She stood there trembling before him. She admired her husband, strong, brave, victorious.

So it was with Beaumelle. Except for one brief cry of Undone for ever! she utters no word from the moment of the surprise to the end of the Scene. She hangs back, shrinking, for a moment, when ordered into the coach with the dead body of her partner in guilt. Come, says Charalois, in terrible jest, you have taught me to say, you must and shall.... You are but to keep him company you love— and she obeys mutely.

Thus, all contriteness, Beaumelle goes to her fate. It should be observed how, even at the last, her tendency to romantic idealization vehemently asserts itself; she looks fondly back (IV, iv, 53) to an imagined time, which never really existed, when she was good and a part of Charalois, made one with him through the virtuous harmony of their minds! — no voice is more unfaltering than her own to pronounce her doom as both righteous and necessary, and she conceives herself to climb, by her ecstatic welcoming of death, into the company of the ancient heroines and martyrs. In its realism of the commonplace and its slightly ironic conception, it is the outline drawing of a character that might have received elaborate portraiture at the hands of Flaubert.

Whether we are to regard this consistent study in little as a deliberate piece of work on the part of the authors, must remain a matter of opinion. There is no similar figure elsewhere in the dramatic output of Massinger, nor any quite so minutely conceived within the same number of speech-lines in that of Field, and one could scarce be blamed for believing that a number of hap-hazard, sketchy strokes with which the collaborators dashed off a character whom they deemed of no great importance, all so fell upon the canvas that, by a miracle of chance, they went to form the lineaments of a real woman. The discussion of the probability or possibility of such a hypothesis would carry us very far afield, and would involve the question of the extent to which all genius is unconscious and intuitive. But however that may be, the result of their labors remains the same, there to behold in black and white, and Beaumelle, so far from being a poorly conceived and unsatisfactory wanton who is the chief defect of the play, is a figure of no mean verisimilitude who succeeds after a fashion in linking together the loose-knit dual structure of the drama; to whose main catastrophe she adds her own tragedy, a tragedy neither impressive nor deeply stirring, it is true, for she is a petty spirit from whom great tragedy does not proceed — but tragedy still — the eternal, inevitable tragedy of false romanticism, that has found its culmination in the person of Emma Bovary.

In this study of Beaumelle, The Fatal Dowry has been subjected to a much more intensive examination than it is the custom to bestow upon the dramas of the successors of Shakespeare. The truth is that the plays of the Jacobean period do not, as a rule, admit of such analysis. In most of them, and especially in the plays of Massinger, he who searches and probes them comes presently to a point beyond which critical inquiry is stopped short with a desperate finality; be they ever so strikingly splendid and glittering fair in their poetry and their characterization, these dazzling qualities lie upon the surface, and a few careful perusals exhaust their possibilities and tell us all there is to know of them. But The Fatal Dowry, though less imposing than a number of others, stands almost alone among its contemporaries in sharing with the great creations of Shakespeare the power to open new vistas, to present new aspects, to offer new suggestions, the longer it is studied. Perhaps this is due to the fact that, as has already been said, it is not so much a tragedy of the accepted type as a cross-section of life.

How does it come about, we may well ask, that this play possesses qualities so rare and so strangely at variance with those which are normal to the work of Massinger — its masterly portrait-gallery of dramatis personae and its inexhaustible field for interpretation. We can suspect an answer only in the complementary nature of the two minds that went to fashion it — in the union in this one production of the talents of Massinger and of Field.

A reference to the analysis of collaboration discloses that, so far as the actual writing of the play goes, the figure of Novall Senior is altogether the work of Massinger. His son, on the other hand, is almost entirely the work of Field; in Massingers share he appears only in the first part of III, i, and in the scene of his surprisal and death. Indeed, both the young gallant himself and all his satellites can safely be put down as creations of the actor-dramatist. They have their parallels in his comedy of Woman is a Weathercock, down to the page whose pert asides of satiric comment are anticipated in the earlier work by those of a youngster of identical kidney. The long scene in which we are introduced to Beaumelle and given insight into her character and mental attitude is Fields throughout; thereafter she has only to act out her already-revealed nature — first as the impudent adulteress and later as the repentant sinner, in both of which roles she affords Massinger excellent opportunities to display his favorite powers of speech-making. Charalois, Romont, and Rochfort are treated at length by both dramatists.

But in a harmonious collaboration, such as The Fatal Dowry plainly was, the contributions of the two authors cannot be identified with the passages from their respective pens. Each must inevitably have planned, suggested, criticised. The question remains whether we can in any measure determine what part of the conception was due to each. Beyond the Novall Junior group we cannot establish distinct lines of cleavage. What we can do is to suggest the features of the finished product which Field and Massinger brought severally to its making — to point out the qualities of the two men which were joined to produce the play they have given us.

The outstanding excellences of Massinger were a thorough grasp of the architectonics of play-making in the building both of separate Act and entire drama; an adherence to an essential unity of design and treatment; a conscientious regard to the details of stage-craft; a vehicle of dignified and at times noble verse, without violent conceits or lapses into triviality, sustained, lucid, regular; and a genuine eloquence in forensic passages. His chief weaknesses were a certain stiffness of execution which made his plays appear always as structures rather than organisms, a ponderous monotony of fancy, and an inability to create or reproduce or understand human nature. His characters are normally types, their qualities — honor, virtue, bravery, etc. — mere properties which they can assume or lay aside at pleasure like garments, their conduct governed more by the exigencies of plot than by any conceivable psychology.

The weaknesses of Field — as revealed in his two independent comedies — were of a nature more evasive, less capable of definition. A tendency to weave too many threads into the action, an occasional hasty and skimping treatment of his scenes which leaves them unconvincing for lack of sufficient elaboration, and a general thinness of design and workmanship are discoverable. Defects such as these could be readily corrected by association with the single-minded, painstaking, thorough Massinger. On the other hand he possessed a lightness of touch, a blithe vigor, and a racy, though often obscene, humor foreign to his colleague. What is more important, he possessed a considerable first-hand knowledge of men and women, and an ability to put them in his plays and endow them with something of life — not to conceive great figures, such as dominate the imagination, but to reproduce with vitality and freshness the sort of people he saw about him — in other words, not to create but to depict; and furthermore Field seems to have had a special gift for sketching them rather clearly in a very brief compass. Mr. Saintsbury was right in declaring that Massinger never could draw a woman. But Field could, and the critic was rather unfortunate in applying his broadly correct observation to the one woman of Massingers in the delineation of whom he had Field to help him!

With these facts in mind, the distinctive virtues of The Fatal Dowry can be accounted for. Massinger here possessed a colleague who had just those talents of insight and verve and grasp of life that were denied his own plodding, bookishly learned mind. Not only young Novall and his satellites, but Beaumelle certainly, and probably Pontalier (whom Massinger would have been more likely to degrade to the baseness of Novalls other dependents) may be put down as essentially Fields creations, while in the case of the others he was ever at Massingers elbow to guard him against blunders, if, indeed, their preliminary mapping out of the rather obvious lines along which the action and characters must develop were not of itself a sufficiently sure guide. To Massinger, on the other hand, may safely be ascribed the basic conception of such stately figures as Charalois and Rochfort, however much Field may have been responsible for preserving them as fresh and living portraits.

As to share in plot structure, in the absence of any known source, we may conjecture that the germ from which the play evolved was the conception of that situation by which Charalois, burdened as he is with an immense debt of thankfulness to Rochfort, finds himself suddenly called by the imperative demands of honor to do that which will strike his benefactor to the heart. The grounding of the heros debt of gratitude in the story of Miltiades and Cimon was probably the work of Massinger, of whose veneration for things classic we have abundant evidence, while to him also, we may believe, was due the shaping of the story in such fashion that he had opportunity to exploit his greatest gift in no less than two formal trials, one informal trial, and a long Act besides given over almost exclusively to verbose disputes and exhortations. The circumstances of the discovery of the amour of Beaumelle and Novall, while penned by Massinger, are more likely an invention of Fields, not only as faintly reminiscent of his Amends for Ladies, but as according better with the general spirit of his work.

Several plays of the Massinger corpus are more striking on first acquaintance than The Fatal Dowry, and yet others surpass it in regard to this feature or that. It has not the gigantic protagonist of A New Way to Pay Old Debts, or the admirable structure of that fine play, which works with ever-cumulating intensity to one final, tremendous climax. It has not the impressiveness of The Duke of Milan, or its sheer sweep of tragic passion and breathless intensity, or anything so compelling as its great scene of gathering jealousy that breaks forth at last in murder. Its verse is less poetic than that of The Maid of Honor; it lacks the charm of The Great Duke of Florence, and the ethical fervor of The Roman Actor. But in utter reality, in convincing simulation of life, which holds good under the most exhaustive study and makes that study forever continue to yield new suggestions and new appreciations, and in abundance and inherent truthfulness of detailed characterization, it stands alone, and these sterling qualities must so outweigh its defects as to insure for it a high place, not only among the productions of its authors, but among the plays of the Jacobean Period as a whole.

Stage History — Adaptations — Derivatives

Beyond the statement on the title-page of the 1632 Quarto, that The Fatal Dowry had been often acted at the Private House in Blackfriars by his Majesties Servants, nothing is known of its early stage history. It was not revived after the Restoration, and until the publication of the Coxeter edition of Massinger seems to have been almost unknown. At last, in 1825, an emended version was placed upon the boards by no less an actor than the great Macready. January 5 of that year was the date, and Drury Lane the place, of its initial performance, Macready himself taking the part of Romont, Wallack — Charalois, Terry — Rochfort, and Mrs. W. West — Beaumelle. The play was well acted and enthusiastically applauded, says Macready in his Reminiscences (); its repetition for the following Tuesday was hailed most rapturously; but Friday came, and with it a crowded house, to find me laboring under such indisposition that it was with difficulty I could keep erect without support. Macreadys serious illness cut short the run of the play, and when he was at length (April 11) able to take it up again, the interest of the public had abated, and it in consequence was repeated only a few times — seven being the total number of its performances.

The variant of The Fatal Dowry in which Macready acted was the work of Sheil, and involved substantial divergences. Romonts release from prison follows immediately upon Novall Seniors consent to his pardon, and in consequence, together with his conversation with Rochfort, is transferred from Act II to the close of Act I, while the redemption of Charalois takes place at the funeral of his father, which concludes Act II. For the scene between Beaumelle and her maids is substituted another coloquy of similar import but chastened tone. A brief scene of no especial significance is inserted at the beginning of Act III, in the interval between which and the preceding Act three weeks are supposed to have elapsed; the rest of Act III follows much the same course as the original, save that the application of Romont to Rochfort and his foiling by the stratagem of Beaumelle and Bellapert are omitted. A really notable departure is found in the discovery of the amour by Charalois. According to Sheil, Novall Junior and his mistress attempt to elope, but the note which appoints their rendezvous falls into Charalois hands, and he waits for the lovers and surprises them, killing Novall off-stage. The Fifth Act opens with a scene of a few lines only, in which Beaumont bears to Rochfort a request from Charalois to meet him in the church yard. Then follows a lugubrious scene in the dead of night beside the tomb of the heros father, to which place are transferred the reconciliation between Charalois and Romont, and the judgment of Rochfort! Beaumelle, however, does not appear during the trial, and upon the paternal sentence of doom, Charalois reveals her body, slain already by his hand. To the father he vindicates his action in much the same words as in Massingers last court-room scene, and then, on the appearance of Novall Senior clamoring for vengeance and accompanied by the minions of the law, stabs himself.

The version of Sheil follows with but occasional exceptions the language of the original wherever possible. It makes some slight changes in the minor characters.

Sheils redaction was also presented at Bath on February 18 and 21, Romont being acted by Hamblin, Charalois by Warde, Beaumelle by Miss E. Tree. Hamblin never appeared to so much advantage — in the scene with Novall he reminded one strongly of John Kemble, says Genest (Hist. Dra. and Stage in Eng., IX, 322).

At Sadlers Wells, Samuel Phelps, who at that time was reviving a number of the old dramas, took the stage in The Fatal Dowry on August 27, 1845. This, however, was Sheils version, and not the original play of Massinger and Field, as has been sometimes supposed. It ranked as one of his four chief productions of that year. He, too, chose for himself the part of Romont, which was considered by many his greatest quasi-tragic role. Marston appeared as Charalois, G. Bennett as Rochfort, and Miss Cooper as Beaumelle.

The Fatal Dowry in substantially its own proper form does not appear ever to have been acted after Jacobean times.



If the stage career of The Fatal Dowry has been meagre, not so the extent of its influence. Its literary parenthood begins before the closing of the theatres and continues even to our own day. As early as 1638 it was echoed in The Ladys Trial of Ford. Here the figures of Auria, Adurni, Aurelio, and Spinella correspond roughly with Charalois, young Novall, Romont, and Beaumelle respectively. Auria has gone to the wars, and in his absence his wife is pursued by Adurni, who sits at table with her in private, when Aurelio breaks in upon them, bursting open the doors. Spinella bitterly resents the intrusion and the aspersions of the intruder, and when, on the return home of Auria, Aurelio accuses her to him, it is without shaking his faith in her loyalty. Here the analogy ends: spite of Aurias incredulousness there is no rupture between the friends; Spinella establishes her innocence; and Adurni, while guilty enough in his intent against her, shows himself thereafter to be an essentially noble youth, who will defend to any length the ladys honor which has become subject to question through fault of his, and for this gallant reparation, is not only forgiven, but even cherished ever after by the husband he had sought to wrong.

The more steadily one regards the man John Ford and his work, the more probable does it appear that the relationship between The Fatal Dowry and The Ladys Trial is not one of mere reminiscence or influence, but of direct parentage. That strange and baleful figure, who seems almost a modern Decadent born out of his time, had a profound interest in moral problems, to the study of which he brought morbid ethical sensibilities scarce matched before the latter nineteenth century. (Witness his conception, in The Broken Heart, of a loveless marriage as tantamount to adultery.) Fords talent for invention was deficient to the extent that he was hard put to it for plots. It is not at all unlikely that he surveyed the Massingerian tragedy, and, repelled by the conduct of its figures, exclaimed to himself: I will write a play to centre around a situation as incriminating as that of Act III of The Fatal Dowry; but my personages will be worthier characters; I will show a lady who, spite of appearances, is of stainless innocence and vindicates her husbands trust in the face of evidence; I will show a friendship strong enough to endure an honestly mistaken aspersion put upon the chastity of a wife, though the charge is not for one moment credited; I will show that even the would-be seducer may be a fine fellow at bottom, and set forth a generous emulation in magnanimity between him and the husband. See how finely everything would work out with the right sort of people! It is at least a plausible hypothesis.

Nicholas Rowe, who was the first modern editor of Shakespeare, contemplated also an edition of Massinger, but gave up the project that he might more safely plunder one of his plays. Rowes famous tragedy, The Fair Penitent, was deliberately stolen from The Fatal Dowry. It appeared in 1703, and spite of a ludicrous accident which cut short its first run, took rank as one of the most celebrated dramas of the English stage. Rowe lived during the vogue of the She-tragedy, while the canons of literary criticism of his day demanded a regular, pseudo-classical form and a sententious tone. Accordingly, in his hands the chief figure in the play, as is evidenced by the change in title, becomes the guilty wife, here called Calista, who is now the evil queen of the heroic plays; now the lachrymose moralizer; the theme is indeed her story, not Altamonts (Charalois) — her seduction (prior to the nuptuals and before the opening of the play), her grief, her plight, her exposure, her death; — she holds the centre of the stage to the very end. The number of the dramatis personae is cut down to eight; all touches of comedy are excised; and the double plot of the original is unified by the bold stroke of throwing back to a time before the opening of the play the entire episode of the unburied corpse and the origin of the heros friendship with the father of the heroine.

Discussions of the relative merits of The Fair Penitent and its source have been almost invariably acrimonious. Nor is this to be wondered at, for after reading the old tragedy with its severe dignity and noble restraint, one can scarce peruse without irritation the cloyingly melifluous, emasculated verse of Rowe — by turns grandiloquent and sentimental. The characterization of The Fair Penitent is, in the main, insipid, and while Rowes heroine holds a commanding place in her drama to which Beaumelle does not pretend, the latter is a great deal more natural, and indeed, for that matter, far more truly a penitent. An exception to the general insipidity is Lothario, who is the analogue of the insignificant Novall Junior— the gay Lothario — whose very name has been ever since a synonym for the graceful, graceless, devil-may-care libertine — whose figure has been the prototype of a long line of similar characters in English literature, beginning with Richardsons Lovelace and not yet closed with Anthony Hopes Rupert of Hentzau. Beside this striking creation, the seducer of Beaumelle shows poorly indeed; but it is doubtful if the old dramatists would have consented to paint such an attractive rogue, had they been able; they wanted their Novall to be just the cowardly, dandyfied thing they made him. Beyond the portrait of Lothario, small ground for praise can be found in The Fair Penitent. That part of the action of The Fatal Dowry which under Rowes treatment antedates the rise of the curtain is narrated in the most stiffly mechanical sort of exposition; the action is developed by such threadbare theatrical devices as a lost letter and an overheard conversation; the voluble speeches of the several characters are, throughout, declamatory effusions almost unbelievably divorced from the apposite utterance of any rational human being under the circumstances. An Altamont who has been assured and reassured from his brides own lips of her aversion for him can fling himself from a quarrel with his life-long friend in hysterical defence of her, to seek solace in her arms — 

There if in any pause of love I rest

Breathless with bliss upon her panting breast,

In broken, melting accents I will swear,

Henceforth to trust my heart with none save her;

a Sciolto who has given his daughter a dagger with which to end her shame, and then has arrested her willing arm with the prayer that she will not dispatch herself until he is gone from the sight of her, can thereupon take leave of her with the statement:

There is I know not what of sad presage

That tells me I shall never see thee more.

The play, which enjoyed an immense fame, high contemporary appreciation, and a long career on the stage, remains a curious memorial of the taste of a bygone day.

It is noteworthy that in The Fair Penitent Horatio, as Romont in all modern reproductions of The Fatal Dowry, is the great acting part — not the husband.

In 1758 was produced at the Hay market a drama entitled The Insolvent or Filial Piety, from the pen of Aaron Hill. In the preface it is said — according to Genest (IV, 538)— Wilks about 30 years before gave an old manuscript play, called the Guiltless Adulteress, to Theo. Cibber who was manager of what then was the Summer Company — after an interval of several years this play was judged to want a revisal to fit it for representation — Aaron Hill at the request of Theo. Cibber almost new wrote the whole, and the last act was entirely his in conduct, sentiment and diction. In reality, The Insolvent is The Fatal Dowry over again, altered to tragicomedy, and with the names of the characters changed. The first two Acts of Hills play proceed much after the manner of its prototype, with close parallels in language. From thenceforward, however, the action diverges. The bride, Amelia, resists the further attentions of her former sweetheart. They are none the less observed and suspected by her husbands friend, who speaks of the matter to both her father and her lord. The former promises to observe her with watchful eye; Chalons, the husband, is at first resentful of the imputation, but presently yields to his friends advice, that he pretend a two-days journey, from which he will return unexpectedly. During his absence, his wifes maid introduces the lover into her mistress chamber while Amelia sleeps. There Chalons surprises him kneeling beside the bed, and kills him. Amelia stabs herself, but the confession of her maid reveals her innocence, and her wound is pronounced not mortal.

It has been suggested (Biographia Dramatica, II, 228 — quoted by Phelan, , and Schwarz, ) that in Hills Zara (adaptation of the Zaire of Voltaire), also, Nerestans voluntary return to captivity in order to end that of his friends, whom he lacked the means to ransom with gold, was suggested by the behavior of Charalois; but this can be no more than a coincidence, as it here but reproduces what is in the French original.

A long interval, and finally, in the dawn of the twentieth century, there appeared the next and latest recrudescence of The Fatal Dowry. This was Der Graf von Charolais, ein Trauerspiel, by Richard Beer-Hofmann, disciple of the Neo-Romantic School or Vienna Decadents, a coterie built about the leadership of Hugo von Hofmannsthal. Beer-Hofmanns play — a five-Act tragedy in blank verse — was produced for the first time at the Neue Theatre, Berlin, on December 24, 1904, and was received with considerable acclaim. Unlike Rowe, he gives full credit to his source, from which he has drawn no less extensively than the author of The Fair Penitent. Unlike Rowe, he goes back to the old dramatists in the matter of construction, placing upon the stage once more the episode of the unburied corpse and the noble son; he even outdoes The Fatal Dowry in this respect, by allowing the first half of his plot three Acts instead of two, with only two Acts for the amour and its tragic consequences. In his hands the hero again becomes the central figure; in fact, the three principal versions of this donnee suggest by their titles their respective viewpoints: The Fatal Dowry; The Fair Penitent; Der Graf von Charolais. DER GRAF VON CHAROLAIS, be it observed; — this new redaction is no longer the tale of a fatal dowry; no longer is the first part of the dual theme merely introductory and accessory — it is coördinate with the second. Beer-Hofmann has sought to achieve a kind of unity from his double plot by making his fundamental theme not the adulterous intrigue, but the destiny of Charolais, thus converting the play into a Tragedy of Fate, which pursues the hero inexorably through all his life. This strictly classical motif animating the donnee of a Jacobean play reproduced in the twentieth century presents, as might be expected, the aspect of an exotic growth, which is not lessened by the extreme sensuousness of treatment throughout, such as has always been one of the cardinal and distinctive qualities of the Decadent School the world over. But as a contrast in the dramatic technique and verse of Jacobean and modern times, Der Graf von Charolais is extremely interesting. The difference is striking between the severe simplicity of three centuries ago, and the elaborate stagecraft of to-day, its insistence on detail, and studied care in the portraiture of minor characters. Yet minutia do not make tragedy, and while their superficial realism and the congeniality of the contemporary point of view undeniably lend to Beer-Hofmanns redaction a palatability and a power to interest and appeal which its original does not possess to the modern reader, yet a discriminating critic will turn back to the old play with a feeling that, for all its stiffness and conventions, he breathes there a more vital air. To the enrichment of his theme Beer-Hofmann contributes every ingenious effect possible to symbolism, delicate suggestion, and scenic device; this exterior decoration is gorgeous in its color and seductive warmth, but no amount of such stuff can compensate for the fundamental flaw in the crucial episode of his tragedy. In spite of the care which he has lavished on the scene between his heroine and her seducer, the surrender of the wife — three years married, a mother, and loving both husband and child — remains insufficiently motivated and sheerly inexplicable, and by this vital, inherent defect the play must fall. Moreover, it lacks a hero. Romont can no longer play the main part he did in former versions; he is reduced to a mere shadow. In a tragedy of Fate, which blights a mans career, phase by phase, with persistent, relentless hand, that man must necessarily be the central figure, and, of right, should be an imposing figure — a protagonist at once gigantic and appealing, who will draw all hearts to him in pity and terror at the helpless, hopeless struggle of over-matched greatness and worth; whereas Charolais — 

The case of Charolais is peculiar. A priori we should expect him to be just such a personage, yet his conduct throughout is best explainable as that of a man dominated, not by noble impulses, but by an extreme egoism — a man acutely responsive alike to his sense-impressions and his feverish imagination, and possessed of an exaggerated squeamishness towards the ugly and the unpleasant. When, in the First Act, he bursts into tears, he confesses it is not for his father that he weeps, but for his own hard lot; he suffers from his repugnance to the idea of his fathers corpse rotting above ground — a repugnance so intolerable to him that he will yield his liberty to escape it. He purposes to cashier the innkeeper because the sight of the lecherous patrons of his hostelry has disgusted him, and he alters his resolve and forgives the fellow, not from any considerations of mercy, but because the mental picture of the mans distress tortures him. And by similar personal repugnances reacting on egoism is his behavior in the denouement to be accounted for, and in this light becomes logically credible and clearly understood. Few practices are more hazardous or unjust than judging an artist by his objective creations; but an ignoble protagonist, as Charolais is represented, is in such ill accord with any conceivable purpose on the part of Beer-Hofmann, and so unlikely to have been intended by him, that one cannot help strongly suspecting that the author unconsciously projected himself into the character and thus revealed his own nature and point of view. In any case he has presented for his hero a whimperer who can command neither our sympathy nor our respect when he cries above the bodies of his benefactor and her who is that benefactors daughter, his own wife, and the mother of his child:

Ist dies Stück denn aus,

Weil jene starb? Und ich? An mich denkt keiner?

We have come a long way from Massinger and Field and the early seventeenth century. The shadow of the old dramatists reaches far, even to our own time; we have seen their play redeveloped, but never improved upon, by pseudo-classicist, and popularizer, and Decadent hyper-aesthete. That which was the vulnerable point in the original production — its two-fold plot — has been still for every imitator a stone of stumbling. Rowe tried to escape it by the suppression of the antecedent half, and the fraction which remained in his hand was an artificial thing without the breath of life, that had to be attenuated and padded out with speechifying to fill the compass of its five Acts. Beer-Hofmann tried to escape it by superimposing an idea not proper to the story, and beneath the weight of this his tragedy collapsed in the middle, for its addition over-packed the drama, and left him not room enough to make convincing the conduct of his characters. The first essayers, who attacked in straightforward fashion their unwieldy theme, succeeded best; all attempts to obviate its essential defect have marred rather than mended. Perhaps the theme is by its nature unsuited to dramatic treatment, and yet there is much that is dramatic about that theme, as is evinced by the fact that playwrights have been unable to let it lie.



EDITORS NOTE ON TEXT

The present text aims to reproduce exactly the Quarto edition of 1632, retaining its punctuation, spelling, capitals, italics, and stage directions — amending only the metrical alignment. Mere mistakes of printing — inverted and broken letters — are restored, but are duly catalogued in the foot notes. The division into scenes, as made by Gifford, and his affixment of the locus of each, are inserted into the text, inclosed in brackets. In the foot notes are recorded all variants of all subsequent editions. Differences of punctuation are given, if they could possibly alter the meaning, but not otherwise — nor mere differences in wording of stage directions, nor differences in spelling, nor elision for metre. In the Quarto the elder Novall is sometimes designated before his lines as Novall Senior, sometimes merely as Novall — no confusion is possible, since he and his son are never on the stage at the same time. Gifford and Symons always write Novall Senior, while Coxeter and Mason write Novall alone in I, i, and Novall Senior thereafter. I have not thought it worth while to note the variants of the several texts on this point.



Q. — The Quarto — 1632

C. — Coxeters edition, 1759

M. — Monck Masons edition, 1779

G. — Giffords edition, 1813

S. — Symons (Mermaid) edition, 1893

f. — and all later editions

s.d. — stage direction

 


Act. primus.


Scaena prima:
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[A STREET BEFORE the Court of Justice]

Enter Charaloyes with a paper, Romont, Charmi.

Charmi Sir, I may moue the Court to serue your will,
But therein shall both wrong you and my selfe.

Rom. Why thinke you so sir?

Charmi. Cause I am familiar
With what will be their answere: they will say,
Tis against law, and argue me of Ignorance 
For offering them the motion.

Rom. You know not, Sir,
How in this cause they may dispence with Law,
And therefore frame not you their answere for them,
But doe your parts.

Charmi. I loue the cause so well,
As I could runne, the hazard of a checke for t. 

Rom. From whom?

Charmi. Some of the bench, that watch to give it,
More then to doe the office that they fit for:
But giue me (sir) my fee.

Rom. Now you are Noble.

Charmi. I shall deserue this better yet, in giuing
My Lord some counsell, (if he please to heare it) 
Then I shall doe with pleading.

Rom. What may it be, sir?

Charmi. That it would please his Lordship, as the presidents,
And Counsaylors of Court come by, to stand
Heere, and but shew your selfe, and to some one
Or two, make his request: there is a minute 
When a mans presence speakes in his owne cause,
More then the tongues of twenty aduocates.

Rom. I haue vrgd that.

Enter Rochfort: DuCroye.

Charmi. Their Lordships here are coming,
I must goe get me a place, youl finde me in Court,
And at your seruice

Exit Charmi.

Rom. Now put on your Spirits. 

Du Croy. The ease that you prepare your selfe, my Lord,
In giuing vp the place you hold in Court,
Will proue (I feare) a trouble in the State,
And that no slight one.

Roch. Pray you sir, no more.

Rom. Now sir, lose not this offerd means: their lookes 
Fixt on you, with a pittying earnestnesse,
Inuite you to demand their furtherance
To your good purpose. — This such a dulnesse
So foolish and vntimely as — 

Du Croy. You know him.

Roch. I doe, and much lament the sudden fall 
Of his braue house. It is young Charloyes.
Sonne to the Marshall, from whom he inherits
His fame and vertues onely.



Rom. Ha, they name you.

Du Croye. His father died in prison two daies since.

Roch. Yes, to the shame of this vngrateful State; 
That such a Master in the art of warre,
So noble, and so highly meriting,
From this forgetfull Country, should, for want
Of meanes to satisfie his creditors,
The summes he tooke vp for the generall good, 
Meet with an end so infamous.

Rom. Dare you euer
Hope for like opportunity?

Du Croye. My good Lord!

Roch. My wish bring comfort to you.

Du Croye. The time calls vs.

Roch. Good morrow Colonell.

Exeunt Roch. Du Croye.

Rom. This obstinate spleene,
You thinke becomes your sorrow, and sorts wel 
With your blacke suits: but grant me wit, or iudgement,
And by the freedome of an honest man,
And a true friend to boote, I sweare tis shamefull.
And therefore flatter not your selfe with hope,
Your sable habit, with the hat and cloake, 
No though the ribons helpe, haue power to worke em
To what you would: for those that had no eyes,
To see the great acts of your father, will not,
From any fashion sorrow can put on,
Bee taught to know their duties.

Char. If they will not, 
They are too old to learne, and I too young
To giue them counsell, since if they partake
The vnderstanding, and the hearts of men,
They will preuent my words and teares: if not,
What can perswasion, though made eloquent 
With griefe, worke vpon such as haue changd natures
With the most sauage beast? Blest, blest be euer
The memory of that happy age, when iustice
Had no gards to keepe off wrongd innocence,
From flying to her succours, and in that 
Assurance of redresse: where now (Romont)
The damnd, with more ease may ascend from Hell,
Then we ariue at her. One Cerberus there
Forbids the passage, in our Courts a thousand,
As lowd, and fertyle headed, and the Client 
That wants the sops, to fill their rauenous throats,
Must hope for no accesse: why should I then
Attempt impossibilities: you friend, being
Too well acquainted with my dearth of meanes,
To make my entrance that way?

Rom. Would I were not. 
But Sir, you haue a cause, a cause so iust,
Of such necessitie, not to be deferd,
As would compell a mayde, whose foot was neuer
Set ore her fathers threshold, nor within
The house where she was borne, euer spake word, 
Which was not vshered with pure virgin blushes,
To drowne the tempest of a pleaders tongue,
And force corruption to giue backe the hire
It tooke against her: let examples moue you.
You see great men in birth, esteeme and fortune, 
Rather then lose a scruple of their right,
Fawne basely vpon such, whose gownes put off,
They would disdaine for Seruants.

Char. And to these
Can I become a suytor?

Rom. Without losse,
Would you consider, that to game their fauors, 
Our chastest dames put off their modesties,
Soldiers forget their honors, vsurers
Make sacrifice of Gold, poets of wit,
And men religious, part with fame, and goodnesse?
Be therefore wonne to vse the meanes, that may 
Aduance your pious ends.

Char. You shall orecome.

Rom. And you receiue the glory, pray you now practise.
Tis well.

Enter Old Nouall, Liladam, & 3 Creditors.

Char. Not looke on me!

Rom. You must haue patience —— 
Offert againe.

Char. And be againe contemnd?

Nou. I know whats to be done.

1 Cred. And that your Lordship 
Will please to do your knowledge, we offer, first
Our thankefull hearts heere, as a bounteous earnest
To what we will adde.

Nou. One word more of this
I am your enemie. Am I a man
Your bribes can worke on? ha?

Lilad. Friends, you mistake 
The way to winne my Lord, he must not heare this,
But I, as one in fauour, in his sight,
May harken to you for my profit. Sir,
I pray heare em.

Nou. Tis well.

Lilad. Obserue him now.

Nou. Your cause being good, and your proceedings so, 
Without corruption; I am your friend,
Speake your desires.

2 Cred. Oh, they are charitable,
The Marshall stood ingagd vnto vs three,
Two hundred thousand crownes, which by his death
We are defeated of. For which great losse 
We ayme at nothing but his rotten flesh,
Nor is that cruelty.

1 Cred. I haue a sonne,
That talkes of nothing but of Gunnes and Armors,
And sweares heell be a soldier, tis an humor
I would diuert him from, and I am told 
That if I minister to him in his drinke
Powder, made of this banquerout Marshalls bones,
Provided that the carcase rot aboue ground
Twill cure his foolish frensie.

Nou. You shew in it
A fathers care. I haue a sonne my selfe, 
A fashionable Gentleman and a peacefull:
And but I am assurd hes not so giuen,
He should take of it too, Sir what are you?

Char. A Gentleman.

Nou. So are many that rake dunghills.
If you haue any suit, moue it in Court. 
I take no papers in corners.

Rom. Yes
As the matter may be carried, and hereby
To mannage the conuayance —— Follow him.

Lil. You are rude. I say, he shall not passe.

Exit Nouall, Char: and Aduocates

Rom. You say so.
On what assurance? 
For the well cutting of his Lordships cornes,
Picking his toes, or any office else
Neerer to basenesse!

Lil. Looke vpon mee better,
Are these the ensignes of so coorse a fellow?
Be well aduisd.



Rom. Out, rogue, do not I know, (Kicks him) 
These glorious weedes spring from the sordid dunghill
Of thy officious basenesse? wert thou worthy
Of anything from me, but my contempt,
I would do more then this, more, you Court-spider.

Lil. But that this man is lawlesse; he should find that I am valiant. 

1 Cred. If your eares are fast,
Tis nothing. Whats a blow or two? As much — 

2 Cred. These chastisements, as vsefull are as frequent
To such as would grow rich.

Rom. Are they so Rascals?
I will be-friend you then.

1 Cred. Beare witnesse, Sirs. 

Lil. Trueth, I haue borne my part already, friends.
In the Court you shall haue more.

Exit.

Rom. I know you for
The worst of spirits, that striue to rob the tombes
Of what is their inheritance, from the dead.
For vsurers, bred by a riotous peace: 
That hold the Charter of your wealth & freedome,
By being Knaues and Cuckolds that nere prayd,
But when you feare the rich heires will grow wise,
To keepe their Lands out of your parchment toyles:
And then, the Diuell your fathers cald vpon, 
To inuent some ways of Luxury nere thought on.
Be gone, and quickly, or Ile leaue no roome
Vpon your forhead for your hornes to sprowt on,
Without a murmure, or I will vndoe you;
For I will beate you honest.



1 Cred. Thrift forbid. 
We will beare this, rather then hazard that.

Ex: Creditor.

Enter Charloyes.

Rom. I am some-what easd in this yet.

Char. (Onely friend)
To what vaine purpose do I make my sorrow,
Wayte on the triumph of their cruelty?
Or teach their pride from my humilitie, 
To thinke it has orecome? They are determind
What they will do: and it may well become me,
To robbe them of the glory they expect
From my submisse intreaties.

Rom. Thinke not so, Sir,
The difficulties that you incounter with, 
Will crowne the vndertaking — Heaven! you weepe:
And I could do so too, but that I know,
Theres more expected from the sonne and friend
Of him, whose fatall losse now shakes our natures,
Then sighs, or teares, (in which a village nurse 
Or cunning strumpet, when her knaue is hangd,
May ouercome vs.) We are men (young Lord)
Let vs not do like women. To the Court,
And there speake like your birth: wake sleeping justice,
Or dare the Axe. This is a way will sort 
With what you are. I call you not to that
I will shrinke from my selfe, I will deserue
Your thankes, or suffer with you — O how bravely
That sudden fire of anger shewes in you!
Give fuell to it, since you are on a shelfe, 
Of extreme danger suffer like your selfe.

Exeunt.


Scene 2
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[THE COURT OF Justice]

Enter Rochfort, Nouall Se. Charmi, Du Croye, Aduocates, Baumont, and Officers, and 3. Presidents.

Du Croye. Your Lordships seated. May this meeting proue prosperous to vs, and to the generall good
Of Burgundy.

Nou. Se. Speake to the poynt.

Du Croy. Which is,
With honour to dispose the place and power
Of primier President, which this reuerent man 
Graue Rochfort, (whom for honours sake I name)
Is purposd to resigne a place, my Lords,
In which he hath with such integrity,
Performd the first and best parts of a Iudge,
That as his life transcends all faire examples 
Of such as were before him in Dijon,
So it remaines to those that shall succeed him,
A President they may imitate, but not equall.

Roch. I may not sit to heare this.

Du Croy. Let the loue
And thankfulnes we are bound to pay to goodnesse, 
In this orecome your modestie.

Roch. My thankes
For this great fauour shall preuent your trouble.
The honourable trust that was imposd
Vpon my weaknesse since you witnesse for me,
It was not ill dischargd, I will not mention, 
Nor now, if age had not depriud me of
The little strength I had to gouerne well,
The Prouince that I vndertooke, forsake it.

Nou. That we could lend you of our yeeres.

Du Croy. Or strength.

Nou. Or as you are, perswade you to continue 
The noble exercise of your knowing iudgement.

Roch. That may not be, nor can your Lordships goodnes,
Since your imployments haue conferd vpon me
Sufficient wealth, deny the vse of it,
And though old age, when one foots in the graue, 
In many, when all humors else are spent
Feeds no affection in them, but desire
To adde height to the mountaine of their riches:
In me it is not so, I rest content
With the honours, and estate I now possesse, 
And that I may haue liberty to vse,
What Heauen still blessing my poore industry,
Hath made me Master of: I pray the Court
To ease me of my burthen, that I may
Employ the small remainder of my life, 
In liuing well, and learning how to dye so.

Enter Romont, and Charalois.

Rom. See sir, our Aduocate.

Du Croy. The Court intreats,
Your Lordship will be pleasd to name the man,
Which you would haue your successor, and in me,
All promise to confirme it.

Roch. I embrace it, 
As an assurance of their fauour to me,
And name my Lord Nouall.

Du Croy. The Court allows it.

Roch. But there are suters waite heere, and their causes
May be of more necessity to be heard,
And therefore wish that mine may be deferd, 
And theirs haue hearing.

Du Croy. If your Lordship please
To take the place, we will proceed.



Charm. The cause
We come to offer to your Lordships censure,
Is in it selfe so noble, that it needs not
Or Rhetorique in me that plead, or fauour 
From your graue Lordships, to determine of it.
Since to the prayse of your impartiall iustice
(Which guilty, nay condemnd men, dare not scandall)
It will erect a trophy of your mercy
With married to that Iustice.

Nou. Se. Speaks to the cause. 

Charm. I will, my Lord: to say, the late dead Marshall
The father of this young Lord heer, my Clyent,
Hath done his Country great and faithfull seruice,
Might taske me of impertinence to repeate,
What your graue Lordships cannot but remember, 
He in his life, become indebted to
These thriftie men, I will not wrong their credits,
By giuing them the attributes they now merit,
And fayling by the fortune of the warres,
Of meanes to free himselfe, from his ingagements, 
He was arrested, and for want of bayle
Imprisond at their suite: and not long after
With losse of liberty ended his life.
And though it be a Maxime in our Lawes,
All suites dye with the person, these mens malice 
In death find matter for their hate to worke on,
Denying him the decent Rytes of buriall,
Which the sworne enemies of the Christian faith
Grant freely to their slaues; may it therefore please
Your Lordships, so to fashion your decree, 
That what their crueltie doth forbid, your pittie
May giue allowance to.

Nou. Se. How long haue you Sir
Practisd in Court?

Charmi. Some twenty yeeres, my Lord.



Nou. Se. By your grosse ignorance it should appeare,
Not twentie dayes.

Charmi. I hope I haue giuen no cause 
In this, my Lord — 

Nou. Se. How dare you moue the Court,
To the dispensing with an Act confirmd
By Parlament, to the terror of all banquerouts?
Go home, and with more care peruse the Statutes:
Or the next motion fauoring of this boldnesse, 
May force you to leape (against your will)
Ouer the place you plead at.

Charmi. I foresaw this.

Rom. Why does your Lordship thinke, the mouing of
A cause more honest then this Court had euer
The honor to determine, can deserue 
A checke like this?

Nou. Se. Strange boldnes!

Rom. Tis fit freedome:
Or do you conclude, an aduocate cannot hold
His credit with the Iudge, vnlesse he study
His face more then the cause for which he pleades?

Charmi. Forbeare.

Rom. Or cannot you, that haue the power 
To qualifie the rigour of the Lawes,
When you are pleased, take a little from
The strictnesse of your fowre decrees, enacted
In fauor of the greedy creditors
Against the orethrowne debter?

Nou. Se. Sirra, you that prate 
Thus sawcily, what are you?

Rom. Why Ile tell you,
Thou purple-colourd man, I am one to whom
Thou owest the meanes thou hast of sitting there
A corrupt Elder.

Charmi. Forbeare.



Rom. The nose thou wearst, is my gift, and those eyes 
That meete no obiect so base as their Master,
Had bin, long since, torne from that guiltie head,
And thou thy selfe slaue to some needy Swisse,
Had I not worne a sword, and vsd it better
Then in thy prayers thou ere didst thy tongue. 

Nou. Se. Shall such an Insolence passe vnpunisht?

Charmi. Heere mee.

Rom. Yet I, that in my seruice done my Country,
Disdaine to bee put in the scale with thee,
Confesse my selfe vnworthy to bee valued
With the least part, nay haire of the dead Marshall, 
Of whose so many glorious vndertakings,
Make choice of any one, and that the meanest
Performd against the subtill Fox of France,
The politique Lewis, or the more desperate Swisse,
And twyll outwaygh all the good purpose, 
Though put in act, that euer Gowneman practizd.

Nou. Se. Away with him to prison.

Rom. If that curses,
Vrgd iustly, and breathd forth so, euer fell
On those that did deserue them; let not mine
Be spent in vaine now, that thou from this instant 
Mayest in thy feare that they will fall vpon thee,
Be sensible of the plagues they shall bring with them.
And for denying of a little earth,
To couer what remaynes of our great soldyer:
May all your wiues proue whores, your factors theeues, 
And while you liue, your riotous heires vndoe you,
And thou, the patron of their cruelty.
Of all thy Lordships liue not to be owner
Of so much dung as will conceale a Dog,
Or what is worse, thy selfe in. And thy yeeres, 
To th end thou mayst be wretched, I wish many,
And as thou hast denied the dead a graue,
May misery in thy life make thee desire one,
Which men and all the Elements keepe from thee:
I haue begun well, imitate, exceed. 

Roch. Good counsayle were it, a prayse worthy deed.

Ex. Officers with Rom.

Du Croye. Remember what we are.

Chara. Thus low my duty
Answeres your Lordships counsaile. I will vse
In the few words (with which I am to trouble
Your Lordships eares) the temper that you wish mee. 
Not that I feare to speake my thoughts as lowd,
And with a liberty beyond Romont:
But that I know, for me that am made vp
Of all thats wretched, so to haste my end,
Would seeme to most, rather a willingnesse 
To quit the burthen of a hopelesse life,
Then scorne of death, or duty to the dead.
I therefore bring the tribute of my prayse
To your seueritie, and commend the Iustice,
That will not for the many seruices 
That any man hath done the Common wealth
Winke at his least of ills: what though my father
Writ man before he was so, and confirmd it,
By numbring that day, no part of his life,
In which he did not seruice to his Country; 
Was he to be free therefore from the Lawes,
And ceremonious forme in your decrees?
Or else because he did as much as man
In those three memorable ouerthrowes
At Granson, Morat, Nancy, where his Master, 
The warlike Charloyes (with whose misfortunes
I beare his name) lost treasure, men and life,
To be excusd, from payment of those summes
Which (his owne patri mony spent) his zeale,
To serue his Countrey, forcd him to take vp? 

Nou. Se. The president were ill.

Chara. And yet, my Lord, this much
I know youll grant; After those great defeatures,
Which in their dreadfull ruines buried quick, Enter officers.
Courage and hope, in all men but himselfe,
He forst the proud foe, in his height of conquest, 
To yield vnto an honourable peace.
And in it saued an hundred thousand liues,
To end his owne, that was sure proofe against
The scalding Summers heate, and Winters frost,
Illayres, the Cannon, and the enemies sword, 
In a most loathsome prison.

Du Croy. Twas his fault
To be so prodigall.

Nou. Se. He had frô the state
Sufficent entertainment for the Army.

Char. Sufficient? My Lord, you sit at home,
And though your fees are boundlesse at the barre: 
Are thriftie in the charges of the warre,
But your wills be obeyd. To these I turne,
To these soft-hearted men, that wisely know
They are onely good men, that pay what they owe.

2 Cred. And so they are.

1 Cred. Tis the City Doctrine, 
We stand bound to maintaine it.

Char. Be constant in it,
And since you are as mercilesse in your natures,
As base, and mercenary in your meanes
By which you get your wealth, I will not vrge
The Court to take away one scruple from 
The right of their lawes, or one good thought
In you to mend your disposition with.
I know there is no musique in your eares
So pleasing as the groanes of men in prison,
And that the teares of widows, and the cries 
Of famishd Orphants, are the feasts that take you.
That to be in your danger, with more care
Should be auoyded, then infectious ayre,
The loathd embraces of diseased women,
A flatterers poyson, or the losse of honour. 
Yet rather then my fathers reuerent dust
Shall want a place in that faire monument,
In which our noble Ancestors lye intombd,
Before the Court I offer vp my selfe
A prisoner for it: loade me with those yrons 
That haue worne out his life, in my best strength
Ile run to th incounter of cold hunger,
And choose my dwelling where no Sun dares enter,
So he may be releasd.

1 Cred. What meane you sir?

2 Aduo. Onely your fee againe: thers so much sayd 
Already in this cause, and sayd so well,
That should I onely offer to speake in it,
I should not bee heard, or laught at for it.

1 Cred. Tis the first mony aduocate ere gaue backe,
Though hee sayd nothing.

Roch. Be aduisd, young Lord, 
And well considerate, you throw away
Your liberty, and ioyes of life together:
Your bounty is imployd vpon a subiect
That is not sensible of it, with which, wise man
Neuer abusd his goodnesse; the great vertues 
Of your dead father vindicate themselues,
From these mens malice, and breake ope the prison,
Though it containe his body.

Nou. Se. Let him alone,
If he loue Lords, a Gods name let him weare em,
Prouided these consent.



Char. I hope they are not 
So ignorant in any way of profit,
As to neglect a possibility
To get their owne, by seeking it from that
Which can returne them nothing, but ill fame,
And curses for their barbarous cruelties. 

3 Cred. What thinke you of the offer?

2 Cred. Very well.

1 Cred. Accept it by all meanes: lets shut him vp,
He is well-shaped and has a villanous tongue,
And should he study that way of reuenge,
As I dare almost sweare he loues a wench, 
We haue no wiues, nor neuer shall get daughters
That will hold out against him.

Du Croy. Whats your answer?

2 Cred. Speake you for all.

1 Cred. Why let our executions
That lye vpon the father, bee returnd
Vpon the sonne, and we release the body. 

Nou. Se. The Court must grant you that.

Char. I thanke your Lordships,
They haue in it confirmd on me such glory,
As no time can take from me: I am ready,
Come lead me where you please: captiuity
That comes with honour, is true liberty. 

Exit Charmi, Cred. & Officers.

Nou. Se. Strange rashnesse.

Roch. A braue resolution rather,
Worthy a better fortune, but howeuer
It is not now to be disputed, therefore
To my owne cause. Already I haue found
Your Lordships bountifull in your fauours to me; 
And that should teach my modesty to end heere
And presse your loues no further.



Du Croy. There is nothing
The Court can grant, but with assurance you
May aske it and obtaine it.

Roch. You incourage
A bold Petitioner, and tis not fit 
Your fauours should be lost. Besides, tas beene
A custome many yeeres, at the surrendring
The place I now giue vp, to grant the President
One boone, that parted with it. And to confirme
Your grace towards me, against all such as may 
Detract my actions, and life hereafter,
I now preferre it to you.

Du Croy. Speake it freely.

Roch. I then desire the liberty of Romont,
And that my Lord Nouall, whose priuate wrong
Was equall to the iniurie that was done 
To the dignity of the Court, will pardon it,
And now signe his enlargement.

Nou. Se. Pray you demand
The moyety of my estate, or any thing
Within my power, but this.

Roch. Am I denyed then — 
My first and last request?

Du Croy. It must not be. 

2 Pre. I haue a voyce to giue in it.

3 Pre. And I.
And if perswasion will not worke him to it,
We will make knowne our power.

Nou. Se. You are too violent,
You shall haue my consent — But would you had
Made tryall of my loue in any thing 
But this, you should haue found then — But it skills not.
You haue what you desire.

Roch. I thanke your Lordships.

Du Croy. The court is vp, make way.

Ex. omnes, praeter Roch. & Beaumont.



Roch. I follow you — Baumont.

Baum. My Lord.

Roch. You are a scholler, Baumont,
And can search deeper into th intents of men, 
Then those that are lesse knowing — How appeard
The piety and braue behauior of
Young Charloyes to you?

Baum. It is my wonder,
Since I want language to expresse it fully;
And sure the Collonell — 

Roch. Fie! he was faulty — 
What present mony haue I?

Baum. There is no want
Of any summe a priuate man has use for.

Roch. Tis well:
I am strangely taken with this Charaloyes;
Me thinkes, from his example, the whole age
Should learne to be good, and continue so. 
Vertue workes strangely with vs: and his goodnesse
Rising aboue his fortune, seemes to me
Princelike, to will, not aske a courtesie.

Exeunt.


Act. secundus.


Scæna prima:

[image: img57.jpg]

[A STREET BEFORE the Prison]

Enter Pontalier, Malotin, Baumont.

Mal. Tis strange.

Baum. Me thinkes so.

Pont. In a man, but young,
Yet old in iudgement, theorique, and practicke
In all humanity (and to increase the wonder)
Religious, yet a Souldier, that he should
Yeeld his free liuing youth a captiue, for 
The freedome of his aged fathers Corpes,
And rather choose to want lifes necessaries,
Liberty, hope of fortune, then it should
In death be kept from Christian ceremony.

Malo. Come, Tis a golden president in a Sonne, 
To let strong nature haue the better hand,
(In such a case) of all affected reason.
What yeeres sits on this Charolois?

Baum. Twenty eight,
For since the clocke did strike him 17 old
Vnder his fathers wing, this Sonne hath fought, 
Serud and commanded, and so aptly both,
That sometimes he appeard his fathers father,
And neuer lesse thens sonne; the old mans vertues
So recent in him, as the world may sweare,
Nought but a faire tree, could such fayre fruit beare. 

Pont. But wherefore lets he such a barbarous law,
And men more barbarous to execute it,
Preuaile on his soft disposition,
That he had rather dye aliue for debt
Of the old man in prison, then he should 
Rob him of Sepulture, considering
These monies borrowd bought the lenders peace,
And all their meanes they inioy, nor was diffusd
In any impious or licencious path?

Bau. True: for my part, were it my fathers trunke, 
The tyrannous Ram-heads, with their hornes should gore it,
Or, cast it to their curres (than they) lesse currish,
Ere prey on me so, with their Lion-law,
Being in my free will (as in his) to shun it.

Pont. Alasse! he knowes him selfe (in pouerty) lost: 
For in this parciall auaricious age
What price beares Honor? Vertue? Long agoe
It was but praysd, and freezd, but now a dayes
Tis colder far, and has, nor loue, nor praise,
Very prayse now freezeth too: for nature 
Did make the heathen, far more Christian then,
Then knowledge vs (lesse heathenish) Christian.

Malo. This morning is the funerall.

Pont. Certainely!
And from this prison twas the sonnes request
That his deare father might interment haue. Recorders Musique, 
See, the young sonne interd a liuely graue.

Baum. They come, obserue their order.

Enter Funerall. Body borne by 4. Captaines and Souldiers, Mourners, Scutchions, and very good order. Charolois, and Romont meet it. Char. speaks. Rom. weeping, solemne Musique, 3 Creditors.



Char. How like a silent streame shaded with night,
And gliding softly with our windy sighes;
Moues the whole frame of this solemnity! 
Teares, sighs, and blackes, filling the simily,
Whilst I the onely murmur in this groue
Of death, thus hollowly break forth! Vouchsafe
To stay a while, rest, rest in peace, deare earth,
Thou that broughtst rest to their vnthankfull lyues, 
Whose cruelty denyd thee rest in death:
Heere stands thy poore Executor thy sonne,
That makes his life prisoner, to bale thy death;
Who gladlier puts on this captiuity,
Then Virgins long in loue, their wedding weeds: 
Of all that euer thou hast done good to,
These onely haue good memories, for they
Remember best, forget not gratitude.
I thanke you for this last and friendly loue.
And tho this Country, like a viperous mother, 
Not onely hath eate vp vngratefully
All meanes of thee her sonne, but last thy selfe,
Leauing thy heire so bare and indigent,
He cannot rayse thee a poore Monument,
Such as a flatterer, or a vsurer hath. 
Thy worth, in euery honest brest buyldes one,
Making their friendly hearts thy funerall stone.

Pont. Sir.

Char. Peace, O peace, this sceane is wholy mine.
What weepe ye, souldiers? Blanch not, Romont weepes. 
Ha, let me see, my miracle is easd,
The iaylors and the creditors do weepe;
Euen they that make vs weepe, do weepe themselues.
Be these thy bodies balme: these and thy vertue
Keepe thy fame euer odoriferous, 
Whilst the great, proud, rich, vndeseruing man,
Aliue stinkes in his vices, and being vanishd,
The golden calfe that was an Idoll dect
With marble pillars Iet, and Porphyrie,
Shall quickly both in bone and name consume, 
Though wrapt in lead, spice, Searecloth and perfume

1 Cred. Sir.

Char. What! Away for shame: you prophane rogues
Must not be mingled with these holy reliques:
This is a Sacrifice, our showre shall crowne 
His sepulcher with Oliue, Myrrh and Bayes
The plants of peace, of sorrow, victorie,
Your teares would spring but weedes.

1 Cred. Would they not so?
Weell keepe them to stop bottles then:

Rom. No; keepe em
For your owne sins, you Rogues, till you repent: 
Youll dye else and be damnd.

2 Cred. Damnd, ha! ha, ha.

Rom. Laugh yee?

3 Cred. Yes faith, Sir, weeld be very glad
To please you eyther way.

1 Cred. Yare nere content,
Crying nor laughing.

Rom. Both with a birth shee rogues.

2 Cred. Our wiues, Sir, taught vs. 

Rom. Looke, looke, you slaues, your thanklesse cruelty
And sauage manners, of vnkind Dijon,
Exhaust these flouds, and not his fathers death.

1 Cred. Slid, Sir, what would yee, yeare so cholericke?



2 Cred. Most soldiers are so yfaith, let him alone: 
They haue little else to liue on, we haue not had
A penny of him, haue we?

3 Cred. Slight, wod you haue our hearts?

1 Cred. We haue nothing but his body heere in durance
For all our mony.

Priest. On.

Char. One moment more,
But to bestow a few poore legacyes, 
All I haue left in my dead fathers rights,
And I haue done. Captaine, weare thou these spurs
That yet nere made his horse runne from a foe.
Lieutenant, thou, this Scarfe, and may it tye
Thy valor, and thy honestie together: 
For so it did in him. Ensigne, this Curace
Your Generalls necklace once. You gentle Bearers,
Deuide this purse of gold, this other, strow
Among the poore: tis all I haue. Romont,
(Weare thou this medall of himselfe) that like 
A hearty Oake, grewst close to this tall Pine,
Euen in the wildest wildernese of war,
Whereon foes broke their swords, and tyrd themselues;
Wounded and hackd yee were, but neuer felld.
For me my portion prouide in Heauen: 
My roote is earthd, and I a desolate branch
Left scattered in the high way of the world,
Trod vnder foot, that might haue bin a Columne,
Mainly supporting our demolishd house,
This would I weare as my inheritance. 
And what hope can arise to me from it,
When I and it are both heere prisoners?
Onely may this, if euer we be free,
Keepe, or redeeme me from all infamie.

Song. Musicke.



1 Cred. No farther, looke to em at your owne perill. 

2 Cred. No, as they please: their Masters a good man.
I would they were the Burmudas.

Saylor. You must no further.
The prison limits you, and the Creditors
Exact the strictnesse.

Rom. Out you wooluish mungrells!
Whose braynes should be knockt out, like dogs in Iuly, 
Leste your infection poyson a whole towne.

Char. They grudge our sorrow: your ill wills perforce
Turnes now to Charity: they would not haue vs
Walke too farre mourning, vsurers reliefe
Grieues, if the Debtors haue too much of griefe. 

Exeunt.


Scene 2
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[A ROOM IN Rochforts House.]

Enter Beaumelle: Florimell: Bellapert.

Beau. I prithee tell me, Florimell, why do women marry?

Flor. Why truly Madam, I thinke, to lye with their husbands.

Bella. You are a foole: She lyes, Madam, women marry husbands,
To lye with other men. 

Flor. Faith eene such a woman wilt thou make. By this light, Madam, this wagtaile will spoyle you, if you take delight in her licence.

Beau. Tis true, Florimell: and thou wilt make me too good for a yong Lady. What an electuary found my father out for his daughter, when hee compounded you two my women? for thou, Florimell, art eene a graine to heauy, simply for a wayting Gentlewoman.

Flor. And thou Bellapert, a graine too light.



Bella. Well, go thy wayes goodly wisdom, whom no body regards. I wonder, whether be elder thou or thy hood: you thinke, because you serue my Laydes mother, are 32 yeeres old which is a peepe out, you know.

Flor. Well sayd, wherligig.

Bella. You are deceyud: I want a peg ith middle. Out of these Prerogatiues! you thinke to be mother of the maydes heere, & mortifie em with prouerbs: goe, goe, gouern the sweet meates, and waigh the Suger, that the wenches steale none: say your prayers twice a day, and as I take it, you haue performd your function. 

Flor. I may bee euen with you.

Bell. Harke, the Courts broke vp. Goe helpe my old Lord out of his Caroch, and scratch his head till dinner time.

Flor. Well.

Exit.

Bell. Fy Madam, how you walke! By my mayden-head you looke 7 yeeres older then you did this morning: why, there can be nothing vnder the Sunne vanuable, to make you thus a minute.

Beau. Ah my sweete Bellapert thou Cabinet
To all my counsels, thou dost know the cause 
That makes thy Lady wither thus in youth.

Bel. Vdd-light, enioy your wishes: whilst I liue,
One way or other you shall crowne your will.
Would you haue him your husband that you loue,
And cant not bee? he is your seruant though, 
And may performe the office of a husband.

Beau. But there is honor, wench.

Bell. Such a disease
There is in deed, for which ere I would dy. — 

Beau. Prethee, distinguish me a mayd & wife.

Bell. Faith, Madam, one may beare any mans children, 
Tother must beare no mans.



Beau. What is a husband?

Bell. Physicke, that tumbling in your belly, will make you sicke ith stomacke: the onely distinction betwixt a husband and a seruant is: the first will lye with you, when he please; the last shall lye with you when you please. Pray tell me, Lady, do you loue, to marry after, or would you marry, to loue after.

Beau. I would meete loue and marriage both at once.

Bell. Why then you are out of the fashion, and wilbe contemnd; for (Ile assure you) there are few women ith world, but either they haue married first, and loue after, or loue first, and marryed after: you must do as you may, not as you would: your fathers will is the Goale you must fly to: if a husband approach you, you would haue further off, is he your loue? the lesse neere you. A husband in these days is but a cloake to bee oftner layde vpon your bed, then in your bed.

Baum. Humpe.

Bell. Sometimes you may weare him on your shoulder, now and then vnder your arme: but seldome or neuer let him couer you: for tis not the fashion.

Enter y. Nouall, Pontalier, Malotin, Lilladam, Aymer.

Nou. Best day to natures curiosity,
Starre of Dijum, the lustre of all France,
Perpetuall spring dwell on thy rosy cheekes,
Whose breath is perfume to our Continent, 
See Flora turnd in her varieties.

Bell. Oh diuine Lord!

Nou. No autumne, nor no age euer approach
This heauenly piece, which nature hauing wrought,
She lost her needle and did then despaire, 
Euer to work so liuely and so faire.

Lilad. Vds light, my Lord one of the purles of your band is (without all discipline falne) out of his ranke.

Nou. How? I would not for a 1000 crownes she had seent. Deare Liladam, reforme it. 

Bell. O Lord: Per se, Lord, quintessence of honour, shee walkes not vnder a weede that could deny thee any thing.

Baum. Prethy peace, wench, thou dost but blow the fire, that flames too much already. 

Lilad. Aym. trim Nouall, whilst Bell her Lady.

Aym. By gad, my Lord, you haue the diuinest Taylor of Christendome; he hath made you looke like an Angell in your cloth of Tissue doublet.

Pont. This is a three-legd Lord, thers a fresh assault, oh that men should spend time thus! See see, how her blood driues to her heart, and straight vaults to her cheekes againe.

Malo. What are these?

Pont. One of em there the lower is a good, foolish, knauish sociable gallimaufry of a man, and has much taught my Lord with singing, hee is master of a musicke house: the other is his dressing blocke, vpon whom my Lord layes all his cloathes, and fashions, ere he vouchsafes em his owne person; you shall see him ith morning in the Gally-foyst, at noone in the Bullion, ith euening in Quirpo, and all night in — 

Malo. A Bawdy house.

Pont. If my Lord deny, they deny, if hee affirme, they affirme: they skip into my Lords cast skins some twice a yeere, and thus they liue to eate, eate to liue, and liue to prayfe my Lord.



Malo. Good sir, tell me one thing.

Pont. Whats that?

Malo. Dare these men euer fight, on any cause?

Pont. Oh no, t would spoyle their cloathes, and put their bands out of order.

Nou. Mrs, you heare the news: your father has resignd his Presidentship to my Lord my father.

Malo. And Lord Charolois vndone foreuer.

Pont. Troth, tis pity, sir.
A brauer hope of so assurd a father 
Did neuer comfort France.

Lilad. A good dumbe mourner.

Aym. A silent blacke.
As if he had come this Christmas from St. Omers.

Nou. Oh fie vpon him, how he weares his cloathes!
To see his friends, and returnd after Twelfetyde. 

Lilad. His Colonell lookes fienely like a drouer.

Nou. That had a winter lyn perdieu ith rayne.

Aym. What, he that weares a clout about his necke,
His cuffes ins pocket, and his heart ins mouth?

Nou. Now out vpon him!

Beau. Seruant, tye my hand. 
How your lips blush, in scorne that they should pay
Tribute to hands, when lips are in the way!

Nou. I thus recant, yet now your hand looks white
Because your lips robd it of such a right.
Mounsieur Aymour, I prethy sing the song 
Deuoted to my Mrs.

Cant. Musicke.

After the Song, Enter Rochfort, & Baumont.

Baum. Romont will come, sir, straight.

Roch. Tis well.

Beau. My Father.

Nouall. My honorable Lord.

Roch. My Lord Nouall this is a vertue in you.
So early vp and ready before noone, 
That are the map of dressing through all France.

Nou. I rise to say my prayers, sir, heeres my Saint.

Roch. Tis well and courtly; you must giue me leaue,
I haue some priuate conference with my daughter,
Pray vse my garden, you shall dine with me. 

Lilad. Weel waite on you.

Nou. Good morne vnto your Lordship,
Remember what you haue vowd —— to his Mrs.

Exeunt omnes praeter Roch. Daug.

Beau. Performe I must.

Roch. Why how now Beaumelle, thou lookst not well.
Th art sad of late, come cheere thee, I haue found
A wholesome remedy for these mayden fits, 
A goodly Oake whereon to twist my vine,
Till her faire branches grow vp to the starres.
Be neere at hand, successe crowne my intent,
My businesse fills my little time so full,
I cannot stand to talke: I know, thy duty 
Is handmayd to my will, especially
When it presents nothing but good and fit.

Beau. Sir, I am yours. Oh if my teares proue true, Exit Daug
Fate hath wrongd loue, and will destroy me too.

Enter Romont keeper

Rom. Sent you for me, sir?

Roch. Yes.

Rom. Your Lordships pleasure? 

Roch. Keeper, this prisoner I will see forth comming
Vpon my word — Sit downe good Colonell. Exit keeper.
Why I did wish you hither, noble sir,
Is to aduise you from this yron carriage,
Which, so affected, Romont, you weare, 
To pity and to counsell yee submit
With expedition to the great Nouall:
Recant your sterne contempt, and slight neglect
Of the whole Court, and him, and opportunity,
Or you will vndergoe a heauy censure 
In publique very shortly.

Rom. Hum hum: reuerend sir,
I haue obserud you, and doe know you well,
And am now more affraid you know not me,
By wishing my submission to Nouall,
Then I can be of all the bellowing mouthes 
That waite vpon him to pronounce the censure,
Could it determine me torments, and shame.
Submit, and craue forgiuenesse of a beast?
Tis true, this bile of state weares purple Tissue.
Is high fed, proud: so is his Lordships horse, 
And beares as rich Caparisons. I know,
This Elephant carries on his back not onely
Towres, Castles, but the ponderous republique,
And neuer stoops fort, with his strong breath trunk
Snuffes others titles, Lordships, Offices, 
Wealth, bribes, and lyues, vnder his rauenous iawes.
Whats this vnto my freedome? I dare dye;
And therefore aske this Cammell, if these blessings
(For so they would be vnderstood by a man)
But mollifie one rudenesse in his nature, 
Sweeten the eager relish of the law,
At whose great helme he sits: helps he the poore
In a iust businesse? nay, does he not crosse
Euery deserued souldier and scholler,
As if when nature made him, she had made 
The generall Antipathy of all vertue?
How sauagely, and blasphemously hee spake
Touching the Generall, the graue Generall dead,
I must weepe when I thinke ont.

Roch. Sir

Rom. My Lord,
I am not stubborne, I can melt, you see, 
And prize a vertue better then my life:
For though I be not learnd, I euer loud
That holy Mother of all issues, good,
Whose white hand (for a Scepter) holds a File
To pollish roughest customes, and in you 
She has her right: see, I am calme as sleepe,
But when I thinke of the grosse iniuries
The godlesse wrong done, to my Generall dead,
I raue indeed, and could eate this Nouall
A lsoule-esse Dromodary.

Roch. Oh bee temperate, 
Sir, though I would perswade, Ile not constraine:
Each mans opinion freely is his owne,
Concerning any thing or any body,
Be it right or wrong, tis at the Iudges perill.

Enter Baumond,

Bau. These men, Sir, waite without, my Lord is come too. 

Roch. Pay em those summes vpon the table, take
Their full releases: stay, I want a witnesse:
Let mee intreat you Colonell, to walke in,
And stand but by, to see this money payd,
It does concerne you and your friends, it was 
The better cause you were sent for, though sayd otherwise.
The deed shall make this my request more plaine.

Rom. I shall obey your pleasure Sir, though ignorant
To what is tends?

Exit Seruant: Romont. Enter Charolois

Roch. Worthiest Sir, 
You are most welcome: fye, no more of this:
You haue out-wept a woman, noble Charolois.
No man but has, or must bury a father.

Char. Graue Sir, I buried sorrow, for his death,
In the graue with him. I did neuer thinke 
Hee was immortall, though I vow I grieue,
And see no reason why the vicious,
Vertuous, valiant and vnworthy man
Should dye alike.

Roch. They do not.

Char. In the manner
Of dying, Sir, they do not, but all dye, 
And therein differ not: but I haue done.
I spyd the liuely picture of my father,
Passing your gallery, and that cast this water
Into mine eyes: see, foolish that I am,
To let it doe so.

Roch. Sweete and gentle nature, 
How silken is this well comparatiuely
To other men! I haue a suite to you Sir.

Char. Take it, tis granted.

Roch. What?

Char. Nothing, my Lord.

Roch. Nothing is quickly granted.

Char. Faith, my Lord,
That nothing granted, is euen all I haue, 
For (all know) I haue nothing left to grant.

Roch. Sir, ha you any suite to me? Ill grant
You something, any thing.

Char. Nay surely, I that can
Giue nothing, will but sue for that againe. 
No man will grant mee any thing I sue for.
But begging nothing, euery man will giuet.

Roch. Sir, the loue I bore your father, and the worth
I see in you, so much resembling his.
Made me thus send for you. And tender heere Drawes a Curtayne. 
What euer you will take, gold, Iewels, both,
All, to supply your wants, and free your selfe.
Where heauenly vertue in high blouded veines
Is lodgd, and can agree, men should kneele downe,
Adore, and sacrifice all that they haue; 
And well they may, it is so seldome seene.
Put off your wonder, and heere freely take
Or send your seruants. Nor, Sir, shall you vse
In ought of this, a poore mans fee, or bribe,
Vniustly taken of the rich, but whats 
Directly gotten, and yet by the Law.

Char. How ill, Sir, it becomes those haires to mocke?

Roch. Mocke? thunder strike mee then.

Char. You doe amaze mee:
But you shall wonder too, I will not take
One single piece of this great heape: why should I 
Borrow, that haue not meanes to pay, nay am
A very bankerupt, euen in flattering hope
Of euer raysing any. All my begging,
Is Romonts libertie.

Enter Romont. Creditors loaden with mony. Baumont.

Roch. Heere is your friend,
Enfranchist ere you spake. I giue him you, 
And Charolois. I giue you to your friend
As free a man as hee; your fathers debts
Are taken off.

Char. How?

Rom. Sir, it is most true.
I am the witnes.

1 Cred. Yes faith, wee are payd.

2 Cred. Heauen blesse his Lordship, I did thinke him wiser. 

3 Cred. He a states-man, he an asse Pay other mens debts?

1 Cred. That he was neuer bound for.

Rom. One more such
Would saue the rest of pleaders.

Char. Honord Rochfort.
Lye still my toung and bushes, cald my cheekes,
That offter thankes in words, for such great deeds. 

Roch. Call in my daughter: still I haue a suit to you. Baum. Exit.
Would you requite mee.

Rom. With his life, assure you.

Roch. Nay, would you make me now your debter, Sir.
This is my onely child: what shee appeares, Enter Baum. Beau.
Your Lordship well may see her education 
Followes not any: for her mind, I know it
To be far fayrer then her shape, and hope
It will continue so: if now her birth
Be not too meane for Charolois, take her
This virgin by the hand, and call her wife, 
Indowd with all my fortunes: blesse me so,
Requite mee thus, and make mee happier,
In ioyning my poore empty name to yours,
Then if my state were multiplied ten fold.

Char. Is this the payment, Sir, that you expect? 
Why, you participate me more in debt,
That nothing but my life can euer pay,
This beautie being your daughter, in which yours
I must conceiue necessitie of her vertue
Without all dowry is a Princes ayme, 
Then, as shee is, for poore and worthlesse I,
How much too worthy! Waken me, Romont,
That I may know I dreamt and find this vanisht

Rom. Sure, I sleepe not.

Roch. Your sentence life or death.

Char. Faire Beaumelle, can you loue me?



Beau. Yes, my Lord. 

Enter Nouall, Ponta. Malotine, Lilad. Aymer. All salute

Char. You need not question me, if I can you.
You are the fayrest virgin in Digum,
And Rochfort is your father.

Nou. Whats this change?

Roch. You met my wishes, Gentlemen.

Rom. What make
These dogs in doublets heere?

Beau. A Visitation, Sir. 

Char. Then thus, Faire Beaumelle, I write my faith
Thus seale it in the sight of Heauen and men.
Your fingers tye my heart-strings with this touch
In true-loue knots, which nought but death shall loose.
And yet these eares (an Embleme of our loues) 
Like Cristall riuers indiuidually
Flow into one another, make one source,
Which neuer man distinguish, lesse deuide:
Breath, marry, breath, and kisses, mingle soules
Two hearts, and bodies, heere incorporate: 
And though with little wooing I haue wonne
My future life shall be a wooing tyme.
And euery day, new as the bridall one.
Oh Sir I groane vnder your courtesies,
More then my fathers bones vnder his wrongs, 
You Curtius-like, haue throwne into the gulfe,
Of this his Countries foule ingratitude,
Your life and fortunes, to redeeme their shames.

Roch. No more, my glory, come, lets in and hasten
This celebration.

Rom. Mal. Pont. Bau. All faire blisse vpon it. 

Exeunt Roch. Char. Rom. Bau. Mal.



Nou. Mistresse.

Beau. Oh seruant, vertue strengthen me.
Thy presence blowes round my affections vane:
You will vndoe me, if you speake againe.

Exit Beaum.

Lilad. Aym. Heere will be sport for you. This workes.

Exeunt Lilad. Aym.

Nou. Peace, peace,

Pont. One word, my Lord Nouall.

Nou. What, thou wouldst mony; there. 

Pont. No, Ile none, Ile not be bought a slaue,
A Pander, or a Parasite, for all
Your fathers worth, though you haue saud my life,
Rescued me often from my wants, I must not
Winke at your follyes: that will ruine you. 
You know my blunt way, and my loue to truth:
Forsake the pursuit of this Ladies honour,
Now you doe see her made another mans,
And such a mans, so good, so popular,
Or you will plucke a thousand mischiefes on you. 
The benefits you haue done me, are not lost,
Nor cast away, they are pursd heere in my heart,
But let me pay you, sir, a fayrer way
Then to defend your vices, or to sooth em.

Nou. Ha, ha, ha, what are my courses vnto thee? 
Good Cousin Pontalier, meddle with that
That shall concerne thyselfe.

Exit Nouall.

Pont. No more but scorne?
Moue on then, starres, worke your pernicious will.
Onely the wise rule, and preuent your ill.

Exit. Hoboyes.

Here a passage ouer the Stage, while the Act is playing for the Marriage of Charalois with Beaumelle, &c.


Actus tertius.


Scaena prima.
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[A ROOM IN Charalois House]

Enter Nouall Iunior, Bellapert.

Nou. Iu. Flie not to these excuses: thou hast bin
False in thy promise, and when I haue said
Vngratefull, all is spoke.

Bell. Good my Lord,
But heare me onely.

Nou. To what purpose, trifler?
Can anything that thou canst say, make voyd 
The marriage? or those pleasures but a dreame,
Which Charaloyes (oh Venus) hath enioyd?

Bell. I yet could say that you receiue aduantage,
In what you thinke a losse, would you vouchsafe me
That you were neuer in the way till now 
With safety to arriue at your desires,
That pleasure makes loue to you vnattended
By danger or repentance?

Nou. That I could.
But apprehend one reason how this might be,
Hope would not then forsake me.

Bell. The enioying 
Of what you most desire, I say th enioying
Shall, in the full possession of your wishes,
Confirme that I am faithfull.

Nou. Giue some rellish
How this may appeare possible.

Bell. I will
Rellish, and taste, and make the banquet easie: 
You say my Ladies married. I confesse it,
That Charalois hath inioyed her, tis most true
That with her, hees already Master of
The best part of my old Lords state. Still better,
But that the first, or last, should be your hindrance, 
I vtterly deny: for but obserue me:
While she went for, and was, I sweare, a Virgin,
What courtesie could she with her honour giue
Or you receiue with safety — take me with you,
When I say courtesie, doe not think I meane 
A kisse, the tying of her shoo or garter,
An houre of priuate conference: those are trifles.
In this word courtesy, we that are gamesters point at
The sport direct, where not alone the louer
Brings his Artillery, but vses it. 
Which word expounded to you, such a courtesie
Doe you expect, and sudden.

Nou. But he tasted
The first sweetes, Bellapert.

Bell. He wrongd you shrewdly,
He toyld to climbe vp to the Phoenix nest,
And in his prints leaues your ascent more easie. 
I doe not know, you that are perfect Crittiques
In womens bookes, may talke of maydenheads.

Nou. But for her marriage.

Bell. Tis a faire protection
Gainst all arrests of feare, or shame for euer.
Such as are faire, and yet not foolish, study 
To haue one at thirteene; but they are mad
That stay till twenty. Then sir, for the pleasure,
To say Adulteries sweeter, that is stale.
This onely is not the contentment more,
To say, This is my Cuckold, then my Riuall. 
More I could say — but briefly, she doates on you,
If it proue otherwise, spare not, poyson me
With the next gold you giue me.

Enter Beaumely

Beau. Hows this seruant,
Courting my woman?

Bell. As an entrance to
The fauour of the mistris: you are together 
And I am perfect in my qu.

Beau. Stay Bellapert.

Bell. In this I must not with your leaue obey you.
Your Taylor and your Tire-woman waite without
And stay my counsayle, and direction for
Your next dayes dressing. I haue much to doe, 
Nor will your Ladiship know, time is precious,
Continue idle: this choise Lord will finde
So fit imployment for you.

Exit Bellap.

Beau. I shall grow angry.

Nou. Not so, you haue a iewell in her, Madam.

Enter againe.

Bell. I had forgot to tell your Ladiship 
The closet is priuate and your couch ready:
And if you please that I shall loose the key,
But say so, and tis done.

Exit Bellap.

Baum. You come to chide me, seruant, and bring with you
Sufficient warrant, you will say and truely, 
My father found too much obedience in me,
By being won too soone: yet if you please
But to remember, all my hopes and fortunes
Had reuerence to this likening: you will grant
That though I did not well towards you, I yet 
Did wisely for my selfe.

Nou. With too much feruor
I haue so long loud and still loue you, Mistresse,
To esteeme that an iniury to me
Which was to you conuenient: that is past
My helpe, is past my cure. You yet may, Lady, 
In recompence of all my dutious seruice,
(Prouided that your will answere your power)
Become my Creditresse.

Beau. I vnderstand you,
And for assurance, the request you make
Shall not be long vnanswered. Pray you sit, 
And by what you shall heare, youl easily finde,
My passions are much fitter to desire,
Then to be sued to.

Enter Romont and Florimell.

Flor. Sir, tis not enuy
At the start my fellow has got of me in
My Ladies good opinion, thats the motiue 
Of this discouery; but due payment
Of what I owe her Honour.

Rom. So I conceiue it.

Flo. I haue obserued too much, nor shall my silence
Preuent the remedy — yonder they are,
I dare not bee seene with you. You may doe 
What you thinke fit, which wil be, I presume,
The office of a faithfull and tryed friend
To my young Lord.

Exit Flori.

Rom. This is no vision: ha!

Nou. With the next opportunity.

Beau. By this kisse,
And this, and this.

Nou. That you would euer sweare thus. 

Rom. If I seeme rude, your pardon, Lady; yours
I do not aske: come, do not dare to shew mee
A face of anger, or the least dislike.
Put on, and suddaily a milder looke,
I shall grow rough else.



Nou. What haue I done, Sir, 
To draw this harsh vnsauory language from you?

Rom. Done, Popinjay? why, dost thou thinke that if
I ere had dreamt that thou hadst done me wrong,
Thou shouldest outliue it?

Beau. This is something more
Then my Lords friendship giues commission for. 

Nou. Your presence and the place, makes him presume
Vpon my patience.

Rom. As if thou ere wert angry
But with thy Taylor, and yet that poore shred
Can bring more to the making vp of a man,
Then can be hopd from thee: thou art his creature, 
And did hee not each morning new create [thee]
Thou wouldst stinke and be forgotten. Ile not change
On syllable more with thee, vntill thou bring
Some testimony vnder good mens hands,
Thou art a Christian. I suspect thee strongly, 
And wilbe satisfied: till which time, keepe from me.
The entertaiment of your visitation
Has made what I intended on a businesse.

Nou. So wee shall meete — Madam.

Rom. Vse that legge again,
And Ile cut off the other.

Nou. Very good. 

Exit Nouall.

Rom. What a perfume the Muske-cat leaues behind him!
Do you admit him for a property,
To saue you charges, Lady.

Beau. Tis not vselesse,
Now you are to succeed him.

Rom. So I respect you,
Not for your selfe, but in remembrance of, 
Who is your father, and whose wife you now are,
That I choose rather not to vnderstand
Your nasty scoffe then, — 

Beau. What, you will not beate mee,
If I expound it to you. Heers a Tyrant
Spares neyther man nor woman.

Rom. My intents 
Madam, deserue not this; nor do I stay
To be the whetstone of your wit: preserue it
To spend on such, as know how to admire
Such coloured stuffe. In me there is now speaks to you
As true a friend and seruant to your Honour, 
And one that will with as much hazzard guard it,
As euer man did goodnesse. — But then Lady,
You must endeauour not alone to bee,
But to appeare worthy such loue and seruice.

Beau. To what tends this?

Rom. Why, to this purpose, Lady, 
I do desire you should proue such a wife
To Charaloys (and such a one hee merits)
As Caesar, did hee liue, could not except at,
Not onely innocent from crime, but free
From all taynt and suspition.

Beau. They are base 
That iudge me otherwise.

Rom. But yet bee carefull.
Detractions a bold monster, and feares not
To wound the fame of Princes, if it find
But any blemish in their liues to worke on.
But Ile bee plainer with you: had the people 
Bin learnd to speake, but what euen now I saw,
Their malice out of that would raise an engine
To ouerthrow your honor. In my fight
(With yonder pointed foole I frighted from you)
You vsd familiarity beyond 
A modest entertaynment: you embracd him
With too much ardor for a stranger, and
Met him with kisses neyther chaste nor comely:
But learne you to forget him, as I will
Your bounties to him, you will find it safer 
Rather to be vncourtly, then immodest.

Beau. This prety rag about your necke shews well,
And being coorse and little worth, it speakes you,
As terrible as thrifty.

Rom. Madam.

Beau. Yes.
And this strong belt in which you hang your honor 
Will out-last twenty scarfs.

Rom. What meane you, Lady?

Beau. And all else about you Cap a pe
So vniforme in spite of handsomnesse,
Shews such a bold contempt of comelinesse,
That tis not strange your Laundresse in the League, 
Grew mad with loue of you.

Rom. Is my free counsayle
Answerd with this ridiculous scorne?

Beau. These obiects
Stole very much of my attention from me,
Yet something I remember, to speake truth,
Deceyued grauely, but to little purpose, 
That almost would haue made me sweare, some Curate
Had stolne into the person of Romont,
And in the praise of goodwife honesty,
Had read an homely.

Rom. By thy hand.

Beau. And sword,
I will make vp your oath, twill want weight else. 
You are angry with me, and poore I laugh at it.
Do you come from the Campe, which affords onely
The conuersation of cast suburbe whores,
To set downe to a Lady of my ranke,
Lymits of entertainment? 

Rom. Sure a Legion has possest this woman.

Beau. One stampe more would do well: yet I desire not
You should grow horne-mad, till you haue a wife.
You are come to warme meate, and perhaps cleane linnen:
Feed, weare it, and bee thankefull. For me, know, 
That though a thousand watches were set on mee,
And you the Master-spy, I yet would vse,
The liberty that best likes mee. I will reuell,
Feast, kisse, imbreace, perhaps grant larger fauours:
Yet such as liue vpon my meanes, shall know 
They must not murmur at it. If my Lord
Bee now growne yellow, and has chose out you
To serue his Iealouzy that way, tell him this,
You haue something to informe him:

Exit Beau.

Rom. And I will.
Beleeue it wicked one I will. Heare, Heauen, 
But hearing pardon mee: if these fruts grow
Vpon the tree of marriage, let me shun it,
As a forbidden sweete. An heyre and rich,
Young, beautifull, yet adde to this a wife,
And I will rather choose a Spittle sinner 
Carted an age before, though three parts rotten,
And take it for a blessing, rather then
Be fettered to the hellish slauery
Of such an impudence.

Enter Baumont with writings.

Bau. Collonell, good fortune
To meet you thus: you looke sad, but Ile tell you 
Something that shall remoue it. Oh how happy
Is my Lord Charaloys in his faire bride!

Rom. A happy man indeede! — pray you in what?

Bau. I dare sweare, you would thinke so good a Lady,
A dower sufficient.



Rom. No doubt. But on. 

Bau. So faire, so chaste, so vertuous: so indeed
All that is excellent.

Rom. Women haue no cunning
To gull the world.

Bau. Yet to all these, my Lord
Her father giues the full addition of
All he does now possesse in Burgundy: 
These writings to confirme it, are new seald
And I most fortunate to present him with them,
I must goe seeke him out, can you direct mee?

Rom. Youl finde him breaking a young horse.

Bau. I thanke you.

Exit Baumont.

Rom. I must do something worthy Charaloys friendship. 
If she were well inclind to keepe her so,
Deserud not thankes: and yet to stay a woman
Spurd headlong by hot lust, to her owne ruine,
Is harder then to prop a falling towre
With a deceiuing reed.

Enter Rochfort.

Roch. Some one seeke for me, 
As soone as he returnes.

Rom. Her father! ha?
How if I breake this to him? sure it cannot
Meete with an ill construction. His wisedome
Made powerfull by the authority of a father,
Will warrant and giue priuiledge to his counsailes. 
It shall be so — my Lord.

Roch. Your friend Romont:
Would you ought with me?

Rom. I stand so engagd
To your so many fauours, that I hold it
A breach in thankfulnesse, should I not discouer,
Though with some imputation to my selfe, 
All doubts that may concerne you.

Roch. The performance
Will make this protestation worth my thanks.

Rom. Then with your patience lend me your attention
For what I must deliuer, whispered onely
You will with too much griefe receiue.

Enter Beaumelle, Bellapert.

Beau. See wench! 
Vpon my life as I forespake, hees now
Preferring his complaint: but be thou perfect,
And we will fit him.

Bell. Feare not mee, pox on him:
A Captaine turne Informer against kissing?
Would he were hangd vp in his rusty Armour: 
But if our fresh wits cannot turne the plots
Of such a mouldy murrion on it selfe;
Rich cloathes, choyse faire, and a true friend at a call,
With all the pleasures the night yeelds, forsake vs.

Roch. This in my daughter? doe not wrong her.

Bell. Now. 
Begin. The games afoot, and wee in distance.

Beau. Tis thy fault, foolish girle, pinne on my vaile,
I will not weare those iewels. Am I not
Already matcht beyond my hopes? yet still
You prune and set me forth, as if I were 
Againe to please a suyter.

Bell. Tis the course
That our great Ladies take.

Rom. A weake excuse.

Beau. Those that are better seene, in what concernes
A Ladies honour and faire same, condemne it.
You waite well, in your absence, my Lords friend 
The vnderstanding, graue and wise Romont.

Rom. Must I be still her sport?

Beau. Reproue me for it.
And he has traueld to bring home a iudgement
Not to be contradicted. You will say
My father, that owes more to yeeres then he, 
Has brought me vp to musique, language, Courtship,
And I must vse them. True, but not toffend,
Or render me suspected.

Roch. Does your fine story
Begin from this?

Beau. I thought a parting kisse
From young Nouall, would haue displeasd no more 
Then heretofore it hath done; but I finde
I must restrayne such fauours now; looke therefore
As you are carefull to continue mine,
That I no more be visited. Ile endure
The strictest course of life that iealousie 
Can thinke secure enough, ere my behauiour
Shall call my fame in question.

Rom. Ten dissemblers
Are in this subtile deuill. You beleeue this?

Roch. So farre that if you trouble me againe
With a report like this, I shall not onely 
Iudge you malicious in your disposition,
But study to repent what I haue done
To such a nature.

Rom. Why, tis exceeding well.

Roch. And for you, daughter, off with this, off with it:
I haue that confidence in your goodnesse, I, 
That I will not consent to haue you liue
Like to a Recluse in a cloyster: goe
Call in the gallants, let them make you merry,
Vse all fit liberty.

Bell. Blessing on you.
If this new preacher with the sword and feather 
Could proue his doctrine for Canonicall,
We should haue a fine world.

Exit Bellapert.

Roch. Sir, if you please
To beare your selfe as fits a Gentleman,
The house is at your seruice: but if not,
Though you seeke company else where, your absence 
Will not be much lamented — 

Exit Rochfort.

Rom. If this be
The recompence of striuing to preserue
A wanton gigglet honest, very shortly
Twill make all mankinde Panders — Do you smile,
Good Lady Loosenes? your whole sex is like you, 
And that mans mad that seekes to better any:
What new change haue you next?

Beau. Oh, feare not you, sir,
Ile shift into a thousand, but I will
Conuert your heresie.

Rom. What heresie? Speake.

Beau. Of keeping a Lady that is married, 
From entertayning seruants. — 

Enter Nouall Iu. Malatine, Liladam, Aymer, Pontalier.

O, you are welcome,
Vae any meanes to vexe him,
And then with welcome follow me.

Exit Beau

Nou. You are tyrd
With your graue exhortations, Collonell.

Lilad. How is it? Fayth, your Lordship may doe well, 
To helpe him to some Church-preferment: tis
Now the fashion, for men of all conditions,
How euer they haue liud; to end that way.

Aym. That face would doe well in a surplesse.

Rom. Rogues,
Be silent — or — 



Pont. Sdeath will you suffer this? 

Rom. And you, the master Rogue, the coward rascall,
I shall be with you suddenly.

Nou. Pontallier,
If I should strike him, I know I shall kill him:
And therefore I would haue thee beate him, for
Hees good for nothing else.

Lilad. His backe 
Appeares to me, as it would tire a Beadle,
And then he has a knotted brow, would bruise
A courtlike hand to touch it.

Aym. Hee lookes like
A Curryer when his hides grown deare.

Pont. Take heede
He curry not some of you.

Nou. Gods me, hees angry. 

Rom. I breake no Iests, but I can breake my sword
About your pates.

Enter Charaloyes and Baumont.

Lilad. Heeres more.

Aym. Come lets bee gone,
Wee are beleaguerd.

Nou. Looke they bring vp their troups.

Pont. Will you sit downe
With this disgrace? You are abusd most grosely. 

Lilad. I grant you, Sir, we are, and you would haue vs
Stay and be more abusd.

Nou. My Lord, I am sorry,
Your house is so inhospitable, we must quit it.

Exeunt. Manent. Char. Rom.

Cha. Prethee Romont, what causd this vprore?

Rom. Nothing.
They laughd and vsd their scuruy wits vpon mee. 

Char. Come, tis thy Iealous nature: but I wonder
That you which are an honest man and worthy,
Should softer this suspition: no man laughes;
No one can whisper, but thou apprehendst
His conference and his scorne reflects on thee: 
For my part they should scoffe their thin wits out,
So I not heard em, beate me, not being there.
Leaue, leaue these fits, to conscious men, to such
As are obnoxious, to those foolish things
As they can gibe at.

Rom. Well, Sir.

Char. Thou art known 
Valiant without detect, right defind
Which is (as fearing to doe iniury,
As tender to endure it) not a brabbler,
A swearer.

Rom. Pish, pish, what needs this my Lord?
If I be knowne none such, how vainly, you 
Do cast away good counsaile? I haue loud you,
And yet must freely speake; so young a tutor,
Fits not so old a Souldier as I am.
And I must tell you, twas in your behalfe
I grew inraged thus, yet had rather dye, 
Then open the great cause a syllable further.

Cha. In my behalfe? wherein hath Charalois
Vnfitly so demeand himselfe, to giue
The least occasion to the loosest tongue,
To throw aspersions on him, or so weakely 
Protected his owne honor, as it should
Need a defence from any but himselfe?
They are fools that iudge me by my outward seeming,
Why should my gentlenesse beget abuse?
The Lion is not angry that does sleepe 
Nor euery man a Coward that can weepe.
For Gods sake speake the cause.

Rom. Not for the world.
Oh it will strike disease into your bones
Beyond the cure of physicke, drinke your blood,
Rob you of all your rest, contract your sight, 
Leaue you no eyes but to see misery,
And of your owne, nor speach but to wish thus
Would I had perishd in the prisons iawes:
From whence I was redeemd! twill weare you old,
Before you haue experience in that Art, 
That causes your affliction.

Cha. Thou dost strike
A deathfull coldnesse to my hearts high heate,
And shrinkst my liuer like the Calenture.
Declare this foe of mine, and lifes, that like
A man I may encounter and subdue it 
It shall not haue one such effect in mee,
As thou denouncest: with a Souldiers arme,
If it be strength, Ile meet it: if a fault
Belonging to my mind, Ile cut it off
With mine owne reason, as a Scholler should 
Speake, though it make mee monstrous.

Rom. Ile dye first.
Farewell, continue merry, and high Heauen
Keepe your wife chaste.

Char. Hump, stay and take this wolfe
Out of my brest, that thou hast lodgd there, or
For euer lose mee.

Rom. Lose not, Sir, your selfe. 
And I will venture — So the dore is fast. Locke the dore.
Now noble Charaloys, collect your selfe,
Summon your spirits, muster all your strength
That can belong to man, sift passion,
From euery veine, and whatsoeuer ensues, 
Vpbraid not me heereafter, as the cause of
Iealousy, discontent, slaughter and ruine:
Make me not parent to sinne: you will know
This secret that I burne with.

Char. Diuell ont,
What should it be? Romont, I heare you wish 
My wifes continuance of Chastity.

Rom. There was no hurt in that.

Char. Why? do you know
A likelyhood or possibility vnto the contrarie?

Rom. I know it not, but doubt it, these the grounds
The seruant of your wife now young Nouall, 
The sonne vnto your fathers Enemy
(Which aggrauates my presumption the more)
I haue been warnd of, touching her, nay, seene them
Tye heart to heart, one in anothers armes,
Multiplying kisses, as if they meant 
To pose Arithmeticke, or whose eyes would
Bee first burnt out, with gazing on the others.
I saw their mouthes engender, and their palmes
Glewd, as if Loue had lockt them, their words flow
And melt each others, like two circling flames, 
Where chastity, like a Phoenix (me thought) burnd,
But left the world nor ashes, nor an heire.
Why stand you silent thus? what cold dull flegme,
As if you had no drop of choller mixt
In your whole constitution, thus preuailes, 
To fix you now, thus stupid hearing this?

Cha. You did not see em on my Couch within,
Like George a horse-backe on her, nor a bed?

Rom. Noe.

Cha. Ha, ha.



Rom. Laugh yee? eene so did your wife,
And her indulgent father.

Cha. They were wife. 
Wouldst ha me be a foole?

Rom. No, but a man.

Cha. There is no dramme of manhood to suspect,
On such thin ayrie circumstance as this
Meere complement and courtship. Was this tale
The hydeous monster which you so conceald? 
Away, thou curious impertinent
And idle searcher of such leane nice toyes.
Goe, thou sedicious sower of debate:
Fly to such matches, where the bridegroome doubts:
He holds not worth enough to counteruaile 
The vertue and the beauty of his wife.
Thou buzzing drone that bout my eares dost hum,
To strike thy rankling sting into my heart,
Whose vemon, time, nor medicine could asswage.
Thus doe I put thee off, and confident 
In mine owne innocency, and desert,
Dare not conceiue her so vnreasonable,
To put Nouall in ballance against me,
An vpstart crand vp to the height he has.
Hence busiebody, thourt no friend to me, 
That must be kept to a wiues iniury,

Rom. Ist possible? farewell, fine, honest man,
Sweet temperd Lord adieu: what Apoplexy
Hath knit fence vp? Is this Romonts reward?
Beare witnes the great spirit of my father, 
With what a healthfull hope I administer
This potion that hath wrought so virulently,
I not accuse thy wife of act, but would
Preuent her Praecipuce, to thy dishonour,
Which now thy tardy sluggishnesse will admit. 
Would I had seene thee graud with thy great Sire,
Ere liue to haue mens marginall fingers point
At Charaloys, as a lamented story.
An Emperour put away his wife for touching
Another man, but thou wouldst haue thine tasted 
And keepe her (I thinke.) Puffe. I am a fire
To warme a dead man, that waste out myselfe.
Bleed — what a plague, a vengeance ist to mee,
If you will be a Cuckold? Heere I shew
A swords point to thee, this side you may shun, 
Or that: the perrill, if you will runne on,
I cannot helpe it.

Cha. Didst thou neuer see me
Angry, Romont?

Rom. Yes, and pursue a foe
Like lightening

Char. Prethee see me so no more.
I can be so againe. Put vp thy sword, 
And take thy selfe away, lest I draw mine.

Rom. Come fright your foes with this: sir, I am your friend,
And dare stand by you thus.

Char. Thou art not my friend,
Or being so, thou art mad, I must not buy
Thy friendship at this rate; had I iust cause, 
Thou knowst I durst pursue such iniury
Through fire, ayre, water, earth, nay, were they all
Shuffled againe to Chaos, but thers none.
Thy skill, Romont, consists in camps, not courts.
Farewell, vnciuill man, lets meet no more. 
Heere our long web of friendship I vntwist.
Shall I goe whine, walke pale, and locke my wife
For nothing, from her births free liberty,
That opend mine to me? yes; if I doe
The name of cuckold then, dog me with scorne. 
I am a Frenchman, no Italian borne.

Exit.

Rom. A dull Dutch rather: fall and coole (my blood)
Boyle not in zeal of thy friends hurt, so high,
That is so low, and cold himselfe int. Woman,
How strong art thou, how easily beguild? 
How thou dost racke vs by the very hornes?
Now wealth I see change manners and the man:
Something I must doe mine owne wrath to asswage,
And note my friendship to an after-age.

Exit.


Actus quartus.


Scaena prima.

[image: img57.jpg]

[A ROOM IN Noualls House]

Enter Nouall Iunior, as newly dressed, a Taylor, Barber, Perfumer, Liladam, Aymour, Page.

Nou. Mend this a little: pox! thou hast burnt me. oh fie vpont, O Lard, hee has made me smell (for all the world) like a flaxe, or a red headed womans chamber: powder, powder, powder.

Perf. Oh sweet Lord! 

Nouall sits in a chaire,

Page. Thats his Perfumer.

Barber orders his haire,

Tayl. Oh deare Lord,

Perfumer giues powder,

Page. Thats his Taylor.

Taylor sets his clothese.

Nou. Monsieur Liladam, Aymour, how allow you the modell of these clothes? 

Aym. Admirably, admirably, oh sweet Lord! assuredly its pity the wormes should eate thee.

Page. Heres a fine Cell; a Lord, a Taylor, a Perfumer, a Barber, and a paire of Mounsieurs: 3 to 3, as little will in the one, as honesty in the other. Sfoote ile into the country againe, learne to speake truth, drinke Ale, and conuerse with my fathers Tenants; here I heare nothing all day, but vpon my soule as I am a Gentleman, and an honest man.

Aym. I vow and affirme, your Taylor must needs be an expert Geometrician, he has the Longitude, Latitude, Altitude, Profundity, euery Demension of your body, so exquisitely, heres a lace layd as directly, as if truth were a Taylor.

Page. That were a miracle. 

Lila. With a haire breadths errour, thers a shoulder piece cut, and the base of a pickadille in puncto.

Aym. You are right, Mounsieur his vestaments fit: as if they grew vpon him, or art had wrought em on the same loome, as nature framd his Lordship as if your Taylor were deepely read in Astrology, and had taken measure of your honourable body, with a Iacobs staffe, an Ephimerides.

Tayl. I am bound tee Gentlemen.

Page. You are deceiud, theyll be bound to you, you must remember to trust em none.

Nou. Nay, fayth, thou art a reasonable neat Artificer, giue the diuell his due.

Page. I, if hee would but cut the coate according to the cloth still. 

Nou. I now want onely my misters approbation, who is indeed, the most polite punctuall Queene of dressing in all Burgundy. Pah, and makes all other young Ladies appeare, as if they came from boord last weeke out of the country, Ist not true, Liladam? 

Lila. True my Lord, as if any thing your Lordship could say, could be othewrise then true.

Nou. Nay, a my soule, tis so, what fouler obiect in the world, then to see a young faire, handsome beauty, vnhandsomely dighted and incongruently accoutred; or a hopefull Cheualier, vnmethodically appointed, in the externall ornaments of nature? For euen as the Index tels vs the contents of stories, and directs to the particular Chapters, euen so does the outward habit and superficiall order of garments (in man or woman) giue vs a tast of the spirit, and demonstratiuely poynt (as it were a manuall note from the margin) all the internall quality, and habiliment of the soule, and there cannot be a more euident, palpable, grosse manifestation of poore degenerate dunghilly blood, and breeding, then rude, vnpolishd, disordered and slouenly outside. 

Page. An admirable! lecture. Oh all you gallants, that hope to be saued by your cloathes, edify, edify.

Aym. By the Lard, sweet Lard, thou deserust a pension o the State.

Page. O th Taylors, two such Lords were able to spread Taylors ore the face of a whole kingdome.

Nou. Pox a this glasse! it flatters, I could find in my heart to breake it.

Page. O saue the glasse my Lord, and breake their heads, they are the greater flatterers I assure you. 

Aym. Flatters, detracts, impayres, yet put it by,
Lest thou deare Lord (Narcissus-like) should doate
Vpon thyselfe, and dye; and rob the world
Of natures copy, that she workes forme by.

Lila. Oh that I were the Infanta Queene of Europe, 
Who (but thy selfe sweete Lord) shouldst marry me.

Nou. I marry? were there a Queene oth world, not I.
Wedlocke? no padlocke, horselocke, I weare spurrs He capers.
To keepe it off my heeles; yet my Aymour,
Like a free wanton iennet ith meddows, 
I looke aboute, and neigh, take hedge and ditch,
Feede in my neighbours pastures, picke my choyce
Of all their faire-maind-mares: but married once,
A man is stakd, or pownd, and cannot graze
Beyond his owne hedge.

Enter Pontalier, and Malotin.

Pont. I haue waited, sir, 
Three hours to speake wee, and not take it well,
Such magpies are admitted, whilst I daunce
Attendance.

Lila. Magpies? what dee take me for?

Pont. A long thing with a most vnpromising face.

Aym. Ill nere aske him what he takes me for?

Mal. Doe not, sir, 
For heel goe neere to tell you.

Pont. Art not thou
A Barber Surgeon?

Barb. Yes sira why.

Pont. My Lord is sorely troubled with two scabs.

Lila. Aym.
Humph — 

Pont. I prethee cure him of em.

Nou. Pish: no more, 
Thy gall sures ouer throwne; these are my Councell,
And we were now in serious discourse.

Pont. Of perfume and apparell, can you rise
And spend 5 houres in dressing talke, with these?

Nou. Thou idst haue me be a dog: vp, stretch and shake, 
And ready for all day.

Pont. Sir, would you be
More curious in preseruing of your honour.
Trim, twere more manly. I am come to wake
Your reputation, from this lethargy
You let it sleep in, to perswade, importune, 
Nay, to prouoke you, sir, to call to account
This Collonell Romont, for the foule wrong
Which like a burthen, he hath layd on you,
And like a drunken porter, you sleepe vnder.
Tis all the towne talkes, and beleeue, sir, 
If your tough sense persist thus, you are vndone,
Vtterly lost, you will be scornd and baffled
By euery Lacquay; season now your youth,
With one braue thing, and it shall keep the odour
Euen to your death, beyond, and on your Tombe, 
Sent like sweet oyles and Frankincense; sir, this life
Which once you saud, I nere since counted mine,
I borrowd it of you; and now will pay it;
I tender you the seruice of my sword
To beare your challenge, if youll write, your fate: 
Ile make mine owne: what ere betide you, I
That haue liud by you, by your side will dye.

Nou. Ha, ha, wouldst ha me challenge poore Romont?
Fight with close breeches, thou mayst think I dare not.
Doe not mistake me (cooze) I am very valiant, 
But valour shall not make me such an Asse.
What vse is there of valour (now a dayes?)
Tis sure, or to be killd, or to be hangd.
Fight thou as thy minde moues thee, tis thy trade,
Thou hast nothing else to doe; fight with Romont? 
No ile not fight vnder a Lord.

Pont. Farewell, sir,
I pitty you.
Such louing Lords walke their dead honours graues,
For no companions fit, but fooles and knaues.
Come Malotin.

Exeunt Pont. Mal.

Enter Romont.



Lila. Sfoot, Colbran, the low gyant. 

Aym. He has brought a battaile in his face, lets goe.

Page. Colbran dee call him? heel make some of you smoake,
I beleeue.

Rom. By your leaue, sirs.

Aym. Are you a Consort?

Rom. Dee take mee
For a fidler? yare deceiud: Looke. Ile pay you.

Kickes em.

Page. It seemes he knows you one, he bumfiddles you so. 

Lila. Was there euer so base a fellow?

Aym. A rascall?

Lila. A most vnciuill Groome?

Aym. Offer to kicke a Gentleman, in a Noblemans chamber? A pox of your manners. 

Lila. Let him alone, let him alone, thou shalt lose thy arme, fellow: if we stirre against thee, hang vs.

Page. Sfoote, I thinke they haue the better on him, though they be kickd, they talke so.

Lila. Lets leaue the mad Ape. 

Nou. Gentlemen.

Lilad. Nay, my Lord, we will not offer to dishonour you so much as to stay by you, since hees alone.

Nou. Harke you.

Aym. We doubt the cause, and will not disparage you, so much as to take your Lordships quarrel in hand. Plague on him, how he has crumpled our bands.

Page. Ile eene away with em, for this souldier beates man, woman, and child.

Exeunt. Manent Nou. Rom.

Nou. What meane you, sir? My people.

Rom. Your boyes gone. Lockes the doore. 
And doores lockt, yet for no hurt to you,
But priuacy: call vp your blood againe, sir,
Be not affraid, I do beseach you, sir,
(And therefore come) without, more circumstance
Tell me how farre the passages haue gone 
Twixt you and your faire Mistresse Beaumelle,
Tell me the truth, and by my hope of Heauen
It neuer shall goe further.

Nou. Tell you why sir?
Are you my confessor?

Rom. I will be your confounder, if you doe not. Drawes a pocket dag. 
Stirre not, nor spend your voyce.

Nou. What will you doe?

Rom. Nothing but lyne your brayne-pan, sir, with lead,
If you not satisfie me suddenly,
I am desperate of my life, and command yours.

Nou. Hold, hold, ile speake. I vow to heauen and you, 
Shees yet vntoucht, more then her face and hands:
I cannot call her innocent; for I yeeld
On my sollicitous wrongs she consented
Where time and place met oportunity
To grant me all requests.

Rom. But may I build 
On this assurance?

Nou. As vpon your fayth.

Rom. Write this, sir, nay you must.

Drawes Inkehorne and paper.

Nou. Pox of this Gunne.

Rom. Withall, sir, you must sweare, and put your oath
Vnder your hand, (shake not) nere to frequent
This Ladies company, nor euer send 
Token, or message, or letter, to incline
This (too much prone already) yeelding Lady.

Nou. Tis done, sir.



Rom. Let me see, this first is right,
And heere you wish a sudden death may light
Vpon your body, and hell take your soule, 
If euer more you see her, but by chance,
Much lesse allure. Now, my Lord, your hand.

Nou. My hand to this?

Rom. Your heart else I assure you.

Nou. Nay, there tis.

Rom. So keepe this last article
Of your fayth giuen, and stead of threatnings, sir, 
The seruice of my sword and life is yours:
But not a word of it, tis Fairies treasure;
Which but reueald, brings on the blabbers, ruine.
Vse your youth better, and this excellent forme
Heauen hath bestowed vpon you. So good morrow to your Lordship. 

Nou. Good diuell to your rogueship. No mans safe:
Ile haue a Cannon planted in my chamber, Exit.
Against such roaring roagues.

Enter Bellapert.

Bell. My Lord away
The Coach stayes: now haue your wish, and iudge,
If I haue been forgetfull.

Nou. Ha?

Bell. Dee stand 
Humming and hawing now?

Exit.

Nou. Sweet wench, I come.
Hence feare,
I swore, thats all one, my next oath ile keepe
That I did meane to breake, and then tis quit.
No paine is due to louers periury. 
If loue himselfe laugh at it, so will I.

Exit Nouall.


Scaena 2.
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ENTER CHARALOYS, BAUMONT.

[An outer Room in Aymers House]

Bau. I grieue for the distaste, though I haue manners,
Not to inquire the cause, falne out betweene
Your Lordship and Romont.

Cha. I loue a friend,
So long as he continues in the bounds
Prescribd by friendship, but when he vsurpes 
Too farre on what is proper to my selfe,
And puts the habit of a Gouernor on,
I must and will preserue my liberty.
But speake of something, else this is a theame
I take no pleasure in: whats this Aymeire, 
Whose voyce for Song, and excellent knowledge in
The chiefest parts of Musique, you bestow
Such prayses on?

Bau. He is a Gentleman,
(For so his quality speakes him) well receiud
Among our greatest Gallants; but yet holds 
His maine dependance from the young Lord Nouall:
Some tricks and crotchets he has in his head,
As all Musicians haue, and more of him
I dare not author: but when you haue heard him,
I may presume, your Lordship so will like him, 
That youl hereafter be a friend to Musique.

Cha. I neuer was an enemy tot, Baumont,
Nor yet doe I subscribe to the opinion
Of those old Captaines, that thought nothing musicall,
But cries of yeelding enemies, neighing of horses, 
Clashing of armour, lowd shouts, drums, and trumpets:
Nor on the other side in fauour of it,
Affirme the world was made by musicall discord,
Or that the happinesse of our life consists
In a well varied note vpon the Lute: 
I loue it to the worth of it, and no further.
But let vs see this wonder.

Bau. He preuents
My calling of him.

Aym. Let the Coach be brought Enter Aymiere.
To the backe gate, and serue the banquet vp:
My good Lord Charalois, I thinke my house 
Much honord in your presence.

Cha. To haue meanes
To know you better, sir, has brought me hither
A willing visitant, and youl crowne my welcome
In making me a witnesse to your skill,
Which crediting from others I admire. 

Aym. Had I beene one houre sooner made acquainted
With your intent my Lord, you should haue found me
Better prouided: now such as it is,
Pray you grace with your acceptance.

Bau. You are modest.
Begin the last new ayre.

Cha. Shall we not see them? 

Aym. This little distance from the instruments
Will to your eares conuey the harmony
With more delight.

Cha. Ile not consent.

Aym. Yare tedious,
By this meanes shall I with one banquet please
Two companies, those within and these Guls heere. 

Song aboue.

Musique and a Song, Beaumelle within — ha, ha, ha.

Cha. Hows this? It is my Ladies laugh! most certaine
When I first pleasd her, in this merry language,
She gaue me thanks.

Bau. How like you this?

Cha. Tis rare,
Yet I may be deceiud, and should be sorry 
Vpon vncertaine suppositions, rashly
To write my selfe in the blacke list of those
I haue declaymd against, and to Romont.

Aym. I would he were well of — perhaps your Lordship
Likes not these sad tunes, I haue a new Song 
Set to a lighter note, may please you better;
Tis cald The happy husband.

Cha. Pray sing it.

Song below. At the end of the Song, Beaumelle within.

Beau. Ha, ha, tis such a groome.

Cha. Doe I heare this,
And yet stand doubtfull?

Exit Chara.

Aym. Stay him I am vndone,
And they discouered.

Bau. Whats the matter?

Aym. Ah! 
That women, when they are well pleasd, cannot hold,
But must laugh out.

Enter Nouall Iu. Charaloys, Beaumley, Bellapert.



Nou. Helpe, saue me, murrher, murther.

Beau. Vndone foreuer.

Cha. Oh, my heart!
Hold yet a little — doe not hope to scape
By flight, it is impossible: though I might 
On all aduantage take thy life, and iustly;
This sword, my fathers sword, that nere was drawne,
But to a noble purpose, shall not now
Doe th office of a hangman, I reserue it
To right mine honour, not for a reuenge 
So poore, that though with thee, it should cut off
Thy family, with all that are allyed
To thee in lust, or basenesse, twere still short of
All termes of satisfaction. Draw.

Nou. I dare not,
I haue already done you too much wrong, 
To fight in such a cause.

Cha. Why, darest thou neyther
Be honest, coward, nor yet valiant, knaue?
In such a cause come doe not shame thy selfe:
Such whose bloods wrongs, or wrong done to themselues
Could neuer heate, are yet in the defence 
Of their whores, daring looke on her againe.
You thought her worth the hazard of your soule,
And yet stand doubtfull in her quarrell, to
Venture your body.

Bau. No, he feares his cloaths,
More then his flesh

Cha. Keepe from me, garde thy life, 
Or as thou hast liud like a goate, thou shalt
Dye like a sheepe.

Nou. Since thers no remedy They fight, Nouall is slaine.
Despaire of safety now in me proue courage.

Cha. How soone weak wrongs orthrowne! lend me your hand,
Beare this to the Caroach — come, you haue taught me 
To say you must and shall: I wrong you not,
Yare but to keepe him company you loue.
Ist done? tis well. Raise officers, and take care,
All you can apprehend within the house
May be forth comming. Do I appeare much moud? 

Bau. No, sir.

Cha. My griefes are now, Thus to be borne.
Hereafter ile finde time and place to mourne.

Exeunt.


Scaena 3.
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ENTER ROMONT, PONTALIER.

[A Street]

Pont. I was bound to seeke you, sir.

Rom. And had you found me
In any place, but in the streete, I should
Haue done, — not talkd to you. Are you the Captaine?
The hopefull Pontalier? whom I haue seene
Doe in the field such seruice, as then made you 
Their enuy that commanded, here at home
To play the parasite to a gilded knaue,
And it may be the Pander.

Pont. Without this
I come to call you to account, for what
Is past already. I by your example 
Of thankfulnesse to the dead Generall
By whom you were raisd, haue practisd to be so
To my good Lord Nouall, by whom I liue;
Whose least disgrace that is, or may be offred,
With all the hazzard of my life and fortunes, 
I will make good on you, or any man,
That has a hand int; and since you allowe me
A Gentleman and a souldier, theres no doubt
You will except against me. You shall meete
With a faire enemy, you vnderstand 
The right I looke for, and must haue.

Rom. I doe,
And with the next dayes sunne you shall heare from me.

Exeunt.


Scaena 4.
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ENTER CHARALOIS WITH a casket, Beaumelle, Baumont.

[A Room in Charalois House]

Cha. Pray beare this to my father, at his leasure
He may peruse it: but with your best language
Intreat his instant presence: you haue sworne
Not to reueale what I haue done.

Bau. Nor will I — 
But — 

Cha. Doubt me not, by Heauen, I will doe nothing 
But what may stand with honour: Pray you leaue me
To my owne thoughts. If this be to me, rise;
I am not worthy the looking on, but onely
To feed contempt and scorne, and that from you
Who with the losse of your faire name haue causd it, 
Were too much cruelty.

Beau. I dare not moue you
To heare me speake. I know my fault is farre
Beyond qualification, or excuse,
That tis not fit for me to hope, or you
To thinke of mercy; onely I presume 
To intreate, you would be pleasd to looke vpon
My sorrow for it, and beleeue, these teares
Are the true children of my griefe and not
A womans cunning.

Cha. Can you Beaumelle,
Hauing deceiued so great a trust as mine, 
Though I were all credulity, hope againe
To get beleefe? no, no, if you looke on me
With pity or dare practise any meanes
To make my sufferings lesse, or giue iust cause
To all the world, to thinke what I must doe 
Was cald vpon by you, vse other waies,
Deny what I haue seene, or iustifie
What you haue done, and as you desperately
Made shipwracke of your fayth to be a whore,
Vse th armes of such a one, and such defence, 
And multiply the sinne, with impudence,
Stand boldly vp, and tell me to my teeth,
You haue done but whats warranted,
By great examples, in all places, where
Women inhabit, vrge your owne deserts, 
Or want of me in merit; tell me how,
Your dowre from the lowe gulfe of pouerty,
Weighed vp my fortunes, to what now they are:
That I was purchasd by your choyse and practise
To shelter you from shame: that you might sinne 
As boldly as securely, that poore men
Are married to those wiues that bring them wealth,
One day their husbands, but obseruers euer:
That when by this proud vsage you haue blowne
The fire of my iust vengeance to the height, 
I then may kill you: and yet say twas done
In heate of blood, and after die my selfe,
To witnesse my repentance.

Beau. O my fate,
That neuer would consent that I should see,
How worthy thou wert both of loue and duty 
Before I lost you; and my misery made
The glasse, in which I now behold your vertue:
While I was good, I was a part of you,
And of two, by the vertuous harmony
Of our faire minds, made one; but since I wandred 
In the forbidden Labyrinth of lust,
What was inseparable, is by me diuided.
With iustice therefore you may cut me off,
And from your memory, wash the remembrance
That ere I was like to some vicious purpose 
Within your better iudgement, you repent of
And study to forget.

Cha. O Beaumelle,
That you can speake so well, and doe so ill!
But you had been too great a blessing, if
You had continued chast: see how you force me 
To this, because my honour will not yeeld
That I againe should loue you.

Beau. In this life
It is not fit you should: yet you shall finde,
Though I was bold enough to be a strumpet,
I dare not yet liue one: let those famd matrones 
That are canonizd worthy of our sex,
Transcend me in their sanctity of life,
I yet will equall them in dying nobly,
Ambitious of no honour after life,
But that when I am dead, you will forgiue me. 

Cha. How pity steales vpon me! should I heare her
But ten words more, I were lost — one knocks, go in.

Knock within. Exit Beaumelle. Enter Rochfort.

That to be mercifull should be a sinne.
O, sir, most welcome. Let me take your cloake,
I must not be denyed — here are your robes, 
As you loue iustice once more put them on:
There is a cause to be determind of
That does require such an integrity,
As you haue euer vsd — ile put you to
The tryall of your constancy, and goodnesse: 
And looke that you that haue beene Eagle-eyd
In other mens affaires, proue not a Mole
In what concernes your selfe. Take you your seate:
I will be for you presently.

Exit.

Roch. Angels guard me,
To what strange Tragedy does this destruction 
Serue for a Prologue?

Enter Charaloys with Nouals body. Beaumelle, Baumont.

Cha. So, set it downe before
The Iudgement seate, and stand you at the bar:
For me? I am the accuser.

Roch. Nouall slayne,
And Beaumelle my daughter in the place
Of one to be arraignd.

Cha. O, are you touchd? 
I finde that I must take another course,
Feare nothing. I will onely blind your eyes,
For Iustice should do so, when tis to meete
An obiect that may sway her equall doome
From what it should be aimd at. — Good my Lord, 
A day of hearing.

Roch. It is granted, speake — 
You shall haue iustice.

Cha. I then here accuse,
Most equall Iudge, the prisoner your faire Daughter,
For whom I owed so much to you: your daughter,
So worthy in her owne parts: and that worth 
Set forth by yours, to whose so rare perfections,
Truth witnesse with me, in the place of seruice
I almost payd Idolatrous sacrifice
To be a false advltresse.

Roch. With whom?

Cha. With this Nouall here dead.

Roch. Be wel aduisd 
And ere you say adultresse againe,
Her fame depending on it, be most sure
That she is one.

Cha. I tooke them in the act.
I know no proofe beyond it.

Roch. O my heart.

Cha. A Iudge should feele no passions.

Roch. Yet remember 
He is a man, and cannot put off nature.
What answere makes the prisoner?

Beau. I confesse
The fact I am chargd with, and yeeld my selfe
Most miserably guilty.

Roch. Heauen take mercy
Vpon your soule then: it must leaue your body. 
Now free mine eyes, I dare vnmoud looke on her,
And fortifie my sentence, with strong reasons.
Since that the politique law prouides that seruants,
To whose care we commit our goods shall die,
If they abuse our trust: what can you looke for, 
To whose charge this most hopefull Lord gaue vp
All he receiud from his braue Ancestors,
Or he could leaue to his posterity?
His Honour, wicked woman, in whose safety
All his lifes ioyes, and comforts were locked vp, 
With thy lust, a theefe hath now stolne from him,
And therefore — 

Cha. Stay, iust Iudge, may not whats lost
By her owne fault, (for I am charitable,
And charge her not with many) be forgotten
In her faire life hereafter?



Roch. Neuer, Sir. 
The wrong thats done to the chaste married bed,
Repentant teares can neuer expiate,
And be assured, to pardon such a sinne,
Is an offence as great as to commit it.

Cha. I may not then forgiue her.

Roch. Nor she hope it. 
Nor can she wish to liue no sunne shall rise,
But ere it set, shall shew her vgly lust
In a new shape, and euery on more horrid:
Nay, euen those prayers, which with such humble feruor
She seemes to send vp yonder, are beate backe, 
And all suites, which her penitance can proffer,
As soone as made, are with contempt throwne
Off all the courts of mercy.

He kills her.

Cha. Let her die then.
Better prepard I am. Sure I could not take her,
Nor she accuse her father, as a Iudge 
Partiall against her.

Beau. I approue his sentence,
And kisse the executioner; my lust
Is now run from me in that blood; in which
It was begot and nourished.

Roch. Is she dead then?

Cha. Yes, sir, this is her heart blood, is it not? 
I thinke it be.

Roch. And you haue kild here?

Cha. True,
And did it by your doome



Roch. But I pronouncd it
As a Iudge onely, and friend to iustice,
And zealous in defence of your wrongd honour,
Broke all the tyes of nature: and cast off 
The loue and soft affection of a father.
I in your cause, put on a Scarlet robe
Of red died cruelty, but in returne,
You haue aduancd for me no flag of mercy:
I lookd on you, as a wrongd husband, but 
You closd your eyes against me, as a father.
O Beaumelle, my daughter.

Cha. This is madnesse.

Roch. Keepe from me — could not one good thought rise vp,
To tell you that she was my ages comfort,
Begot by a weake man, and borne a woman, 
And could not therefore, but partake of frailety?
Or wherefore did not thankfulnesse step forth,
To vrge my many merits, which I may
Obiect vnto you, since you proue vngratefull,
Flinty-hearted Charaloys?

Cha. Nature does preuaile 
Aboue your vertue.

Roch. No! it giues me eyes,
To pierce the heart of designe against me.
I finde it now, it was my state was aymd at,
A nobler match was fought for, and the houres
I liud, grew teadious to you: my compassion 
Towards you hath rendred me most miserable,
And foolish charity vndone my selfe:
But thers a Heauen aboue, from whose iust wreake
No mists of policy can hide offendors.

Enter Nouall se. with Officers.

Nou. se. Force ope the doors — O monster, caniball, 
Lay hold on him, my sonne, my sonne. — O Rochfort,
Twas you gaue liberty to this bloody wolfe
To worry all our comforts, — But this is
No time to quarrell; now giue your assistance
For the reuenge.

Roch. Call it a fitter name — 
Iustice for innocent blood.

Cha. Though all conspire
Against that life which I am weary of,
A little longer yet ile striue to keepe it,
To shew in spite of malice, and their lawes,
His plea must speed that hath an honest cause. 

Exeunt


Actus quintus.


Scaena prima.
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[A STREET]

Enter Liladam, Taylor, Officers.

Lila Why tis both most vnconscionable, and vntimely
Tarrest a gallant for his cloaths, before
He has worne them out: besides you sayd you askd
My name in my Lords bond but for me onely,
And now youl lay me vp fort. Do not thinke 
The taking measure of a customer
By a brace of varlets, though I rather wait
Neuer so patiently, will proue a fashion
Which any Courtier or Innes of court man
Would follow willingly.

Tayl. There I beleeue you. 
But sir, I must haue present moneys, or
Assurance to secure me, when I shall. — 
Or I will see to your comming forth.

Lila. Plague ont,
You haue prouided for my enterance in:
That comming forth you talke of, concernes me. 
What shall I doe? you haue done me a disgrace
In the arrest, but more in giuing cause
To all the street, to thinke I cannot stand
Without these two supporters for my armes:
Pray you let them loose me: for their satisfaction 
I will not run away.

Tayl. For theirs you will not,
But for your owne you would; looke to them fellows.

Lila. Why doe you call them fellows? doe not wrong
Your reputation so, as you are meerely
A Taylor, faythfull, apt to beleeue in Gallants 
You are a companion at a ten crowne supper
For cloth of bodkin, and may with one Larke
Eate vp three manchets, and no man obserue you,
Or call your trade in question fort. But when
You study your debt-booke, and hold correspondence 
With officers of the hanger, and leaue swordmen,
The learned conclude, the Taylor and Sergeant
In the expression of a knaue are these
To be Synonima. Looke therefore to it,
And let vs part in peace, I would be loth 
You should vndoe your selfe.

Tayl. To let you goe Enter old Nouall, and Pontalier.
Were the next way.
But see! heeres your old Lord,
Let him but giue his worde I shall be paide,
And you are free.

Lila. Slid, I will put him tot:
I can be but denied: or what say you? 
His Lordship owing me three times your debt,
If you arrest him at my suite, and let me
Goe run before to see the action entred.
Twould be a witty iest.

Tayl. I must haue ernest:
I cannot pay my debts so.

Pont. Can your Lordship 
Imagine, while I liue and weare a sword,
Your sonnes death shall be reuengd?



Nou. se. I know not
One reason why you should not doe like others:
I am sure, of all the herd that fed vpon him,
I cannot see in any, now hees gone, 
In pitty or in thankfulnesse one true signe
Of sorrow for him.

Pont. All his bounties yet
Fell not in such vnthankfull ground: tis true
He had weakenesses, but such as few are free from,
And though none soothd them lesse then I: for now 
To say that I foresaw the dangers that
Would rise from cherishing them, were but vntimely.
I yet could wish the iustice that you seeke for
In the reuenge, had been trusted to me,
And not the vncertaine issue of the lawes: 
Tas robd me of a noble testimony
Of what I durst doe for him: but howeuer,
My forfait life redeemd by him though dead,
Shall doe him seruice.

Nou. se. As farre as my griefe
Will giue me leaue, I thanke you.

Lila. Oh my Lord, 
Oh my good Lord, deliuer me from these furies.

Pont. Arrested? This is one of them whose base
And obiect flattery helpt to digge his graue:
He is not worth your pitty, nor my anger.
Goe to the basket and repent.

Nou. se. Away 
I onely know now to hate thee deadly:
I will doe nothing for thee.

Lila. Nor you, Captaine.

Pont. No, to your trade againe, put off this case,
It may be the discouering what you were,
When your vnfortunate master tooke you vp, 
May moue compassion in your creditor.
Confesse the truth.

Exit Nouall se. Pont.

Lila. And now I thinke ont better,
I will, brother, your hand, your hand, sweet brother.
I am of your sect, and my gallantry but a dreame,
Out of which these two fearefull apparitions 
Against my will haue wakd me. This rich sword
Grew suddenly out of a taylors bodkin;
These hangers from my vailes and fees in Hell:
And where as now this beauer sits, full often
A thrifty cape composd of broad cloth lifts, 
Nere kin vnto the cushion where I sate.
Crosse-legd, and yet vngartred, hath beene seene,
Our breakefasts famous for the buttred loaues,
I haue with ioy bin oft acquainted with,
And therefore vse a conscience, though it be 
Forbidden in our hall towards other men,
To me that as I haue beene, will againe
Be of the brotherhood.

Offi. I know him now:
He was a prentice to Le Robe at Orleance.

Lila. And from thence brought by my young Lord, now dead, 
Vnto Dijon, and with him till this houre
Hath bin receiud here for a compleate Mounsieur.
Nor wonder at it: for but tythe our gallants,
Euen those of the first ranke, and you will finde
In euery ten, one: peraduenture two, 
That smell ranke of the dancing schoole, or fiddle,
The pantofle or pressing yron: but hereafter
Weele talke of this. I will surrender vp
My suites againe: there cannot be much losse,
Tis but the turning of the lace, with ones 
Additions more you know of, and what wants
I will worke out.

Tayl. Then here our quarrell ends.
The gallant is turnd Taylor, and all friends.

Exeunt.


Scaena 2.
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ENTER ROMONT, BAUMONT.

[The Court of Justice]

Rom. You haue them ready.

Bau. Yes, and they will speake
Their knowledg in this cause, when thou thinkst fit
To haue them cald vpon.

Rom. Tis well, and something
I can adde to their euidence, to proue
This braue reuenge, which they would haue cald murther, 
A noble Iustice.

Bau. In this you expresse
(The breach by my Lords want of you, new made vp)
A faythfull friend.

Rom. That friendships raysd on sand,
Which euery sudden gust of discontent,
Or flowing of our passions can change, 
As if it nere had bin: but doe you know
Who are to sit on him?

Bau. Mounsieur Du Croy
Assisted by Charmi.

Rom. The Aduocate
That pleaded for the Marshalls funerall,
And was checkt for it by Nouall.

Bau. The same 

Rom. How fortunes that?

Bau. Why, sir, my Lord Nouall
Being the accuser, cannot be the Iudge,
Nor would grieue Rochfort, but Lord Charaloys
(Howeuer he might wrong him by his power,)
Should haue an equall hearing.

Rom. By my hopes 
Of Charaloys acquitall, I lament
That reuerent old mans fortune.

Bau. Had you seene him,
As to my griefe I haue now promisd patience,
And ere it was beleeud, though spake by him
That neuer brake his word, inragd againe 
So far as to make warre vpon those heires
Which not a barbarous Sythian durst presume
To touch, but with a superstitious feare,
As something sacred, and then curse his daughter,
But with more frequent violence himselfe, 
As if he had bin guilty of her fault,
By being incredulous of your report,
You would not onely iudge him worrhy pitty,
But suffer with him.

Enter Charalois, with Officers.

But heere comes the prisoner,
I dare not stay to doe my duty to him, 
Yet rest assurd, all possible meanes in me
To doe him seruice, keepes you company.

Exit Bau.

Rom. It is not doubted.

Cha. Why, yet as I came hither,
The people apt to mocke calamity,
And tread on the oppressd, made no hornes at me, 
Though they are too familiar: I deserue them.
And knowing what blood my sword hath drunke
In wreake of that disgrace, they yet forbare
To shake their heads, or to reuile me for
A murtherer, they rather all put on 
(As for great losses the old Romans vsd)
A generall face of sorrow, waighted on
By a sad murmur breaking through their silence,
And no eye but was readier with a teare
To witnesse twas shed for me, then I could 
Discerne a face made vp with scorne against me.
Why should I then, though for vnusuall wrongs,
I chose vnusuall meanes to right those wrongs,
Condemne my selfe, as over-partiall
In my owne cause Romont?

Rom. Best friend, well met, 
By my hearts loue to you, and ioyne to that,
My thankfulness that still liues to the dead,
I looke upon you now with more true ioy,
Than when I saw you married.

Cha. You have reason
To give you warrant fort; my falling off 
From such a friendship with the scorne that answered
Your too propheticke counsell, may well moue you
To thinke your meeting me going to my death,
A fit encounter for that hate which iustly
I have deserud from you.

Rom. Shall I still then 
Speake truth, and be ill vnderstood?

Cha. You are not.
I am conscious, I haue wrongd you, and allow me
Only a morall man to looke on you,
Whom foolishly I haue abusd and iniurd,
Must of necessity be more terrible to me, 
Than any death the Iudges can pronounce
From the tribunall which I am to plead at.

Rom. Passion transports you.

Cha. For what I haue done
To my false Lady, or Nouall, I can
Giue some apparent cause: but touching you, 
In my defence, childlike, I can say nothing,
But I am sorry fort, a poore satisfaction:
And yet mistake me not: for it is more
Then I will speake, to haue my pardon signd
For all I stand accusd of.

Rom. You much weaken 
The strength of your good cause. Should you but thinke
A man for doing well could entertaine
A pardon, were it offred, you haue giuen
To blinde and slow-pacd iustice, wings, and eyes
To see and ouertake impieties, 
Which from a cold proceeding had receiud
Indulgence or protection.

Cha. Thinke you so?

Rom. Vpon my soule nor should the blood you chalenge
And took to cure your honour, breed more scruple
In your soft conscience, then if your sword 
Had bin sheathd in a Tygre, or she Beare,
That in their bowels would haue made your tombe
To iniure innocence is more then murther:
But when inhumane lusts transforme vs, then
Like beasts we are to suffer, not like men 
To be lamented. Nor did Charalois euer
Performe an act so worthy the applause
Of a full theater of perfect men,
As he hath done in this: the glory got
By ouerthrowing outward enemies, 
Since strength and fortune are maine sharers in it,
We cannot but by pieces call our owne:
But when we conquer our intestine foes,
Our passions breed within vs, and of those
The most rebellious tyrant powerfull loue, 
Our reason suffering vs to like no longer
Then the faire obiect being good deserues it,
Thats a true victory, which, were great men
Ambitious to atchieue, by your example
Setting no price vpon the breach of fayth, 
But losse of life, twould fright adultery
Out of their families, and make lust appeare
As lothsome to vs in the first consent,
As when tis wayted on by punishment.

Cha. You haue confirmd me. Who would loue a woman 
That might inioy in such a man, a friend?
You haue made me know the iustice of my cause,
And markt me out the way, how to defend it.

Rom. Continue to that resolution constant,
And you shall, in contempt of their worst malice, 
Come off with honour. Heere they come.

Cha. I am ready.


Scaena 3.
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ENTER DU CROY, Charmi, Rochfort, Nouall se. Pontalier, Baumont.

Nou. se. See, equall Iudges, with what confidence
The cruel murtherer stands, as if he would
Outface the Court and Iustice!

Roch. But looke on him.
And you shall find, for still methinks I doe,
Though guilt hath dide him black, something good in him, 
That may perhaps worke with a wiser man
Then I haue beene, againe to set him free
And giue him all he has.

Charmi. This is not well.
I would you had liud so, my Lord that I,
Might rather haue continud your poore seruant, 
Then sit here as your Iudge.

Du Croy I am sorry for you.

Roch. In no act of my life I haue deserud
This iniury from the court, that any heere
Should thus vnciuilly vsurpe on what
Is proper to me only.



Du Cr. What distaste 
Receiues my Lord?

Roch. You say you are sorry for him:
A griefe in which I must not haue a partner:
Tis I alone am sorry, that I raysd
The building of my life for seuenty yeeres
Vpon so sure a ground, that all the vices 
Practisd to ruine man, though brought against me,
Could neuer vndermine, and no way left
To send these gray haires to the graue with sorrow.
Vertue that was my patronesse betrayd me:
For entring, nay, possessing this young man, 
It lent him such a powerfull Maiesty
To grace what ere he vndertooke, that freely
I gaue myselfe vp with my liberty,
To be at his disposing; had his person
Louely I must confesse, or far faind valour, 
Or any other seeming good, that yet
Holds a neere neyghbour-hood, with ill wrought on me,
I might haue borne it better: but when goodnesse
And piety it selfe in her best figure
Were bribd to by destruction, can you blame me, 
Though I forget to suffer like a man,
Or rather act a woman?

Bau. Good my Lord.

Nou. se. You hinder our proceeding.

Charmi. And forget
The parts of an accuser.

Bau. Pray you remember
To vse the temper which to me you promisd. 

Roch. Angels themselues must breake Baumont, that promise
Beyond the strength and patience of Angels.
But I haue done, my good Lord, pardon me
A weake old man, and pray adde to that
A miserable father, yet be carefull 
That your compassion of my age, nor his,
Moue you to anything, that may dis-become
The place on which you sit.

Charmi. Read the Inditement.

Cha. It shall be needelesse, I my selfe, my Lords,
Will be my owne accuser, and confesse 
All they can charge me with, or will I spare
To aggrauate that guilt with circumstance
They seeke to loade me with: onely I pray,
That as for them you will vouchsafe me hearing:
I may not be, denide it for my selfe, 
When I shall vrge by what vnanswerable reasons
I was compeld to what I did, which yet
Till you haue taught me better, I repent not.

Roch. The motion honest.

Charmi. And tis freely granted.

Cha. Then I confesse my Lords, that I stood bound, 
When with my friends, euen hope it selfe had left me
To this mans charity for my liberty,
Nor did his bounty end there, but began:
For after my enlargement, cherishing
The good he did, he made me master of 
His onely daughter, and his whole estate:
Great ties of thankfulnesse I must acknowledge,
Could any one freed by you, presse this further
But yet consider, my most honourd Lords,
If to receiue a fauour, make a seruant, 
And benefits are bonds to tie the taker
To the imperious will of him that giues,
Thers none but slaues will receiue courtesie,
Since they must fetter vs to our dishonours.
Can it be cald magnificence in a Prince, 
To powre downe riches, with a liberall hand,
Vpon a poore mans wants, if that must bind him
To play the soothing parasite to his vices?
Or any man, because he saud my hand,
Presume my head and heart are at his seruice? 
Or did I stand ingagd to buy my freedome
(When my captiuity was honourable)
By making my selfe here and fame hereafter,
Bondslaues to mens scorne and calumnious tongues?
Had his faire daughters mind bin like her feature, 
Or for some little blemish I had sought
For my content elsewhere, wasting on others
My body and her dowry; my forhead then
Deserud the brand of base ingratitude:
But if obsequious vsage, and faire warning 
To keepe her worth my loue, could preserue her
From being a whore, and yet no cunning one,
So to offend, and yet the fault kept from me?
What should I doe? let any freeborne spirit
Determine truly, if that thankfulnesse, 
Choise forme with the whole world giuen for a dowry,
Could strengthen so an honest man with patience,
As with a willing necke to vndergoe
The insupportable yoake of slaue or wittoll.

Charmi. What proofe haue you she did play false, besides 
your oath?

Cha. Her owne confession to her father.
I aske him for a witnesse.

Roch. Tis most true.
I would not willingly blend my last words
With an vntruth.

Cha. And then to cleere my selfe,
That his great wealth was not the marke I shot at, 
But that I held it, when faire Beaumelle
Fell from her vertue, like the fatall gold
Which Brennus tooke from Delphos, whose possession
Brought with it ruine to himselfe and Army.
Heers one in Court, Baumont, by whom I sent 
All graunts and writings backe, which made it mine,
Before his daughter dyd by his owne sentence,
As freely as vnaskd he gaue it to me.

Bau. They are here to be seene.

Charmi. Open the casket.
Peruse that deed of gift.

Rom. Halfe of the danger 
Already is dischargd: the other part
As brauely, and you are not onely free,
But crownd with praise for euer.

Du Croy. Tis apparent.

Charmi. Your state, my Lord, againe is yours.

Roch. Not mine,
I am not of the world, if it can prosper, 
(And being iustly got, Ile not examine
Why it should be so fatall) doe you bestow it
On pious vses. Ile goe seeke a graue.
And yet for proofe, I die in peace, your pardon
I aske, and as you grant it me, may Heauen 
Your conscience, and these Iudges free you from
What you are chargd with. So farewell for euer. — 

Exit Roch.

Nouall se. Ile be mine owne guide. Passion, nor example
Shall be my leaders. I haue lost a sonne,
A sonne, graue Iudges, I require his blood 
From his accursed homicide.

Charmi. What reply you
In your defence for this?

Cha. I but attended
Your Lordships pleasure. For the fact, as of
The former, I confesse it, but with what
Base wrongs I was vnwillingly drawne to it, 
To my few wordes there are some other proofes
To witnesse this for truth, when I was married:
For there I must begin. The slayne Nouall
Was to my wife, in way of our French courtship,
A most deuoted seruant, but yet aymd at 
Nothing but meanes to quench his wanton heate,
His heart being neuer warmd by lawfull fires
As mine was (Lords:) and though on these presumptions,
Ioynd to the hate betweene his house and mine,
I might with opportunity and ease 
Haue found a way for my reuenge, I did not;
But still he had the freedome as before
When all was mine, and told that he abusd it
With some vnseemely licence, by my friend
My appoud friend Romont, I gaue no credit 
To the reporter, but reproud him for it
As one vncourtly and malicious to him.
What could I more, my Lords? yet after this
He did continue in his first pursute
Hoter then euer, and at length obtaind it; 
But how it came to my most certaine knowledge,
For the dignity of the court and my owne honour
I dare not say.

Nou. se. If all may be beleeud
A passionate prisoner speakes, who is so foolish
That durst be wicked, that will appeare guilty? 
No, my graue Lords: in his impunity
But giue example vnto iealous men
To cut the throats they hate, and they will neuer
Want matter or pretence for their bad ends.

Charmi. You must find other proofes to strengthen these 
But more presumptions.

Du Croy. Or we shall hardly
Allow your innocence.

Cha. All your attempts
Shall fall on me, like brittle shafts on armour,
That breake themselues; or like waues against a rocke,
That leaue no signe of their ridiculous fury 
But foame and splinters, my innocence like these
Shall stand triumphant, and your malice serue
But for a trumpet; to proclaime my conquest
Nor shall you, though you doe the worst fate can,
How ere condemne, affright an honest man. 

Rom. May it please the Court, I may be heard.

Nou. se. You come not
To raile againe? but doe, you shall not finde,
Another Rochfort.

Rom. In Nouall I cannot.
But I come furnished with what will stop
The mouth of his conspiracy against the life 
Of innocent Charaloys. Doe you know this Character?

Nou. se. Yes, tis my sonnes.

Rom. May it please your Lordships, reade it,
And you shall finde there, with what vehemency
He did sollicite Beaumelle, how he had got
A promise from her to inioy his wishes, 
How after he abiurd her company,
And yet, but that tis fit I spare the dead,
Like a damnd villaine, assoone as recorded,
He brake that oath, to make this manifest
Produce his bands and hers.

Enter Aymer, Florimell, Bellapert.

Charmi. Haue they tooke their oathes? 

Rom. They haue; and rather then indure the racke,
Confesse the time, the meeting, nay the act;
What would you more? onely this matron made
A free discouery to a good end;
And therefore I sue to the Court, she may not 
Be placd in the blacke list of the delinquents.

Pont. I see by this, Nouals reuenge needs me,
And I shall doe.

Charmi. Tis euident.

Nou. se. That I
Till now was neuer wretched, heres no place
To curse him or my stars.

Exit Nouall senior.

Charmi. Lord Charalois, 
The iniurie: you haue sustaind, appeare
So worthy of the mercy of the Court,
That notwithstanding you haue gone beyond
The letter of the Law, they yet acquit you.

Pont. But in Nouall, I doe condemne him thus. 

Cha. I am slayne.

Rom. Can I looke on? Oh murderous wretch,
Thy challenge now I answere. So die with him.

Charmi. A guard: disarme him.

Rom. I yeeld vp my sword
Vnforcd. Oh Charaloys.

Cha. For shame, Romont,
Mourne not for him that dies as he hath liud, 
Still constant and vnmoud: whats falne vpon me,
Is by Heauens will, because I made my selfe
A Iudge in my owne cause without their warrant:
But he that lets me know thus much in death,
With all good men forgiue mee.

Pont. I receiue 
The vengeance, which my loue not built on vertue,
Has made me worthy, worthy of.

Charmi. We are taught
By this sad president, how iust foeuer
Our reasons are to remedy our wrongs,
We are yet to leaue them to their will and power, 
That to that purpose haue authority.
For you, Romont, although in your excuse
You may plead, what you did, was in reuenge
Of the dishonour done vnto the Court:
Yet since from vs you had not warrant for it, 
We banish you the State: for these, they shall,
As they are found guilty or innocent,
Be set free, or suffer punishment.

Exeunt omnes.

FINIS


Songs


First Song.
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[NOTES]

Fie, cease to wonder,

Though you are heare Orpheus with his Iuory Lute,

Moue Trees and Rockes.

Charme Buls, Beares, and men more sauage to be mute,

Weake foolish singer, here is one, 

Would haue transformd thy selfe, to stone.


Second Song.
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A DIALOGUE BETWEENE Nouall, and Beaumelle.

Man.

Set Phoebus, set, a fayrer sunne doth rise,

From the bright Radience of my Mrs. eyes

Then euer thou begatst. I dare not looke,

Each haire a golden line, each word a hooke,

The more I striue, the more I still am tooke. 

Wom.

Fayre seruant, come, the day these eyes doe lend

To warme thy blood, thou doest so vainely spend.

Come strangled breath.

Man.



What noate so sweet as this,

That calles the spirits to a further blisse?

Wom.

Yet this out-sauours wine, and this Perfume. 

Man.

Lets die, I languish, I consume.


Cittizens Song of the Courtier.
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COURTIER, IF THOU needs wilt wiue,

From this lesson learne to thriue.

If thou match a Lady, that

Passes thee in birth and state,

Let her curious garments be 

Twice aboue thine owne degree;

This will draw great eyes vpon her,

Get her seruants and thee honour.


Courtiers Song of the Citizen.
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POORE CITIZEN, IF thou wilt be

A happy husband, learne of me;

To set thy wife first in thy shop,

A faire wife, a kinde wife, a sweet wife, sets a poore man vp.

What though thy shelues be nere so bare: 

A woman still is currant ware:

Each man will cheapen, foe, and friend,

But whilst thou art at tother end,

What ere thou seest, or what dost heare,

Foole, haue no eye to, nor an eare; 

And after supper for her sake,

When thou hast fed, snort, though thou wake:

What though the Gallants call thee mome?

Yet with thy lanthorne light her home:

Then looke into the town and tell, 

If no such Tradesmen there doe dwell.


The Fair Penitent (1632) by Nicholas Rowe
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An Adaptation of Nathan Fields and Philip Massingers The Fatal Dowry
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TO HER GRACE THE DUTCHESS OF ORMOND.
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MADAM,
THE Privilege of Poetry (or it may be the Vanity of the Pretenders to it) has given em a kind of Right to pretend, at the same time, to the Favour of those, whom their high Birth and excellent Qualities have placd in a very distinguishing manner above the rest of the World. If this be not a receivd Maxim, yet I am sure I am to wish it were, that I may have at least some kind of Excuse for laying this Tragedy at Your Graces Feet. I have too much reason to fear that it may prove but an indifferent Entertainment to Your Grace, since if I have any way succeeded in it, it has been in describing those violent Passions which have been always Strangers to so happy a Temper, and so noble and so exalted a Virtue as Your Grace is Mistress of. Yet for all this, I cannot but confess the Vanity which I have, to hope that there may be something so moving in the Misfortunes and Distress of the Play, as may be not altogether unworthy of Your Graces Pity. This is one of the main Designs of Tragedy, and to excite this generous Pity in the greatest Minds, may pass for some kind of Success in this way of Writing. I am sensible of the Presumption I am guilty of by this Hope, and how much it is that I pretend to in Your Graces Approbation; if it be my good Fortune to meet with any little Share of it, I shall always look upon it as much more to me than the general Applause of the Theatre, or even the Praise of a good Critick. Your Graces Name is the best Protection this Play can hope for, since the World, ill-naturd as it is, agrees in an universal Respect and Deference for Your Graces Person and Character. In so censorious an Age as this is, where Malice furnishes out all the Publick Conversations, where every Body pulls and is pulld to pieces of course, and where there is hardly such a thing as being merry, but at anothers Expence; yet by a publick and uncommon Justice to the Dutchess of Ormond, Her Name has never been mentiond, but as it ought, tho She has Beauty enough to provoke Detraction from the Fairest of Her own Sex, and Virtue enough to make the Loose and Dissolute of the other (a very formidable Party) Her Enemies. Instead of this they agree to say nothing of Her but what She deserves, That Her Spirit is worthy of Her Birth; Her Sweetness, of the Love and Respect of all the World; Her Piety, of Her Religion; Her Service, of Her Royal Mistress; and Her Beauty and Truth, of Her Lord; that in short every part of Her Character is Just, and that She is the best Reward for one of the greatest Heros this Age has producd. This, Madam, is what You must allow People every where to say; those whom You shall leave behind You in England will have something further to add, the Loss we shall suffer by your Graces Journey to Ireland; the Queens Pleasure, and the Impatient Wishes of that Nation are about to deprive us of Two of our Publick Ornaments. But there is no arguing against Reasons so prevalent as these. Those who shall lament your Graces Absence will yet acquiesce in the Wisdom and Justice of Her Majestys Choice: Among all whose Royal Favours none coud be so agreeable, upon a thousand Accounts, to that People, as the Duke of Ormond. With what Joy, what Acclamations shall they meet a Governor, who beside their former Obligations to His Family, has so lately venturd His Life and Fortune for their Preservation; What Duty, what Submission shall they not pay to that Authority which the Queen has delegated to a Person so dear to em? And with what Honour, what Respect shall they receive Your Grace, when they look upon You as the Noblest and Best Pattern Her Majesty coud send em, of her own Royal Goodness, and Personal Virtues? They shall behold Your Grace with the same Pleasure the English shall take when ever it shall be their good Fortune to see You return again to Your Native Country. In England Your Grace is become a Publick Concern, and as Your going away will be attended with a general Sorrow, so Your Return shall give as general a Joy; and to none of those many, more than to,

MADAM,
Your GRACEs most Obedient, and most Humble Servant N. Rowe.


PROLOGUE,
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton.
LONG has the Fate of Kings and Empires been
The common Business of the Tragick Scene,
As if Misfortune made the Throne her Seat,
And none cou d be unhappy but the Great.
Dearly tis true each buys the Crown he wears,
And many are the mighty Monarchs Cares:
By foreign Foes and home-bred Factions prest,
Few are the Joys he knows and short his Hours of Rest.
Stories like these with Wonder we may hear,
But far remote and in a higher Sphere,
We neer can pity what we neer can share.
Like distant Battles of the Pole and Swede,
Which frugal Citizens oer Coffee read,
Careless for who shall fail or who succeed.
Therefore an humbler Theme our Author chose,
A melancholy Tale of private Woes:
No Princes here lost Royalty bemoan,
But you shall meet with Sorrows like your own;
Here see imperious Love his Vassals treat,
As hardly as Ambition does the Great;
See how succeeding Passions rage by turns,
How fierce the Youth with Joy and Rapture burns,
And how to Death for Beauty lost, he mourns.
Let no nice Taste the Poets Art arraign,
If some frail vicious Characters he feign:
Who Writes shoud still let Nature be his Care,
Mix Shades with Lights and not paint all things fair,
But shew you Men and Women as they are.
With Deference to the Fair he bad me say,
Few to Perfection ever found the Way;
Many in many Parts are known t excel,
But twere too hard for One to act all well;
Whom justly Life should through each Scene commend,
The Maid, the Wife the Mistress, and the Friend:
This Age, tis true has one great Instance seen,
And Heavn in Justice made that One a Queen.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

MEN.
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Sciolto, a Nobleman of Genoa, Father to Calista.
Altamont, a young Lord, in Love with Calista, and designd her Husband by Sciolto.
Horatio, his Friend.
Lothario, a young Lord, Enemy to Altamont.
Rossano, his Friend.

WOMEN.

Calista, Daughter to Sciolto.
Lavinia, Sister to Altamont, and Wife to Horatio.
Lucilla, Confident to Calista.
Servants to Sciolto.
SCENE, Scioltos Palace and Garden, with some part of the Street near it, in GENOA.


ACT I. 


SCENE I.
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SCENE a Garden belonging to Scioltos Palace.
Enter Altamont and Horatio.

Altamont.
LET this auspicious Day be ever sacred,
No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on it;
Let it be markt for Triumphs and Rejoycings;
Let happy Lovers ever make it hely,
Chuse it to bless their Hopes, and crown their Wishes,
This happy Day that gives me my Calista.

Hor.
Yes, Altamont; to Day thy better Stars
Are joind, to shed their kindest Influence on thee.
Scioltos noble Hand, that raisd thee first,
Half dead and drooping oer thy Fathers Grave,
Compleats its Bounty, and restores thy Name
To that high Rank and Lustre which it boasted,
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot
The Merit of thy Godlike Fathers Arms;
Before that Country which he long had servd,
In watchful Councils, and in Winter Camps,
Had cast off his white Age to Want and Wretchedness,
And made their Court to faction by his Ruin.

Alt.
Oh great Sciolto! oh my more than Father!
Let me not live, but at thy very Name
My eager Heart springs up, and leaps with Joy.
When I forget the vast vast Debt I owe thee,
Forget! (but tis impossible) then let me
Forget the Use and Privilege of Reason,
Be driven from the Commerce of Mankind,
To wander in the Desart among Brutes,
To bear the various Fury of the Seasons,
The Nights unwholsom Dew and Noon-days Heat,
To be the Scorn of Earth and Curse of Heavn.

Hor.
So open, so unbounded was his Goodness,
It reachd evn me, because I was thy Friend.
When that Great Man I lovd, thy Noble Father,
Bequeathd thy gentle Sister to my Arms,
His last dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendship,
That happy Tye made me Scioltos Son;
He calld us his, and with a Parents Fondness
Indulgd us in his Wealth, blest us with Plenty,
Heald all our Cares, and sweetend Love it self.

Alt.
By Heavn, he found my Fortunes so abandond,
That nothing but a Miracle could raise em;
My Fathers Bounty, and the States Ingratitude,
Had stripd him bare, nor left him evn a Grave;
Undone my self, and sinking with his Ruin,
I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to succour him,
But fruitless Tears.

Hor.
Yet what thou coudst thou didst,
And didst it like a Son; when his hard Creditors,
Urgd and assisted by Lotharios Father,
(Foe to thy House, and Rival of their Greatness)
By Sentence of the cruel Law, forbid
His venerable Corps to rest in Earth,
Thou gavst thy self a Ransom for his Bones;
With Piety uncommon, didst give up
Thy hopeful Youth to Slaves who neer knew Mercy,
Sour, unrelenting, Mony-loving Villains,
Who laugh at human Nature and Forgiveness,
And are like Fiends the Factors for Destruction.
Heavn, who beheld the pious Act, approvd it,
And bad Scioltos Bounty be its Proxy,
To bless thy filial Virtue with Abundance.

Alt.
But see he comes, the Author of my Happiness,
The Man who savd my Life from deadly Sorrow,
Who bids my Days be blest with Peace and Plenty,
And satisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty.
Enter Sciolto, he runs to Altamont and embraces him.

Sci.
Joy to thee, Altamont! Joy to my self!
Joy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine,
That kindly grants what Nature had denyd me,
And makes me Father of a Son like thee.

Alt.
My Father! oh let me unlade my Breast,
Pour out the fullness of my Soul before you,
Show evry tender, evry grateful Thought,
This wondrous Goodness stirs. But tis impossible,
And Utterance all is vile; since I can only
Swear you reign here, but never tell how much.

Sci.
It is enough; I know thee thou art honest;
Goodness innate, and Worth hereditary
Are in thy Mind; thy noble Fathers Virtues
Spring freshly forth, and blossom in thy Youth.

Alt.
Thus Heavn from nothing raisd his fair Creation,
And then with wondrous Joy beheld its Beauty,
Well pleasd to see the Excellence he gave.

Sci.
Oh noble Youth! I swear since first I knew thee,
Evn from that day of Sorrows when I saw thee,
Adornd and lovely in thy filial Tears,
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father,
I set thee down and seald thee for my own:
Thou art my Son, evn near me as Calista.
Horatio and Lavinia too are mine;
[Embraces Horatio.
All are my Children, and shall share my Heart.
But wherefore waste we thus this happy Day?
The laughing Minutes summon thee to Joy,
And with new Pleasures court thee as they pass;
Thy waiting Bride evn chides thee for delaying,
And swears thou comst not with a Bridegrooms Haste.

Alt.
Oh! could I hope there was one Thought of Altamont
One kind Remembrance in Calistas Breast,
The Winds, with all their Wings, would be too slow
To bear me to her Feet. For oh! my Father,
Amidst this Stream of Joy that bears me on,
Blest as I am, and honourd in your Friendship,
There is one Pain that hangs upon my Heart.

Sci.
What means my Son?

Alt.
When, at your Intercession,
Last Night Calista yielded to my Happiness,
Just ere we parted, as I seald my Vows
With Rapture on her Lips, I found her Cold,
As a dead Lovers Statue on his Tomb;
A rising storm of Passion shook her Breast,
Her Eyes a piteous showr of Tears let fall,
And then she sighd as if her Heart were breaking.
With all the tendrest Eloquence of Love
I begd to be a Sharer in her Grief;
But she, with Looks averse, and Eyes that froze me,
Sadly replyd, her Sorrows were her own,
Nor in a Fathers Powr to dispose of.

Sci.
Away! it is the Cosenage of their Sex,
One of the common Arts they practise on us,
To sigh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high,
With expectation of the coming Joy:
Thou hast in Camps, and fighting Fields been bred,
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women;
The Virgin Bride, who swoons with deadly Fear,
To see the end of all her Wishes near,
When blushing from the Light and publick Eyes,
To the kind Covert of the Night she flies,
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves,
Melts in his Arms, and with a loose she loves.
[Exeunt.
Enter Lothario and Rossano.

Loth.
The Father and the Husband!

Ross.
Let them pass,
They saw us not.

Loth.
I care not if they did,
Ere long I mean to meet em Face to Face,
And gaul em with my Triumph oer Calista.

Ross.
You lovd her once.

Loth.
I likd her, woud have marryd her,
But that it pleasd her Father to refuse me,
To make this Honourable Fool her Husband.
For which, if I forget him, may the Shame
I mean to brand his Name with, stick on mine.

Ross.
She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father.

Loth.
She was, and oft in private gave me hearing,
Till by long listning to the soothing Tale,
At length her easie Heart was wholly mine.

Ross.
I have heard you oft describe her, Haughty, Insolent,
And fierce with high Disdain; it moves my wonder,
That Virtue thus defended, should be yielded
A Prey to loose Desires.

Loth.
Hear, then Ill tell thee.
Once in a lone, and secret Hour of Night,
When evry Eye was closd, and the pale Moon
And Stars alone, shone conscious of the Theft,
Hot with the Tuscan Grape, and high in Blood,
Haply I stole unheeded to her Chamber.

Ross.
That Minute sure was lucky.

Loth.
Oh twas great.
I found the Fond, Believing, Love-sick Maid,
Loose, unattird, warm, tender, full of Wishes;
Fierceness and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour,
Were charmd to Rest, and Love alone was waking.
Within her rising Bosom all was calm,
As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides.
I snatchd the glorious, golden Opportunity,
And with prevailing, youthful Ardour prest her,
Till with short Sighs, and murmuring Reluctance,
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happiness.
Evn all the live-long Night we past in Bliss,
In Extasies too fierce to last for ever;
At length the Morn and cold Indifference came;
When fully sated with the luscious Banquet,
I hastily took leave, and left the Nymph
To think on what was past, and sigh alone.

Ross.
You saw her soon again.

Loth.
Too soon I saw her;
For oh! that Meeting was not like the former;
I found my Heart no more beat high with Transport,
No more I sighd, and languishd for Enjoyment,
Twas past, and Reason took her turn to reign,
While evry Weakness fell before her Throne.

Ross.
What of the Lady?

Loth.
With uneasie Fondness
She hung upon me, wept, and sighd, and swore
She was undone; talkd of a Priest and Marriage,
Of flying with me from her Fathers Powr;
Calld evry Saint and blessed Angel down,
To witness for her that she was my Wife.
I started at that Name.

Ross.
What Answer made you?

Loth.
None; but pretending sudden Pain and Illness
Escapd the Persecution; two Nights since,
By Message urgd, and frequent Importunity,
Again I saw her. Strait with Tears and Sighs,
With swelling Breasts, with Swooning, with Distraction,
With all the Subtleties, and powrful Arts
Of wilful Woman labring for her purpose,
Again she told the same dull nauseous Tale.
Unmovd, I begd her spare thungrateful Subject,
Since I resolvd, that Love and Peace of Mind
Might flourish long inviolate betwixt us,
Never to load it with the Marriage Chain;
That I would still retain her in my Heart,
My ever gentle Mistress, and my Friend;
But for those other Names of Wise and Husband,
They only meant Ill-nature, Cares, and Quarrels.

Ross.
How bore she this Reply?

Loth.
Evn as the Earth,
When, (Winds pent up, or eating Fires beneath
Shaking the Mass) she labours with Destruction.
At first her Rage was dumb, and wanted Words,
But when the Storm found way, twas wild and loud,
Mad as the Priestess of the Delphick God,
Enthusiastick Passion swelld her Breast,
Enlargd her Voice, and ruffled all her Form;
Proud, and disdainful of the Love I profferd,
She calld me Villain! Monster! Base! Betrayer!
At last, in very bitterness of Soul,
With deadly Imprecations on her self,
She vowd severely neer to see me more;
Then bid me fly that minute; I obeyd,
And bowing left her to grow cool at leisure.

Ross.
She has relented since, else why this Message,
To meet the Keeper of her Secrets here
This Morning?

Loth.
See the Person whom you namd.

Enter Lucilla.
Well, my Embassadress, what must we treat of?
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance,
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Message?
Is your Fair Mistress calmer? does she soften?
And must we love again? Perhaps she means
To treat in Juncture with her new Ally,
And make her Husband Party to th Agreement.

Lucil.
Is this well done, my Lord? Have you put off
All Sense of Human Nature? keep a little,
A little Pity to distinguish Manhood,
Lest other Men, tho cruel, should disclaim you,
And judge you to be numberd with the Brutes.

Loth.
I see thoust learnt to rail.

Lucil.
Ive learnt to weep;
That Lesson my sad Mistress often gives me;
By Day she seeks some melancholy Shade,
To hide her Sorrows from the prying World;
At Night she watches all the long long Hours,
And listens to the Winds and beating Rain,
With Sighs as loud, and Tears that fall as fast.
Then ever and anon she wrings her Hands.
And cries, False! false Lothario.

Loth.
Oh no more!
I swear thoult spoil thy pretty Face with Crying,
And thou hast Beauty that may make thy Fortune;
Some keeping Cardinal shall doat upon thee,
And barter his Church Treasure for thy Freshness.

Lucil.
What! shall I fell my Innocence and Youth,
For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man!
To Man! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing!
The base, profest Betrayer of our Sex:
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes else,
Rather than know the Sorrows of Calista.

Loth.
Does she send thee to chide in her behalf?
I swear thou dost it with so good a Grace,
That I coud almost love thee for thy frowning.

Lucil.
Read there, my Lord, there in her own sad Lines,
[Giving a Letter.
Which best can tell the Story of her woes,
That Grief of Heart which your Unkindness gives her.

Lothario reads.]
Your Cruelty — Obedience to my Father — give my Hand to Altamont.
By Heavn! tis well; such ever be the Gifts,
With which I greet the Man whom my Soul hates.
[Aside.
But to go on!
— Wish — Heart — Honour — too faithless — Weakness — to morrow — last Trouble — lost Calista.
Women I see change as well as Men;
She writes me here, forsaken as I am,
That I should bind my Brows with mournful Willow,
For she has given her Hand to Altamont:
Yet tell the Fair Inconstant — 

Lucil.
How, my Lord?

Loth.
Nay, no more angry Words, say to Calista,
The humblest of her Slaves shall wait her Pleasure;
If she can leave her happy Husbands Arms,
To think upon so lost a thing as I am.

Lucil.
Alas! for pity come with gentler Looks;
Wound not her Heart with this unmanly Triumph;
And tho you love her not, yet swear you do,
So shall Dissembling once be virtuous in you.

Loth.
Ha! who comes here?

Lucil.
The Bridegrooms Friend, Horatio.
He must not see us here; to morrow early
Be at the Garden Gate.

Loth.
Bear to my Love
My kindest Thoughts, and swear I will not fail her.
[Lothario putting up the Letter hastily, drops it as he goes out.
[Exeunt Lothario and Rossano one way, Lucilla another.

Enter Horatio.

Hor.
Sure tis the very Error of my Eyes:
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario;
He seemd conferring with Calistas Woman:
At my approach they started, and retird.
What Business coud he have here, and with her?
I know he bears the noble Altamont
Profest and deadly Hate — What Papers this?
[Taking up the Letter.
Ha! to Lothario!— s Death! Calistas Name!
[Opening it.
Confusion and Misfortune!
[Reads.
YOUR Cruelty has at length determind me, and I have resolvd this Morning to yield a perfect Obedience to my Father, and to give my Hand to Altamont, in spight of my Weakness for the false Lothario. I could almost wish I had that Heart, and that Honour to bestow with it, which you have robbd me of:
Damnation! to the rest — 
[Reads again.
But oh! I fear, could I retrieve em I should again be undone by the too faithless yet too lovely Lothario; this is the last weakness of my Pen, and to morrow shall be the last in which I will indulge my Eyes. Lucilla shall conduct you if you are kind enough to let me see you; it shall be the last Trouble you shall meet with from
The lost Calista.
The lost indeed! for thou art gone as far
As there can be Perdition. Fire and Sulphur,
Hell is the sole Avenger of such Crimes.
Oh that the Ruin were but all thy own!
Thou wilt evn make thy Father curse his Age,
At sight of this black Scrowl, the gentle Altamont,
(For oh! I know his Heart is set upon thee)
Shall droop and hang his discontented Head,
Like Merit scornd by insolent Authority,
And never grace the Publick with his Virtues. — 
Perhaps evn now he gazes fondly on her,
And thinking Soul and Body both alike,
Blesses the perfect Wormanship of Heavn;
Then sighing, to his evry Care speaks Peace,
And bids his Heart be satisfyd with Happiness.
Oh wretched Husband! while she hangs about thee
With idle Blandishments, and plays the fond one,
Evn then her hot Imagination wanders,
Contriving Riot, and loose scapes of Love;
And while she clasps thee close makes thee a Monster.
What if I give this Paper to her Father?
It follows that his Justice dooms her dead,
And breaks his Heart with Sorrow; hard Return,
For all the Good his Hand has heapd on us:
Hold, let me take a Moments Thought.

Enter Lavinia.
Lav.

My Lord!
Trust me it joys my Heart that I have found you.
Enquiring wherefore you had left the Company,
Before my Brothers Nuptial Rites were ended,
They told me you had felt some sudden Illness;
Where are you sick? Is it your Head? your Heart?
Tell me my Love, and ease my anxious Thoughts,
That I may take you gently in my Arms,
Sooth you to Rest, and soften all your Pains.

Hor.
It were unjust, no let me spare my Friend,
Lock up the fatal Secret in my Breast,
Nor tell him that which will undo his Quiet.
Lav.

What means my Lord?

Hor.
Ha! saidst thou my Lavinia?
Lav.

Alas! you know not what you make me suffer;
Why are you pale? Why did you start and tremble?
Whence is that Sigh? And wherefore are your Eyes
Severely raisd to Heavn? The sick Man thus,
Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate,
Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy,
And with Confusion thinks upon his Audit.

Hor.
Oh no! thou hast mistook my Sickness quite,
These Pangs are of the Soul. Woud I had met
Sharpest Convulsions, spotted Pestilences,
Or any other deadly Foe to Life,
Rather than heave beneath this load of Thought.
Lav.

Alas, what is it? Wherefore turn you from me?
Why did you falsly call me your Lavinia,
And swear I was Horatios better half,
Since now you mourn unkindly by your self,
And rob me of my Partnership of Sadness?
Witness you Holy Powrs, who know my Truth,
There cannot be a Chance in Life so miserable,
Nothing so very hard but I coud bear it,
Much rather than my Love should treat me coldly,
And use me like a Stranger to his Heart.

Hor.
Seek not to know what I woud hide from all,
But most from thee. I never knew a Pleasure,
Ought that was joyful, fortunate, or good,
But strait I ran to bless thee with the Tidings,
And laid up all my Happiness with thee:
But wherefore, wherefore should I give thee Pain?
Then spare me, I conjure thee, ask no further;
Allow my melancholy Thoughts this privilege,
And let em brood in secret oer their Sorrows.
Lav.

It is enough, chide not, and all is well;
Forgive me if I saw you sad, Horatio,
And askd to weep out part of your Misfortunes;
I wonot press to know what you forbid me.
Yet, my lovd Lord, yet you must grant me this,
Forget your Cares for this one happy Day,
Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont;
For his dear sake let Peace be in your Looks.
Evn now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wishes,
He thinks the Priest has but half blest his Marriage,
Till his Friend Hails him with the sound of Joy.

Hor.
Oh never! never! never! Thou art innocent,
Simplicity from Ill, pure native Truth,
And Candour of the Mind adorn thee ever;
But there are such, such false ones in the World,
Twoud fill thy gentle Soul wild Amazement
To hear their Story told.
Lav.

False ones, my Lord?

Hor.
Fatally Fair they are, and in their Smiles,
The Graces, little Loves, and young Desires inhabit;
But all that gaze upon em are undone,
For they are false; luxurious in their Appetites,
And all the Heavn they hope for is Variety:
One Lover to another still succeeds,
Another, and another after that,
And the last Fool is welcome as the former;
Till having lovd his Hour out, he gives place,
And mingles with the Herd that went before him.
Lav.

Can there be such? And have they peace of Mind?
Have they in all the Series of their changing
One happy Hour? if Women are such things,
How was I formd so different from my Sex!
My little Heart is satisfyd with you,
You take up all her room; as in a Cottage
Which harbours some Benighted Princely Stranger,
Where the good Man, proud of his Hospitality,
Yields all his homely Dwelling to his Guest,
And hardly keeps a Corner for himself.

Hor.
Oh were they all like thee Men would adore em,
And all the Busness of their Lives be loving;
The Nuptial Band shoud be the Pledge of Peace,
And all Domestick Cares and Quarrels cease;
The World shoud learn to love by Virtuous Rules,
And Marriage be no more the Jest of Fools.
[Exeunt.


ACT II.


SCENE I.
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SCENE, a Hall.
Enter Calista and Lucilla.
Cal.

BE dumb for ever, silent as the Grave,
Nor let thy fond officious Love disturb
My solemn Sadness, with the sound of Joy.
If thou wilt sooth me, tell some dismal Tale
Of pining Discontent, and black Despair;
For oh! Ive gone around thro all my Thoughts,
But all are Indignation, Love, or Shame,
And my dear Peace of Mind is lost for ever.

Luc.
Why do you follow still that wandring Fire,
That has mis-led your weary Steps, and leaves you
Benighted in a Wilderness of Woe?
That false Lothario! Turn from the Deceiver;
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont,
Kind as the softest Virgin of our Sex,
And faithful as the simple Village Swain,
That never knew the Courtly Vice of Changing,
Sighs at your Feet, and wooes you to be happy.
Cal.

Away, I think not of him. My sad Soul
Has formd a dismal melancholy Scene,
Such a Retreat as I woud wish to find;
An unfrequented Vale, oer-grown with Trees
Mossie and old, within whose lonesome Shade,
Ravens, and Birds ill omend, only dwell;
No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook
That bubling winds among the Weeds: no Mark
Of any Human Shape that had been there,
Unless a Skeleton of some poor Wretch,
Who had long since, like me, by Love undone,
Sought that sad Place out to despair and die in.

Luc.
Alas for Pity!
Cal.

There I fain woud hide me,
From the base World, from Malice, and from Shame;
For tis the solemn Counsel of my Soul,
Never to live with publick Loss of Honour:
Tis fixd to die, rather than bear the Insolence
Of each affected She that tells my Story,
And blesses her good Stars that she is virtuous.
To be a Tale for Fools! Scornd by the Women,
And pityd by the Men! oh insupportable!

Luc.
Can you perceive the manifest Destruction,
The gaping Gulf that opens just before you,
And yet rush on, tho conscious of the Danger?
Oh hear me, hear your ever faithful Creature;
By all the Good I wish, by all the Ill
My trembling Heart forebodes, let me intreat you,
Never to see this faithless Man again:
Let me forbid his coming.
Cal.

On thy Life
I charge thee no; my Genius drives me on;
I must, I will behold him once again:
Perhaps it is the Crisis of my Fate,
And this one Enterview shall end my Cares.
My labring Heart, that swells with Indignation,
Heaves to discharge the Burthen; that once done,
The busie thing shall rest within its Cell,
And never beat again.

Luc.
Trust not to that;
Rage is the shortest Passion of our Souls,
Like narrow Brooks that rise with sudden Showrs.
It swells in haste, and falls again as soon;
Still as it ebbs the softer Thoughts flow in,
And the Deceiver Love supplies its place.
Cal.

I have been wrongd enough, to arm my Temper
Against the smooth Delusion; but alas!
(Chide not my Weakness, gentle Maid, but pity me)
A Womans Softness hangs about me still:
Then let me blush, and tell thee all my Folly.
I swear I could not see the dear Betrayer
Kneel at my Feet, and sigh to be forgiven,
But my relenting Heart would pardon all,
And quite forget twas he that had undone me.

Lucil.
Ye sacred Powers, whose gracious Providence
Is watchful for our Good, guard me from Men,
From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and Flatteries;
Still let me pass neglected by their Eyes,
Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay,
That none may think it worth his while to ruin me,
And fatal Love may never be my Bane.
Cal

Ha! Altamont? Calista now be wary,
And guard thy Souls Accesses with Dissembling;
Nor let this Hostile Husbands Eyes explore
The warring Passions, and tumultuous Thoughts,
That rage within thee, and deform thy Reason.

Enter Altamont.

Alt.
Be gone my Cares, I give you to the Winds,
Far to be born, far from the happy Altamont;
For from this sacred Aera of my Love,
A better Order of succeeding Days
Come smiling forward, white and lucky all.
Calista is the Mistress of the Year,
She crowns the Seasons with auspicious Beauty,
And bids evn all my Hours be good and joyful.
Cal.

If I was ever Mistress of such Happiness,
Oh! wherefore did I play th unthrifty Fool,
And wasting all on others, leave my self
Without one Thought of Joy to give me Comfort?

Alt.
Oh mighty Love! Shall that fair Face profane
This thy great Festival with Frowns and Sadness!
I swear it sha not be, for I will wooe thee
With Sighs so moving, with so warm a Transport,
That thou shalt catch the gentle Flame from me,
And kindle into Joy.
Cal.

I tell thee, Altamont.
Such Hearts as ours were never paird above,
Ill suited to each other; joind, not matchd;
Some sullen Influence, a Foe to both,
Has wrought this fatal Marriage to undo us.
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds,
How very much we differ. Evn this Day,
That fills thee with such Extasie and Transport,
To me brings nothing that should make me bless it,
Or think it better than the Day before,
Or any other in the Course of Time,
That dully took its turn, and was forgotten.

Alt.
If to behold thee as my Pledge of Happiness,
To know none fail, none excellent beside thee;
If still to love thee with unwearyd Constancy,
Through evry Season, evry Change of Life,
Through wrinkled Age, through Sickness and Misfortune,
Be worth the least Return of grateful Love,
Oh then let my Calista bless this Day,
And set it down for happy.
Cal.

Tis the Day
In which my Father gave my Hand to Altamont;
As such I will remember it for ever.
Enter Sciolto, Horatio, and Lavinia.

Sci.
Let Mirth go on, let Pleasure know no pause,
But fill up evry Minute of this Day.
Tis yours, my Children, sacred to your Loves;
The glorious Sun himself for you looks gay,
He shines for Altamont and for Calista.
Let there be Musick, let the Master touch
The sprightly String, and softly-breathing Flute,
Till Harmony rouse evry gentle Passion,
Teach the cold Maid to lose her Fears in Love,
And the fierce Youth to languish at her Feet.
Begin, evn Age it self is cheard with Musick,
It wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth,
Calls back past Joys, and warms us into Transport.
[Here an Entertainment of Musick and Dancing.
SONG.

By Mr. GONGREVE.

I.

AH stay! ah turn! ah whither would you fly
Too charming, too relentless Maid?
I follow not to Conquer but to Die,
You of the fearful are afraid.

II.

In vain I call; for she like fleeting Air,
When prest by some tempestuous Wind,
Flies swifter from the Voice of my Despair,
Nor casts one pitying Look behind.

Sci.
Take care my Gates be open, bid all welcome;
All who rejoice with me to Day are Friends:
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad,
Jocund and free, and swell the Feast with Mirth.
The sprightly Bowl shall chearfully go round,
None shall be grave, nor too severely wise;
Losses and Disappointments, Cares and Poverty,
The rich Mans Insolence, and great Mans Scorn,
In Wine shall be forgotten all. To-Morrow
Will be too soon to think, and to be wretched.
Oh! grant, ye Powers, that I may see these happy,
[Pointing to Alt. and Calista.
Compleatly blest, and I have Life enough;
And leave the rest indifferently to Fate.
[Exeunt.

Manet Horatio.

Hor.
What if, while all are here intent on Revelling,
I privately went forth, and sought Lothario?
This Letter may be forgd; perhaps the Wantonness
Of his vain Youth, to stain a Ladys Fame;
Perhaps his Malice, to disturb my Friend.
Oh no! my Heart forebodes it must be true.
Methought evn now I markd the starts of Guilt,
That shook her Soul; tho damnd Dissimulation
Skrcend her dark Thoughts, and set to publick View
A specious Face of Innocence and Beauty.
Oh false Appearance! What is all our Soveraignty,
Our boasted Powr? when they oppose their Arts,
Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools.
With such smooth Looks, and many a gentle Word,
The first fair She beguild her easie Lord;
Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware,
He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare;
Nor could believe, that such a Heavnly Face
Had bargaind with the Devil, to damn her wretched Race.
[Exit.


SCENE II.
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SCENE, the Street near Scioltos Palace.
Enter Lothario and Rossano.

Loth.
To tell thee then the Purport of my Thoughts;
The Loss of this fond Paper would not give me
A moment of Disquiet, were it not
My Instrument of Vengeance on this Altamont:
Therefore I mean to wait some Opportunity
Of speaking with the Maid we saw this Morning.

Ross.
I wish you, Sir, to think upon the Danger
Of being seen; to Day their Friends are round em,
And any Eye, that lights by chance on you,
Shall put your Life and Safety to the Hazard.
[They confer aside.

Enter Horatio.

Hor.
Still I must doubt some Mystery of Mischief,
Some Artifice beneath; Lotharios Father
I knew him well, he was sagacious, cunning,
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils,
But of a cold, unactive hand in War.
Yet with these Cowards Virtues he undid
My unsuspecting, valiant, honest Friend.
This Son, if Fame mistakes not, is more hot,
More open, and unartful — Ha! hes here!
[Seeing him.

Loth.
Damnation! He again! — This second time
To Day he has crost me like my evil Genius.

Hor.
I sought you, Sir.

Loth.
Tis well then I am found.

Hor.
Tis well you are: The Man who wrongs my Friend
To the Earths utmost Verge I would pursue;
No Place, tho eer so holy, should protect him;
No Shape that artful Fear eer formd should hide him,
Till he fair Answer made, and did me Justice.

Loth.
Ha! dost thou know me? that I am Lothario?
As great a Name as this proud City boasts of.
Who is this mighty Man then, this Horatio,
That I should basely hide me from his Anger,
Lest he should chide me for his Friends Displeasure?

Hor.
The Brave, tis true, do never shun the Light,
Just are their Thoughts, and open are their Tempers,
Freely without Disguise they love and hate,
Still are they found in the fair face of Day,
And Heavn and Men are Judges of their Actions.

Loth.
Such let em be of mine; theres not a Purpose,
Which my Soul ever framd, or my Hand acted,
But I could well have bid the World look on,
And what I once durst do, have dard to justifie.

Hor.
Where was this open Boldness, this free Spirit?
When but this very Morning I surprizd thee,
In base, dishonest Privacy, consulting
And bribing a poor mercenary Wretch,
To sell her Ladys Secrets, stain her Honour,
And with a forgd Contrivance blast her Virtue:
At Sight of me thou fledst!

Loth.
Ha! Fled from thee?

Hor.
Thou fledst, and Guilt was on thee, like a Thief,
A Pilferer descryd in some dark Corner,
Who there had lodgd, with mischievous Intent
To rob and ravage at the Hour of Rest,
And do a Midnight Murder on the Sleepers.

Loth.
Slave! Villain! — 
[Offers to draw, Rossano holds him.

Ross.
Hold, my Lord! think where you are,
Think how unsafe, and hurtful to your Honour,
It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place,
And shock the peaceful City with a Broil.

Loth.
Then since thou dost provoke my Vengeance, know
I woud not for this Citys Wealth, for all
Which the Sea wafts to our Ligurian Shoar,
But that the Joys I reapd with that fond Wanton,
The Wife of Altamont, shoud be as publick
As is the Noon-day Sun, Air, Earth, or Water,
Or any common Benefit of Nature:
Thinkst thou I meant the Shame shoud be conceald?
Oh no! by Hell and Vengeance, all I wanted
Was some fit Messenger to bear the News
To the dull doating Husband; now I have found him,
And thou art he.

Hor.
I hold thee base enough,
To break through Law, and spurn at Sacred Order,
And do a brutal Injury like this;
Yet mark me well, young Lord, I think Calista
Too Nice, too Noble, and too Great of Soul,
To be the Prey of such a Thing as thou art.
Twas base and poor, unworthy of a Man,
To forge a Scrowl so villanous and loose,
And Mark it with a noble Ladys Name;
These are the mean, dishonest Arts of Cowards.
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorious Dangers;
Who bred at Home in Idleness and Riot,
Ransack for Mistresses th unwholsome Stews,
And never know the worth of virtuous Love.

Loth.
Thinkst thou I forgd the Letter? Think so still,
Till the broad Shame comes staring in thy Face,
And Boys shall hoot the Cuckold as he passes.

Hor.
Away, no Woman coud descend so low:
A skipping, dancing, worthless Tribe you are,
Fit only for your selves, you Herd together;
And when the circling Glass warms your vain Hearts,
You talk of Beauties that you never saw,
And fancy Raptures that you never knew.
Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being,
Or being, neer were Saints, are not so false
As the fond Tales which you recount of Love.

Loth.
But that I do not hold it worth my Leisure,
I coud produce such damning Proof — 

Hor.
Tis false,
You blast the Fair with Lies because they scorn you,
Hate you like Age, like Ugliness and Impotence:
Rather than make you blest they woud die Virgins,
And stop the Propagation of Mankind.

Loth.
It is the Curse of Fools to be secure,
•nd that be thine and Altamonts: Dream on,
•or think upon my Vengeance till thou feelst it.

Hor.
Hold, Sir, another Word, and then farewel;
Tho I think greatly of Calistas Virtue,
•nd hold it far beyond thy Powr to hurt;
Yet as she shares the Honour of my Altamont,
That Treasure of a Soldier, bought with Blood,
And kept at Lifes Expence, I must not have
(Mark me, young Sir) her very Name prophand.
Learn to restrain the Licence of your Speech;
Tis held you are too lavish, when you are met
Among your Set of Fools, talk of your Dress,
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horses, and your Selves;
Tis safer, and becomes your Understandings.

Loth.
What if we pass beyond this solemn Order?
And, in Defiance of the stern Horatio,
Indulge our gayer Thoughts, let Laughter loose,
And use his sacred Friendship for our Mirth.

Hor.
Tis well! Sir, you are pleasant — 

Loth.
By the Joys,
Which yet my Soul has uncontrolld pursud,
I woud not turn aside from my least Pleasure,
Tho all thy Force were armd to bar my Way;
But like the Birds, great Natures happy Commoners,
That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flowry Gardens,
Rifle the Sweets, and taste the choicest Fruits,
Yet scorn to ask the Lordly Owners leave.

Hor.
What Liberty has vain presumptuous Youth,
That thou shoudst dare provoke me unchastisd?
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee shun my Walks;
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place
Again thourt found, expect a Punishment,
Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury,
Exact from those who wrong em much, evn Death;
Or something worse; an injurd Husbands Vengeance
Shall print a thousand Wounds, tear thy fine Form,
And scatter thee to all the Winds of Heavn,

Loth.
Is then my Way in Genoa prescribd,
By a Dependant on the wretched Altamont,
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in Taverns,
And vouches for his Valours Reputation?

Hor.
Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners.

Loth.
Or if there be a Name more vile, his Parasite.
A Beggars Parasite! — 

Hor.
Now learn Humanity,
[Offers to strike him, Rossano interposes.
Since Brutes and Boys are only taught with Blows.

Loth.
Damnation!
[They Draw.

Ross.
Hold, this goes no further here,
Horatio, tis too much; already see,
The Crowd are gathring to us.

Loth.
Oh Rossano!
Or give me way, or thourt no more my Friend.

Ross.
Scioltos Servants too have taen th Alarm.
Youll be opprest by Numbers, be advisd,
Or I must force you hence; taket on my Word
You shall have Justice done you on Horatio.
Put up, my Lord.

Loth.
This wo not brook Delay;
West of the Town a Mile, among the Rocks,
Two Hours eer Noon to morrow I expect thee,
Thy single Hand to mine.

Hor.
Ill meet thee there.

Loth.
To morrow, oh my better Stars! to morrow,
Exert your Influence, shine strongly for me;
Tis not a common Conquest I woud gain,
Since Love, as well as Arms, must grace my Triumph.
[Exeunt Lothario and Rossano.

Hor.
Two Hours eer Noon to morrow! ha! eer that
He sees Calista! oh unthinking Fool — 
What if I urgd her with the Crime and Danger?
If any Spark from Heavn remain unquenchd
Within her Breast, my Breath perhaps may wake it;
Coud I but prosper there, I woud not doubt
My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boaster.
Were you, ye Fair, but cautious whom ye trust,
Did you but think how seldom Fools are just,
So many of your Sex woud not in vain,
Of broken Vows and faithless Men complain.
Of all the various Wretches Love has made,
How few have been by Men of Sense betrayd?
Convincd by Reason, they your Powr confess,
Pleasd to he happy, as youre pleasd to bless,
And conscious of your Worth, can never love you less.
[Exit.


ACT III. 


SCENE I.
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SCENE an Apartment in Scioltos Palace.
Enter Sciolto and Calista.

Sci.
NOW by my Life, my Honour, tis too much;
Have I not markd thee wayward as thou art,
Perverse and sullen all this Day of Joy?
When evry Heart was cheard, and Mirth went round,
Sorrow, Displeasure, and repining Anguish
Sate on thy Brow; like some malignant Planet,
Foe to the Harvest, and the healthy Year,
Who scouls adverse, and lours upon the World;
When all the other Stars, with gentle Aspect,
Propitious shine, and meaning Good to Man.
Cal.

Is then the Task of Duty half performd?
Has not your Daughter givn her self to Altamont,
Yielded the native Freedom of her Will,
To an Imperious Husbands lordly Rule,
To gratifie a Fathers stern Command?

Sci.
Dost thou complain?
Cal.

For pity do not frown then,
If in despight of all my vowd Obedience,
A Sigh breaks out, or a Tear falls by chance;
For oh! that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger,
Is the sad Native of Calistas Breast,
And once possest will never quit its Dwelling,
Till Life, the Prop of all, shall leave the Building,
To tumble down, and moulder into Ruin,
Page 30

Sci.
Now by the sacred Dust of that dear Saint
That was thy Mother, by her wondrous Goodness,
Her soft, her tender, most complying Sweetness,
I swear some sullen Thought that shuns the Light,
Lurks underneath that Sadness in thy Visage.
But mark me well, tho by yon Heaven I love thee,
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can;
Yet shoudst thou (which the Powrs above forbid)
Eer stain the Honour of thy Name with Infamy,
I cast thee off, as one whose Impious Hands
Had rent asunder Natures nearest Ties,
Which once divided never join again.
To Day, I have made a noble Youth thy Husband,
Consider well his Worth, reward his Love.
Be willing to he happy, and thou art so.
[Exit Sciolto.
Cal.

How hard is the Condition of our Sex,
Thro evry State of Life the Slaves of Man?
In all the dear delighful Days of Youth,
A riged Father dictates to our Wills,
And deals out Pleasure with a scanty Hand;
To his, the Tyrant Husbands Reign succeeds
Proud with Opinion of superior Reason,
He holds Domestick Busness and Devotion
All we are capable to know, and shuts us,
Like Cloysterd Ideots, from the Worlds Acquaintance,
And all the Joys of Freedom; wherefore are we
Born with high Souls, but to assert our selves,
Shake off this vile Obedience they exact,
And claim an equal Empire oer the World?
Page 31 Enter Horatio.

Hor.
Shes here! yet oh! my Tongue is at a loss,
Teach me, some Powr, that happy Art of Speech,
To dress my Purpose up in gracious Words;
Such as may softly steal upon her Soul,
And never waken the Tempestuous Passions.
By Heaven she weeps! — Forgive me, Fair Calista,
If I presume, on Privilege of Friendship,
To join my Grief to yours, and mourn the Evils
That hurt your Peace, and quench those Eyes in Tears.
Cal.

To steal unlookd for on my private Sorrow,
Speaks not the Man of Honour, nor the Friend,
But rather means the Spy.

Hor.
Unkindly said!
For oh! as sure as you accuse me falsly,
I come to prove my self Calistas Friend.
Cal.

You are my Husbands Friend, the Friend of Altamont.

Hor.
Are you not one? Are you not joind by Heavn,
Each interwoven with the others Fate?
Are you not mixd like Streams of meeting Rivers,
Whose blended Waters are no more distinguishd,
But roul into the Sea, one common Flood?
Then, who can give his Friendship: but to one?
Who can be Altamonts, and not Calistas?
Cal.

Force, and the Wills of our Imperious Rulers,
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain;
But Minds will still look back to their own Choice.
So the poor Captive in a Foreign Realm,
Stands on the Shoar, and sends his Wishes back
To the dear Native Land from whence he came.

Hor.
When Souls that shoud agree to Will the same,
Page 32 To have one common Object for their Wishes,
Look different ways regardless of each other,
Think what a Train of Wretchedness ensues,
Love shall be banishd from the Genial Bed,
The Nights shall all be lonely and unquiet,
And evry Day shall be a Day of Cares.
Cal.

Then all the boasted Office of thy Friendship,
Was but to tell Calista what a Wretch she is;
Alas! what needed that?

Hor.
Oh! rather say,
I came to tell her how she might be happy;
To sooth the secret Anguish of her Soul,
To comfort that Fair Mourner, that forlorn one,
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace.
Cal.

Say thou to whom this Paradise is known,
Where lyes the blissful Region? Mark my way to it,
For oh! tis sure, I long to be at Rest.

Hor.
Then — to be Good is to be Happy; — Angels
Are happier than Mankind, because they are better.
Guilt is the source of Sorrow; tis the Fiend,
The avenging Fiend, that follows us behind
With Whips and Stings; the blest know none of this,
But rest in everlasting Peace of Mind,
And find the height of all their Heavn is Goodness.
Cal.

And what bold Parasites officious Tongue
Shall dare to tax Calistas Name with Guilt?

Hor.
None shoud; but tis a busie, talking World,
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wnd,
As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage.
Cal.

What mystick Riddle lurks beneath thy Words,
Which thou woudst seem unwilling to express,
Page 33 As if it meant Dishonour to my Virtue?
Away with this ambiguous shuffling Phrase,
And let thy Oracle be understood.

Hor.
Lothario!
Cal.

Ha! what woudst thou mean by him?

Hor.
Lothario and Calista! — Thus they join
Two Names, which Heavn decreed shoud never meet;
Hence have the Talkers of this populous City,
A shameful Tale to tell for publick Sport,
Of an unhappy Beauty, a false Fair one,
Who plighted to a noble Youth her Faith,
When she had givn her Honour to a Wretch.
Cal.

Death! and Confusion! Have I livd to this?
Thus to be treated with unmanly Insolence!
To be the Sport of a loose Ruffians Tongue!
Thus to be usd! thus! like the vilest Creature,
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy.

Hor.
By Honour and fair Truth, you wrong me much
For on my Soul nothing but strong Necessity,
Coud urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office:
I came with strong Reluctance, as if Death
Had stood a-cross my Way, to save your Honour,
Yours and Scioltos, yours and Altamonts;
Like one who ventures thro a burning Pile,
To save his tender Wife, with all her Brood
Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin.
Cal.

Is this! Is this the famous Friend of Altamont,
For noble Worth, and Deeds of Arms renownd?
Is this! this Tale-bearing, officious Fellow,
That watches for Intelligence from Eyes;
This wretched Argus of a jealous Husband,
Page 34 That fills his easie Ears with monstrous Tales,
And makes him toss, and rave, and wreak at length
Bloody Revenge on his defenceless Wife;
Who guiltless dies, because her Fool ran mad.

Hor.
Alas! this Rage is vain; for if your Fame,
Or Peace be worth your Care, you must be calm,
And listen to the Means are left to save em.
Tis now the lucky Minute of your Fate,
By me your Genius speaks, by me it warns you,
Never to see that curst Lothario more,
Unless you mean to be despisd, be shunnd,
By all your virtuous Maids and noble Matrons;
Unless you have devoted this rare Beauty
To Infamy, Diseases, Prostitution — 
Cal.

Dishonour blast thee, base, unmannerd Slave?
That darst forgat my Birth, and sacred Sex,
And shock me with the rude unhallowd Sound.

Hor.
Here kneel, and in the awful Face of Heavn,
Breath out a solemn Vow, never to see,
Nor think, if possible, on him that ruind thee;
Or by my Altamonts dear Life I swear,
This Paper! — Nay you must not fly! — This Paper,
[Holding her.
This guilty Paper shall divulge your Shame — 
Cal.

What meanst thou by that Paper? What Contrivance
Hast thou been forging to deceive my Father,
To turn his Heart against his wretched Daughter,
That Altamont and thou may share his Wealth?
A Wrong like this will make me evn forget
The Weakness of my Sex. — Oh for a Sword,
To urge my Vengeance on the Villains Hand
Page 35 That forgd the Scrowl.

Hor.
Behold, can this be forgd?
See where Calistas Name — 
[Shewing the Letter near.
Cal.

To Atoms thus,
[Tearing it.
Thus let me tear the vile, detested Falshood,
The wicked, lying Evidence of Shame.

Hor.
Confusion!
Cal.

Henceforth, thou officious Fool,
Meddle no more, nor dare evn on thy Life
To breath an Accent that may touch my Virtue:
I am my self the Guardian of my Honour,
And wo not bear so insolent a Monitor.

Enter Altamont.

Alt.
Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Bride,
Joy of my Heart, and Pleasure of my Eyes,
The Wish, the Care, and Busness of my Youth?
Oh! let me find her, snatch her to my Breast?
And tell her she delays my Bliss too long,
Till my soft Soul evn sickens with Desire.
Disorderd! — and in Tears! Horatio too!
My Friend is in Amaze! — What can it mean?
Tell me, Calista, who has done thee wrong,
That my swift Sword may find out the Offender,
And do thee ample Justice.
Cal.

Turn to him,

Alt.
Horatio!
Cal.

To that Insolent!

Alt.
My Friend!
Coud he do this? He, who was half my self!
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Guided our Wills: Have I not found him just,
Honest as Truth it self? And coud he break
The Sanctity of Friendship? Coud he wound
The Heart of Altamont in his Calista?
Cal.

I thought what Justice I should find from thee!
Go fawn upon him, listen to his Tale,
Applaud his Malice, that woud blast my Fame,
And treat me like a common Prostitute.
Thou art perhaps Confederate in his Mischief,
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it.

Alt.
Oh Impious! What presumptuous Wretch shall dare
To offer at an Injury like that?
Priesthood, nor Age, nor Cowardise it self,
Shall save him from the Fury of my Vengeance.
Cal.

The Man who dard to do it was Horatio!
Thy darling Friend! Twas Altamonts Horatio!
But mark me well! While thy divided Heart
Doats on a Villain that has wrongd me thus,
No Force shall drag me to thy hated Bed;
Nor can my cruel Fathers Powr do more
Than shut me in a Cloyster; there, well pleasd,
Religious Hardships will I learn to bear,
To fast, and freeze at Midnight Hours of Prayr;
Nor think it hard, within a lonely Cell,
With melancholy, speechless Saints to dwell;
But bless the Day I to that Refuge ran,
Free from the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, Man.
[Exit Calista.

Alt.
Shes gone; and as she went, Ten thousand Fires
Shot from her angry Eyes, as if she meant
Page 37 Too well to keep the cruel Vow she made.
Now as thou art a Man, Horatio, tell me,
What means this wild Confusion in thy Looks?
As if thou wert at variance with thy self,
Madness and Reason combating within thee,
And thou wert doubtful which shoud get the better.

Hor.
I woud be dumb for ever, but thy Fate
Has otherwise decreed it; thou hast seen
That Idol of thy Soul, that fair Calista,
Thou hast beheld her Tears.

Alt.
I have seen her weep,
I have seen that lovely one, that dear Calista,
Complaining in the Bitterness of Sorrow,
That thou! my Friend! Horatio! thou hadst wrongd her,

Hor.
That I have wrongd her! Had her Eyes been fed
From that rich Stream which warms her Heart, and numberd
For evry falling Tear a drop of Blood,
It had not been too much; for she has ruind thee,
Evn thee, my Altamont! She has undone thee.

Alt.
Dost thou join Ruin with Calistas Name?
What is so fair, so exquisitely good?
Is she not more than Painting can express,
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love?
Does she not come, like Wisdom, or good Fortune,
Repleat with Blessings, giving Wealth and Honour?
The Dowry which she brings is Peace and Pleasure,
And everlasting Joys are in her Arms.

Hor.
It had been better thou hadst livd a Beggar,
And fed on Scraps at great Mens surly Doors,
Than to have matchd with one so false, so fatal. — 

Alt.
It is too much for Friendship to allow thee;
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Thou dost avow the barbrous, brutal Part,
And urge the Injury evn to my Face.

Hor.
I see she has got Possession of thy Heart,
She has charmd thee, like a Siren, to her Bed,
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Sounds:
Too late the Rocks and Quick-sands will appear.
When thou art wreckt upon the faithless Shoar,
Then vainly wish thou hadst not left thy Friend,
To follow her Delusion.

Alt.
If thy Friendship
Do churlishly deny my Love a Room,
It is not worth my keeping, I disclaim it.

Hor.
Canst thou so soon forget what lve been to thee?
I shard the Task of Nature with thy Father,
And formd with Care thy unexperiencd Youth
To Virtue and to Arms.
Thy noble Father, oh thou light young Man!
Woud he have usd me thus? One Fortune fed us,
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both
Together flourishd, and together fell.
He calld me Friend, like thee; woud he have left me
Thus? for a Woman? nay, a vile one too?

Alt.
Thou canst not, darst not mean it; speak again,
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Calista.

Hor.
I had not spoke at first, unless compelld,
And forcd to clear my self; but since thus urgd,
I must avow I do not know a viler.

Alt.
Thou wert my Fathers Friend, he lovd thee well;
A kind of venerable Mark of him
Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my Vengeance;
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But henceforth never let me see thee more.
[Going out.

Hor.
I love thee still, ungrateful as thou art,
And must, and will preserve thee from Dishonour,
Evn in despight of thee.
[Holds him.

Alt.
Let go my Arm.

Hor.
If Honour be thy Care, if thou woudst live,
Without the Name of credulous, wittal Husband,
Avoid thy Bride, shun her detested Bed,
The Joys it yields are dashd with Poyson. — 

Alt.
Off!
To urge me but a Minute more is fatal.

Hor.
She is polluted! staind!

Alt.
Madness and Raving!
But hence!

Hor.
Dishonourd by the Man you hate — 

Alt.
I prithee loose me yet, for thy own sake,
If Life be worth the keeping — 

Hor.
By Lothario.

Alt.
Perdition take thee, Villain, for the falshood.
[Strikes him.
Now nothing but thy Life can make Atonement.

Hor.
A Blow! Thou hast usd well — 
[Draws.

Alt.
This to thy Heart — 

Hor.
Yet hold! — By Heavn his Fathers in his Face.
Spight of my Wrongs my Heart runs oer with Tenderness,
And I coud rather die my self, than hurt him.

Alt.
Defend thy self, for by my much wrongd Love,
I swear the poor Evasion shall not save thee.
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Hor.
Yet hold! thou knowst I dare! — Think how
weve livd. — 
[They fight; Altamont presses on Horatio, who retires.
Nay! then tis brutal Violence! And thus,
Thus Nature bids me guard the Life she gave.
[They fight.
Lavinia Enters, and runs between their Swords.
Lav.

My Brother! My Horatio! is it possible?
Oh! turn your cruel Swords upon Lavinia.
If you must quench your impious Rage in Blood,
Behold, my Heart shall give you all her Store,
To save those dearer Streams that flow from yours.

Alt.
Tis well thou hast found a Safeguard; none but this,
No Powr on Earth coud save thee from my Fury.
Lav.

Oh fatal, deadly Sound!

Hor.
Safety from thee!
Away, vain Boy! Hast thou forgot the Reverence
Due to my Arm, thy first, thy great Example,
Which pointed out thy way to noble Daring,
And shewd thee what it was to be a Man?
Lav.

What busie, medling Friend, what Foe to Goodness,
Could kindle such a Discord? Oh! lay by
Those most ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons,
Unless you mean my Griefs, and killing Fears,
Should stretch me out at your relentless Feet,
A wretched Coarse, the Victim of your Fury.

Hor.
Askst thou what made us Foes? twas base Ingratitude;
Twas such a Sin to Friendship, as Heavens Mercy,
That strives with Mans untoward, monstrous Wickedness,
Unwearyd with Forgiving, scarce coud pardon.
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With barbrous, bloody Malice, sought my Life.

Alt.
Thou art my Sister, and I would not make thee
The lonely Mourner of a widowd Bed,
Therefore thy Husbands Life is safe; but warn him,
No more to know this Hospitable Roof.
He has but ill repaid Scioltos Bounty;
We must not meet; tis dangerous; farewel.
[He is going, Lavinia holds him.
Lav.

Stay Altamont, my Brother stay, if ever
Nature, or what is nearer much than Nature,
The kind Consent of our agreeing Minds,
Have made us dear to one another, stay,
And speak one gentle Word to your Horatio.
Behold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you,
To call you Friend, then press you hard, with all
The tender, speechless Joy of Reconcilement.

Alt.
It cannot, sha not be! — you must not hold me.
Lav.

Look kindly then!

Alt.
Each Minute that I stay,
Is a new Injury to fair Calista.
From thy false Friendship, to her Arms Ill fly;
There, if in any pause of Love I rest,
Breathless with Bliss, upon her panting Breast,
In broken, melting Accents I will swear,
Henceforth to trust my Heart with none but her;
Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend,
Have more than paid me for my faithless Friend.
[Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and Exit.

Hor.
Oh raise thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth;
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief,
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To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother.
Lav.

Is there not cause for Weeping? Oh Horatio!
A Brother and a Husband were my Treasure,
Twas all the little Wealth, that poor Lavinia
Savd from the Shipwreck of her Fathers Fortunes.
One half is lost already; if thou leavst me,
If thou shouldst prove unkind to me, as Altamout,
Whom shall I find to pity my Distress,
To have Compassion on a helpless Wanderer.
And give her where to lay her wretched Head?

Hor.
Why dost thou wound we with thy soft Complainings?
Tho Altamont be false, and use me hardly,
Yet think not I impute his Crimes to thee,
Talk not of being forsaken, for Ill keep thee,
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happiness.
Heavn formd thee gentle, fair, and full of Goodness,
And made thee all my Portion here on Earth;
It gave thee to me, as a large amends,
For Fortune, Friends, and all the World beside.
Lav.

Then you will love me still, cherish me ever,
And hide me from Misfortune in your Bosom:
Here end my Cares, nor will I lose one Thought,
How we shall live, or purchase Food and Raiment.
The holy Powr, who clothes the senseless Earth,
With Woods, with Fruits, with Flowrs, and verdant Grass,
Whose bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creation,
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us.

Hor.
From Genoa, from Falshood and Inconstancy,
To some more honest distant Clime well go;
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For ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight.
Lav.

Yes, I will follow thee; forsake, for thee,
My Country, Brother, Friends, evn all I have;
Tho mines a little all; yet were it more,
And better far, it shoud be left for thee,
And all that I woud keep shoud be Horatio.
So when the Merchant sees his Vessel lost,
Tho richly Freighted from a Foreign Coast,
Gladly, for Life, the Treasure he wond give;
And only wishes to escape, and live.
Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind,
But driving oer the Billows with the Wind,
Cleaves to one faithful Plank, and leaves the rest behind.
[Exeunt.
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ACT IV.


SCENE I.
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SCENE, A GARDEN.

Enter Altamont.

Alt.
WITH what unequal Tempers are we formd?
One Day the Soul, supine with Ease and Fulness,
Revels secure, and fondly tells her self,
The Hour of Evil can return no more;
The next, the Spirits palld, and sick of Riot,
Turn all to Discord, and we hate our Beings,
Curse the past Joy, and think it Folly all,
And Bitterness, and Anguish. Oh! last Night!
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me back,
For all that Mass of Friendship which I squanderd?
Coldness, Aversion, Tears, and sullen Sorrow,
Dashd all my Bliss, and dampd my Bridal Bed.
Soon as the Morning dawnd, she vanishd from me,
Relentless to the gentle Call of Love.
I have lost a Friend, and I have gaind — a Wife!
Turn not to Thought my Brain; but let me find
Some unfrequented Shade; there lay me down,
And let forgetful Dulness steal upon me,
To soften and asswage this Pain of Thinking.
[Exit.
Enter Lothario and Calista.

Loth.
Weep not my Fair, but let the God of Love
Laugh in thy Eyes, and Revel in thy Heart,
Kindle again his Torch, and hold it high,
To light us to new Joys; nor let a Thought
Page 45 Discord, or Disquiet past, molest thee;
to a long Oblivion give thy Cares,
let us melt the present Hour in Bliss.
Cal.

Seek not to sooth me with thy false Endearments,
Charm me with thy Softness: tis in vain;
canst no more betray, nor I be ruind.
Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight,
wasted all and fled; those that remain
doomd to Weeping, Anguish, and Repentance.
••me to charge thee with a long Account,
all the Sorrows I have known already,
all I have to come; thou hast undone me.

Loth.
Unjust Calista! Dost thou call it Ruin,
Love as we have done; to melt, to languish,
wish for somewhat exquisitely Happy,
then be blest evn to that Wishs height?
die with Joy, and streight to live again,
••••chless to gaze, and with tumultuous Transport — 
Cal.

Oh! let me hear no more, I cannot bear it,
••…deadly to Remembrance; let that Night,
guilty Night, be blotted from the Year,
not the Voice of Mirth, or Musick know it,
it be dark and desolate, no Stars
glitter oer it; let it wish for Light,
want it still, and vainly wait the Dawn;
twas the Night that gave me up to Shame,
Sorrow, to perfidious, false Lothario.

Loth.
Hear this, ye Powrs, mark how the Fair Deceiver
complains of violated Truth;
calls me false, evn She, the faithless She,
Day and Night, whom Heavn and Earth have heard
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Ten Thousand times, she would be only mine;
And yet, behold, she has givn her self away,
Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another,
Evn to the Man whom most I hate on Earth — 
Cal.

Art thou so base, to upbraid me with a Crime,
Which nothing but thy Cruelty could cause?
If Indignation, raging in my Soul,
For thy unmanly Insolence and Scorn,
Urgd me to do a Deed of Desperation,
And wound my self to be revengd on thee,
Think whom I should devote to Death and Hell,
Whom Curse, as my Undoer, but Lothario;
Hadst thou been Just, not all Scioltos Powr,
Not all the Vows and Prayrs of sighing Altamont,
Could have prevaild, or won me to forsake thee.

Loth.
How have I faild in Justice or in Love?
Burns not my Flame as brightly as at first?
Evn now my Heart beats high, I languish for thee,
My Transports are as fierce, as strong my Wishes,
As if thou hadst never blest me with thy Beauty.
Cal.

How didst thou dare to think that I would live
A Slave to base Desires, and brutal Pleasures,
To be a wretched Wanton for thy Leisure,
To toy, and waste an Hour of idle Time with?
My Soul disdains thee for so mean a Thought.

Loth.
The driving Storm of Passion will have way,
And I must yield before it; wert thou calm,
Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou hast doomd,
Has yet a thousand tender things to plead,
To charm thy Rage, and mitigate his Fate.
Page 47 Enter behind them Altamont.

Alt.
I have lost my Peace — Ha! do I live, and wake! — 
Cal.

Hadst thou been true, how happy had I been?
Nor Altamont, but thou hadst been my Lord.
But wherefore namd I Happiness with thee?
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curst;
For thee, my secret Soul each Hour arraigns me,
Calls me to answer for my Virtue staind,
My Honour lost to thee; for thee it haunts me,
With stern Sciolto vowing Vengeance on me;
With Altamont complaining for his Wrongs — 

Alt.
Behold him here — 
[Coming forward.
Cal.

Ah! — 
[Starting.

Alt.
The Wretch! whom thou hast made,
Curses and Sorrows hast thou heapd upon him,
And Vengeance is the only Good is left.
[Drawing.

Loth.
Thou hast taen me somewhat unawares, tis true,
But Love and War take turns like Day and Night,
And little Preparation serves my turn,
Equal to both, and armd for either Field.
Weve long been Foes, this moment ends our Quarrel;
Earth, Heavn and fair Calista judge the Combat.
Cal.

Distraction! Fury! Sorrow! Shame! and Death!

Alt.
Thou hast talkd too much, thy Breath is Poison to me,
It taints the ambient Air; this for my Father,
This for Sciolto, and this last for Altamont.
[They Fight; Lothario is wounded once or twice, and then falls.

Loth.
Oh Altamont! thy Genius is the stronger,
Thou hast prevaild! — My fierce, ambitious Soul
Declining droops, and all her Fires grow pale;
Page 48 Yet let not this Advantage swell thy Pride,
I Conquerd in my turn, in Love I Triumphd:
Those Joys are lodgd beyond the reach of Fate;
That sweet Revenge comes smiling to my Thoughts,
Adorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in dying.
[Dies,
Cal.

And what remains for me? Beset with Shame,
Encompasd round with Wretchedness, there is
But this one way, to break the Toil and scape.
[She catches up Lotharios Sword, and offers to kill her self, Altamont runs to her, and wrests it from her.

Alt.
What means thy frantick Rage?
Cal.

Off! let me go.

Alt.
Oh! thou hast more than murderd me, yet still,
Still art thou here! and my Soul starts with Horror,
At thought of any Danger that may reach thee.
Cal.

Thinkst thou I mean to live? to be forgiven?
Oh! thou hast known but little of Calista;
If thou hadst never heard my Shame, if only
The midnight Moon, and silent Stars had seen it,
I would not bear to be reproachd by them,
But dig down deep to find a Grave beneath,
And hide me from their Beams.

Sciolto within.]
What ho! my Son!

Alt.
It is Sciolto calls; come near, and find me,
The wretchedst Thing of all my Kind on Earth.
Cal.

Is it the Voice of Thunder, or my Father?
Madness! Confusion! let the Storm come on,
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all upon me,
Dash my devoted Bark; ye Surges, break it;
Tis for my Ruin that the Tempest rises.
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Peace shall return, and all be calm again.

Enter Sciolto.

Sci.
Evn now Rossano leapd the Garden Walls — 
Ha! Death has been among you — Oh my Fears!
Last Night thou hadst a diffrence with thy Friend.
The Cause thou gavst me for it was a damnd one;
Didst thou not wrong the Man who told thee Truth?
Answer me quick — 

Alt.
Oh! press me not to speak.
Evn now my Heart is breaking, and the mention
Will lay me dead before you; see that Body,
And guess my Shame! my Ruin! oh Calista!

Sci.
It is enough! but I am slow to Execute,
And Justice lingers in my lazy Hand;
Thus let me wipe Dishonour from my Name,
And cut thee from the Earth, thou Stain to Goodness. — 
[Offers to kill Calista, Altamont holds hins.

Alt.
Stay thee, Sciolto, thou rash Father stay,
Or turn the Point on me, and thro my Breast
Cut out the bloody Passage to Calista;
So shall my Love be perfect, while for her
I die, for whom alone I wishd to live.
Cal.

No, Altamont! my Heart, that scornd thy Love,
Shall never be indebted to thy Pity;
Thus torn, desacd, and wretched as I seem,
Still I have something of Scioltos Virtue.
Yes! yes, my Father, I applaud thy Justice,
Strike home, and I will bless thee for the Blow,
Be merciful, and free me from my Pain,
Tis sharp, tis terrible, and I coud curse
Page 50 The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heavn, and Thee,
Evn thee, thou venerable good Old Man,
For being Author of a Wretch like me.

Alt.
Listen not to the Wildness of her Raving,
Remember Nature! Shoud thy Daughters Murder
Defile that Hand, so just, so great in Arms,
Her Blood woud rest upon thee to Posterity,
Pollute thy Name, and fully all thy Wars.
Cal.

Have I not wrongd his gentle Nature much?
And yet behold him pleading for my Life.
Lost as thou art, to Virtue, oh Calista!
I think thou canst not bear to be cutdone;
Then haste to die, and be obligd no more.

Sci.
Thy pious Care has givn me time to think,
And savd me from a Crime; then rest my Sword;
To Honour have I kept thee ever sacred,
Nor will stain thee with a rash Revenge;
But, mark me well, I will have Justice done;
Hope not to bear away thy Crimes unpunishd,
I will see Justice executed on thee,
Evn to a Roman strictness; and thou, Nature,
Or whatsoeer thou art that pleadst within me,
Be still, thy tender Strugglings are in vain.
Cal.

Then am I doomd to live, and bear your Triumph
To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraidings,
Daily to be reproachd, and have my Misery
At Morn, at Noon and Night told over to me,
Lest my Remembrance might grow pitiful,
And grant a Moments Interval of Peace;
Is this, is this the Mercy of a Father?
I only beg to die, and he denies me.
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Sci.
Hence from my sight, thy Father cannot bear thee;
Fly with thy Infamy to some dark Cell,
Where on the Confines of Eternal Night,
Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguish dwell;
Where ugly Shame hides her opprobrious Head,
And Death and Hell detested Rule maintain;
There howl out the remainder of thy Life,
And wish thy Name may be no more rememberd.
Cal.

Yes, I will fly to some such dismal Place,
And be more curst than you can wish I were;
This fatal Form that drew on my Undoing,
Fasting, and Tears, and Hardship shall destroy,
Nor Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know,
Nor ought that may continue hated Life.
Then when you see me meagre, wan, and changd,
Stretchd at my Length, and dying in my Cave,
On that cold Earth I mean shall be my Grave,
Perhaps you may relent, and sighing say,
At length her Tears have washd her Stains away,
At length tis time her Punishment shoud cease;
Die thou, poor suffring Wretch, and be at peace.
[Exit Calista.

Sci.
Who of my Servants wait thee?
Enter two or three Servants.
On our Lives
Take care my Doors be guarded well, that none
Pass out, or enter, but by my Appointment.
[Exeunt Servants.

Alt.
There is a fatal Fury in your Visage,
It blazes fierce, and menaces Destrustion:
My Father, I am sick of many Sorrows,
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Yet, above all, one Fear distracts me most,
I tremble at the Vengeance which you meditate,
On the poor, faithless, lovely, dear Calista.

Sci.
Hast thou not read what brave Virginius did?
With his own Hand he slew his only Daughter,
To save her from the fierce Decemvirs Lust.
He slew her yet unspotted, to prevent
The Shame which she might know. Then what shoud I do?
But thou hast tyd my Hand. — I wo not kill her;
Yet by the Ruin she has brought upon us,
The common Infamy that brands us both,
She sha not scape.

Alt.
You mean that she shall dye then.

Sci.
Ask me not what, nor how I have resolvd,
For all within is Anarchy and Uproar.
Oh Altamont! what a vast Scheme of Joy
Has this one Day destroyd! Well did I hope
This Daughter woud have blest my latter Days,
That I shoud live to see you the Worlds Wonder;
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you.
While I, from busie Life and Care set free,
Had spent the Evning of my Age at home,
Among a little prattling Race of yours:
There, like an old Man talkd a while, and then
Lain down and slept in Peace. Instead of this.
Sorrow and Shame must bring me to my Grave;
Oh damn her! damn her!
Enter a Servant.

Ser.
Arm your self, my Lord;
Rossano, who but now escapd the Garden,
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Who threaten you, and all your Friends, with Ruin,
Unless Lothario be returnd in safety.

Sci.
By Heavn, their Fury rises to my Wish,
Nor shall Misfortune know my House alone,
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, shall pay me,
For al the Sorrows which my Age is curst with,
I think my Name as great, my Friends as potent,
As any in the State; all shall be summond.
I know that all will join their Hands to ours,
And vindicate thy Vengeance. Raise the Body,
And bear it in; his Friends shall buy him dearly,
I will have Blood for Ransom: When our Force
Is full, and armd, we shall expect thy Sword,
To join with us, and sacrifice to Justice. — 
[Exit Sciolto.
[The Body of Lothario is carried off by Servants.

Manet Altamont.

Alt.
There is a stupid Weight upon my Senses,
A dismal sullen Stillness, that succeeds
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like silent Death,
After the Tumult and the Noise of Life.
Woud it were Death, as sure tis wondrous like it,
For I am sick of Living, my Souls palld,
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge;
Love was thinforming, active Fire within,
Now that is quenchd, the Mass forgets to move,
And longs to mingle with its kindred Earth.
[A tumultuous Noise with clashing of Swords as at a little distance.
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Lav.

Fly, swiftly fly, to my Horatios Aid,
Nor lose your vain, officious Cares on me;
Bring me my Lord, my Husband to my Arms;
He is Lavinias Life, bring him me safe,
And I shall be at ease, be well and happy.
[Exeunt Servants

Alt.
Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barbrous Hand
Could wrong thy poor, defenceless Innocence,
And leave such Marks of more than savage Fury?
Lav.

My Brother! Oh my Heart is full of Fears;
Perhaps evn now my dear Horatio bleeds. — 
Not far from hence, as passing to the Port,
By a mad Multitude we were surrounded,
Who ran upon us with uplifted Swords,
And cryd aloud for Vengeance, and Lothario.
My Lord, with ready Boldness stood the Shock,
To shelter me from Danger, but in vain,
Had not a Party, from Scioltos Palace,
Rushd out, and snatchd me from amidst the Fray.

Alt.
What of my Friend?
Lav.

Ha! by my Joys tis he,
[Looking out.
He lives, he comes to bless me, he is safe! — 
Enter Horatio, with two or three Servants, their Swords drawn.

1 Serv.
Twere at the utmost hazard of your Life
To venture forth again, till we are stronger;
Their number trebles ours.

Hor.
No matter, let it;
Death is not half so shocking as that Traitor.
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To think her Plainness could be so abusd,
As to mistake that Wretch, and call him Friend;
I cannot bear the Sight.

Alt.
Open thou Earth,
Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark Bosom,
To hide me from Horatio.

Hor.
Oh Lavinia,
Believe not but I joy to see thee safe:
Woud our ill Fortune had not drove us hither;
I coud evn wish, we rather had been wreckt
On any other Shoar, than savd on this.
Lav.

Oh let us bless the Mercy that preservd us,
That gracious Powr that sivd us for each other:
And to adorn the Sacrifice of Praise,
Offer Forgiveness too; be thou like Heavr,
And put away thOffences of thy Friend,
Far, far from thy Remembrance.

Alt.
I have markd him,
To see if one forgiving Glance stole hither,
If any Spark of Friendship were alive,
That woud, by Sympathy, at meeting glow,
And strive to kindle up the Flame anew;
Tis lost, tis gone, his Soul is quite estrangd,
And knows me for its Counter-part no more.

Hor.
Thou knowst thy Rule, thy Empire in Horatio,
Nor canst thou ask in vain, command in vain,
Where Nature, Reason, nay where Love is Judge;
But when you urge my Temper, to comply
With what it most abhors, I cannot do it.
Lav.

Where didst thou get this sullen gloamy Hate?
Page 56 It was not in thy Nature to be thus;
Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful,
Be gay again, and know the Joys of Friendship,
The Trust, Security, and mutual Tenderness,
The double Joys, where each is glad for both;
Friendship, the Wealth, the last Retreat and Strength,
Secure against ill Fortune, and the World.

Her.
I am not apt to take a light Offence,
But patient of the Failings of my Friends,
And willing to forgive; but when an Injury
Stabs to the Heart, and rouses my Resentment,
(Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature)
I own I cannot easily forget it.

Alt.
Thou hast forgot me.

Hor.
No.

Alt.
Why are thy Eyes
Impatient of me then, scornful and fierce?

Hor.
Because they speak the meaning of my Heart,
Because they are honest, and disdain a Villain.

Alt.
I have wrongd thee much, Horatio.

Hor.
True thou hast:
When I forget it, may I be a Wretch,
Vile as thy self, a false persidious Fellow,
An infamous, believing, British Husband.

Alt.
Ive wrongd thee much, and Heavn has well avengd it.
I have not, since we parted, been at Peace,
Nor known one Joy sincere; our broken Friendship
Pursud me to the last Retreat of Love,
Stood glaring like a Ghost, and made me cold with Horror.
Misfortunes on Misfortunes press upon me,
Swell oer my Head, like Waves, and dash me down.
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They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes,
And blast the Spring and Promise of my Year.
Lav.

So Flowrs are gatherd to adorn a Grave,
To lose their Fre shness amongst Bones and Rotteness,
And have their Odours stifled in the Dust.
Canst thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio?
Canst thou behold thy Altamont undone?
That gentle, that dear Youth! canst thou behold him,
His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Visage,
And groaning out his Woes, yet stand unmovd?

Hor.
The Brave and Wise I pity in Misfortune.
But when Ingratitude and Folly suffers,
Tis Weakness to be touchd.

Alt.
I wo not ask thee
To pity or forgive me, but confess,
This Scorn, this Insolence of Hate is just;
Tis Constancy of Mind, and manly in thee.
But oh! had I been wrongd by thee, Horatio,
There is a yielding Softness in my Heart
Coud neer have stood it out, but I had ran.
With streaming Eyes, and open Arms, upon thee,
And prest thee close, close!

Hor.
I must hear no more,
The Weakness is contagious, I shall catch it,
And be a tame fond Wretch.
Lav.

Where woudst thou go?
Woudst thou part thus? You sha not, tis impossible;
For I will bar thy Passage, kneeling thus;
Perhaps thy cruel Hand may spurn me off,
But I will throw my Body in thy way,
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Tread on me, wound me, kill me eer thou pass.

Alt.
Urge not in vain thy pious Suit, Lavinia,
I have enough to rid me of my Pain.
Calista, thou hadst reachd my Heart before;
To make all sure, my Friend repeats the Blow:
But in the Grave our Cares shall be forgotten,
There Love and Friendship cease.
[Falls.
[Lavinia runs to him, and endeavours to raise him.
Lav.

Speak to me, Altamont.
He faints! he dies! Now turn and see thy Triumph;
My Brother! But our Cares shall end together;
Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side,
Bemoan thy too hard Fate, then share it with thee,
And never see my cruel Lord again.
[Horatio runs to Altamont, and raises him in his Arms

Hor.
It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont!
My stubborn, unrelenting Heart has killd him.
Look up and bless me, tell me that thou livst.
Oh! I have urgd thy Gentleness too far;
[He revives.
Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me;
A Flood of Tenderness comes oer my Soul;
I cannot speak! — I love! forgive! and pity thee. — 

Alt.
I thought that nothing coud have stayd my Soul,
That long ere this her Flight had reachd the Stars;
But thy known Voice has lurd her back again.
Methinks I fain woud set all right with thee,
Make up this most unlucky Breach, and then,
With thine, and Heavns Forgiveness on my Soul,
Shrink to my Grave, and be at ease for ever.
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Hor.
By Heavn my Heart bleeds for thee; evn this moment
I feel thy Pangs of disappointed Love.
Is it not pity that this Youth shoud fail,
That all this wondrous Goodness shoud be lost,
And the World never know it? oh my Altamont!
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear em for thee,
And shelter thee from Ruin.
Lav.

Oh my Brother!
Think not but we will sha e in all thy Woes,
Well sit all Day, and tell sad Tales of Love,
And when we light upon some faithless Woman,
Some Beauty, like Calista, false and fair,
Well fix our Grief, and our Complaining, there;
Well curse the Nymph that drew the Ruin on,
And mourn the Youth that was like thee undone.
[Exeunt.
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ACT V.


SCENE I.
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SCENE is a Room hung with Black; on one side, Lotharios Body on a Bier; on the other, a Table with a Skull and other Bones, a Book, and a Lamp on it.
Calista is discoverd on a Couch in Black, her Hair hanging loose and disordered: After Musick and a Song, she rises and comes forward.
SONG.

I.

HEAR, you Midnight Phantoms, hear,
You who pale and wan appear,
And fill the Wretch, who wakes, with Fear.
You who wander, scream, and groan,
Round the Mansions once your own,
You, whom still your Crimes upbraid,
You, who rest not with the dead;
From the Coverts where you stray,
Where you lurk, and shun the Day,
From the Charnel, and the Tomb,
Hither haste ye, hither come.

II.

Chide Calista for Delay,
Tell her, tis for her you stay;
Bid her die, and come away.
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See the Grave already made;
Listen, Fair one, to thy Knell,
This Musick is thy passing Bell.
Cal.

Tis well! these Solemn Sounds, this Pomp of Horror,
Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul,
Heres room for Meditation, evn to Madness,
Till the Mind burst with Thinking; this dull Flame
Sleeps in the Socket; sure the Book was left
To tell me something; — for Instruction then — 
He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition,
And Penitence; — Is it become an Art then?
A Trick that lazy, dull, luxurious Gown-men
Can teach us to do over; Ill no more ont;
[Throwing away the Book.
I have more real Anguish in my Heart,
Than all their Pedant Discipline eer knew.
What Charnel has been rifled for these Bones?
Fie! this is Pageantry; — they look uncoothly,
But what of that? If he or she that ownd em,
Safe from Disquiet, sit, and smile to see
The Farce, their miserable Relicks play.
But heres a Sight is terrible indeed;
Is this that Haughty, Gallant, Gay Lothario,
That dear perfidious — Ah! — how Pale he looks!
How Grim with clotted Blood, and those dead Eyes!
Ascend ye Ghosts, fantastick Forms of Night,
In all your diffrent, dreadful Shapes ascend,
And match the present Horror if you can.
Page 62 Enter Sciolto.

Sci.
This Dead of Night, this silent Hour of Darkness,
Nature for Rest ordaind, and soft Repose,
And yet Distraction, and tumultuous Jars,
Keep all our frighted Citizens awake;
The Senate, weak, divided and irresolute,
Want Powr to succour the afflicted State.
Vainly in Words and long Debates theyre Wise,
While the fierce Factions scorn their peaceful Orders,
And drown the Voice of Law in Noise and Anarchy.
Amidst the general Wreck, see where she stands,
[Pointing to Calista.
Like Helen, in the Night when Troy was sackd,
Spectatress of the Mischief which she made.
Cal.

It is Sciolto! be thy self, my Soul;
Be strong to bear his fatal Indignation,
That he may see thou art not lost so far,
But somewhat still of his great Spirit lives
In the forlorn Calista.

Sci.
Thou wert once
My Daughter.
Cal.

Happy were it I had dyd,
And never lost that Name.

Sci.
Thats something yet;
Thou wert the very Darling of my Age;
I thought the Day too short to gaze upon thee,
That all the Blessings I coud gather for thee,
By Cares on Earth, and by my Prayers to Heavn,
Were little for my Fondness to bestow;
Why didst thou turn to Folly then, and curse me?
Cal.

Because my Soul was rudely drawn from yours;
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Where Goodness, and the strength of manly Virtue,
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void
Filid up with light Belief, and easie Fondness;
It was, because I lovd, and was a Woman.

Sci.
Hadst thou been honest, thou hadst been a Cherubin;
But of that Joy, as of a Gem long lost,
Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more.
Hast thou eer dard to meditate on Death?
Cal.

I have, as on the end of Shame and Sorrow.

Sci.
Ha! answer me! say, hast thou cooly thought?
Tis not the Stoicks Lessons got by Rote,
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Dissertations,
That can sustain thee in that Hour of Terror:
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it,
But when the Trial comes, they start, and stand agas•;
Hast thou considerd what may happen after it?
How thy Account may stand, and what to answer?
Cal.

I have turnd my Eyes inward upon my self,
Where foul Offence, and Shame have laid all waste;
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling,
And longs to find some better place of Rest.

Sci.
Tis justly thought, and worthy of that Spirit
That dwelt in ancient Latian Breasts, when Rome
Was Mistress of the World. I woud go on,
And tell thee all my Purpose, but it sticks,
Here at my Heart, and cannot find a way.
Cal.

Then spare the Telling, if it be a Pain,
And write the Meaning with your Ponyard here.

Sci.
Oh! truly guessd — seest thou this trembling Hand — 
[Holding up a Dagger.
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Forgot their Office, and confest the Father;
At length the stubborn Virtue has prevaild,
It must, it must be so — Oh! take it then,
[Giving the Dagger.
And know the rest untaught.
Cal.

I understand you,
It is but thus, and both are satisfyd.
[She offers to kill her self, Sciolto catches hold of her Arm.

Sci.
A Moment, give me yet a Moments space;
The stern, the rigid Judge has been obeyd;
Now Nature, and the Father claim their turns;
I have held the Ballance with an Iron Hand,
And put off evry tender, human Thought,
To doom my Child to Death; but spare my Eyes
The most unnatural Sight, least their Strings crack,
And my old Brain split, and grow mad with Horror.
Cal.

Ha! Is it possible? and is there yet
Some little, dear Remain of Love and Tenderness,
For poor, undone Calista, in your Heart?

Sci.
Oh! when I think what Pleasure I took in thee,
What Joys thou gavst me in thy prattling Infancy,
Thy sprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty,
How I have stood, and fed my Eyes upon thee,
Then lifted up my Hands, and wondring, blest thee;
By my strong Grief, my Heart evn melts within me,
I coud curse Nature, and that Tyrant, Honour,
For making me thy Father, and thy Judge;
Thou art my Daughter still.
Cal.

For that kind Word,
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth;
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Oh! tis too much for this offending Wretch,
This Paricide, that Murders with her Crimes,
Shortens her Fathers Age, and cuts him off,
Eer little more than half his Years be numberd.

Sci.
Woud it were otherwise — but thou must die. — 
Cal.

That I must die! it is my only Comfort;
Death is the Privilege of human Nature,
And Life without it were not worth our taking;
Thither the Poor, the Prisner, and the Mourner,
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burthens down.
Come then, and take me now to thy cold Arms,
Thou meagre Shade; here let me breathe my last,
Charmd with my Fathers Pity and Forgiveness,
More than if Angels tund their Golden Viols,
And sung a Requiem to my parting Soul.

Sci.
I am summond hence, eer this my Friends expect me,
There is I know not what of sad Presage,
That tells me, I shall never see thee more;
If it be so, this is our last Farewel,
And these the parting Pangs which Nature feels,
When Anguish rends the Heart-strings — Oh! my Daughter.
[Exit Sciolto.
Cal.

Now think thou, curst Calista, now behold
The Desolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin,
Thy Crimes, and fatal Folly spread around,
That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head;
Yet Heavn, who knows our weak, imperfect Natures,
How blind with Passions, and how prone to Evil,
Makes not too strict Enquiry for Offences,
But is atond by Penitence and Prayr:
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Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation,
And cleanse the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution.
And see, another injurd Wretch is come,
To call for Justice from my tardy Hand.

Enter Altamont.

Alt.
Hail to you Horrors! hail thou House of Death!
And thou the lovely Mistress of these Shades,
Whose Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darkness,
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day.
Oh! take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee,
Ill number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear;
And when the Fountain of thy Eyes are dry,
Mine shall supply the Stream, and weep for both.
Cal.

I know thee well, thou art the injurd Altamont,
Thou comst to urge me with the Wrongs I ha done thee;
But know I stand upon the Brink of Life,
And in a Moment mean to set me free
From Shame, and thy Upbraiding.

Alt.
Falsly, falsly
Dost thou accuse me; when did I complain,
Or murmur at my Fate? For thee I have
Forgot the Temper of Italian Husbands,
And Fondness has prevaild upon Revenge;
I bore my load of Infamy with Patience,
As Holy Men do Punishments from Heavn,
Nor thought it hard, because it came from thee;
Oh! then forbid me not to mourn thy Loss,
To wish some better Fate had ruld our Loves,
And that Calista had been mine, and true.
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Cal.

Oh! Altamont, tis hard for Souls like mine,
Haughty and fierce, to yield they have done amiss;
But oh! behold my proud, disdainful Heart,
Bends to thy gentler Virtue; yes, I own,
Such is thy Truth, thy Tenderness and Love,
Such are the Graces that adorn thy Youth,
That were I not abandond to Destruction,
With thee I might have livd, for Ages blest,
And dyd in Peace within thy faithful Arms.

Alt.
Then Happiness is still within our reach;
Here let Remembrance lose our past Misfortunes,
Tear all Records that hold the fatal Story;
Here let our Joys begin, from hence go on
In long successive Order.
Cal,
What! in Death?

Alt.
Then art thou fixd to die — But be it so,
Well go together, my adventrous Love
Shall follow thee to those uncertain Beings;
Whether our lifeless Shades are doomd to wander,
In gloomy Groves, with discontented Ghosts,
Or whether thro the upper Air we fleet,
And tread the Fields of Light, still Ill pursue thee,
Till Fate ordains that we shall part no more.
Cal.

Oh no! Heavn has some better Lot in store
To Crown thee with; live, and be happy long;
Live for some Maid that shall deserve thy Goodness,
Some kind unpractisd Heart, that never yet
Has listend to the false ones of thy Sex,
Nor known the Arts of ours; she shall reward thee,
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own,
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Be blest in thee alone, and thou in her.

Enter Horatio.

Hor.
Now mourn indeed, ye miserable Pair,
For now the Measure of your Woes is full.

Alt.
What dost thou mean, Horatio?

Hor.
Oh! tis dreadful:
The great, the good Sciolto dies this Moment.
Cal.

My Father!

Alt.
Thats a deadly Stroak indeed.

Hor.
Not long ago he privately went forth,
Attended but by few, and those unbidden;
I heard which way he took, and strait pursud him,
But found him compassd by Lotharios Faction,
Almost alone, amidst a Crowd of Foes;
Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them back;
Eer that his frantick Valour had provokd,
The Death he seemd to wish for from their Swords.
Cal.

And dost thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth?
Dost thou not labour with my murdrous Weight?
And you ye glittring, heavnly Host of Stars,
Hide your Fair Heads in Clouds, or I shall blast you,
For I am all Contagion, Death, and Ruin,
And Nature sickens at me; rest thou World,
This Paricide shall be thy Plague no more;
Thus, thus I set thee free.
[Stabs her self.

Hor.
Oh! fatal Rashness.

Alt.
Thou dost instruct me well; to lengthen Life,
Is but to trifle now.
[Altamont offers to kill himself; Horatio prevents him, and wrests his Sword from him.
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Hor.
Ha! what means
The frantick Altamont? Some Foe to Man
Has breathd on evry Breast Contagious Fury,
And Epidemick Madness.
Enter Sciolto, pale and bloody, supported by Servants.
Cal.

Oh my Heart!
Well mayst thou fail, for see the Spring that fed
Thy Vital Stream is wasted, and runs low.
My Father! will you now at last forgive me,
If after all my Crimes, and all your Suffrings,
I call you once again by that dear Name?
Will you forget my Shame, and those wide Wounds,
Lift up your Hand, and bless me eer I go
Down to my dark Abode.

Sci.
Alas! my Daughter?
Thou hast rashly venturd in a stormy Sea,
Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wreckd and lost;
But sure thou hast born thy part in all the Anguish,
And smarted with the Pain, then rest in Peace,
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name,
And save thee from the Malice of Posterity;
And mayst thou find with Heavn the same Forgiveness,
As with thy Father here. — Die, and be happy.
Cal.

Celestial Sounds! Peace dawns upon my Soul,
And evry Pain grows less. — Oh! gentle Altamont,
Think not too hardly of me when Im gone,
But pity me. — Had I but early known
Thy wondrous Worth, thou excellent young Man,
We had been happier both: — Now tis too late,
And yet my Eyes take Pleasure to behold thee,
Thou art their last dear Object. — Mercy, Heavn!
[She dies.
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Alt.
Cold! dead and cold! and yet thou art not changd,
But lovely still! Hadst thou a thousand Faults,
What Heart so hard, what Virtue so severe,
But at that Beauty must of force relented,
Melted to Pity, Love, and to Forgiveness?

Sci.
Oh! turn thee from the fatal Object; Altamont,
Come near, and let me bless thee eer I die.
To thee, and brave Horatio, I bequeath

My Fortunes. — Lay me by thy Noble Father,
And love my Memory as thou hast done his,
For thou hast been my Son. — Oh! gracious Heavn!
Thou that hast endless Blessings still in store,
For Virtue, and for filial Piety,
Let Grief, Disgrace, and Want be far away,
But multiply thy Mercies on his Head;
Let Honour, Greatness, Goodness, still be with him,
And Peace in all his Ways. — 
[He dies.

Alt.
Take, take it all;
To thee, Horatio, I resign the Gift,
While I pursue my Father and my Love,
And find my only Portion in the Grave.

Hor.
The Storm of Grief bears hard upon his Youth,
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth.
Raise him, and bear him in.
[Altamont is carried off.
By such Examples are we taught to prove,
The Sorrows that attend unlawful Love;
Death, or some worse Misfortunes, soon divide
The injurd Bridegroom from his guilty Bride:
If you would have the Nuptial Union last,
Let Virtue be the Bond that ties it fast.
[Exeunt omnes.
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EPILOGUE.
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Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE, who playd Lavinia.
YOU see the tripping Dame could find no Favour,
Dearly she paid for Breach of good Behaviour,
Nor could her loving Husbands Fondness save her.
Italian Ladies lead but scurvy Lives,
Theres dreadful dealing with Eloping Wives;
Thus tis, because these Husbands are obeyd
By force of Laws, which for themselves they made,
With Tales of old Prescriptions they confiae,
The Right of Marriage-rule to their Male Line,
And Hust, and Domineer by Right Divine,
Had we the Powr wed make the Tyrants know,
What tis to fail in Duties which they owe;
Wed teach the sauntring Squire, who loves to roam,
Forgetful of his own dear Spouse and Home;
Who Snores at Night supinely by her side,
Twas not for this the Nuptial Knot was tyd.
The plodding Petty-fogger, and the Cit,
Have learnd at least this Modern way of Wit:
Each ill-bred, senseless Rogue, tho neer so dull,
Has th Impudence to think his Wife a Fool;
He spends the Night, where merry Wags resort,
With joking Clubs, and Eighteen-penny Port,
While she poor Souls contented to regale,
By a sad Sea-cole Fire, with Wigs and Ale.
Page [unnumbered] Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe find Grace,
And fill an absent Husbands empty place:
If you would eer bring Constancy in Fashion,
You Men must first begin the Reformation.
Then shall the Golden Age of Love return,
No Turtle for her wandring Mate shall mourn,
No Foreign Charms shall cause Domestick Strife,
But evry marryd Man shall toast his Wife;
Phillis shall not be to the Country sent,
For Carnivals in Town to keep a tedious Lent:
Lampoons shall cease, and envious Scandal die,
And all shall live in Peace like my good Man and I.

FINIS.


Collaboration with John Fletcher, John Ford, and William Rowley/John Webster

[image: img60.jpg]

John Ford was baptised on 17 April 1586 at Ilsington Church, Devon


The Fair Maid of the Inn (1626)

[image: img61.jpg]

CONTENTS

The Persons represented in the Play.

Prologue.

Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.

Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.

Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.

Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.

Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.


The Persons represented in the Play.
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Duke of Florence.
Cesario, a young Gentleman of a fiery nature, Son to Alberto,
Albertus, Father to Cesario, Admiral of Florence.
Baptista, a brave Sea-Commander, antient friend to
Albertus, and Father to Mentivole and Biancha.
Mentivole, Son to Baptista, Lover of Clarissa.
Prospero, a noble friend to Baptista.
Two Magistrates of Florence.
Host, the supposed Father to Biancha.
Forobosco, a cheating Mountebank.
Clown, the Mountebanks man, and setter.
Three Gentlemen.
Secretary to the Duke.
Dancer, } Four fools and knaves,
Taylor, } who pretend love
Mulitteer, } Biancha, the Fair
Pedant, } Maid of the Inn.
Sailors.

WOMEN.

Mariana, Wife to Albertus, a virtuous Lady.
Clarissa, Marianas Daughter, in love with Mentivole.
Juliana, Neece to the Duke of Genoa, Baptistas second wife.
Biancha, the Fair Maid of the Inn, beloved of Cesario,
and Daughter to Baptista and Juliana.
Hostess, the supposed Mother of Biancha.

The Scene, Florence.


Prologue.
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Plays have their fates, not as in their true sence
Theyre understood, but as the influence
Of idle custom, madly works upon
The dross of many tongud opinion.
A worthy story, howsoever writ
For Language, modest Mirth, Conceit or Wit,
Meets oftentimes with the sweet commendation
Of hangt, tis scurvy, when for approbation
A Jigg shall be clapt at, and every rhime
Praisd and applauded by a clamorous chime.
Let ignorance and laughter dwell together,
They are beneath the Muses pity. Hither
Come nobler Judgements, and to those the strain
Of our invention is not bent in vain,
The Fair Maid of the Inn to you commends
Her hopes and welcomes, and withal intends
In th Entertains to which she doth invite ye,
All things to please, a[n]d some things to delight ye.


Actus Primus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Cesario, and Clarissa.

Cesario. Interpret not Clarissa, my true zeal
In giving you counsel, to transcend the bounds
That should confine a brother; tis your honor,
And peace of mind (which honor last will leave you)
I labor to preserve, and though you yet are
Pure and untainted, and resolve to be so:
Having a Fathers eye, and Mothers care
In all your ways to keep you fair, and upright.
In which respects my best advices must
Appear superfluous; yet since love, dear Sister
Will sometimes tender things unnecessary,
Misconstrue not my purpose.

Claris. Sir, I dare not:
But still receive it as a large addition,
To the much that I already stand ingagd for,
Yet pardon me, though I profess upon
A true examination of my self,
Even to my private thoughts I cannot find
(Having such strong supporters to uphold me)
On what slight ground the least doubt can be raisd
To render me suspected, I can fall,
Or from my Fame or Virtue.

Cæsar. Far be it from me,
To nourish such a thought; and yet excuse me,
As you would do a Lapidary, whose whole fortunes
Depend upon the safety of one Jewel,
If he think no case precious enough
To keep it in full lustre, nor no locks,
Though lending strength to Iron doors sufficient
To guard it, and secure him; you to me are
A Gemm of more esteem, and prizd higher
Than Usurers do their Muck, or great men Title.
And any flaw (which heaven avert) in you,
(Whose reputation like a Diamond
Cut newly from the rock, women with envie,
And men with covetous desires look up at)
By prying eies discovered in a moment
Would render what the braveries of Florence
For want of counterpoize, forbear to cheapen,
Of little or no value.

Claris. I see brother
The mark you shoot at, and much thank your love;
But for my Virgin Jewel which is brought
In comparison with your Diamond, rest assurd
It shall not fall in such a workmans hands
Whose ignorance or malice shall have power
To cast one cloud upon it, but still keep
Her native splendor.

Cesa. Tis well, I commend you;
And study your advancement with that care
As I would do a Sisters, whom I love
With more than common order.

Claris. That from me,
I hopes returnd to you.

Cesar. I do confess it,
Yet let me tell you, (but still with that love,
I wish to increase between us) that you are
Observd against the gravity long maintaind
In Italy (where to see a maid unmasqud
Is [h]eld a blemish) to be over-frequent
In giving or receiving visits.

Clari. How?

Cesar. Whereas the custom is here to wooe by Picture,
And never see the substance: you are fair,
And beauty draws temptations on; You know it,
I would not live to see a willing grant
From you, to one unworthy of your birth,
Feature or fortune; yet there have been Ladies
Of rank, proportion, and of means beyond you,
That have provd this no miracle.

Claris. One unworthy?
Why, pray you gentle brother, who are they
That I vouchsafe these bounties to? I hope
In your strict Criticisme of me, and my manners,
That you will not deny they are your equals.

Cesar. Angry?

Claris. I have reason, but in cold blood tell me,
Had we not one Father?

Cesar. Yes, and Mother too.

Claris. And he a Soldier.

Cesar. True.

Claris. If I then borrow
A little of the boldness of his temper,
Imparting it to such as may deserve it;
(However indulgent to your selves, you brothers
Allow no part of freedom to your Sisters)
I hope twill not pass for a crime in me,
To grant access and speech to noble suitors;
And you escape for innocent, that descend
To a thing so far beneath you. Are you touchd?
Why did you think that you had Giges Ring,
Or the Herb that gives invisibility?
Or that Bianchas name had neer been mentiond;
The fair Maid of the grand Osteria, brother.

Cesar. No more.

Claris. A little, brother. Your night walks,
And offerd presents; which coy she, contemnd,
Your combats in disguises with your Rivals,
Brave Muletiers. Scullions perfumd with grease,
And such as [cry] meat for Cats must be remembred;
And all this pother for a common trull,
A tempting sign, and curiously set forth,
To draw in riotous guests, a thing exposd
To every Ruffians rude assault; and subject
For a poor salary, to a rich mans lust,
Though made up of diseases.

Cesar. Will you end yet?

Claris. And this a Mistriss for Albertus Son,
One that I should call Sister?

Cesar. Part not with
Your modesty in this violent heat; the truth is,
(For you shall be my Confessor) I love her,
But virtuously; report that gives her out
Only for fair, and adds not she is chaste,
Detracts much from her: for indeed she is,
Though of a low condition; composd
Of all those graces, dames of highest birth,
Though rich in natures bounties, should be proud of;
But leave her, and to you my nearest care,
My dearest best Clarissa. Do not think
(For then you wrong me) I wish you should live
A barren Virgin life; I rather aim at
A noble Husband, that may make you mother
Of many children, one that when I know him
Worth your embraces, I may serve, and sue [to]:
And therefore scorn not to acquaint me with
That man, that happy man; you please to favour.

Claris. I ever purposd it, for I will like
With your allowance:

Cesa. As a pawn of this;
Receive this Ring, but er you part with it
On any terms, be certain of your choice;
And make it known to me.

Enter Servants with Lights, Alberto, Baptista,
Mariana, Mentivole.

Claris. You have my hand fort.

Cesar. Which were it not my Sisters, I should kiss:
With too much heat.

Claris. My Father and his guests, Sir.

Alber. Oh my old friend, my trid friend, my Baptista:
These days of rest and feasting, sute not with
Our tougher natures, those were golden ones,
Which were enjoyd at Sea; thats our true Mother:
The Lands to us a step-dame; there we sought
Honor, and wealth through dangers: yet those dangers
Delighted more than their rewards, though great ones,
And worth the undertakers: here we study
The Kitchin Arts, to sharpen appetite,
Dulld with abundance; and dispute with Heaven;
If that the least puff of the rough North-wind,
Blast our times burthen, rendring to our Palats
The charming juice less pleasing; whereas there
If we had Bisket, powderd flesh, fresh water,
We thought them Persian delicates, and for Musick
If a strong gale but made the main yard crack,
We dancd to the loud Minstrel.

Bapt. And feard less,
(So far we were in love with noble action)
A tempest than a calm.

Alber. Tis true Baptista;
There, there, from mutual aids lent to each other,
And virtuous emulation to exceed
In manly daring, the true School of friendship,
We learnt those principles, which confirmd us friends
Never to be forgot.

Baptist. Never I hope.

Alber. We were married there, for bells the roaring Canon,
Aloud proclaimd it lawful, and a prize
Then newly taen, and equally divided,
Servd as a dowry to you, then stild my wife;
And did enable me to be a Husband,
Fit to encounter so much wealth, though got
With bloud and horror.

Maria. If so got, tis fit Sir
Now you possess it, that you should enjoy it
In peace, and quiet; I, your Son, and Daughter
That reap the harvest of your winters labour,
Though debtors for it yet have often trembled,
When, in way of discourse, you have related
How you came by it.

Alber. Trembled? how the softness
Of your sex may excuse you, Ill not argue,
But to the world, howeer I hold thee noble
I should proclaim this boy some cowards bastard,
And not the Image of Albertus youth:
If when some wishd occasion calls him forth,
To a brave trial, one weak artery
Of his, should show a fever, though grim death
Put on a thousand dreadful shapes to fright him;
The Elements, the Sea, and all the Winds
We number on our compass, then conspiring
To make the Scæne more ghastly; I must have thee
Sirrah, I must, If once you grapple with
An enemies ship, to board her, though you see
The desperate Gunner ready to give fire,
And blow the deck up, or like Cæsars Soldier
Thy hands like his cut off, hang by the teeth,
And die undaunted.

Maria. I even die to hear you:
My son, my lovd Cesario run such hazards?
Blessd Saints forbid it: you have done enough
Already for one family, that rude way;
Ill keep him safe at home, and train him up
A compleat Courtier: may I live to see him,
By sweet discourse, and gracious demeanor,
Winn, and bring home a fair Wife, and a rich;
Tis all I rest ambitious of.

Alber. A Wife!
As if there were a course to purchase one
Prevailing more than honourable action!
Or any Intercessors move so far,
To take a Mistriss of a noble spirit,
As the true fame of glorious victories,
Atchievd by sweat and bloud! Oh the brave dames
Of warlike Genoua! they had eyes to see
The inward man, and only from his worth,
Courage, and conquests: the blind Archer knew
To head his shafts, or light his quenched Torch,
They were proof against them else.
No Carpet Knight
That spent his youth in Groves, or pleasant Bowers;
Or stretching on a Couch his lazy limbs,
Sung to his Lute such soft and melting Notes,
As Ovid, nor Anacreon ever knew,
Could work on them, nor once bewitchd their sense;
Though he came so perfumd as he had robbd
Sabæa, or Arabia, of their wealth;
And stord it in one sute:
I still remember,
And still remember it with joy, Baptista,
When from the rescue of the Genoua Fleet,
Almost surprizd by the Venetian Gallies,
Thou didst return, and wert receivd in triumph.
How lovely in thy honord wounds and scars
Thou didst appear! what worlds of amorous glances
The beauties of the City (where they stood,
Fixd like so many of the fairest stars)
Shot from their windows at thee! how it fird
Their blouds to see the enemies captive streams
Born through the streets! nor could chaste Juliana
The Dukes fair Neece, though guarded with her greatness
Resist this gallant charge, but laying by
Desparity of fortune from the object,
Yielded her self thy prisoner.

Bap. Pray you chuse some other theme.

Mari. Can there be one more pleasing?

Bap. That triumph drew on me a greater torture,
And tis in the remembrance little less
Than ever Captive sufferd.

Mari. How? to gain the favour of so great a Lady?

Bap. Yes, since it provd fatal, thave been happy, Madam,
Adds to calamity, and the heavy loss
Of her I durst not hope for, once enjoyd,
Turns what you think a blessing to a curse,
Which grief would have forgotten.

Alber. I am sorry I touchd upon it.

Maria. I burn rather, Sir,
With a desire to hear the story of
Your loves, and shall receive it as a favour,
Which you may grant.

Bap. You must not be denyd,
Yet with all brevity I must report it;
Tis true, fair Juliana (Genouas pride)
Enamourd of my actions, likd my person;
Nor could I but with joy meet her affection;
Since it was lawful, for my first wife dead;
We were closely married, and for some few months
Tasted the fruits oft; but malicious fate,
Envying our too much happiness, wrought upon
A faithless servant, privy to our plot,
And Cabinet-Counselor to Juliana,
Who either for hope, or reward, or fear,
Discoverd us to the incensed Duke:
Whose rage made her close prisoner, and pronouncd
On me perpetual banishment: some three years
I wanderd on the Seas, since entertaind
By the great Duke of Florence; but what fate
Attended her? or Prospero my friend,
That staid at Genoua, to expect the issue,
Is yet uncertain.

Enter a Gentleman.

Alber. From the Duke:

Bap. Hes welcome, to end my forcd relation.

Alber. Signior Baptista;
The Great Dukes Will commands your present [e]are.

Gent. It points indeed at both of you.

Bap. I wait it.

Alber. In Mariana, to your rest.

Bap. Nay leave us, we must be private.

Maria. Stay not long Cesario:

[ — Exeunt Manet Cesario, Mentivole.

Mentivo. So these old men vanishd, tis allowd
That we may speak, and howsoer they take
Delight in the discourse of former dangers,
It cannot hinder us to treat a little
Of present pleasures.

Cesario. Which if well injoyd,
Will not alone continue, but increase
In us their friendship.

Ment. How shall we spend the night?
To snore it out like drunken Dutchmen, would
Sort ill with us Italians. We are made
Of other metall, fiery, quick, and active;
Shall we take our fortune? and while our cold fathers
(In whom long since their youthful heats were dead,)
Talk much of Mars, serve under Venus Ensigns,
And seek a Mistriss.

Cesar. Thats a game dear friend,
That does admit no rival in chase of it.
And either to be undertook alone,
Or not to be attempted.

Ment. Ill not press you;
What other sports to entertain the time with
The following morning?

Cesar. Any that may become us.

Ment. Is the Neapolitan horse the Viceroy sent you,
In a fit plight to run?

Cesar. So my Groom tells me.
I can boast little of my horsemanship;
Yet upon his assurance, I dare wager
A thousand Crowns, gainst any horse in Florence,
For an eight mile course.

Ment. I would not win of you,
In respect you are impatient of loss:
Else I durst match him with my Barbary
For twice the sum.

Cesar. You do well to excuse it, being certain to be beaten.

Ment. Tush. You know the contrary.

Cesar. To end the controversie
Put it to trial, by my life Ill meet you

Enter Clarissa.

With the next rising Sun.

Ment. A match. But here
Appears a Cynthia, that scorns to borrow
A beam of light from the great eye of Heaven,
She being her self all brightness; how I envy
Those amorous smiles, those kisses, but sure chaste ones
Which she vouchsafes her brother!

Claris. You are wanton:
Pray you think me not Biancha, leave I pray you;
My Mother will not sleep before she see you,
And since you know her tenderness, nay fondness;
In every circumstance that concerns your safety,
You are not equal to her.

Cesar. I must leave you; but will not fail to meet you.

Ment. Soft sleeps to you.

Within. Mariana: Cesario.

Claris. You are calld again.

Cesar. Some Sons
Complain of too much rigor in their Mothers;
I of too much indulgence; you will follow. — [Exit.

Claris. You are her first care, therefore lead the way.

Ment. She staies: blest opportunity, she staies:
As she invited conference, she was ever
Noble, and free: but thus to tempt my frailty,
Argues a yielding in her; or contempt
Of all that I dare offer; stand I now
Consulting? No, Ill put it home.

Claris. Who waits there? more Lights.

Ment. You need them not, they are as useless,
As at noon-day; can there be darkness, where
Nature then wisely liberal, vouchsafd
To lend two Suns.

Claris. Hyperboles:

Ment. No, truths:
Truths beauteous Virgin, so my love-sick heart
Assures me, and my understanding tells me
I must approach them wisely, should I rashly
Press near their scorching beams, they would consume me
And on the contrary, should your disdain
Keep me at too much distance, and I want
Their comfortable heat, the frost of death
Would seize on all my faculties.

Cla. Pray you pause, Sir.
This vehemency of discourse must else needs tire you.
These gay words take not me, tis simple faith
Honest integrity, and lawful flames
I am delighted with:

Ment. Such I bring with me, and therefore Lady.

Cla. But that you took me off
Ere I came to a period; I had added
A long experience must be requird
Both of his faith and trust, with whom a Virgin
Trafficks for, whats dearest in this life,
Her liberty, and honor; I confess
I oft have viewd you with an eye of favour,
And with your generous parts the many tenders
Of doing me all fair offices, have won
A good opinion from me.

Ment. Oh speak ever, I never heard such Musick.

Cla. A plain tune, Sir:
But tis a hearty one; when I perceive
By evident proofs, your aims are truly noble,
And that you bring the Engines of fair Love,
Not of foul Lust, to shake and undermine
My Maiden-fortress: I may then make good
What now I dare not promise.

Ment. You already
In taking notice of my poor deservings,
Have been magnificent, and twill appear
A frontless impudence to ask beyond this
Yet qualifie, though not excuse my error,
Though now I am ambitious to desire
A confirmation of it.

Cla. So it wrong not my modesty to grant it.

Ment. Tis far from me,
I only am a suitor, you would grace me
With some toy, but made rich in that you wore it,
To warrant to the world that I usurp not
When I presume to stile my self your servant,
A ribond from your shooe:

Cla. You are too humble,
Ill think upont; and something of more value
Shall witness how I prize you, it grows late,
Ill bring you to the door.

Ment. You still more bind me. — [Exeunt.

Enter Duke of Florence, Alberto, Baptista,
Magistrates, and Attendants.

Duke. You find by this assurd intelligence
The preparation of the Turk[e] against us.
We have met him oft and beat him; now to fear him
Would argue want of courage, and I hold it
A safer policie for us and our signiories
To charge him in his passage oer the Sea,
Than to expect him here.

Alb. May it please your Highness
Since you vouchsafe to think me worthy of
This great imployment, if I may deliver
My judgement freely, tis not flattery
Though I say my opinion waits on you,
Nor would I give my suffrage and consent
To what you have proposd, but that I know it
Worth the great speaker, though that the denial
Calld on your heavy anger. For my self
I do profess thus much, if a blunt Soldier,
May borrow so much from the oyld tongud Courtier,
(That ecchoes whatsoeer the Prince allows of)
All that my long experience hath taught me
That have spent three parts of my life at Sea,
(Let it not taste of arrogance that I say it)
Could not have added reasons of more weight
To fortifie your affections, than such
As your grace out of observation meerly
Already have propounded.

Bap. With the honor to give the daring enemy an affront
In being the first opposer it will teach
Your Soldiers boldness: and strike fear in them
That durst attempt you.

1 Magi. Victuals and Ammunition,
And Money too, the sinews of the War, are stord up in the
Magazine.

2 Magi. And the Gallies new rigd and traind up,
And at two dayes warning fit for the service.

Duke. We commend your care,
Nor will we eer be wanting in Our counsels,
As we doubt not your action; you Baptista
Shall stay with us; that Merchant is not wise,
That ventures his whole fortunes in one bottom.
Albert. Be our Admiral, spare your thanks,
Tis Merit in you that invites this honor,
Preserve it such; ere long you shall hear more,
Things rashly undertaken end as ill,
But great acts thrive when reason guides the will.

— Exeunt. Enter 3 Gentlemen.

1. No question twas not well done in Cæsario,
To cross the horse of young Mentivole
In the midst of this course.

2. That was not all, the switching him dulld him.

3. Would that both the jades
Had broke their necks, when they first started; Slight,
We stand here prating, give them leave to whisper,
And when they have cut one anothers throats

Enter Mentivole, and Cæsario.

Make in to part em.

2. There is no such hazard,
Their Fathers friendship, and their love forbid it;
See where they come!

1. With fury in their looks.

Ment. You have the wager, with what foul play got
Ill not dispute:

Cæsar. Foul play?

Ment. I cannot speak it
In a fairer language, and if some respects
Familiar to my self chaind not my tongue,
I should say no more. I should, but Ill sit down,
With this disgrace; how eer press me no farther.
For if once more provokd, youll understand
I dare no more suffer an Injury,
Than I dare do one.

Cæsar. Why Sir are you injurd
In that I take my right which I would force,
Should you detain it?

Ment. Put it to judgment.

Cæsar. No; my will in this shall carry it.

Ment. Your will? nay, farewell softness then. [They suddenly draw

3. This I foresaw.

2. Hold, hold.

Cæsar. I am hurt.

2. Shift for your self, tis death.

Men. As you respect me, bear him off with care,
If he miscarry since he did the wrong,
Ill stand the shock oft.

2. Gently, he will faint else. — [Exeunt Gent. with Cæsario.

Ment. And speedily, I beseech you; my rage over,
That pourd upon my reason clouds of error,
I see my folly, and at what dear loss
I have exchangd a real innocence,
To gain a meer fantastical report,
Transported only by vain popular wind,
To be a daring, nay, fool-hardy Man.

Enter Baptista.

But could I satisfie my self within here,
How should I bear my fathers frown? They meet me,
My guilt conjures him hither.

Bap. Sirrah:

Mentiv. Sir:

Bap. I have met the trophies of your ruffian sword:
Was there no other Anvile to make triall
How far thou durst be wicked, but the bosome
Of him, which under the adulterate name
Of friendship, thou hast murderd.

Ment. Murderd Sir?
My dreams abhor so base a fact; true valour
Imployd to keep my reputation fair
From the austerest Judge, can never merit
To be branded with that title; you begot me
A man, no coward; and but call your youth
To memory, when injurd, you could never
Boast of the Asses fortitude, slave-like patience:
And you might justly doubt I were your son,
If I should entertain it; if Cæsario
Recover, as I hope his wounds not mortal,
A second tryal of what I dare doe
In a just cause, shall give strong witness for me
I am the true heir to Baptistas courage,
As to his other fortunes.

Baptist. Boy, to neither:
But on this strict condition, which intreaties
From Saints, nay Angels, shall not make me alter.
A friendship so began, and so continud
Between me and Alberto my best friend,
Your brawls shall not dissolve; it is my will,
And as I am thy Father, I command thee,
That instantly, on any termes, how poor
So eer, it skills not, thou desire his pardon,
And bring assurance to me, he has signd it,
Or by my Fathers soul Ill never know thee:
But as a stranger to my blood; perform it,
And suddenly, without reply, I have said it.

Ment. And in it given a heavier sentence on me
Than the most cruel death; you are my father
And your will to be servd, and not disputed
By me, that am your Son: But Ill obey,
And though my heart-strings crack fort, make it known,
When you command, my faculties are your own. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Alberto, Physitian, and a Chirurgion.

Phys. Have patience, Noble Sir; your son Cæsario
Will recover without question.

Surgeon. A slight wound.
Though it pierct his body, it hath missd the vitals.

Phys. My life fort, he shall take the air again within
these ten dayes.

Alber. O but from a friend,
To receive this bloody measure from a friend!
If that a man should meet a violent death,
In a place where he had taken sanctuary,
Would it not grieve him? such all Florence held
Their friendship, and tis that which multiplies
The injury.

Physi. Have patience worthy Signior.

Alber. I do protest, as I am Man and Soldier,
If I had buried him in a wave at Sea,
(Lost in some honorable action)
I would not, to the saltness of his grave,
Have added the least tear; but these quarrels

Enter Mariana, and Clarissa.

Bred out of game and wine, I had as live
He should have died of a Surfet.

Maria. Oh what comfort! How is it with our Son Sir?

Alber. His Work-masters
Bear me in hand here, as my Lawyer does,
When I have a crackt Title, or bad Sute in Law,
All shall go well.

Maria. I pray you Gentlemen, what think you of his wound.

Physi. Tis but a scratch, nothing to danger.

Claris. But he receivd it from a friend,
And the unkindness taen at that, may kill him.

Mari. Let me see him:

Physi. By no means, he slumbers.

Mari. Then I cannot believe you,
When you tell me theres hope of him.

Alber. Yet many Ladies
Do give more faith to their Physitian
Than to their Confessor.

Claris. O my poor lost brother,
And friend more dear than Brother.

Alber. More loud instruments
To disturb his slumbers! goe, goe, take Caroch:
And as you love me, you and the Girle retire
To our Summer house, ith Country; Ill be with you
Within these two days.

Maria. I am yours in all things,
Though with much sorrow to leave him. [Exeunt Maria, Claris.

Alber. I pray you Gentlemen,
With best observance tend your Patient;
The loss of my heir-male, lies now a bleeding.

Enter Mentivole.

And think what payment his recovery
Shall showr upon you,
Of all men breathing; [Exeunt Physitian, Chirur.
Wherefore do you arrive here? Are you mad?
My injury begins to bleed afresh
At sight of you; why this affront of yours
I receive more malitious than the other.
Your hurt was only danger to my son:
But your sight to me is death; Why come you hither?
Do you come to view the wounds, which you have made?
And glory in them?

Menti. Rather worthy Sir, to pour Oyl into them.

Alber. I am a Soldier Sir,
Least part of a Courtier, and understand
By your smooth Oyl,
Your present flattery.

Menti. Sir, for my Fathers sake acknowledge me
To be born a Gentleman, no slave; I ever
Held flatterers of that breed; do not misconstrue
In your distaste of me, the true intent
Of my coming hither, for I do protest
I do not come to tell you I am sorry
For your sons hurt.

Alber. Not sorry?

Menti. No not sorry; I have to the lowest ebbe, lost all my fury:
But I must not lose my honesty; twas he
Gave heat unto the injury, which returnd
(Like a Petar, ill lighted, into th bosome
Of him, gave fire tot) yet I hope his hurt,
Is not so dangerous, but he may recover;
When if it please him, call me to account,
For the loss of so much blood, I shall be ready
To do him noble reason.

Alber. You are armd me thinks with wondrous confidence.

Menti. O with the best Sir;
For I bring penitence, and satisfaction.

Alber. Satisfaction? Why I heard you say but now,
You were not sorry for his wounds.

Menti. Nor am I: the satisfaction which I bring Sir, is to you;
You are a Gentleman neer injurd me;
One ever lovd my Father, the right way,
And most approvd of noble amity.
Yet I have run my sword quite through your heart,
And slightly hurt your son; fort may be [f]eard,
A grief taen at these years for your sons loss,
May hazard yours: And therefore I am sent
By him that has most interest in your sorrow;
Who having chid me almost to the ruin
Of a disheritance, for violating
So continued and so sacred a friendship
Of 50 Winters standing: such a friendship,
That ever did continue like the spring;
Neer saw the fall oth leaf; by him I am sent
To say the wrong I have done Sir, is to you:
And that I have quite lost him for a Father,
Until I find your pardon; nay there follows
A weightier deprivation; his Estate
I could with a less number of sighs part with.
Fortune might attend my youth, and my deservings
In any Climate: but a Fathers blessing,
To settle and confirm that fortune, no where;
But only here. Your pardon, give me that;
And when you have done, kill me; for tis that
Takes from me the effect of excommunication;
A Fathers heavy curse.

Alber. Nay, may that curse
Light on himself, for sending thee in this minute:
When I am grown as deaf to all compassion,
As the cruellest Sea-fight, or most horrid tempest.
That I had drownd ith Sea a thousand duckets,
Thou hadst not made this visit: rash young man,
Thou takst me in an ill Planet, and hast cause
To curse thy Father; for I do protest,
If I had met thee in any part oth World,
But under my own roofe, I would have killd thee.

Within there. — Enter Physitian, Chirurgion,
and Servants.

Look you!
Heres a triumph sent for the death of your young Master.

Serv. Shall we kill him?

Alber. No, Ill not be so unhospitable; but Sir,
By my life, I vow to take assurance from you,
That right hand never more shall strike my son.

Menti. That will be easily protested.

Alber. Not easily, when it must be exacted, and a bloody seal tot.
Bind him, and cut offs right hand presently:
Fair words shall never satisfie foul deeds.
Chops hand off.

Menti. You cannot be so unrighteous, to your own honor.

Phy. O Sir, collect your self;
And recall your bloody purpose.

Alber. My intents of this nature, do ever come to action.

Chirur. Then I must fetch another stickler. — [Exit.

Alber. Yet I do grieve at heart;
And I do curse thy Father heartily,
Thats the cause of my dishonor; sending thee
In such an hour, when I am apt for mischief:
Apt, as a Dutchman after a Sea-fight,
When his enemy kneels afore him; come dispatch.

Phys. Intreat him, Noble Sir.

Menti. You shall excuse me;
Whatsoever he dares do, that I dare suffer.

Enter Cæsario, and Chirurgion.

Cæsar. Oh Sir, for honors sake stay your foul purpose,
For if you do proceed thus cruelly,
There is no question in the wound you give him,
I shall bleed to death fort.

Alber. Thou art not of my temper,
What I purpose, cannot be alterd.

Serv. Sir; the Duke
With all speed expects you. You must instantly
Ship all your followers, and to sea.

Alber. My blessing stay with thee upon this condition,
Take away his use of fighting; as thou hopst
To be accounted for my son, performt. — [Exit.

Cesar. You hear what I am injoynd to.

Menti. Pray thee take it,
Only this ring, this best esteemd Jewel:
I will not givet toth hangman chops it off;
It is too dear a relique. Ill remove it nearer my heart.

Cæsar. Ha, that Rings my Sisters.
The Ring I injoynd her never part withal
Without my knowledge; come, Sir, we are friends
Pardon my fathers heat, and melancholy;
Two violent Fevers which he caught at Sea,
And cannot yet shake off: only one promise
I must injoyn you to, and seriously.
Hereafter you shall never draw a Sword
To the prejudice of my life.

Menti. By my best hopes I shall not.

Cæsar. I pray deliver me your sword
On that condition.

Menti. I shall Sir, may it hereafter
Ever fight on your part.

Cæsar. Noble Sir, I thank you;
But for performance of your vow, I intreat
Some gage from you.

Menti. Any Sir.

Cæsar. Deliver me that ring.

Menti. Ha, this Ring? indeed this Jewel binds me,
If you knew the vertue of it, never more
To draw my sword against you.

Cæsar. Therefore I will have it.

Menti. You may not.

Cæsar. Come: you must.
I that by violence could take your hand,
Can inforce this from you; this is a token Sir,
That we may prove friends hereafter. Fare you well.

Phys. Why did you ceise his Sword Sir?

Cesar. To perform what my Father bade me,
I have for the present taen away his
Use of fighting.

Phys. Better so,
Than take that which your Father meant. [Exeunt Manet, Mentivole.

Menti. Was ever the like usage? O that Ring!
Dearer than life, Whither is honor fled?
Cesario. Thou art unmanly in each part,
To seize my sword first, and then split my heart. [Exit.

Enter Host, and Clown.

Host. Thy Master that lodges here in my Osteria,
Is a rare man of art, they say hes a Witch.

Clow. A Witch? Nay, hes one step of the Ladder to preferment
higher, he is a Conjurer.

Host. Is that his higher title?

Clow. Yes, I assure you, for a Conjurer is the Devils Master,
and commands him; whereas a Witch is the Devils Prentice, and
obeys him.

Host. Bound Prentice to the Devil!

Clow. Bound and inrolld I assure you, he cannot start; and
therefore I would never wish any Gentleman to turn Witch.

Host. Why Man?

Clow. Oh he loses his Gentility by it, the Devil in this case
cannot help him, he must go to the Herald for new Armes believe
it.

Host. As I am true Inkeeper, yet a Gentleman born,
Ill neer turn Witch for that trick;
And thou hast been a great Traveller?

Clow. No indeed, not I Sir.

Host. Come, you are modest.

Clow. No, I am not modest, for I told you a lye, that you
might the better understand I have been a Traveller.

Host. So Sir, they say your Master is a great Physitian too.

Clow. He was no fool told you that, I assure you.

Host. And you have been in England? but they say,
Ladies in England take a great deal of Physick.

Clow. Both wayes on my reputation.

Host. So tis to be understood:
But they say, Ladies there take Physick for fashion.

Clow. Yes Sir, and many times dye to keep fashion.

Host. How? dye to keep fashion!

Clow. Yes, I have known a Lady sick of the small Pocks, onely
to keep her face from Pitholes, take cold, strike them in
again, kick up the heels, and vanish.

Host. There was kicking up the heels with a witness.

Clow. No Sir; I confess a good face has many times been the
motive to the kicking up of the heels with a witn[e]ss: but
this was not.

Enter Hostess, and Bianca.

Host. Here comes my wife and daughter.

Clow. You have a prety commodity of this night-worm?

Host. Why Man?

Clow. She is a pretty lure to draw custom to your ordinary.

Host. Dost think I keep her to that purpose?

Clow. When a Dove-house is empty, there is cuminseed used
to purloine from the rest of the neighbors; in England you
have several Adamants, to draw in spurs and rapiers; one keeps
silk-worms in a Gallery: A Milliner has choice of Monkies, and
Paraketoes; another shewes bawdy East-Indian Pictures, worse
than ever were Aretines: a Goldsmith keeps his Wife wedged
into his shop like a Mermaid, nothing of her to be seen (thats
Woman) but her upper part.

Host. Nothing but her upper part?

Clow. Nothing but her upper bodies, and he lives at the more
hearts ease.

Host. Whats the reason?

Clow. Because her nether part can give no temptation; by your
leave, Sir, Ill tend my Master, and instantly be with you for
a cup of Cherally this hot weather.

Host. A nimble pated Rascal, come hither Daughter,
When was Cesario here?

Bian. Sir, not this fortnight.

Host. I do not like his visits, commonly
He comes by Owl-light, both the time and manner
Is suspitious; I do not like it.

Bian. Sir, the Gentleman
Is every way so noble, that you need not
Question his intent of coming, though you did;
Pray Sir preserve that good opinion of me,
That though the custome of the place I was born in,
Makes me familiar to every guest,
I shall in all things keep my self a stranger
To the vices they bring with them.

Hostis. Right my daughter:
She has the right strain of her Mother.

Host. Of her Mother?
And I would speak, I know from whence she took it;
When I was as young, I was as honest.

Hostess. Leave your prating.
And study to be drunk; and abuse your guests over and over.

Enter Forobosco, and Clown.

Host. Peace Wife. My honorable guest.

Foro. My indeard Landlord?
And the rest oth complements oth house.

Host. Breakfast is ready Sir;
It waites only the tide of your stomach.

Clow. And mine gapes fort like a stale Oyster.
Ere you go to bed, fail not of that I pray.

[ — Exeunt all but Forobosco, and Clown.

Foro. We will instantly be with you;
Now we are all fellows.
Nine a Clock, and no Clyents come
Yet, sure thou dost not set up bills enough.

Clow. I have set up bills in abundance.

Foro. What Bills?

Clow. Marry for curing of all diseases,
Recovery of stoln goods,
And a thousand such impossibilities.

Foro. The place is unlucky.

Clow. No certain, tis scarcity of mony; do not you hear
the Lawyers complain of it? Men have as much Malice as
ever they had to wrangle, but they have no Mony: Whither
should this Mony be travelld?

Foro. To the Devil I think.

Clow. Tis with his Cofferer I am certain, thats the Usurer.

Foro. Our cheating does not prosper so well as it was wont to
do.

Clow. No sure, why in England we cood cozen em as
familiarly, as if we had travelld with a Brief, or a Lottery.

Foro. Ith Low-countries we did pretty well.

Clow. So so: as long as we kept the Mop-headed butter-boxes
sober; marry when they were drunk, then they grew buzards: You
should have them reel their heads together, and deliberate;
your Dutchman indeed, when he is foxt, is like a Fox; for
when hes sunk in drink, quite earth to a Mans thinking, tis
full Exchange time with him, then hes subtlest; but your
Switzer, twas nothing to cheat him.

Foro. Nothing?

Clow. No, nor conscience to be made of it; for since nature
afore-hand cozend him of his wit, twas the less sin for us to
cozen him of his Mony.

Foro. But these Italians are more nimble-pated, we must
have some new trick for them; I protest but that our Hostesss
daughter is a sweet Lass, and draws great resort toth house,
we were as good draw teeth a horseback.

Clow. I told em in the Market-place you could conjure, and
no body would believe me: but ere long I will make em believe
you can conjure with such a figuary.

Foro. What language shalls conjure in? high Dutch I think,
thats full ith mouth.

Clow. No, no, Spanish, that roars best; and will appear
more dreadful.

Foro. Prethee tell me thy conceit thou hast to gull them.

Clow. No, no, I will not stael it; but my dear Jews-trump,
for thou art but my instrument, I am the plotter, and when
we have cozend em most titely, thou shalt steal away the
Inn-keepers daughter, Ill provide my self of another moveable:
and we will most purely retire our selves to Geneva.

Foro. Thou art the compass I sail by.

Enter Baptista and Mentivole.

Bap. Was ever expectation of so Noble
A requital answered with such contumely!
A wild Numidian that had suckd a Tigress,
Would not have been so barbarous; Did he threat
To cut thy hand off?

Ment. Yes Sir, and his slaves were ready to performt.

Bapt. What hindred it?

Ment. Only his sons intreaty.

Bapt. Noble youth,
I wish thou wert not of his blood; thy pitty
Gives me a hope thou art not.

Ment. You mistake Sir,
The injury that followed from the son,
Was worse than the fathers; he did first disarme
And took from me a Jewel, which I prize
Above my hand or life.

Bap. Take thy sword from thee?
He stole it like a Thief rather, he could not
Ith Field deprive thee of it.

Ment. He took it from me,
And sent me forth so thin, and so unmade up,
As if I had been a Foot-boy.

Bap. O my fury!
I must now ask thee forgiveness, that my rashness,
Bred out of too much friendship, did expose thee
To so eminent a danger; which I vow
I will revenge on the whole Family:
All the calamities of my whole life,
My banishment from Genoa, my wifes loss
Compard to this indignity, is nothing;
Their Family shall repairt; it shall be to them
Like a plague, when the Dog-star reigns most hot:
An Italians revenge may pause, buts neer forgot. [Exit.

Ment. I would I had conceald this from my Father,
For my interest in Clarissa; my care now
Must be to untangle this division,
That our most equal flames may be united;
And from these various and perturbed streames,
Rise, like a sweet Morn, after terrible dreams. — [Exit.

Enter Clarissa and Cæsario.

Clar. Brother, I am happy in your recovery.

Cæs. And I Sister, am ever best pleased in your happiness:
But I miss a toy should be on your finger.

Clar. My Ring; this morning when I washt
I put it off, tis in my Window.

Ces. Wheres your Looking-glass?

Clar. Here, Sir.

Ces. Tis a fair one.

Clar. Tis pure Chrystal.

Ces. Can a Diamond cut in Crystal? let me see,
Ill grave my name int.

Clar. Oh, youll spoyl my glass.
Would you not have your brother in your eye?

Ces. I had thought he had been Planted in your heart,
Look you, the Diamond cuts quaintly, you are cozend,
Your Chrystal is too britle.

Clar. Tis the Ring
I gave unto Mentivole, sure the same.
You put me to amazement Sir, and horror;
How came you by that Ring?

Ces. Does the blood rise?

Clar. Pray Sir resolve me, O for pitty do;
And take from me a trembling at the heart,
That else will kill me: for I too much fear
Nothing but Death could ravish it from his hand
That wore it.

Cesar. Was it given to Mentivola on that condition?

Clar. Tell me of his health first.
And then Ill tell you any thing.

Cesar. By my life hes well,
In better health than I am.

Clar. Then it was Sir.

Cesar. Then shall I ever hate thee, Oh thou false one;
Hast thou a Faith to give unto a friend,
And break it to a brother? Did I not,
By all the tyes of blood importune thee
Never to part with it without my knowledge?
Thou mightst have given it to a Muliter,
And made a contrail with him in a stable,
At as cheap a price of my vengeance: never more
Shall a Womans trust beguile me; You are all
Like Relicks: you may well be lookt upon,
But come a Man toth handling of you once,
You fall in pieces.

Clar. Dear Sir, I have no way
Lookt either beneath reason, or my self,
In my election; theres parity in our blood,
And in our fortunes, antient amity
Betwixt our parents: to which wants nothing,
But the Fruit of blest Marriage between us,
To add to their posterities: nor does now
Any impeachment rise, except the sad
And unexpected quarrel, which divided
So noble, and so excellent a friendship,
Which as I neer had Magick to foresee,
So I could not prevent.

Cæsar. Well, you must give me leave
To have a hand in your disposing, I shall,
In the absence of my Father, be your Guardian;
His Suit must pass through my office. Mentivole,
He has too much of my blood already; he has,
And he gets no more oft — 
Wherefore weep you Mother?

Enter Mariana, and a Sailor.

Marian. Tis occasiond by a sorrow,
Wherein you have a Childs part, and the mainest,
Your Fathers dead.

Cæsar. Dead?

Marian. Theres one can relate the rest.

Sailor. I can Sir, your Fathers drownd,
Most unfortunately drownd.

Cæsar. How? In a tempest?

Sailor. No Sir, in a calm,
Calm as this evening; the Gunner being drunk,
Forgot to fasten the Ordnance to their ports,
When came a sudden gust, which tumbled them
All to the Starboord side, oerturnd the Ship,
And sunk her in a moment, some six men
That were upon the deck were savd: the rest
Perishd with your Father.

Claris. O my dearest Father — 

Cesar. I pray thee leave us.

Maria. I have a sorrow of another nature, equal to the former.

Cesar. And most commonly they come together.

Maria. The Family of the Baptisti
Are grown to faction, and upon distast
Of the injury late offerd in my house,
Have vowd a most severe, and fell revenge
Gainst all our family, but especially
Gainst you my dear Cæsario.

Cæsar. Let them threat, I am prepard to oppose them.

Maria. And is your loss then
Of so easie an estimation? What comfort
Have I but in your life, and your late danger
Presents afore me what I am to suffer,
Should you miscarry; therefore Ill advise you
When the Funeral is over, you would travel,
Both to prevent their fury, and wear out th injury.

Cæsar. No Mother, I will not travel,
So in my absence he may marry my Sister,
I will not travel certain.

Maria. O my Cesario,
Whom I respect and love bove my own life,
Indeed with a kind of dotage, he shall never
Go forth o doors, but the contrary faction
Will indangers life, and then am I most wretched.
I am thinking of a strange prevention,
Which I shall witness with a bleeding eye,
Fondness sometimes is worse than cruelty. — [Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Host, Hostess, and Bianca.

Host. Haunted, my house is haunted with goblins. I shall
be frighted out of my wits, and set up a sign only to invite
Carriers and Foot-posts; scar-crows to keep off the Cavalry,
and Gentry of the best rank. I will nail up my doors, and wall
up my Girle (wife) like an Anchoress; or she will be ravisht
before our faces, by rascalls and cacafugos (wife) cacafugos.

Hostess. These are your In-comes, remember your own proverb,
the savor of every gain smelt sweet; thank no body but your
self for this trouble.

Host. No gauling (dear Spouse) no gauling, every days
new vexation abates me two inches in the waste, terrible
pennance for an Host, Girle, girle, girle, Which of all this
gally-maufry of Mans flesh appears tolerable to thy choice;
speak shortly, and speak truely: I must and will know, must and
will; Hear ye that?

Bian. Sir, be not jealous of my care and duty;
I am so far from entertaining thoughts
Of liberty, that much more excellent objects
Than any of such course contents as these are,
Could not betray mine eye to force my heart;
Conceive a wish of any dearer happiness
Than your direction warrants. I am yours Sir.

Hostess. What thinks the Man now? Is not this strange at 13.

Host. Very good words, theres a tang in em, and a sweet
one, tis musick (wife) and now I come tee. Let us a little
examine the several conditions of our Paragraphistical suitors.
The first, a travelling Tailor, who by the mystery of his
Needle and Thimble, hath surveyd the fashions of the French,
and English; this Signior Ginger-bread, stitcht up in the
shreds of a g[a]udy outside, sows Linings with his cross-legd
complement, like an Ape doing tricks over a staffe, cringes,
and crouches, and kisses his forefinger.

Hostess. Out upon him.

Host. A second, a lavolteteere, a saltatory, a dancer with
a Kit at his Bum, one that, by teaching great Madonnas to
foot it, has miraculously purchast a ribanded Wastcote, and
four clean pair of socks; a fellow that skips as he walkes, and
instead of sensible discourse, vents the curious conceit of
some new tune stolen from a Mask, or a bawdy dittie, elevated
for the Pole Artick of a Ladies chamber, in that file stands
another of your inamoratoes.

Hostess. Hang him and his Fiddle together, he never fidles
any child of ours.

Host. The third, a Mongrel, got by a Switzer on an
Italian; this puppy, being left well estated, comes to
Florence, that the world may take notice, how impossible it
is for experience to alter the course of nature; a fool (wife)
and indeed, a Clown turnd Gallant, seldom or never proves
other than a gallant fool, this toy prates to little purpose
other than Whats a Clock? Shalls go drink? Dee forsooth? and
thank ye heartily; I fear no art in him to catch thee, and yet
we must be tormented with this buzard amongst the rest.

Hostess. Tis your own folly, forbid him the House.

Host. The fourth, a Mule-driver, a stubborn and a harsh
knave: the fifth a School-Master, a very amorous Pedant, run
almost mad with study of Sonnets, and Complements out of old
Play-ends, the last an Advocates Clerk, that speaks pure
Fustian in Law-terms: excellent Courtiers all, and all as neate
as a Magnifios post new painted, at his entrance to an
office; thou shalt have none of em. Laugh at em, do. I say
thou shalt have none of em.

Bian. Still your command to me shall stand a Law.

Host. Now they throng like so many horse-coursers at a
fair, in clusters about the Man of Art, for Love-powders,
ingredients, potions, counsels, postures, complements,
philters: the Devil and the — How now? Tumults? Batteries,
Noise? ha, get from my sight. [Clown cries within.

Enter Forobosco, and Clown, his head bloody.

Clow. Murther me, do, pound me to Mummy, do; see what will come ont.

Foro. Dog, leave thy snarling, or Ill cut thy tongue out,
Thou un[l]ickt Bear, darst thou yet stand my fury,
My generous rage? yet! by the sulpherous damps
That feed the hungry and incessant darkness,
Which curles around the grim Alastors back,
Mutter again, and with one powerful word,
Ill call an Host up from the Stygian Lakes,
Shall waft thee to the Acherontick fens;
Where choakt with Mists as black as thy impostures,
Thou shalt live still a dying.

Clow. Conjure me to the Devil and you can, I live in
Hell upon earth already, and you had any mercy, you would
not practice upon a kind heart thus.

Host. You have drawn blood from him Signior, Is his
offence unpardonable?

Foro. A lump of ignorance, pray speak not for him,
A drowsie grossness, in all Christian Kingdoms,
The mention of my art, my name, my practise,
Merit and Glory hath begot at once
Delight and wonder; Ill not be entreated;
Spare intercession for him, —— O thou scorn
Of learning, shame of duty; must thy sloth
Draw my just fame in question? I discharge thee
From my service; see me no more henceforth.

Clow. Discharge me! Is that my years wages?
Ill not be so answerd.

Foro. Not Camel? Sirrah I am liberal to thee;
Thou hast thy life, be gone.

Clow. Vengeance, sweet vengeance.

Foro. Dee mumble?

Clow. Ill be revengd, monstrously, suddenly, and
insatiably; my bulk begins to swell.

Foro. Homotolenton, Pragmatophoros, Heliostycorax.

Clo. Call up your Spirits, I defie em; well, Ill have Law
for my broken pate, twelve ounces of pure blood; Troy-weight.
In despight of thee my Master, and thy Master the grand Devil
himself, vindicta, vindicta. — [Exit.

Host. Signior, you are exceeding movd.

Hostess. Mercy upon us, What terrible words thou talkst?

Foro. A slave, a curr — but be not you afrighted
Young Virgin, twere an injury to sweetness:
Should any rough sound draw from your cheeks,
The pretious tincture which makes nature proud
Of her own workmanship.

Host. Wife, Mark, mark that Wife.

Bian. Shake then your anger off Sir.

Foro. You command it
Fair one, mine Host and Hostess, with your leaves
I have a motion joyntly to you all.

Hostess. An honest one I hope.

Host. Well put in Wife.

Foro. A very necessary one, the Me[s]s
And half of suitors, that attend to usher
Their Loves sir-reverence to your daughter, wait
With one consent, which can best please her eye;
In offering at a Dance, I have provided
Musick. And, twill be something I dare promise
Worthy your laughter, Shall they have admittance?

Host. By any means, for I am perswaded the manner will be so
Ridiculous, that it will confirm the assurance of their
Miserable fooleries, but no longer trouble with em here,
Than they are in these May-games.

Foro. So I am resolvd.

Hostess. Nor any wise word of senceless love.

Foro. Not any; I have charmd them, Did you see
How they prepard themselves? how they stroak up
Their foretops, how they justle for the Looking-glass,
To set their faces by it; [See they Muster.
You would look for some most impossible antick.

Enter Tailor, Dancer, Mule-driver, School-Master,
Clark: (all with several papers, and present
em to Forobosco.)

Host. So, so, so, so, here flutter the nest of Hornets, the
hotch-potch of rascallity; now, now, now, now, the dung-hill of
corruption hath yawnd forth the burthen of abhomination. I am
vext, vext to the soul, will rid my house of this unchristend
fry, and never open my doors again.

Foro. Some other time, Ill give no answer now,
But have preferred your suits, here shew your cunning.
First, every one in order do his honor
To the fair mark you shoot at; courtly, courtly,
Convey your several loves in lively measure:
Come, let us take our seates, some sprightly Musick.

Host. Dance all and part, tis a very necessary farewell.

Enter Cæsario, They all make ridiculous conges to
Bianca: rank themselves, and dance in several
postures: during the dance, Enter
Cæsario, and stands off.

Host. Well done my lusty bloods, precisely well done,
One lusty rouse of Wine, and take leave on all sides.

Cesar. Thanks for your Revels Gentlemen; accept
This Gold, and drink as freely as you dancd.

Host. My noble Lord Cesario, clear the rooms Sirs.

Foro. Away. Attend your answers. [ — Exeunt Foro, and those
that dancd.

Cesar. With your favor Rolando, I would change a word or
two with your fair daughter.

Host. At your Lordships pleasure, come Wife, no muttering,
have a care Girle, my love, service, and duty to your good
Lordship. [ — Exeunt and Wife.

Cesar. My often visits (sweet Bianca) cannot
But constantly inform thy judgment, wherein
Thy happiness consists, for to steal minutes
From great imployments, to converse with beauty,
Lodgd in so mean a fortune, to lay by
Consideration of the unequal distance
Between my blood and thine, to shun occasions
Of courtship with the Ladies of the time:
Noble, and fair, only for love to thee,
Must of necessity invite a tenderness;
As low as nature could have stampt a Bondwomans.
To entertain quick motions of rare gratitude
For my uncommon favors.

Bian. Deed my Lord, as far as my simplicity can lead me,
I freely thank your curtesies.

Cesar. To thank them, is to reward them pretty one.

Bian. Then teach me
How I may give them back again; in truth
I never yet receivd a pair of Gloves:
A trifling Ring from any that expected
An equall satisfaction, but as willingly
I parted with the guift unto the owner, as he bestowd it.

Cæsar. But I pour before thee
Such plenties, as it lies not in the ability
Of thy whole kindred, to return proportionable
One for a thousand.

Bian. You my Lord conclude
For my instruction, to ingage a debt
Beyond a possibility of paiment,
I ever thought a sin; and therefore justly
Without conceit of scorn, or curious rudeness,
I must refuse your bounty.

Cesar. Canst thou love?

Bian. Love! Is there such a word in any Language
That carries honest sence?

Cesar. Never dwelt ignorance
In so sweet-shapt a building: love, Bianca,
Is that firm knot which ties two hearts in one:
Shall ours be tied so?

Bian. Use a plainer word,
My Lord. In stead of tyes, say marries hearts,
Then I may understand.

Cæsar. Their hearts are married
Whose enterchange of pleasures, and embraces,
Soft kisses, and the privacies of sweets,
Keeps constant league together, when temptation
Of great mens oathes and gifts, shall urge contempt,
Rather than batter resolution, novelty
Of sights, or taste of new delights in wantonness,
Breeds surfeit more than appetite in any
Reservd to noble vowes; my excellent Maid,
Live thou but true to me, and my contents,
Mine only, that no partner may partake
The treasure of those sweets thy youth yet glories in,
And I will raise thy lowness to abundance
Of all varieties, and more triumph
In such a Mistris, than great Princes doating
On truth-betraying Wives.

Bian. Thus to yield up then
The cottage of my virtue, to be swallowd
By some hard-neighbouring Landlord, such as you are,
Is in effect to love, a Lord so vicious!
O where shall innocence find some poor dwelling,
Free from temptations tyranny.

Cesar. Nay prethee.

Byan. Gay clothes, high feeding, easie beds of lust,
Change of unseemly sights; with base discourse,
Draw curses on your Pallaces; for my part,
This I will be confirmd in, I will eate
The bread of labour, know no other rest
Than what is earnd from honest pains, ere once more
Lend ear to your vile toyles; Sir, would you were
As noble in desires, as I could be in knowing virtue.
Pray do not afflict a poor soul thus.

Cesar. I swear —— to me? — [Bianca steales off.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. The Duke my Lord commands your speedy presence
For answering agrievances lately urgd
Against you by your Mother?

Cesar. By my Mother.

Gent. The Court is near on sitting.

Cesar. I wait on it Sir. — [Exeunt.

Enter Duke, Magistrate, Secretary, Baptista, Attendants,
Mentivole: (they sit) Mentivole stands by.

Duke. What waste of blood, what tumults, what divisions,
What outrages, what uprores in a State,
Factions, though issuing from mean springs at first,
Have (not restraind) flowed to, the sad example
At Rome, between the Ursins and Columnis:
Nay, here at home, in Florence, twixt the Neers
And the Bianchi, can too mainly witness.
I sit not at the Helm (my Lords) of Sovereignty
Deputed Pilot for the Common-wealth,
To sleep while others steere (as their wild fancies
Shall counsel) by the compass of disorders.
Baptista, This short Preface is directed
Chiefly to you, the petty brawls and quarrels
Late urgd betwixt th Alberti and your family;
Must, yes, and shall, like tender unknit joynts,
Fasten again together of themselves:
Or like an angry Chyrurgion, we will use
The roughness of our justice, to cut off
The stubborn rancour of the limbes offending.

Bap. Most gracious Florence.

Duke. Our command was signified,
That neither of the followers of each party
Should appear here with weapons.

Bap. Tis obeyd Sir, on my side.

Duke. We must leave the general cause
Of State employments, to give ear to brawls
Of some particular grudges, pollitick government
For tutord Princes, but no more henceforth.

Enter Mariana, and Clarissa at one door, Cesario
at the other.

Our frown shall check presumption, not our clemency.

Mari. All blessings due to unpartial Princes,
Crown Florence with eternity of happiness.

Cesar. If double Prayers can double blessings (great Sir)
Mine joyn for your prosperity with my Mothers.

Duke. Rise both; now briefly (Lady) without circumstance
Deliver those agrievances, which lately
Your importunity possest our Counsel,
Were fit for audience, wherein you petitiond,
You might be heard without an Advocate,
Which boon you find is granted.

Mari. Though divided.
I stand between the Laws of truth and modesty,
Yet let my griefs have vent: Yet the clearness
Of strange necessity requires obedience
To nature and your Mercy, in my weeds
Of mourning, emblems of too dear misfortunes,
Badges of griefs, and Widdowhood, the burthen
Of my chargd soul, must be laid down before you;
Wherein, if strict opinion cancel shame,
My frailty is my plea;
Stand forth young Man,
And hear a story that will strike all reason
Into amazement.

Cesar. I attend.

Mar. Alberto (peace dwell upon his ashes) still the husband
Of my remembrance and unchanging vowes,
Has, by his death, left to his heir possession
Of fair revenew, which this young man claimes
As his inheritance. I urgd him gently,
Friendly, and privately, to grant a partage
Of this estate to her who ownes it all,
This his supposed Sister.

Bap. How supposed?

Cesar. Pray Madam recollect your self.

Mar. The relish
Of a strange truth begins to work like Physick
Already: I have bitterness to mingle
With these preparatives, so deadly loathsome;
It will quite choak digestion; shortly hear it
Cesario, for I dare not rob unjustly
The poor soul of his name; this, this Cesario
Neither for Father had Alberto, me
For Mother, nor Clarissa for his Sister.

Claris. Mother, O Mother.

Ment. I am in a Dream sure.

Duke. No interruptions. Lady on.

Mari. Mistake not,
Great Duke of Tuscany, or the beginning
Or process of this novelty; my husband
The now deceasd Alberto, from his youth
In-urd to an impatiency, and roughness
Of disposition, when not many months
After our Marriage were worn out, repind
At the unfr[u]itful barrenness of youth,
Which, as he pleasd to terme it, cut our hopes off
From blessing of some issue; to prevent it
I grew ambitious of no fairer honor
Than to preserve his love, and as occasions
Still calld him from me, studied in his absence
How I might frame his welcome home with comfort.
At last I faind my self with Child; the Message
Of freedome, or relief, to one half starvd
In prison, is not utterd with such greediness
Of expectation, and delight, as this was
To my much affected Lord; his care, his goodness;
(Pardon me that I use the word) exceeded
All former fears, the hour of my deliverance
As I pretended, drawing near, I fashiond
My birth-rights at a Country Garden-house,
Where then my Faulkners Wife was brought a bed
Of this Cesario; him I ownd for mine;
Presented him unto a joyful Father.

Duke. Can you prove this true?

Mari. Proofs I have most evident;
But oh the curse of my impatiency; shortly,
Er three new Moons had spent their borrowd Lights,
I grew with Child indeed, so just is Heaven,
The issue of which burthen was this Daughter;
Judge now most gracious Prince, my Lords and you,
What combats then, and since, I have indurd,
Between a Mothers piety, and weakness
Of a Soul trembling Wife; to have reveald
This secret to Alberto, had been danger
Of ruin to my fame, besides the conflict
Of his distractions; now to have supprest it,
Were to defeat my Child, my only Child,
Of her most lawful honors, and inheritance.
Cæsario, thart a Man still, Education
Hath moulded thee a Gentleman, continue so;
Let not this fall from greatness sink thee lower
Than worthy thoughts may warrant, yet disclaim
All interest in Albertos blood, thou hast not
One drop of his or mine.

Duke. Produce your witness.

Marian. The Faulconers Wife his Mother,
And such women as waited then upon me,
Sworn to the privacy of this great secret.

Duke. Give them all their Oaths.

Cesar. O let me crave forbearance, gracious Sir,
Vouchsafe me hearing.

Duke. Speak Cæsario.

Cesar. Thus long
I have stood silent, and with no unwillingness,
Attended the relation of my fall,
From a fair expectation; what I feard
(Since the first syllable this Lady utterd
Of my not being hers) benevolent Fates
Have easd me off; for to be basely born,
If not base-born, detracts not from the bounty
Of natures freedom, or an honest birth.
Nobility claimd by the right of blood,
Shewes chiefly, that our Ancestors desird
What we inherit; but that Man whose actions
Purchase a real merit to himself,
And rancks him in the file of praise and honor,
Creates his own advancement; let me want
The fuel which best feeds the fires of greatness,
Lordly possessions, yet shall still my gratitude
By some attempts, of mention not unworthy,
Endeavour to return a fit acquittance
To that large debt I owe your favours (Madam)
And great Albertos memory and goodness;
O that I could as gently shake off passion
For the loss of that great brave Man, as I can shake off
Remembra[n]ce of that once I was reputed;
I have not much to say, this Princely presence
Needs not too strictly to examine farther
The truth of this acknowledgment; a Mother
Dares never disavow her only son,
And any woman must come short of Piety,
That can, or dis-inherit her own issue,
Or fears the voice of rumor for a stranger.
Madam, you have confest, my Father was
A servant to your Lord and you: by interest
Of being his son, I cannot but claim justly
The honor of continuing still my service
To you and yours; which granted, I beg leave
I may for this time be dismist.

Duke. Bold spirit.

Bap. I love thee now with pitty.

Duke. Go not yet — 
A sudden tempest that might shake a rock,
Yet he stands firm against it; much it moves me,
He, not Albertos son, and she a Widdow,
And she a Widdow, — Lords your ear.

Omnes. Your pleasure. — [Whispers.

Duke. So, Lady, what you have avouchd is truth.

Mari. Truth only, gracious Sir.

Duke. Hear then our Sentence.
Since from his cradle you have fed and fosterd
Cæsario as your Son, and traind him up
To hopes of greatness; which now in a moment
You utterly again have ruind, this way
We with our Counsel are resolvd, you being
A Widdow, shall accept him for a husband.

Maria. Husband to me, Sir?

Duke. Tis in us to raise him
To honors, and his vertues will deserve em.

Maria. But Sir, tis in no Prince, nor his Prerogative,
To force a Womans choice against her heart.

Duke. True, if then you appeale to higher Justice,
Our Doom includes this clause upon refusal,
Out of your Lords revenues shall Cæsario
Assure to any, whom he takes for Wife,
The inheritance of three parts; the less remainer
Is dowry large enough to marry a daughter;
And we, by our Prerogative, which you question,
Will publickly adopt him into thname
Of your deceasd Alberto, that the memory
Of so approvd a Peer may live in him
That can preserve his memory; less you find out
Some other means, which may as amply satisfie
His wrong, our Sentence stands irrevocable:
What think you Lords?

Omnes. The Duke is just and honorable.

Bap. Let me embrace Cæsario, henceforth ever
I vow a constant friendship.

Mentivole. I remit all former difference.

Cesar. I am too poor
In words to thank this Justice. Madam, alwayes
My studies shall be love to you, and duty.

Duke. Replies we admit none. Cæsario wait on us.

[Exeunt. Manent, Mentivole, Bap. Mari. Claris.

Bap. Mentivole.

Menti. My Lord.

Bap. Look on Clarissa, shes noble, rich, young, fair.

Mentivole. My Lord, and virtuous.

Bap. Mentivole and virtuous. — Madam.

Maria. Tyranny of Justice, I shall live reports derision,
That am compelld to exchange a graceful Widdowhood
For a continual Martyrdome in Marriage,
With one so much beneath me.

Bap. Ill plead for ye
Boldly and constantly, let your daughter only
Admit my son her servant, at next visit,
Madam, Ill be a messenger of comfort.
Mentivole, be confident and earnest. [Exit.

Maria. Married again, to him too! better thad been
The young Man should have still retaind the honors
Of old Albertos son, than I the shame
Of making him successor of his bed; I was too blame.

Ment. Indeed without offence,
Madam I think you were.

Claris. You urge it fairly, and like a worthy friend.

Maria. Can you say any thing
In commendation of a Mushroom withered
Assoon as started up?

Ment. You scorn an Innocent
Of noble growth, for whiles your husband livd
I have heard you boast Cesario in all actions
Gave matter of report of Imitation,
Wonder and envy; let not discontinuance
Of some few days estrange a sweet opinion
Of virtue, ch[ie]fly when, in such extremity,
Your pitty not contempt will argue goodness.

Maria. O Sir.

Cla. If you would use a thriving courtship,
You cannot utter a more powerfull language
That I shall listen to with greater greediness
Than thargument you prosecute; this speaks you
A man compleat and excellent.

Ment. I speak not, they are his own deserts.

Maria. Good Sir forbear,
I am now fully sensible of running
Into a violent Lethargy, whose deadliness
Locks up all reason, I shall never henceforth
Remember my past happiness.

Ment. These clouds may be disperst.

Maria. I fear continuall night
Will over-shroud me, yet poor youth his trespass
Lies in his fortune, not the cruelty
Of the Dukes sentence.

Cla. I dare think it does.

Maria. If all fail I will learn thee to conquer
Adversity with sufferance.

Ment. You resolve Nobly. [Exeunt.


Actus Quartus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Cesario and a Servant.

Cesar. Let any friend have entrance.

Servant. Sir ashall.

Cesar. Any, I except none.

Serv. We know, your mind Sir. [ — Exit.

Cesar. Pleasures admit no bounds.
I am pitcht so high
To such a growth of full prosperities
That to conceal my fortunes were an injury
To gratefulness, and those more liberall favours
By whom my glories prosper. He that flowes
In gracious and swolne tydes of best abundance,
Yet will be Ignorant of his own fortunes,
Deserves to live contemnd, and dye forgotten;
The harvest of my hopes is now already
Ripend and gatherd, I can fatten youth
With choice of plenty, and supplies of comforts,
My fate springs in my own hand, and Ill use it.

Enter 2 Servants and Biancha.

1 Tis my place.

2 Yours? here fair one, Ill aquaint my Lord.

1 Hes here, go to him boldly.

2 Please you to let him understand how readily
I waited on your errand?

1 Saucy fellow, you must excuse his breeding.

Cesar. Whats the matter?
Biancha, my Biancha, to your offices. [Exit Ser.
This visit (Sweet) from thee (my pretty dear)
By how much more twas unexpected, comes
So much the more timely: witness this free welcome,
What ere occasion led thee.

Bian. You must guess Sir,
Yet indeed tis a rare one.

Ces. Prethee speak it, my honest virtuous maid.

Bian. Sir I have heard
Of your misfortunes, and I cannot tell you
Whether I have more cause of joy or sadness,
To know they are a truth.

Ces. What truth Biancha? misfortunes, how, wherein?

Bian. You are disclaymd
For being the Lord Albertos Son, and publickly
Acknowledgd of as mean a birth as mine is,
It cannot chuse but greive ye.

Ces. Greive me? Ha ha ha ha? Is this all?

Bian. This all?

Ces. Thou art sorry fort
I warrant thee: alas good soul, Biancha,
That which thou callst misfortune is my happiness,
My happiness Biancha.

Bian. If you love me, it may prove mine too.

Ces. May it? I will love thee.
My good, good maid,
If that can make thee happy,
Better and better love thee.

Bian. Without breach then
Of modesty I come to claime the Interest
Your protestations, both by vows and letters,
Have made me owner of: from the first hour
I saw you, I confess I wisht I had been
Or not so much below your rank and greatness,
Or not so much above those humble flames
That should have warmd my bosome with a temperate
Equality of desires in equal fortunes.
Still as you utterd Language of affection,
I courted time to pass more slowly on
That I might turn more fool to lend attention
To what I durst not credit, nor yet hope for:
Yet still as more I heard, I wisht to hear more.

Ces. Didst thou introth wench?

Bian. Willingly betraid
My self to hopeless bondage.

Ces. A good girl,
I thought I should not miss
What ere thy answer was.

Biancha. But as I am a maid Sir, and Ifaith
You may believe me, for I am a maid,
So dearly I respected both your fame
And quality, that I would first have perisht
In my sick thoughts than ere have given consent
To have undone your fortunes by inviting
A marriage with so mean an one as I am.
I should have dyed sure, and no creature known
The sickness that had killd me.

Ces. Pretty heart, good Soul, alas, alas.

Bian. Now since I know
There is no difference twixt your birth and mine,
Not much twixt our estates, if any be,
The advantage is on my side, I come willingly
To tender you the first fruits of my heart,
And am content taccept you for my husband,
Now when you are at lowest.

Ces. For a husband?
Speak sadly, dost thou mean so?

Bian. In good deed Sir,
Tis pure love makes this proffer.

Ces. I believe thee,
What counsail urgd thee on, tell me, thy Father
My worshipfull smug Host? wast not he wench?
Or mother Hostess? ha?

Bian. Dee mock my parentage?
I doe not scorn yours.
Mean folks are as worthy
To be well spoken of if they deserve well,
As some whose onely fame lies in their blood,
O yare a proud poor man: all your oaths falshood,
Your vows deceit, your letters forgd, and wicked.

Ces. Thoudst be my wife, I dare swear.

Bian. Had your heart,
Your hand and tongue been twins, you had reputed
This courtesy a benefit.

Ces. Simplicity,
How prettily thou movst me! why Biancha,
Report has cozned thee, I am not fallen
From my expected honors, or possessions,
Though from the hope of birthright.

Bian. Are you not?
Then I am lost again, I have a suit too;
Youll grant it if you be a good man.

Ces. Any thing.

Bian. Pray doe not talk of ought what I have said tee.

Ces. As I wish health I will not.

Bian. Pitty me, but never love me more.

Ces. Nay now yare cruell,
Why all these tears? — Thou shalt not go.

Bian. Ill pray for ye
That you may have a virtuous wife, a fair one,
And when I am dead — 

Ces. Fy, fy.

Bian. Think on me sometimes,
With mercy for this trespass.

Ces. Let us kiss
At parting as at coming.

Bian. This I have
As a free dower to a virgins grave,
All goodness dwell with ye. — [Exit.

Ces. Harmeless Biancha! unskilld;
What hansome toyes are maids to play with!

Enter Mariana and Clarissa.

How innocent! But I have other thoughts
Of nobler meditation. — my felicity,
Thou commest as I could wish, lend me a lip
Soft as melting as when old Alberto
After his first nights triall taking farewell
Of thy youths conquest tasted.

Maria. You are uncivill.

Ces. I will be Lord of my own pleasures, Madam
Yare mine, mine freely,
Come, no whimpering henceforth
New con the lessons of loves best experience,
That our delights may meet in equal measure
Of resolutions and desires; this sulleness
Is scurvy, I like it not.

Mar. Be modest.
And do not learn Cesario how to prostitute
The riot of thy hopes to common folly;
Take a sad womans word, how ere thou doatst
Upon the present graces of thy greatnes.
Yea I am not falen so below my constancy
To virtue, nor the care which I once tendred
For thy behoof that I prefer a sentence
Of cruelty before my honor.

Ces. Honor!

Maria. Hear me, thou seest this girl! now the comfort
Of my last days. She is the onely pledge
Of a bed truely noble: shee had a father
(I need not speak him more than thou remembrest)
Whom to dishonor by a meaner choice,
Were injury and infamy.

Claris. To goodnes,
To time and virtuous mention.

Mar. I have vowd,
Observe me now Cesario, that how ere
I may be forcd to marry, yet no tyranny,
Persuasions, flattery, guifts, intreats, or tortures,
Shall draw me to a second bed.

Clar. Tis just too.

Maria. Yes and tis just Clarissa. I allow
The Dukes late sentence, am resolvd young man
To be thy wife, but when the ceremony
Of marriage is performd, in life I will be,
Though not in name, a widdow.

Ces. Pray a word tee,
Shall I in earnest never be your bedfellow?

Maria. Never, O never; and tis for your good too.

Ces. Prove that.

Mar. Alas too many years are numbred
In my account to entertain the benefit
Which youth in thee Cesario, and ability
Might hope for and require, it were Injustice
To rob a gentleman deserving memory
Of Issue to preserve it.

Ces. No more herein,
You are an excellent pattern of true piety,
Let me now turn your advocate. Pray look into
The order of the Duke. Injoynd, admit
I satisfie the sentence without mariage
With you, how then?

Mar. Cesario.

Ces. If I know
How to acquit your fears, yet keep thinjunction
In every clause whole and entire, your charity
Will call me still your servant.

Mar. Still my son.

Ces. Right Madam, now you have it, still your son.
The Genius of your blessings hath instructed
Your tongue oraculously, we will forget
How once I and Clarissa enterchangd
The tyes of brother and of sister, henceforth
New stile us man and wife.

Cla. By what authority?

Ces. Heavens great appointment, yet in all my dotage
On thy perfections, when I thought Clarissa
We had been pledges of one womb, no lose
No wanton heat of youth, desird to claime
Priority in thy affections, other
Than nature might commend. Chastly I tendred
Thy welfare as a brother ought; but since
Our bloods are strangers, let our hearts contract
A long life-lasting unity, for this way
The sentence is to be observd or no way.

Mar. Then no way.

Ces. I expected other answer Madam from you.

Mar. No, every age shall curse me,
The monster, and the prodigie of nature,
Horrors beyond extremity.

Cla. Pray mother confine the violence of greif.

Ces. Yes mother, pray do.

Mar. Thus some catch at a matrons honor
By flying lust to plot Incestuous witchcrafts.
More terrible than whoredomes; cruell mercy!
When to preserve the body from a death
The soul is strangled.

Ces. This is more than passion,
It comes near to distraction.

Mar. I am quieted.
Cesario, thou mayest tell the Duke securely
Albertos titles, honors and revenues,
The Duke may give away, enjoy them thou.
Clarissas birthright, Marianas dower
Thou shalt be Lord of; turn us to the world
Unpittied and unfriended, yet my bed
Thou never sleepst in; as for her; she hears me,
If she as much as in a thought consent;
That thou mayst call her wife, a Mothers curse
Shall never leave her.

Clar. As a brother once
I lovd you, as a noble friend yet honor ye,
But for a husband sir, I dare not own you,
My faith is given already.

Ces. To a Villain, Ill cut his throat.

Mar. Why this is more than passion!
It comes near a distraction.

Clar. Call to mind Sir.
How much you have abated of that goodness
Which once reignd in ye, they appeard so lovely
That such as friendship led to observation

Enter Baptista and Mentivole.

Courted the great example.

Ces. Left, and flatterd into a broad derision?

Mar. Why dee think so?
My Lord Baptista, is your Son grown cold
In hasting on the marriage, which his vows
Have seald to my wrongd daughter?

Bap. We come Lady, to consummate the contract.

Ces. With Mentivole? is he the man?

Ment. Clarissas, troth and mine,
Cesario, are recorded in a character
So plain and certain, that except the hand
Of heaven, which writ it first, would blot it out again,
No humane power can raze it.

Ces. But say you so too young Lady?

Cla. I should else betray
My heart to falshood, and my tongue to perjury.

Ces. Madam, you know the sentence.

Bap. From the Duke,
I have particular comforts which require
A private [e]are.

Mar. I shall approve it gladly
We are resolvd Cesario.

Bap. Be not insolent upon a Princes favor.

Cla. Loose no glory,
Your younger years have purchast.

Ment. And deserved too, yhave many worthy freinds.

Bap. Preserve and use them. [Exeunt. Manet Cesar.

Ces. Good, very good, why heres a complement
Of mirth in desperation, I could curse
My fate: O with what speed men tumble down
From hopes that soar too high. Biancha now
May scorn me justly too, Clarissa married,
Albertos widdow resolute, Biancha
Refusd, and I forsaken: let me study,
I can but die a Batchelor thats the worst ont. [Exit.

Enter Host, Taylor, Muliter, Dancer, Pedant, Coxcombe.

Host. Come Gentlemen,
This is the day that our great artist hath
Promisd to give all your severall suits satisfaction.

Dancer. Is he stirring?

Host. He hath been at his book these t[w]o hours.

Pedant. Hes a rare Physitian.

Host. Why Ill tell you,
Were Paracelsus the German now
Living, hed take up his single rapier against his
Terrible long sword, he makes it a matter of nothing
To cure the gout, sore eyes he takes out as familiarly,
Washes them, and puts them in again,
As youd blanch almonds.

Tay. They say he can make gold.

Host. I, I, he learnt it of Kelly in Germanny.
Theres not a Chymist
In christendome can goe beyond him for multiplying.

Pedant. Take heed then;
He get not up your daughters belly my Host.

Host. You are a merry Gentleman
And the man of art will love you the better.

Dancer. Does he love mirth and crotchets?

Host. O hes the most courteous Physitian,
You may drink or drab ins company freely,
The better he knows how your disease grows,
The better he knows how to cure it.

Danc. But I wonder my Host
He has no more resort of Ladyes to him.

Host. Why Sir?

Dan. O divers of them have great beleif in conjurers:
Lechery is a great help to the quality.

Host. Hes scarce known to be in town yet,
Ere long we shall have em come
Hurrying hither in Fetherbeds.

Dan. How? bedridden?

Host. No sir, in fetherbeds that move upon 4 wheels in
Spanish caroches.

Ped. Pray accquaint him we give attendance.

Host. I shall gentlemen; I would fain be rid
Of these rascalls, but that they raise profit
To my wine cellar.
When I have made use of them sufficiently,
I will intreat the conjurer to tye crackers to their tails,
And send them packing.

Enter Forobosco as in his Study. (A paper)

Foro. Come hither mine Host, look here.

Host. Whats that?

Foro. A challenge from my man.

Host. For breakings pate?

Foro. He writes here if I meet him not
Ith Feild within this half hour,
I shall hear more from him.

Host. O sir, minde your profit,
Neer think of the rascall, here are the gentlemen.

Foro. Morrow my worthy clients,
What are you all prepard of your questions;
That I may give my resolution upon them?

Omnes. We are Sir.

Pedant. And have brought our mony.

Foro. Each then in order,
And differ not for precedency.

Dan. I am buying of an office Sir,
And to that purpose I would fain learn
To dissemble cunningly.

Foro. Doe you come to me for that? you should rather
Have gone to a cunning woman.

Danc. I sir but their Instructions are but like wom[e]n,
Pretty well but not to the depth, as Id have it:
You are a conjurer, the devils Master,
And I would learn it from you so exactly.

Foro. That the devill himself
Might not go beyond you.

Dane. You are ith right Sir.

Foro. And so your mony for your purchase
Might come in again within a 12 month.

Danc. I would be a Graduate sir, no freshman.

F[e]ro. Heres my hand sir,
I will make you dissemble so methodically,
As if the divell should be sent from the great Turk,
In the shape of an Embassador
To set all the Christian princes at variance.

Danc. I cannot with any modesty desire any more.
Theres your mony sir.

Foro. For the art of dissembling.

Cox. My suit sir will be news to you when I tell it.

Foro. Pray on.

Cox. I would set up a press here in Italy,
To write all the Corantos for Christendome.

Foro. Thats news indeed,
And how would you imploy me int?

Cox. Marry sir, from you
I would gain my intelligence.

Foro. I conceive you, you would have me furnish you
With a spirit to informe you.

Cox. But as quiet a Divell as the woman,
The first day and a half after shes married,
I can by no means indure a terrible one.

Foro. No, no, Ill qualifie him,
He shall not fright you,
It shall be the ghost of some lying Stationer,
A Spirit shall look as if butter would not melt in his
mouth. A new Mercurius Gallo-belgicus.

Cox. O there was a captain was rare at it.

Foro. Neer thinke of him,
Though that captain writ a full hand gallop,
And wasted indeed more harmeless paper than
Ever did laxative Physick,
Yet will I make you to out-scribble him,
And set down what you please,
The world shall better believe you.

Cox. Worthy sir I thank you, theres mony.

Foro. A new office
For writing pragmaticall Currantos.

Pedant. I am a school-master sir,
And would fain conferre with you
About erecting 4 new sects of religion at Amsterdam.

Foro. What the Divell should
New sects of religion doe there?

Pedant. I assure you I would get
A great deal of money by it.

Foro. And what are the 4 new sects
Of religion you would plant there?

Ped. Why thats it I come about sir,
Tis a Divel of your raising must invent em,
I confess I am too weak to compass it.

Foro. So sir, then you make it a matter of no difficulty
To have them tolerated.

Pedant. Trouble not your self for that,
Let but your Divel set them a foot once.
I have Weavers, and Ginger-bread makers,
And mighty Aquavitæ-men, shall set them a going.

Foro. This is somewhat difficult,
And will aske some conference with the divell.

Ped. Take your own leasure sir,
I have another business too, because I mean
To leave Italy, and bury my self in those neather parts
Of the low countries.

Foro. Whats that sir.

Ped. Marry I would fain make 9 dayes to the week,
for the more ample benefit of the captain.

Foro. You have a shrewd pate sir.

Ped. But how this might be compassd?

Foro. Compassd easily; tis but making
A new Almanack, and dividing the compass
Of the year into larger penny-worths,
As a Chandler with his compass makes
A Geometrick proportion of the Holland cheese
He retailes by stivers.
But for getting of it licencd?

Ped. Trouble not your self with that sir,
Theres your mony.

Foro. For four new sects of religions,
And 9 dayes to the week.

Ped. To be brought in at general pay-dayes,
Write I beseech you.

Foro. At generall pay-dayes.

Taylor. I am by profession a Taylor,
You have heard of me.

Foro. Yes sir, and will not steal from you
The least part of that commendation I have heard utterd.

Taylor. I take measure of your worth sir,
And because I will not afflict you with any large bill
Of circumstances, I will snip off particulars.
I would fain invent some strange
And exquisite new fashions.

Foro. Are you not traveld sir.

Tay. Yes sir, but have observd all we can see
Or invent, are but old ones with new names toem,
Now I would some way or other grow more curious.

Foro. Let me see; to devise new fashions — 
Were you never in the Moon?

Tay. In the Moon tavern! yes sir, often.

Foro. No, I do mean in the new world,
In the world thats in the Moon yonder.

Tay. How? a new world ith moon?

Foro. Yes I assure you.

Tay. And peopled?

Foro. O most fantastically peopled.

Tay. Nay certain then theres work for taylors?

Foro. That there is I assure you.

Tay. Yet I have talked with a Scotch taylor
That never discoverd so much to me,
Though he has travelld far, and was a pedlar in Poland.

Foro. That was out of his way,
This lies beyond China:
You would study new fashions you say?
Take my councell, make a voyage,
And discover that new world.

Tay. Shall I be a moon-man?

Foro. I am of opinion, the people of that world
(If they be like the nature of that climate they live in)
Do vary the fashion of their cloaths oftener than any
Quick-silverd nation in Europe.

Tay. Not unlikely, but what should that be we call
The man in the moon then?

Foro. Why tis nothing but an Englishman
That stands there stark naked,
With a pair of sheers in one hand,
And a great bundle of broad cloath in the other
(Which resembles the bush of thorns)
Cutting out of new fashions.

Taylor. I have heard somewhat like this,
But how shall I get thither?

Foro. Ill make a new compass shall direct you.

Tay. Certain?

Foro. Count me else for no man of direction.

Tay. Theres 20 duckats in hand, at my return
Ill give you a 100.

Foro. A new voyage to discover new fashions.

Mul. I have been a traveller too sir,
That have shewed strange beasts in Christendome,
And got money by them, but I find the trade to decay.
Your Camelion, or East-Indian hedg-hog
Gets very little mony, and your Elephant devours
So much bread, brings in so little profit,
His keeper were better every morning
Cram 15 Taylors with white manchet:
I would have some new spectacle,
And one that might be more attractive.

Foro. Let me see, were you ever in Spain?

Mule. Not yet Sir.

Foro. I would have you go to Madrill, and against some
great festivall, when the court lies there, provide a great and
spacious Eng[li]sh Oxe, and rost him whole, with a pudding ins
bely; that would be the eighth wonder of the world in those
parts I assure you.

Mule. A rare project without question.

Foro. Goe beyond all their garlike olle padridoes, though
you sod one in Garguentuas couldron, bring in more money,
then all the monsters of Affrick.

Host. Good Sir do your best for him; hes of my acquaintance,
and one if ye knew him — 

Foro. What is he?

Host. He was once a man of infinite letters.

Foro. A Scholar?

Host. No sir, a packet carrier, which is alwaies a man of
many letters, you know: then he was Mule-driver, now hes a
gentleman, and feeds monsters.

Foro. A most ungratefull calling.

Mule. Theres money for your direction; the price of the Oxe
Sir?

Foro. A hundred French crowns, for it must be a
Lincolne-shire Oxe, and a prime one: For a rare and monstrous
spectacle, to be seen at Madrill.

Enter Clown, Hostess, and Bianca.

Hostes. Pray forbear sir, we shall have a new quarrell.

Clow. You durst not meet me ith field, I am therefore come
to spoyl your market.

Foro. Whats the newes with you sir.

Clow. Gentlemen, you that come hither to be most abominably
cheated, listen, and be as wise as your planet will suffer you,
keep your mony, be not guld, be not laught at.

Pedant. What means this? would I had my mony again in my
pocket.

Host. The fellow is full of malice, do not mind him.

Clow. This profest cheating rogue was my master, and I
confess my self a more preternotorious rogue than himself, in
so long keeping his villainous counsell.

Foro. Come, come, I will not hear you.

Clow. No couzner, thou wouldest not hear me, I do but dare
thee to suffer me to speak, and then thou and all thy divells
spit fire, and spout Aqua fortis.

Foro. Speak on, I freely permit thee.

Clow. Why then know all you simple animals, you whose purses
are ready to cast the calf; if they have not cast it already,
if you give any credit to this jugling rascal, you are worse
than simple widgins, and will be drawn into the net by this
decoy duck, this tame cheater.

Foro. Ha, ha, ha, pray mark him.

Clow. He does profess Physicke, and counjuring; for his
Physick; he has but two medicines for all manner of diseases;
when he was ith low countryes, he usd nothing but butterd
beer, colourd with Allegant, for all kind of maladies, and
that he called his catholick medcine; sure the Dutch smelt out
it was butterd beer, else they would never have endurd it
for the names sake: then does he minister a grated Dogs turd
instead of Rubarb, many times of Unicornes horn, which working
strongly with the conceit of the Patient, would make them
bescummer to the height of a mighty purgation.

Foro. The rogue has studied this invective.

Clow. Now for his conjuring, the witches of Lapland are the
divells chare-women to him, for they will sell a man a wind to
some purpose; he sells wind, and tells you fortie lyes over and
over.

Hostess. I thought what we should find of him.

Host. Hold your prating, be not you an heretick.

Clow. Conjure! Ill tell you, all the divells names he calls
upon are but fustion names, gatherd out of welch heraldry; in
breif, he is a rogue of six reprieves, four pardons of course,
thrice pilloried, twice sung Lacrymæ to the Virginalls of a
carts tail, has five times been in the Gallies, and will
never truely run himself out of breath, till he comes to the
gallowes.

Foro. You have heard worthy gentlemen, what this lying,
detracting rascall has vomited.

Tay. Yes certain, but we have a better trust in you, for you
have taen our money.

Foro. I have so, truth is he was my servant, and for some
chastisement I gave him, he does practise thus upon me; speak
truely sirra, are you certain I cannot conjure?

Clow. Conjure! ha, ha, ha.

Foro. Nay, nay, but be very sure of it.

Clow. Sure of it? why Ill make a bargain with thee, before
all these gentlemen, use all thy art, all thy roguery, and make
me do any thing before al this company I have not a mind to,
Ill first give thee leave to claime me for thy bond slave, and
when thou hast done hang me.

Foro. Tis a match, sirra, Ill make you caper ith air
presently.

Clow. I have too solid a body, and my belief is like a
Puritans on Good-Friday, too high fed with capon.

Foro. I will first send thee to Green-land for a haunch of
venison, just of the thickness of thine own tallow.

Clow. Ha, ha, ha, Ill not stir an inch for thee.

Foro. Thence to Amboyna ith East-Indies, for pepper to
bake it.

Clow. To Amboyna? so I might be pepperd.

Foro. Then will I conveigh thee stark naked to Develing to
beg a pair of brogs, to hide thy mountainous buttocks.

Clow. And no doublet to em?

Foro. No sir, I intend to send you of a sleeveless errand;
but before you vanish, in regard you say I cannot conjure,
and are so stupid, and opinionated a slave, that neither I,
nor my art can compell you to do any thing thats beyond your
own pleasure, the gentlemen shall have some sport, you cannot
endure a cat sirra?

Clow. Whats that to thee Jugler?

Foro. Nor youll do nothing at my entreaty?

Clow. Ill be hangd first.

Foro. Sit Gentlemen, and whatsoever you see, be not frighted.

Hostess. Alas I can endure no conjuring.

Host. Stir not wife.

Bian. Pray let me go sir, I am not fit for these fooleryes.

Host. Move not daughter.

For. I wil make you dance a new dance calld leap-frog.

Clow. Ha, ha, ha.

For. And as naked as a frog.

Clow. Ha, ha, ha, I defie thee.

[Forobosco looks in a book, strikes with his wand, Musick
playes.

Enter 4. Boyes shaped like Frogs, and dance.

P[e]dant. Spirits of the water in the likeness of frogs.

Tay. He has fisht fair believe me.

Mule. See, see, he sweats and trembles.

Foro. Are you come to your quavers?

Clow. Oh, ho, ho.

Foro. Ill make you run division on that or ere I leave you;
looke you, here are the playfellowes that are so indeard to
you; come sir, first uncase, and then dance, nay Ill make him
dance stark naked.

Host. Oh let him have his shirt on and his Mogols breeches,
here are Women ith house.

Foro. Well for their sakes he shall.

[Clown teares off his doublet, making strange faces as
if compeld to it, falls into the Dance.

Tay. He dances, what a lying rogue was this to say the
gentleman could not conjure!

Foro. He does prettily well, but tis voluntary, I assure
you, I have no hand int.

Clow. As you are a Counjurer, and a rare Artist, free me from
these couplets; of all creatures I cannot endure a Frog.

Foro. But your dancing is voluntary, I can compell you to
nothing.

Hostes. O me, daughter, lets take heed of this fellow, hell
make us dance naked, an we vex him. [ — Exeunt Hostess and
Bianca.

Foro. Now cut capers sirra, Ill plague that chine of yours.

Clow. Ho, ho, ho, my kidneys are rosted. I drop away like a
pound of butter rosted.

Tayl. He will dance himself to death.

Foro. No matter Ill sell his fat to the Pothecaries, and
repair my injury that way.

Host. Enough in conscience.

Foro. Well, at your entreaty vanish. And now I wil only make
him break his neck in doing a sommerset, and thats all the
revenge I mean to take of him.

Clow. O gentlemen, what a rogue was I to belye so an approved
Master in the noble dark science? you can witness, this I did
only to spoyle his practise and deprive you of the happyness of
injoying his worthy labors; rogue that I was to do it, pray sir
forgive me.

Foro. With what face canst thou ask it?

Clow. With such a face as I deserve, with a hanging look, as
all here can testifie.

Foro. Well gentlemen, that you may perceive the goodness
of my temper, I will entertain this rogue againe in hope of
amendment, for should I turn him off, he would be hangd.

Clow. You may read that in this foul coppy.

Foro. Only with this promise, you shall never cozen any of my
patients.

Clow. Never.

Foro. And remember hence forward, that though I cannot
conjure, I can make you dance sirra, go get your self into the
cottage again.

Enter Cæsario.

Clow. I will never more dance leap-Frog: now I have got you
into credit, hold it up, and cozen them in abundance.

Foro. Oh rare rascall. [ — Exit Clown.

Cesar. How now, a Frankford mart here, a Mountebank, and
his worshipfull auditory?

Host. They are my guests Sir.

Cesar. A —— upon them, shew your jugling tricks in some
other room.

Host. And why not here Sir?

Cesar. Hence, or sirra I shall spoil your figure flinging,
and all their radicall questions.

Omnes. Sir we vanish. [Exeunt. Manet Host. & Cesar.

Host. Signior Cesario, you make bold with me,
And somewhat I must tell you to a degree
Of ill manners: they are my guests, and men I live by,
And I would know by what authority
You command thus far.

Cesar. By my interest in your daughter.

Host. Interest do you callt? as I remember I never put
her out to Usury on that condition.

Cesar. Pray thee be not angry.

Enter Bianca and Hostess.

I am come to make thee happy, and her happy:
Shes here; alas my pretty soul, I am come
To give assurance thats beyond thy hope,
Or thy beleif, I bring repentance bout me,
And satisfaction, I will marry thee.

Bianca. Ha?

Cesar. As I live I will, but do not entertaint
With too quick an apprehension of joy,
For that may hurt thee, I have heard some dye oft.

Bian. Do not fear me.

Cesar. Then thou thinkst I feign
This protestation, I will instantly
Before these testifie my new alliance,
Contract my self unto thee, then I hope
We may be more private.

Host. But thou shalt not sir,
For so has many a maiden-head been lost, and many a bastard gotten.

Ces. Then to give you the best of any assurance in the world,
Entreat thy father to go fetch a Preist
Wee will instantly to bed, and there be married.

Bian. Pride hath not yet forsaken you I see,
Though prosperity has.

Host. Sir you are too confident
To fashion to your self a dream of purchase
When you are a begger.

Ces. You are bold with me.

Hostes. Doe we not know your value is cried down
Fourscore ith hundred.

Bian. Oh sir I did love you
With such a fixed heart, that in that minute
Wherein you slighted, or contemnd me rather,
I took a vow to obey your last decree,
And never more look up at any hope
Should bring me comfort that way: and though since
Your Foster-mother, and the fair Clarissa
Have in the way of marriage despisd you,
That hath not any way bred my revenge,
But compassion rather. I have found
So much sorrow in the way to a chaste wedlock
That here I will set down, and never wish
To come toth journies end. Your suit to mee
Henceforth be ever silencd.

Cesar. My Bianca.

Hostes. Henceforward pray forbear her and my house:
Shes a poor virtuous wench, yet her estate
May weigh with yours in a gold balance.

Host. Yes, and her birth in any Heralds office in
Christendom.

Hostes. It may prove so:
When youll say, you have leapt a Whiting. [Exit.

Enter Baptista and Mentivole.

Ces. How far am I grown behind hand with fortune!

Bap. Heres Cesario!
My son Sir, is to morrow to be married
Unto the fair Clarissa.

Ces. So.

Ment. Wee hope youll be a guest there.

Ces. No I will not grace your triumph so much.

Bap. I will not tax your breeding.
But it alters not your birth Sir, fare you well.

Ment. Oh Sir, doe not greive him,
He has too much affliction already. [Exeunt.

Enter a Sailor.

Ces. Every way scornd and lost,
Shame follow you
For I am grown most miserable.

Sail. Sir do you know a Ladies son in town here
They cal Cesario?

Cesar. Theres none such I assure thee.

Sail. I was told you were the man.

Cesar. Whats that to thee?

Sail. A —— ont. You are melancholy, will you drink Sir?

Cesar. With whom?

Sail. With me Sir; despise not this pitchd Canvas; the
time was we have known them lind with Spanish Duckets;
I have news for you:

Cesar. For me!

Sail. Not unless youll drink;
We are like our Sea provision, once out of pickle,
We require abundance of drink; I have news to tell you,
That were you Prince,
Would make you send your mandate
To have a thousand bonfires made ith City
And pist out agen with nothing but Greek wine.

Cesar. Come, I will drink with thee howsoever.

Sail. And upon these terms I will utter my mind to you. [Exeunt.


Actus Quintus. Scæna Prima.
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Enter Alberto, Prospero, Juliana and Sailors.

Sail. Shall we bring your necessaries ashore my Lord?

Alb. Do what you please, I am land-sick, worse by far
Than ere I was at sea.

Pros. Collect your self.

Alber. O my most worthy Prospero, my best friend,
The noble favor I receivd from thee
In freeing me from the Turks I now accompt
Worse than my death; for I shall never live
To make requitall; what do you attend for?

Sail. To understand your pleasure.

Alber. They do mock me;
I do protest I have no kind of pleasure
In any thing ith world, but in thy friendship,
I must ever except that.

Pros. Pray leave him, leave him. —— [Exeunt Sailors.

Alber. The news I heard related since my landing
Of the division of my Family,
How is it possible for any man
To beart with a set patience?

Pros. You have sufferd
Since your imprisonment more waighty sorrows.

Alber. I, then I was man of flesh and blood,
Now I am made up of fire, to the full height
Of a deadly Calenture; O these vild women
That are so ill preservers of mens honors,
They cannot govern their own honesties.
That I should thirty and odd winters feed
My expectation of a noble heir,
And by a womans falshood find him now
A fiction, a mere dream of what he was;
And yet I love him still.

Pros. In my opinion
The sentence (on this tryall) from the Duke
Was noble, to repair Cesarios loss
With the marriage of your wife, had you been dead.

Alber. By your favor but it was not, I conceive
Twas disparagement to my name, to have my widdow
Match with a Faulkeiners son, and yet belivet
I love the youth still, and much pitty him.
I do remember at my going to Sea,
Upon a quarrel, and a hurt receivd
From young Mentivole, my rage so far
Oretopt my nobler temper, I gave charge
To have his hand cut off, which since I heard,
And to my comfort, brave Cesario,
Worthyly prevented.

Pros. And twas nobly done.

Albert Yet the revenge, for this intent of mine
Hath bred much slaughter in our families,
And yet my wife (which infinitely moans me)
Intends to marry my sole heir Clarissa
To the head branch of the other faction.

Pros. Tis the mean to work reconcilement.

Alber. Between whom?

Pros. Your self and the worthy Baptista.

Alber. Never.

Pros. O you have been of a noble and remarkable friendship,
And by this match tis generally in Florence
Hopd, twill fully be reconcild; to me
Twould be absolute content.

Julia. And to my self, I have main interest in it.

Alb. Noble Sir, you may command my heart to break for you
But never to bend that way; poor Cesario,
When thou putst on thy mournfull willow-garland,
Thy enemy shall be suted (I do vow)
In the same livery, my Cesario
Loved as my foster child, though not my Son,
Which in some countryes formerly were barbarous,
Was a name held most affectionate; thou art lost,
Unfortunate young man, not only slighted
Where thou receivedst thy breeding, but since scornd
I th way of marriage, by the poor Bianca
The In-keepers daughter.

Pros. I have heard of that too;
But let not that afflict you: for this Lady
May happily deliver at more leasure
A circumstance may draw a fair event,
Better than you can hope for.
For this present we must leave you,
And shall visit you again within these two hours.

—— Enter Cesario.

Albert. Ever to me most welcome, —— O my Cesario.

Cesar. I am none of yours Sir, so tis protested;
And I humbly beg,
Since tis not in your power to preserve me
Any longer in a noble course of life,
Give me a worthy death.

Alber. The youth is mad.

Cesar. Nay Sir, I will instruct you in a way
To kill me honorably.

Alber. That were most strange.

Cesar. I am turning Pirate, You may be imployed
By the Duke to fetch me in; and in a Sea-fight
Give me a noble grave.

Alber. Questionless hes mad: I would give any Doctor
A thousand crowns to free him from this sorrow.

Cesar. Heres the Physitian. —— Shewes a Poniard.

Alber. Hold Sir, I did say
To free you from the sorrow, not from life.

Cesar. Why life and sorrow are unseparable.

Alber. Be comforted Cesario, Mentivole
Shall not marry Clarissa.

Cesar. No Sir, ere he shall, Ill kill him.

Alb[e]r. But you forfeit your own life then.

Cesar. Thats worth nothing.

Alber. Cesario, be thy self, be mine Cesario:
Make not thy self uncapable of that portion
I have full purpose to confer upon thee,
By falling into madness: bear thy wrongs
With noble patience, the afflicteds friend
Which ever in all actions crowns the end.

Ces. You well awakd me; nay recoverd me
Both to sence and full life, O most noble sir,
Though I have lost my fortune, and lost you
For a worthy Father: yet I will not lose
My former virtue, my integrity
Shall not yet forsake me; but as the wild Ivy,
Spreads and thrives better in some pittious ruin
Of tower, or defacd Temple, than it does
Planted by a new building; so shall I
Make my adversity my instrument
To winde me up into a full content.

Alber. Tis worthily resolvd; our first adventure
Is to stop the marriage; for thy other losses,
Practisd by a womans malice, but account them
Like conjurers winds raisd to a fearfull blast,
And do some mischeif, but do never last. [Exeunt.

Enter Forobosco and Clown.

Clow. Now sir, will you not acknowledge that I have mightily
advancd your practice?

Forobos. Tis confest, and I will make thee a great man fort.

Clow. I take a course to do that my self, for I drink sack in
abundance.

Foro. O my rare rascall! We must remove.

Clow. Whither?

Foro. Any whither: Europe is too little to be cozned by
us, I am ambitious to go to the East-Indies, thou and I to
ride on our brace of Elephants.

Clow. And for my part I long to be in England agen; you
will never get so much as in England, we have shifted many
countryes, and many names: but trance the world over you shall
never purse up so much gold as when you were in England, and
calld your self Doctor Lambe-stones.

Foro. Twas an atractive name I confess, women were then my
only admirers.

Clow. And all their visits was either to further their lust,
or revenge injuries.

Foro. You should have forty in a morning beleaguer my closet,
and strive who should be cozend first, amongst four-score
love-sick waiting women that has come to me in a morning to
learn what fortune should betide them in their first marriage,
I have found above 94 to have lost their maiden-heads.

Clow. By their own confession, but I was fain to be your male
midwife, and work it out of them by circumstance.

Foro. Thou wast, and yet for all this frequent resort of
women and thy hand[l]ing of their urinals and their cases, thou
art not given to lechery, what should be the reason of it? thou
hast wholsome flesh enough about thee; me thinks the divell
should tempt thee tot.

Clow. What need he do that, when he makes me his instrument
to tempt others.

Foro. Thou canst not chuse but utter thy rare good parts;
thou wast an excellent baud I acknowledge.

Clow. Well, and what I have done that way, I will spare to
speak of all you and I have done sir, and though we should — 

Foro. We will for England, thats for certain.

Clow. We shall never want there.

Foro. Want? their Court of Wards shall want money first: for
I profess my self Lord Paramount over fools a[n]d madfolkes.

Clow. Do but store your self with lyes enough against you
come thither.

Foro. Why thats all the familiarity I ever had with the
Divell, my guift of lying, they say hes the Father of lyes;
and though I cannot conjure, yet I profess my self to be one of
his poor gossips. I will now reveale to thee a rare peece of
service.

Clow. What is it my most worshipful Doctor Lamb-stones?

Foro. There is a Captain come lately from Sea,
They call Prosper, I saw him this morning
Through a chink of wainscote that divides my lodging,

And the Host of the house, withdraw my Host, and Hostess,
the fair Biancha, and an antient gentlewoman into their
bedchamber; I could not overhear their conference, but I saw
such a mass of gold & Jewels, & when he had done he lockt it
up into a casket; great joy there was amongst them, & forth
they are gone into the city, and my Host told me at his going
forth he thought he should not return till after supper: now
Sir, in their absence will we fall to our picklocks, enter the
chamber, seize the Jewels, make an escape from Florence, and
we are made for ever.

Clow. But if they should go to a true conjurer, and fetch us
back in a whirle-wind?

Foro. Do not believe there is any such fetch in Astrology,
and this may be a means to make us live honest hereafter.

Clow. Tis but an ill road tot that lyes through the high
way of theeving.

Foro. For indeed I am weary of this trade of fortune-telling;
and mean to give all over, when I come into England, for it
is a very ticklish quality.

Clow. And ith end will hang by a twine thred.

Foro. Besides the Island has too many of the profession, they
hinder on[e] anothers market.

Clow. No, no, the pillory hinders their market.

Foro. You know there the jugling captain.

Clow. I theres a sure card.

Foro. Only the fore-man of their jury is dead, but he dyed
like a Roman.

Clow. Else tis thought he had made work for the hangman.

Foro. And the very Ball, of your false prophets, hes
quasht too.

Clow. He did measure the stars with a false yard, and may now
travail to Rome, with a morter ons head to see if he can
recover his money that way.

Foro. Come, come, lets fish for this casket, and to Sea
presently.

Clow. We shall never reach London, I fear;
My mind runs so much of hanging, landing at Wapping. [Exeunt.

Enter Mariana.

This well may be a day of joy long wishd for
To my Clarissa, she is innocent.
Nor can her youth but with an open bosome
Meet Hymens pleasing bounties, but to me
That am invirond with black guilt and horror
It does appear a funeral though promising much
In the conception were hard to mannage
But sad in [the] event, it was not hate
But fond indulgence in me to preserve
Cesarios threatnd life in open court
Then forcd me to disclaime him, choosing rather
To rob him of his birthright, and honor
Than suffer him to run the hazard of
Inragd Baptistas fury, while he lives;
I know I have a Son, and the Dukes sentence
A while deluded, and this tempest over,
When he assures himself despair hath seizd him. [Knock within.

Enter Baptista.

I can relieve and raise him — speak, who is it
That presses on my privacies? Sir your pardon.
You cannot come unwelcome, though it were
To read my secret thoughts.

Bap. Lady to you
Mine shall be ever open; Lady said I,
That name keeps too much distance, sister rather
I should have stild you, and I now may claime it,
Since our divided families are made one
By this blessed marriage; to whose honor comes
The Duke in person, waited on by all
The braveries of his Court, to witness it,
And then to be our ghests, is the bride ready
To meet and entertain him?

Maria. She attends the comming of your Son.

Bap. Pray you bring her forth.
The Dukes at hand — Musick, in her loud voyce,
Speaks his arrivall.

Maria. Shes prepard to meet it. [ — Exit.

Enter Mariana, Clarissa, led by two Maids: at the other
door, Baptista meets with Mentivole, led by two Cour[t]iers,
the Duke, Bishop; divers Attendants: (A Song) whilst
they salute.

Duke. It were impertinent to wish you joy,
Since all joyes dwell about you, Hymens torch
Was never lighted with a luckier Omen.
Nor burnt with so much splendor, to defer
With fruitless compliment, the means to make
Your certain pleasures lawful to the world;
Since in the union of your hearts they are
Confirmd already: would but argue us
A boaster of our favours; to the Temple,
And there the sacred knot once tid, all triumphs
Our Dukedom can afford, shall grace your Nuptials.

Enter Alberto and Cesario.

Bap. On there.

Ment. I hope it is not in the power
Of any to cross us now.

Alber. But in the breath
Of a wrongd Father I forbid the Banes.

Cesar. What, do you stand at gaze?

Bap. Risen from the dead!

Maria. Although the Sea had vomited up the Figure
In which thy better part livd long imprisond,
True love despising fear, runs thus to meet it.

Claris. In duty I kneel to it.

Alber. Hence vile wretches,
To you I am a substance incorporeal,
And not to be prophand, with your vile touch?
That could so soon forget me, but such things
Are neither worth my Anger, nor reproof.
To you great Sir, I turn my self and these
Immediate Ministers of your Government,
And if in my rude language I transgress;
Ascribe it to the cold remembrance of
My services, and not my rugged temper.

Duke. Speak freely, be thy language neer so bitter,
To see thee safe Alberto, signes thy pardon.

Alber. My pardon? I can need none, if it be not
Receivd for an offence. I tamely bear
Wrongs, which a slave-born Muscovite would check at.
Why if for Treason I had been deliverd
Up to the Hangmans Axe, and this dead trunk
Unworthy of a Christian Sepulchre;
Exposd a prey to feed the ravenous Vulture,
The memory of the much I oft did for you,
Had you but any touch of gratitude,
Or thought of my deservings, would have stoppd you
From these unjust proceedings.

Duke. Hear the motives that did induce us.

Alber. I have heard them all,
Your Highness sentence, the whole Court abusd,
By the perjuries and practice of this woman.
(Wepest thou Crocodile) my hopeful son,
Whom I dare swear mine own, degraded of
The honors that descend to him from me:
And from that, in his love scornd by a creature
Whose base birth, though made eminent by her beauty,
Might well have markd her out Cesarios servant,
All this I could have pardond and forgot;
But that my daughter with my whole Estate
So hardly purchasd, is assignd a Dower;
To one whose Father, and whose Family
I so detest; that I would lose my essence
And be transformed to a Basiliske
To look them dead, to mes an injury
Admits no satisfaction.

Bap. Theres none offerd.

Alber. Nor would not be accepted,
Though upon thy knees twere tenderd.

Maria. Now the storm grows high.

Bap. But that I thought thee dead, and in thy death
The brinie Ocean had entombd thy name;
I would have sought a Wife in a Bordello
For my Mentivole, and gladly huggd
Her spurious issue as my lawful Nephews,
Before his blood should eer have mixd with thine;
So much I scorn it.

Alber. Ill not bandy words, but thus dissolve the contract.

Bap. There I meet thee, and seize on whats mine own.

Alber. For all my service,
Great Sir, grant me the combat with this wretch,
That I may scourge his insolence.

Bap. I kneel for it.

Cesar. And to approve my self Albertos Son,
Ill be his second upon any odds,
Gainst him that dare most of Baptistas race.

Menti. Already upon honourable terms,
In me thou hast met thy better, for her sake
Ill add no more.

Alber. Sir, let our swords decide it.

Maria. Oh stay Sir, and as you would hold the Title
Of a just Prince, er you grant licence to
These mad-mens fury, lend your private ear
To the most distressd of Women.

Duke. Speak, tis granted. [He takes Mariana aside.

Clar. In the mean time, let not Clarissa be
A patient looker on, though as yet doubtful,
To whom to bend her knee first, yet to all
I stoop thus low in duty, and would wash
The dust of fury with my Virgin tears,
From his blessd feet, and make them beautiful
That would move to conditions of peace,
Though with a snail-like pace, they all are wingd
To bear you to destruction: reverend Sirs,
Think on your antient friendship cemented
With so much bloud, but shed in noble action,
Divided now in passion for a brawl;
The Makers blush to own, much lovd Cesario.
Brother, or friend, (each Title may prevail,)
Remember with what tenderness from our childhood
We lovd together, you preferring me
Before your self, and I so fond of you
That it begot suspition in ill minds
That our affection was incestuous.
Think of that happy time, in which I know
That with your dearest bloud you had prevented
This shower of tears from me; Mentivole,
My Husband, registred in that bright star-chamber,
Though now on earth made strangers, be the example
And offer in one hand the peaceful Olive
Of concord, or if that can be denied
By powerful intercession in the other
Carry the Hermian rod, and force attonement,
Now we will not be all marble. Deaths the worst then
And he shall be my Bridegroom. [Offers to kill her self.

Ment. Hold Clarissa, his loving violence needs must
Offer in spite of honor. — [He snatches away her knife,
and sets it to his own breast, she staies his hand.

Duke. Was it to that end then on your Religion?

Mar. And my hope in Heaven, Sir.

Duke. We then will leave intreaties, and make use
Of our authority, must I cry ai-me
To this unheard of insolence? in my presence
To draw your swords, and as all reverence
Thats due to Majesty were forfeited,
Cherish this wildeness! sheath them instantly,
And shew an alteration in your looks, or by my power.

Alber. Cut off my head.

Bap. And mine, rather than hear of peace with this bad man.
Ill not alone, give up my throat, but suffer
Your rage to reach my family.

Enter Prospero, Juliana, Biancha.

Alb. And my name to be no more remembred.

Duke. What are these?

Ces. Biancha, tis Biancha, still Biancha: but strangely
alterd.

Bapt. If that thirteen years
Of absence could raze from my memory
The figure of my friend, I might forget thee;
But if thy Image be graven on my heart,
Thou art my Prospero.

Pros. Thou my Baptista?

Duke. A suddain change!

Bap. I dare not ask, dear friend
If Juliana live! for thats a blessing
I am unworthy of, but yet denie not
To let me know the place she hath made happy
By having there her Sepulchre.

Pros. If your Highness please to vouchsafe a patient
Ear, we shall make a true relation of a story
That shall call on your wonder.

Duke. Speak, we hear you.

Pros. Baptistas fortune in the Genoua Court,
His banishment, with his fair Wifes restraint
You are acquainted with; what since hath followd
I faithfully will deliver. Er eight Moons
After Baptistas absence were compleat,
Fair Juliana found the pleasures, that
They had injoyd together, were not barren,
And blushing at the burthen of her womb,
No father near to own it, it drew on
A violent sickness, which calld down compassion
From the angry Duke, then careful of her health.
Physitians were enquird of, and their judgment
Prescribd the Baths of Luca as a means
For her recovery; to my charge it pleasd her
To be committed; but as on the way
We journeyd, those throws only known to Women
Came thick upon her, in a private Village.

Bap. She died?

Pros. Have patience, she brought to the world
A hopeful Daughter; for her bodies sickness
It soon decayd, but the grief of her mind
Hourly increasd, and life grew tedious to her,
And desperate eer to see you; she injoynd me
To place her in a Greekish Monastery,
And to my care gave up her pretty Daughter.

Bapt. What Monastery? as a Pilgrim bare-foot,
Ill search it out.

Pros. Pray you interrupt me not,
Now to my fortunes; the girl well disposd of
With a faithful friend of mine, my cruel fate
Made me a prisoner to the Turkish Gallies,
Where for 12 years, these hands tuggd at the Oar,
But fortune tyrd at length with my afflictions,
Some Ships of Maltha met the Ottoman Fleet,
Chargd them, and boarded them, and gave me freedom.
With my deliverers I servd, and got
Such reputation with the great Master
That he gave me command over a tall
And lusty ship, where my first happy service
Was to redeem Alberto rumourd dead,
But was like me surprizd by Cortugogly.

Alber. I would I had died there.

Pros. And from him learning
Baptista livd, and their dissolvd friendship,
I hoisd up sails for Greece, found Juliana
A votary at her Beads; having made known
Both that you livd, and where you were: she borrowd
So much from her devotion, as to wish me
To bring her to you; if the object please you,
With joy receive her.

Bapt. Rage and fury leave me. [Throws away his sword.
I am so full of happiness, theres no room left
To entertain you, oh my long lost Jewel,
Light of mine eyes, my souls strength.

Julia. My best Lord, having embracd you thus,
Death cannot fright me.

Bapt. Live long to do so, though I should fix here.
Pardon me Prospero, though I enquire my daughters fortune.

Pros. That your happiness
May be at all parts perfect, here she is!

Ces. Biancha, daughter to a Princess.

Pros. True with my faithful Host I left her,
And with him till now she hath resided,
Ignorant both of her birth and greatness.

Bap. Oh my blest one. Joy upon joy oerwhelms me.

Duke. Above wonder.

Alb. I do begin to melt too, this strange story
Works much upon me.

Duke. Since it hath pleasd heaven
To grace us with this miracle, I that am
Heavens instrument here, determine thus; Alberto
Be not unthankful for the blessings shown you,
Nor you Baptista; discord was yet never
A welcome sacrifice; therefore rage laid by,
Embrace as friends, and let passd difference
Be as a dream forgotten.

Bap. Tis to me.

Alber. And me, and thus confirm it.

Duke. And to tye it
In bonds not to be broken, with the marriage
Of young Mentivole, and fair Clarissa,
So you consent great Lady, your Biancha
Shall call Cæsario Husband.

Julia. Tis a motion I gladly yield to.

Cesar. One in which you make a sad man happy. [Offers to kneel.

Bian. Kneel not, all forgiven.

Duke. With the Duke your Uncle I will make attonement, and
will have no denial.

Enter Host, Forobosco, Clown and Officers.

Mar. Let this day be still held sacred.

Host. Now if you can conjure, let the Devil unbind you.

Foro. We are both undone.

Clow. Already we feel it.

Host. Justice Sir.

Duke. What are they?

Pros. I can resolve you, slaves freed from the Gallies
By the Viceroy of Sicilia.

Duke. Whats their offence?

Host. The robbing me of all my Plate and Jewels, I mean the
attempting of it.

Clow. Please your Grace I will now discover this Varlet
in earnest, this honest pestilent rogue, profest the Art of
Conjuring, but all the skill that ever he had in the black Art,
was in making a Seacole fire; only with wearing strange shapes,
he begot admiration amongst Fools and Women.

Foro. Wilt thou peach thou varlet?

Duke. Why does he goggle with his eyes, and stalke so?

Clow. This is one of his Magical raptures.

Foro. I do vilifie your censure, you demand if I am guilty,
whir says my cloak by a trick of Legerdemain, now I am not
guilty, I am guarded with innocence, pure Silver Lace I assure
you.

Clow. Thus have I read to you your virtues, which
notwithstanding I would not have you proud of.

Foro. Out thou concealment of Tallow, and counterfeit
Mummia.

Duke. To the Gallies with them both.

Clow. The only Sea-physick for a knave, is to be basted in a
Gally, with the oil of a Bulls Peesel.

Foro. And will not you make a sour face at the same sauce,
sirrah? I hope to find thee so lean in one fortnight, thou
mayst be drawn by the ears through the hoop of [a] firkin.

Duke. Divide them, and away with them to th Gallies.

Clow. This will take down your pride, Jugler.

Duke. This day that hath given birth to blessings beyond
hope, admits no criminal sentence: to the Temple, and there
with humbleness, praise heavens bounties;

For blessings neer descend from thence, but when
A sacrifice in thanks ascends from men. [Exeunt omnes.
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Actus Primus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER GISBERT AND Baldwin.

Bal. THE Brothers then are met?

Gis. They are, Sir.

Bald. Tis thought, they may be reconcild.

Gis. Tis rather wisht, for such, whose reason
Doth direct their thoughts without self flattery,
Dare not hope it.

Bald. The fires of Love, which the dead Duke believd
His equal care of both would have united,
Ambition hath divided: and there are
Too many on both parts, that know they cannot
Or rise to wealth or honour, their main ends,
Unless the tempest of the Princes fury
Make troubled Seas, and those Seas yield fit Billows
In their bad Arts to give way to a calm,
Which yielding rest and good, prove their ruin,
And in the shipwrack of their hopes and fortunes,
The Dukedom might be savd, had it but ten
That stood affected to the general good,
With that confirmd zeal which brave Aubrey does.

Gis. He is indeed the perfect character
Of a good man, and so his actions speak him.

Bald. But did you observe the many doubts, and cautions
The Brothers stood upon before they met?

Gis. I did; and yet, that ever Brothers should
Stand on more nice terms, than sworn Enemies
After a War proclaimd, would with a stranger
Wrong the reporters credit; they saluted
At distance; and so strong was the suspicion
Each had of other, that before they durst
Embrace, they were by sevral servants searcht,
As doubting conceald weapons, Antidotes
Tane openly by both, fearing the room
Appointed for the enter-view was poysond,
The Chairs, and Cushions, with like care survayd;
And in a word in every circumstance
So jealous on both parts, that it is more
Than to be feard, concord can never joyn,
Minds so divided.

Bald. Yet our best endeavours,
Should not be wanting, Gisbert.

Gis. Neither shall they.
Enter Grandpree, and Verdon.
But what are these?

Bald. They are without my knowledge;
But by their manners, and behaviours,
They should express themselves.

Grand. Since we serve Rollo
The Elder Brother, well be RoIlians,
Who will maintain us, lads, as brave as Romans;
You stand for him?

Ver. I do.

Grand. Why, then observe
How much the business, your so longd for business,
By men that are namd from their swords, concerns you.
Lechery, our common friend, so long kept under,
With whips, and beating fatal hemps, shall rise,
And Bawdery, in a French-hood plead, before her
Virginity shall be Carted.

Ver. Excellent!

Grand. And Hell but grant, the quarrel thats between
The Princes may continue, and the business
Thats of the sword, toutlast three suits in Law,
And we will make Atturnies Lansprisadoes,
And our brave gown-men practisers of back-sword;
The pewter of all Serjeants maces shall
Be melted, and turnd into common Flaggons,
In which it shall be lawful to carouse
To their most lowsie fortunes.

Bald. Heres a Statesman.

Grand. A creditor shall not dare, but by Petition,
To make demand of any debt; and that
Only once every leap-year, in which, if
The debtor may be won for a French Crown,
To pay a Soulz, he shall be registred
His benefactor.

Ver. The Chancellor hears you.

Grand. Fear not, I now dare speak as loud as he,
And will be heard, and have all I speak, Law;
Have you no eyes? there is a reverence due,
From Children of the Gown, to Men of Action.

Gis. Hows this?

Gran. Even so; the times, the times are changd,
All business is not now preferd in Parchment,
Nor shall a grant pass that wants this broad seal;
This seal dye see? your gravity once laid
My head and heels together in the Dungeon,
For cracking a scald Officers crown, for which
A time is come for vengeance, and expert it;
For know, you have not full three hours to live.

Gis. Yes, somewhat longer.

Gran. To what end?

Gis. To hang you; think on that, Ruffian.

Gran. For you, School-master,
You have a pretty Daughter; let me see,
Near three a Clock, (by which time I much fear,
I shall be tyrd with killing some five hundred)
Provide a Bath, and her to entertain me,
And that shall be your Ransom.

Bald. Impudent Rascal.

Enter to them Trevile and Duprete.

Gis. More of the crew?

Grand. What are you? Rollians?

Tre. No; this for Rolloy and all such as serve him;
We stand for Otto.

Grand. You seem men of fashion,
And therefore Ile deal fairly, you shall have
The honour this day to be Chronicled
The first men killd by Grandpree; you see this sword,
A pretty foolish toy, my valours Servant,
And I may boldly say a Gentleman,
It having made when it was Charlemaigns,
Three thousand Knights; this, Sir, shall cut your throat,
And do you all fair service else.

Tre. I kiss your hands for the good offer; heres another
too, the servant of your servant shall be proud to be scourd
in your sweet guts; till when pray you command me.

Grand. Your Idolater, Sir. [Exeunt. Manent Gis. & Bal.

Gis. That ere such should hold the names of men,
Or Justice be held cruelty, when it labours
To pluck such weeds up!

Bald. Yet they are protected, and by the great ones.

Gis. Not the good ones, Baldwin.

Enter to them Aubrey.

Aub. Is this a time to be spent thus by such
As are the principal Ministers of the State?
When they that are the heads, have filld the Court
With factions, a weak Woman only left
To stay their bloudy hands? can her weak arms
Alone divert the dangers ready now
To fall upon the Common-wealth, and bury
The honours of it, leaving not the name
Of what it was. Oh Gisbert, the fair tryals,
And frequent proofs which our late master made,
Both of your love and faith, gave him assurance,
To chuse you at his death a Guardian; nay,
A Father to his Sons; and that great trust,
How ill do you discharge! I must be plain,
That, at the best, yare a sad looker on
Of those bad practices you should prevent.
And wheres the use of your Philosophy
In this so needful a time? be not secure;
For, Baldwin, be assurd, since that the Princes,
When they were young, and apt for any form,
Were given to your instruction, and grave ordering;
Twill be expected that they should be good,
Or their bad manners will b imputed yours.

Bald. Twas not in one, my Lord, to alter nature.

Gis. Nor can my counsels work on them that will not
Vouchsafe me hearing.

Aub. Do these answers sort,
Or with your place, or persons, or your years?
Can Gisbert being the pillar of the Laws,
See them trod under foot, or forcd to serve
The Princes unjust ends; and with a frown
Be silencd from exclaiming on th abuse?
Or Baldwin only weep the desprate madness
Of his seduced pupills? see their minds,
Which with good Arts he labourd to build up
Examples of succeeding times, oreturnd
By undermining parasites; no one precept
Leading to any Art, or great, or good,
But is forcd from their memory, in whose room
Black counsels are receivd, and their retirements,
And secret conference producing only
Devlish designs, a man would shame to father;
But I talk when I should do, and chide others
For that I now offend in: seet confirmd,
Now do, or never speak more.

Gis. We are yours.
Enter Rollo, Latorch, Trevile, Grandpree, Otto, Verdon, and Duprete.

Rol. You shall know who I am.

Otto. I do, my equal.

Rol. Thy Prince; give way — were we alone, Ide force thee,
In thy best bloud, to write thy self my subject,
And glad I would receive it.

Aub. Sir.

Gis. Dear Lord.

Otto. Thy subject?

Rol. Yes, nor shall tame patience hold me
A minute longer, only half my self;
My birth gave me this Dukedom, and my sword
Shall change it to the common grave of all
That tread upon her bosom, ere I part with
A piece of earth, or title that is mine.

Otto. It needs not, and I would scorn to receive,
Though offerd, what I want not: therefore know
From me, though not deliverd in great words,
Eyes red with rage, poor pride, and threatned action;
Our Father at his death, then, when no accent,
Wert thou a Son, could fall from him in vain,
Made us Co-heirs, our part of Land and Honours
Of equal weight; and to see this confirmd,
The Oaths of these are yet upon record,
Who though they should forsake me, and call down
The plagues of perjury on their sinful heads,
I would not leave my self.

Tre. Nor will we see the Will of the dead Duke infringd.

Lat. Nor I the elder robd of whats his right.

Grand. Nor you?
Let me take place, I say, I will not seet;
My sword is sharpest.

Aub. Peace you tinder-boxes,
That only carry matter to make a flame,
Which will consume you.

Rol. You are troublesome [To Baldwin.
This is no time for arguments, my Title
Needs not your School-defences, but my sword,
With which the Gordian of your Sophistry
Being cut, shall shew th Imposture. For your laws ( To Gisbert.
It is in me to change them when I please,
I being above them; Gisbert, would you have me protect them;
Let them now stretch their extreamest rigour,
And seize upon that Traytor; and your tongue
Make him appear first dangerous, then odious;
And after, under the pretence of safety
For the sick State, the Lands and Peoples quiet,
Cut off his head: and Pie give up my sword,
And fight with them at a more certain weapon
To kill, and with Authority.

Gis. Sir, I grant the Laws are useful weapons, but found out
Tassure the Innocent, not to oppress.

Rol. Then you conclude him Innocent?

Gis. The power your Father gave him, must not prove a

Aub. Nor should you so receive it. (Crime.

Bald. To which purpose,
All that dare challenge any part in goodness,
Will become suppliants to you.

Rol. They have none
That dare move me in this: hence, I defie you,
Be of his party, bringlt to your Laws,
And thou thy double heart, thou popular fool,
Your moral rules of justice and her ballance;
I stand on mine own guard.

Otto. Which thy unjustice
Will make thy enemies; by the memory
Of him, whose better part now suffers for thee,
Whose reverend ashes with an impious hand
Thou throwst out to contempt, in thy repining
At this so just decree; thou art unworthy
Of what his last Will, not thy merits, gave thee,
That art so swoln within, with all those mischiefs
That ere made up a Tyrant, that thy breast,
The prison of thy purposes, cannot hold them,
But that they break forth, and in thy own words
Discover, what a monster they must serve
That shall acknowledge thee.

Rol. Thou shalt not live to be so happy.

Aub. Nor your miseries begin in murther.
[He offers his sword at Otto, the faction joyning,
[Aubrey between severs the Brothers.
Duty, allegeance, and all respects of what you are, forsake me:
Do you stare on? is this a Theater?
Or shall these kill themselves, like to mad fencers,
To make you sport? keep them asunder, or
By Heaven Ile charge on all.

Grand. Keep the peace,
I am for you, my Lord, and if youl have me,
Fie act the Constables part.

Aub. Live I to see this?
Will you do that your enemies dare not wish,
And cherish in your selves those furies, which
Hell would cast out? Do, I am ready; kill me,
And these, that would fall willing sacrifices
To any power that would restore your reason,
And make you men again, which now you are not.

Rol. These are your bucklers boy.

Otto. My hinderances;
And were I not confirmd, my justice in
The taking of thy life, could not weigh down
The wrong, in shedding the least drop of bloud
Of these whose goodness only now protetts thee,
Thou shouldst feel I in act would only prove my self
What thou in words dost labour to appear.

Rol. Hear this, and talk again! Fie break through all,
But I will reach thy heart.

Otto. Tis better guarded.
Enter Sophia.

Soph. Make way, or I will force it, who are those?
My Sons? my shames; turn all your swords on me
And make this wretched body but one wound,
So this unnatural quarrel find a grave
In the unhappy womb that brought you forth:
Dare you remember that you had a Mother,
Or look on these gray hairs, made so with tears,
For both your goods, and not with age; and yet
Stand doubtful to obey her? from me you had
Life, Nerves, and faculties, to use these weapons;
And dare you raise them against her, to whom
You owe the means of being what you are?

Otto. All peace is meant to you.

Soph. Why is this War then?
As if your arms could be advancd, and I
Not set upon the rack? your bloud is mine,
Your dangers mine, your goodness I should share in
I must be branded with those impious marks
You stamp on your own foreheads and on mine,
If you go on thus: for my good name therefore,
Though all respects of honour in your selves
Be in your fury choakt, throw down your swords;
Your duty should be swifter than my tongue;
And joyn your hands while they be innocent;
You have heat of bloud, and youth apt to Ambition,
To plead an easie pardon for whats past:
But all the ills beyond this hour committed,
From Gods or men must hope for no excuse.

Gis. Can you hear this unmovd?
No Syllable of this so pious charm, but should have power
To frustrate all the juggling deceits,
With which the Devil blinds you.

Otto. I begin to melt, I know not how.

Rol. Mother, Ile leave you;
And, Sir, be thankful for the time you live,
Till we meet next (which shall be soon and sudden)
To her perswasion for you.

Soph. O yet, stay,
And rather than part thus, vouchsafe me hearing,
As enemies; how is my soul divided?
My love to both is equal, as my wishes;
But are returnd by neither; my grievd heart,
Hold yet a little longer, and then break.
I kneel to both, and will speak so, but this
Takes from me th authority of a mothers power;
And therefore, like my self, Otto, to thee,
(And yet observe, son, how thy mothers tears
Outstrip her forward words, to make way for em)
Thou art the younger, Ottoy yet be now
The first example of obedience to me,
And grow the elder in my love.

Otto. The means to be so happy?

Soph. This; yield up thy sword,
And let thy piety give thy mother strength
To take that from thee, which no enemies force
Could ere despoil thee of: why dost thou tremble,
And with a fearful eye fixt on thy Brother,
Observst his ready sword, as bent against thee?
I am thy armour, and will be piercd through,
Ten thousand times, before I will give way
To any peril may arrive at thee;
And therefore fear not.

Otto. Tis not for my self,
But for you, mother; you are now ingagd
In more tha[n] lies in your unquestiond vertue;
For, since you have disarmd me of defence,
Should I fall now, though by his hand, the world
May say it was your practice.

Soph. All worlds perish,
Before my piety turn treasons parent,
Take it again, and stand upon your guard,
And while your Brother is, continue armd;
And yet, this fear is needless, for I know,
My Rollo, though he dares as much as man,
So tender of his yet untainted valour,
So noble, that he dares do nothing basely.
You doubt him; he fears you; I doubt and fear
Both; for others safety, and not mine own.
Know yet, my sons, when of necessity
You must deceive, or be deceivd; tis better
To suffer Treason, than to act the Traytor;
And in a War like this, in which the glory
Is his thats overcome; consider then
What tis for which you strive: is it the Dukedom?
Or the command of these so ready subjects?
Desire of wealth? or whatsoever else
Fires your ambition? This still desprate madness,
To kill the people which you would be Lords of;
With fire, and sword to lay that Country waste
Whose rule you seek for: to consume the treasures,
Which are the sinews of your Government,
In cherishing the factions that destroy it:
Far, far be this from you: make it not questiond
Whether you have interest in that Dukedom,
Whose ruine both contend for.

Otto. I desire but to enjoy my own, which I will keep.

Rol. And rather than posterity shall have cause
To say I ruind all, divide the Dukedom,
I will accept the moiety.

Ott. I embrace it.

Soph. Divide me first, or tear me limb by limb,
And let them find as many several Graves
As there are villages in Normandy:
And tis less sin, than thus to weaken it.
To hear it mentiond doth already make me
Envy my dead Lord, and almost Blaspheme
Those powers that heard my prayer for fruitfulness,
And did not with my first birth close my womb:
To me alone my second blessing proves
My first of misery, for if that Heaven
Which gave me RoIlo, there had staid his bounty,
And Otto, my dear Otto, nere had been,
Or being, had not been so worth my love,
The stream of my affection had run constant
In one fair current, all my hopes had been
Laid up in one; and fruitful Normandy
In this division had not lost her glories:
For as tis now, tis a fair Diamond,
Which being preservd intire, exceeds all value,
But cut in pieces (though these pieces are
Set in fine gold by the best work-mans cunning)
Parts with all estimation: So this Dukedom,
As tis yet whole, the neighbouring Kings may covet,
But cannot compass; which divided, will
Become the spoil of every barbarous foe
That will invade it.

Gis. How this works in both!

Bal. Prince Rollos eyes have lost their fire.

Gis. And anger, that but now wholly possessed
Good Otto, hath given place to pity. (begun.

Aub. End not thus Madam, but perfect whats so well

Soph. I see in both, fair signs of reconcilement,
Make them sure proofs they are so: the Fates offer
To your free choice, either to live Examples
Of Piety, or wickedness: if the later
Blinds so your understanding, that you cannot
Pierce through her painted out-side, and discover
That she is all deformity within,
Boldly transcend all precedents of mischief,
And let the last, and the worst end of tyrannies,
The murther of a Mother, but begin
The stain of bloud you after are to heighten:
But if that vertue, and her sure rewards,
Can win you to accept her for your guide,
To lead you up to Heaven, and there fix you
The fairest Stars in the bright Sphere of honour;
Make me the parent of an hundred sons,
All brought into the world with joy, not sorrow,
And every one a Father to his Country,
In being now made Mother of your concord.

Rol. Such, and so good, loud fame for ever speak you.

Bal. I, now they meet like Brothers.
[The Brothers cast away their Swords and embrace.

Gis. My hearts joy flows through my eyes.

Aub. May never Womans tongue
Hereafter be accusd, for this ones Goodness.

Otto. If we contend, from this hour, it shall be
How to orecome in brotherly affection.

Rol. Otto is Rollo now, and Rollo, Otto,
Or as they have one mind, rather one name:
From this attonement let our lives begin,
Be all the rest forgotten.

Aub. Spoke like Rollo.

Soph. And to the honour of this reconcilement,
We all this night will at a publick Feast
With choice Wines drown our late fears, and with Musick
Welcome our comforts.

Bald. Sure and certain ones. [Exeunt.
[Manent Grandpree, Verdon, Trevile and Duprete.

Grand. Did ever such a hopeful business end thus?

Ver. Tis fatal to us all, and yet you Grandpree,
Have the least cause to fear.

Grand. Why, whats my hope?

Ver. The certainty that you have to be hangd;
You know the Chancellours promise.

Grand. Plague upon you.

Ver. What think you of a Bath, and a Lords Daughter
To entertain you?

Grand. Those desires are off.
Frail thoughts, all friends, no Rollians now, nor Ottoes:
The sevral courtsies of our swords and servants
Defer to after consequence; lets make use
Of this nights freedom, a short Parliament to us,
In which it will be lawful to walk freely.
Nay, to our drink we shall have meat too, thats
No usual business to the men oth sword.
Drink deep with me to night, we shall to morrow,
Or whip, or hang the merrier.

Tre. Lead the way then. [Exeunt.


Actus Secundus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER LATORCH, AND Rollo.

Lato. WHY should this trouble you?

Rol. It does, and must do till I find ease.

Lato. Consider then, and quickly;
And like a wise man, take the current with you,
Which once turnd head, will sink you; blest occasion
Offers her self in thousand safeties to you;
Time standing still to point you out your purpose,
And resolution (the true child of Vertue)
Readie to execute: what dull cold weakness
Has crept into your bosom, whose meer thoughts
Like tempests, plowing up the sayling Forests,
Even with their swing were wont to shake down hazards.
What ist, your Mothers tears?

Rol. Pray thee be patient.

Lat. Her hands held up? her prayers, or her curses?
Oh power of paper dropt through by a woman!
Take heed the Souldiers see it not; tis miserable,
In Rollo below miserable; take heed your friends,
The sinews of your cause, the strength you stir by,
Take heed, I say, they find it not: take heed
Your own repentance (like a passing-bell)
Too late, and too loud, tell the world yare perisht:
What noble spirit, eager of advancement,
Whose imployment is his plough; what sword whose sharp
Waits but the arm to wield it; or what hope (ness
After the world has blown abroad this weakness,
Will move again, or make a wish for Rollo?

Rol. Are we not friends again by each oath ratified,
Our tongues the Heralds to our hearts?

Lat. Poor hearts then.

Rol. Our worthier friends.

Lat. No friends Sir, to your honour;
Friends to your fall: where is your understanding,
The noble vessel that your full soul saild in,
Ribd round with honours; where is that? tis ruind,
The tempest of a womans sighs has sunk it.
Friendship, take heed Sir, is a smiling harlot
That when she kisses, kills, a soderd friendship
Piecd out with promises; O painted mine!

Rol. Latorch, he is my Brother.

Lat. The more doubted;
For hatred hatcht at home is a tame Tiger,
May fawn and sport, but never leaves his nature;
The jars of Brothers, two such mighty ones,
Is like a small stone thrown into a river,
The breach scarce heard, but view the beaten current,
And you shall see a thousand angry rings
Rise in his face, still swelling and still growing;
So jars circling distrusts, distrusts breed dangers,
And dangers death, the greatest extreme shadow,
Till nothing bound em but the shoar their graves;
There is no manly wisedom, nor no safety
In leaning to this league, this piecd patcht friendship;
This reard up reconcilement on a billow,
Which as it tumbles, totters down your fortune;
Ist not your own you reach at? Law and nature
Ushering the way before you; is not he
Born and bequeathd your subject?

Rol. Ha.

Lat. What fool would give a storm leave to disturb his
When he may shut the casement? can that man (peace,
Has won so much upon your pity,
And drawn so high, that like an ominous Comet,
He darkens all your light; can this toucht Lyon
(Though now he licks and locks up his fell paws,
Craftily huming, like a catt to cozen you)
But when ambition whets him, and time fits him,
Leap to his prey, and seizd once, suck your heart out?
Do you make it conscience?

Rol. Conscience, Latorch, whats that?

Lat. A fear they tye up fools in, natures coward,
Palling the blood, and chilling the full spirit
With apprehension of meer clouds and shadows.

Rol. I know no conscience, nor I fear no shadows.

Lat. Or if you did, if there were conscience,
If the free soul could suffer such a curb
To the fiery mind, such puddles to put it out;
Must it needs like a rank Vine, run up rudely,
And twine about the top of all our happiness,
Honour and rule, and there sit shaking of us?

Rol. It shall not, nor it must not; I am satisfied,
And once more am my self again:
My Mothers tears and womanish cold prayers,
Farewel, I have forgot you; if there be conscience,
Let it not come betwixt a crown and me,
Which is my hope of bliss, and I believe it:
Otto, our friendship thus I blow to air,
A bubble for a boy to play withal;
And all the vows my weakness made, like this,
Like this poor heartless rush, I rend in pieces.

Lat. Now you go right, Sir, now your eyes are open.

Rol. My Fathers last petitions dead as he is,
And all the promises I closd his eyes with,
In the same grave I bury.

Lat. Now yare a man, Sir.

Rol. Otto, thou shewst my winding sheet before me,
Which ere I put it on, like Heavens blest fire
In my descent Ile make it blush in blood;
A Crown, A Crown, Oh sacred Rule, now fire me,
Nor shall the pity of thy youth, false Brother,
Although a thousand Virgins kneel before me,
And every dropping eye a court of mercy,
The same blood with me, nor the reverence
Due to my mothers blest womb that bred us,
Redeem thee from my doubts: thou art a wolf here,
Fed with my fears, and I must cut thee from me:
A Crown, A Crown; Oh sacred Rule, now fire me:
No safety else.

Lat. But be not too much stird, Sir, nor too high
In your execution: swallowing waters
Run deep and silent, till they are satisfied,
And smile in thousand Curies, to guild their craft;
Let your sword sleep, and let my two edgd wit work,
This happy feast, the full joy of your friendships
Shall be his last.

Rol. How, my Latorch?

Lat. Why thus, Sir;
Ile presently go dive into the Officers
That minister at Table: gold and goodness,
With promise upon promise, and time necessary,
Ile pour into them.

Rol. Canst thou do it neatly?

Lat. Let me alone, and such a bait it shall be,
Shall take off all suspicion.

Rol. Go, and prosper.

Lat. Walk in then, and your smoothest face put on Sir.
[Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter the Master Cooky Butler, Pantler, Yeoman of the
Cellary with a Jack of Beer and a Dish.

Cook. A hot day, a hot day, vengeance hot day boys,
Give me some drink, this fires a plaguy fretter:
Body of me, Im dry still; give me the Jack boy;
This wooden Skiff holds nothing.

Pant. And faith master, what brave new meats; for here
Will be old eating.

Coo. Old and young, boy, let em all eat, I have it;
I have ballast for their bellies, if they eat a gods name,
Let them have ten tire of teeth a piece, I care not;

But. But what new rare munition?

Coo. Pish, a thousand;
Ile make you piggs speak French at table, and a fat swan
Come sailing out of England with a challenge;
Ile make you a dish of calves-feet dance the Canaries,
And a consort of crammd capons fiddle to em;
A calves head speak an Oracle, and a dozen of Larks
Rise from the dish, and sing all supper time;
Tis nothing boyes: I have framed a fortification
Out of Rye paste, which is impregnable,
And against that, for two long hours together,
Two dozen of marrow-bones shall play continually:
For fish, Ile make you a standing lake of white broth,
And pikes come ploughing up the plums before them;
Arion, like a Dolphin, playing Lachrymae,
And brave King Herring with his oyle and onyon
Crownd with a Limon pill, his way prepard
With his strong Guard of Pilchers.

Pant. I marry Master.

Coo. All these are nothing: Ile make you a stubble Goose
Turn oth toe thrice, do a cross point presently,
And sit down again, and cry come eat me:
These are for mirth. Now Sir, for matter of mourning,
Ile bring you in the Lady Loyn of Veal,
With the long love she bore the Prince of Orenge.

All. Thou boy, thou.

Coo. I have a trick for thee too,
And a rare trick, and I have done it for thee.

Yeo. Whats that good master?

Coo. Tis a sacrifice.
A full Vine bending, like an Arch, and under
The blown god Bacchus, sitting on a Hogshead,
His Altar Beer: before that, a plump Vintner
Kneeling, and offring incense to his deitie,
Which shall be only this, red Sprats and Pilchers.

But. This when the Tables drawn, to draw the wine on.

Coo. Thou hast it right, and then comes thy Song, Butler.

Pant. This will be admirable.

Yeo. Oh Sir, most admirable.

Coo. If youl have the pasty speak, tis in my power,
I have fire enough to work it; come, stand close,
And now rehearse the Song, we may be perfect,
The drinking Song, and say I were the Brothers.

THE DRINKING SONG.

Drink to day and drown all sorrow,
You shall perhaps not do it to morrow.
Best while you have it use your breathy
There is no drinking after death.
Wine works the heart up, wakes the wit,
There is no cure gainst age but it.
It helps the head-ach, cough and tissick,
And is for all diseases Physick.
Then let us swill boyes for our health,
Who drinks well, loves the common-wealth.
And he that will to bed go sober,
Falls with the leaf still in October.

Well have you born your selves; a red Deer Pye, Boyes,
And that no lean one, I bequeath your vertues;
What friends hast thou to day? no citizens?

Pant. Yes Father, the old Crew.

Coo. By the mass true wenches:
Sirrah, set by a chine of Beef, and a hot Pasty,
And let the Joll of Sturgeon be corrected:
And do you mark Sir, stalk me to a Pheasant,
And see if you can shoot her in the Sellar.

Pant. God a mercy Lad, send me thy roaring bottles,
And with such Nectar I will see em filld,
That all thou speakst shall be pure Helicon.
Enter Latorch.
Monsieur Latorch? what news with him? Save you.

Lat. Save you Master, save you Gentlemen,
You are casting for this preparation;
This joyfull supper for the royal Brothers:
Im glad I have met you fitly, for to your charge
My bountifull brave Butler, I must deliver
A Bevie of young Lasses, that must look on
This nights solemnity, and see the two Dukes,
Or I shall lose my credit; you have Stowage?

But. For such freight Ile find room, and be your servant.

Coo. Bring them, they shall not starve here, Ile send em victuals.
Shall work you a good turn, thought be ten days hence, Sir.

Lat. God a mercy noble Master.

Coo. Nay, Ile dot.

Yeo. And wine they shall not want, let em drink like Ducks.

Lat. What misery it is that minds so royal,
And such most honest bounties, as yours are,
Should be confind thus to uncertainties?

But. I, were the State once settled, then we had places.

Yeo. Then we could shew our selves, and help our friends,

Coo. I, then there were some savour int, where now (Sir.
We live between two stools, every hour ready
To tumble on our n<5ses; and for ought we know yet,
For all this Supper, ready to fast the next day.

Lat. I would fain speak unto you out of pitie,
Out of the love I bear you, out of honesty,
For your own goods; nay, for the general blessing.

Coo. And we would as fain hear you, pray go forward.

Lat. Dare you but think to make your selves up certainties
Your places and your credits ten times doubled,
The Princes favour, Rolloys?

But. A sweet Gentleman.

Yeo. I, and as bounteous, if he had his right too.

Coo. By the mass, a Royal Gentleman indeed Boyes,
Hed make the chimneys smoak.

Lat. He would dot friends,
And you too, if he had his right, true Courtiers;
What could you want then? dare you?

Coo. Pray you be short Sir.

Lat. And this my soul upont, I dare assure you,
If you but dare your parts.

Coo. Dare not me Monsieur,
For I that fear nor fire nor water, Sir,
Dare do enough, a man would think.

Yeo. Believt, Sir;
But make this good upon us you have promisd,
You shall not find us flinchers.

Lat. Then Ile be sudden.

Pant. What may this mean? and whither would he drive us?

Lat. And first, for what you must do, because all danger
Shall be apparantly tyd up and muzld,
The matter seeming mighty: theres your pardons.

Pant. Pardons? Ist come to that? gods defend us.

Lat. And heres five hundred Crowns in bounteous earnest,
And now behold the matter. [Latorch gives

But. What are these, Sir?— each a paper.

Yeo. And of what nature? to what use?

Lat. Imagine.

Coo. Will they kill Rats? they eat my pyes abominably,
Or work upon a woman cold as Christmas?
I have an old Jade sticks upon my fingers,
May I taste— them?

Lat. Is— your will— made?
And have you said your prayers? for theyle pay you:
And now to— come up— to you for— your— knowledge,
And for the— good you— never shall— repent— you
If you be wise men now.

Coo. Wise as you will, Sir.

Lat. These must be put then into the several meats
Young Otto loves, by you into his wine, Sir,
Into his bread by you, by you into his linnen.
Now if you desire, you have found the means
To make you, and if you dare not, you have
Found your mine; resolve me ere you go.

But. Youl keep your faith with us.

Lat. May I no more see light else.

Coo. Why tis done then!

But. Tis done.

Pant. Tis done which shall be undone.

Lat. About it then, farewel, yare all of one mind.

Coo. All?

All. All, All.

Lat. Why then, all happie. [Exit.

But. What did we promise him?

Yeo. Do you ask that now?

But. I would be glad to know what tis.

Pan. Ile tell you,
It is to be all villains, knaves, and traytors.

Coo. Fine wholsome titles.

Pan. But if you dare, go forward.

Coo. We may be hangd, drawn, and quarterd.

Pan. Very true, Sir.

Coo. What a goodly swing I shall give the gallows? yet
I think too, this may be done, and yet we may be rewarded,
not with a rope, but with a royal master: and yet we may
be hangd too.

Yeo. Say it were done; who is it done for? is it not for Rollo?
And for his right?

Coo. And yet we may be hangd too.

But. Or say he take it, say we be discoverd?
[Yeo.] Is not the same man bound still to protect us?
Are we not his?

But. Sure, he will never fail us.

Coo. If he do, friends, we shall find that will hold us.
And yet me thinks, this prologue to our purpose,
These crowns should promise more: tis easily done,
As easie as a man would roast an egge,
If that be all; for look you, Gentlemen,
Here stand my broths, my finger slips a little,
Down drops a dose, I stir him with my ladle,
And theres a dish for a Duke: Olla Podrida.
Here stands a bakd meat, he wants a little seasoning,
A foolish mistake; my Spice-box, Gentlemen,
And put in some of this, the matters ended;
Dredge you a dish of plovers, theres the Art ont.

Yeo. Or as I fill my wine.

Coo. Tis very true, Sir,
Blessing it with your hand, thus quick and neatly first, tis past
And done once, tis as easie
For him to thank us for it, and reward us.

Pan. But tis a damnd sin.

Coo. O, never fear that.
The fires my play-fellow, and now I am resolvd, boyes.

But. Why then, have with you.

Yeo. The same for me.

Pan. For me too.

Coo. And now no more our worships, but our Lordships.

Pan. Not this year, on my knowledge, Ile unlord you.
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Servant, and Sewer.

Ser. Perfume the room round, and prepare the table,
Gentlemen officers, wait in your places.

Sew. Make room there,
Room for the Dukes meat. Gentlemen, be bare there,
Clear all the entrance: Guard, put by those gapers,
And Gentlemen-ushers, see the gallery clear,
The Dukes are coming on.
Hoboys, a banquet.
Enter Sophia, between Rollo, and Otto, Aubry,
Latorch, Gis[b]ert, Baldwin, Attendants,
Hamond, Matilda, Edith.

Ser. Tis certainly informd.

Ot. Reward the fellow, and look you mainly to it.

Ser. My life for yours, Sir.

Soph. Now am I straight, my Lords, and young again,
My long since blasted hopes shoot out in blossomes,
The fruits of everlasting love appearing;
Oh! my blest boys, the honour of my years,
Of all my cares, the bounteous fair rewarders.
Oh! let me thus imbrace you, thus for ever
Within a Mothers love lock up your friendships:
And my sweet sons, once more with mutual twinings,
As one chaste bed begot you, make one body:
Blessings from heaven in thousand showrs fall on you.

Aub. Oh! womans goodness never to be equalld,
May the most sinfull creatures of thy sex
But kneeling at thy monument, rise saints.

Soph. Sit down my worthy sons; my Lords, your places.
I, now me thinks the tables nobly furnisht;
Now the meat nourishes; the wine gives spirit;
And all the room stuck with a general pleasure,
Shews like the peacefull boughs of happiness.

Aub. Long may it last, and from a heart filld with it
Full as my cup; I give it round, my Lords.

Bald. And may that stubborn heart be drunk with sorrow
Refuses it; men dying now should take it,
And by the vertue of this ceremony
Shake off their miseries, and sleep in peace.

Rol. You are sad, my noble Brother.

Ot. No, indeed, Sir.

Soph. No sadness my son this day.

Rol. Pray you eat,
Something is here you have lovd; taste of this dish,
It will prepare your stomach.

Ot. Thank you brother: I am not now disposd to eat.

Rol. Or that,
You put us out of heart man, come, these bakt meats
Were ever your best dyet.

Ot. None, I thank you.

Soph. Are you well, noble child?

Ot. Yes, gracious Mother.

Rol. Give him a cup of wine, then, pledge the health,
Drink it to me, Ile give it to my Mother.

Soph. Do, my best child.

Ot. I must not, my best Mother,
Indeed I dare not: for of late, my body
Has been much weakned by excess of dyet;
The promise of a feaver hanging on me,
And even now ready, if not by abstinence — 

Rol. And will you keep it in this general freedom;
A little health preferrd before our friendship?

Ot. I pray you excuse me, Sir.

Rol. Excuse your self Sir,
Come tis your fear, and not your favour Brother,
And you have done me a most worthy kindness
My Royal Mother, and you noble Lords;
Here, for it now concerns me to speak boldly;
What faith can be expected from his vows,
From his dissembling smiles, what fruit of friendship
From all his dull embraces, what blest issue,
When he shall brand me here for base suspicion?
He takes me for a poysoner.

Sop. Gods defend it son.

Rol. For a foul knave, a villain, and so fears me.

Ot. I could say something too.

Sop. You must not so Sir,
Without your great forgetfulness of vertue;
This is your Brother, and your honourd Brother.

Rol. If he please so.

Sop. One noble Father, with as noble thoughts,
Begot your minds and bodies: one care rockt you,
And one truth to you both was ever sacred;
Now fye my Otto, whither flyes your goodness?
Because the right hand has the power of cutting,
Shall the left presently cry out tis maimed?
They are one my child, one power, and one performance,
And joynd together thus, one love, one body.

Aub. I do beseech your grace, take to your thoughts
More certain counsellors than doubts or fears,
They strangle nature, and disperse themselves
(If once believd) into such foggs and errours
That the bright truth her self can never sever:
Your Brother is a royal Gentleman
Full of himself, honour, and honesty,
And take heed Sir, how nature bent to goodness,
(So streight a Cedar to himself) uprightness
Be wrested from his true use, prove not dangerous.

Rol. Nay my good Brother knows I am too patient.

Lat. Why should your grace think him a poysoner?
Has he no more respect to piety?
And but he has by oath tyd up his fury
Who durst but think that thought?

Aub. Away thou firebrand.

Lat. If men of his sort, of his power, and place
The eldest son in honour to this Dukedom.

Bald. For shame contain thy tongue, thy poysonous to[n]gue
That with her burning venome will infect all,
And once more blow a wilde fire through the Dukedom.

Gis. Latorch, if thou best honest, or a man,
Contain thy self.

Aub. Go to, no more, by Heaven
Youle find yhave plaid the fool else, not a word more.

Sop. Prethee sweet son.

Rol. Let him alone sweet Mother, and my Lords
To make you understand how much I honour
This sacred peace, and next my innocence,
And to avoid all further difference
Discourse may draw on to a way of danger
I quit my place, and take my leave for this night,
Wishing a general joy may dwell among you.

Aub. Shall we wait on your grace?

Rol. I dare not break you. Latorch. [Ex. Rol and Lat.

Ot. Oh Mother that your tenderness had eyes,
Discerning eyes, what would this man appear then?
The tale of Synon when he took upon him
To ruine Troy; with what a cloud of cunning
He hid his heart, nothing appearing outwards,
But came like innocence, and dropping pity,
Sighs that would sink a Navie, and had tales
Able to take the ears «rf Saints, belief too,
And what did all these? blew the fire to Ilium.
His crafty art (but more refind by study)
My Brother has put on: oh I could tell you
But for the reverence I bear to nature,
Things that would make your honest blood run backward.

Sop. You dare tell me?

Ot. Yes, in your private closet
Where I will presently attend you; rise
I am a little troubled, but twill off.

Sop. Is this the joy I lookd for?

Ot. All will mend,
Be not disturbd dear Mother, Ile not fail you.
[Ex. Sop and Otto.

Bald. I do not like this.

Aub. That is still in our powers,
But how to make it so that we may like it.

Bald. Beyond us ever; Latorch me thought was busie,
That fellow, if not lookt to narrowly, will do a suddain

Aub. Hell look to him (mischief.
For if there may be a Devil above all, yet
That Rogue will make him; keep you up this night,
And so will I, for much I fear a danger.

Bald. I will, and in my watches use my prayers.
[Exeunt.


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima.
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ENTER SOPHIA, OTTO, Matillda, Edith.

Ot. You wonder Madam, that for all the shews
My Brother Rollo makes of hearty love
And free possession of the Dukedom twixt us;
I notwithstanding should stand still suspicious,
As if beneath those veils, he did convey
Intents and practices of hate, and treason?

Sop. It breeds indeed my wonder.

Ot. Which makes mine,
Since it is so safe and broad a beaten way,
Beneath the name of friendship to betray.

Sop. Though in remote and further off affections,
These falsehoods are so common, yet in him
They cannot so force nature.

Ot. The more near
The bands of truth bind, the more oft they sever,
Being better cloaks to cover falsehood over.

Sop. It cannot be, that fruits the tree so blasting
Can grow in nature; take heed gentle Son
Lest some subornd suggester of these treasons,
Believd in him by you, provokd the rather
His tender envies, to such foul attempts;
Or that your too much love to rule alone
Breed not in him this jealous passion;
There is not any ill we might not bear
Were not our good held at a price too dear.

Ot. So apt is treachery to be excused,
That innocence is still aloud abused,
The fate of vertue even her friends perverts,
To plead for vice oft times against their hearts,
Heavens blessing is her curse, which she must bear
That she may never love.

Sop. Alas, my son, nor fate, nor heaven it self,
Can or would wrest my whole care of your good
To any least secureness in your ill:
What I urge issues from my curious fear;
Lest you should make your means to scape your snare.
Doubt of sincereness is the only mean
Not to incense it, but corrupt it clean.

Ot. I rest as far from wrong of sincereness,
As he flyes from the practice, trust me Madam,
I know by their confessions, he subornd,
What I should eat, drink, touch, or only have scented,
This evening feast was poysoned, but I fear
This open violence more, that treacherous oddes
Which he in his insatiate thirst of rule
Is like to execute.

Sop. Believe it Son,
If still his stomach be so foul to feed
On such gross objects, and that thirst to rule
The state alone be yet unquenchd in him,
Poysons and such close treasons ask more time
Than can suffice his fiery spirits hast:
And were there in him such desire to hide
So false a practice, there would likewise rest
Conscience and fear in him of open force,
And therefore close nor open you need fear.

Mat. Good Madam, stand not so inclind to trust
What proves his tendrest thoughts to doubt it just,
Who knows not the unbounded flood and sea,
In which my Brother Rollos appetites
Alter and rage with every puffe and breath?
His swelling blood exhales, and therefore hear,
What gives my temperate Brother cause to use
His readiest circumspection, and consult
For remedy against all his wicked purposes;
If he arm, arm, if he strew mines of treason,
Meet him with countermines, it is justice still
(For goodness sake) tencounter ill with ill.

Sop. Avert from us such justice, equal heaven,
And all such cause of justice.

Ot. Past all doubt
(For all the sacred privilege of night)
This is no time for us to sleep or rest in;
Who knows not all things holy are prevented
With ends of all impietie, all but
Lust, gain, ambition.
Enter Rollo, armed, and Latorch.

Rol. Perish all the world
Ere I but lose one foot of possible Empire,
Be slights and colour usd by slaves and wretches,
I am exempt by birth from both these curbs,
And since above them in all justice, since
I sit above in power, where power is given,
Is all the right supposd of Earth and Heaven.

Lat. Prove both Sir, see the traytor.

Ot. He comes armd, see Mother, now your confidence.

Sop. What rage affects this monster?

Rol. Give me way or perish.

Sop. Make thy way viper, if thou thus affect it.

Ot. This is a treason like thee.

Rol. Let her go.

Sop. Embrace me, wear me as thy shield, my Son;
And through my breast let his rude weapon run,
To thy lives innocence.

Ot. Play not two parts,
Treacher and coward both; but yield a sword,
And let thy arming thee be odds enough
Against my naked bosom.

Rol. Loose his hold.

Mat. Forbear base murtherer.

Rol. Forsake our Mother.

Sop. Mother, dost thou name me, and putst off nature thus?

Rol. Forsake her tray tour,
Or by the spouse of nature through hers
This leads unto thy heart.

Ot. Hold.

Sop. Hold me still.

Ot. For twenty hearts and lives I will not hazard
One drop of blood in yours.

Sop. Oh thou art lost then.

Ot. Protect my innocence, Heaven.

Sop. Call out murther.

Mat. Be murthered all, but save him.

Ed. Murther, murther.

Rol. Cannot I reach you yet?

Ot. No, fiend.

Rol. Latorch, rescue, Ime down.

Lat. Up then, your sword cools Sir,
Ply it ith flame, and work your ends out.

Rol. Ha, have at [you] there Sir.
Enter Aubrey.

Aub. Author of prodigies, what sights are these?

Ot. Oh give me a weapon, Aubrey.

Sop. Oh part em, part em.

Aub. For Heavens sake no more.

Ot. No more resist his fury, no rage can
Add to his mischief done. [Dyes.

Sop. Take spirit my Otto,
Heaven will not see thee dye thus. (goodness.

Mat. He is dead, and nothing lives but death of every

Sop. Oh he hath slain his Brother, curse him heaven.

Rol. Curse and be cursed, it is the fruit of cursing,
Latorch, take off here, bring too, of that blood
To colour ore my shirt, then raise the Court
And give it out how he attempted us
In our bed naked: shall the name of Brother
Forbid us to inlarge our state and powers?
Or place affects of blood above our reason?
That tells us all things good against another,
Are good in the same line against a Brother. [Exit.
Enter Gisbert, Baldwin.

Gis. What affairs inform these out-cries?

Aub. See and grieve.

Gis. Prince Otto slain!

Bal. Oh execrable slaughter!
What hand hath authord it?

Aub. Your Scholars, Baldwin.

Bald. Unjustly urgd, Lord Aubrey, as if I,
For being his Schoolmaster, must own this doctrine,
You are his Counsellours, did you advise him
To this foul parricide?

Gis. If rule affect this licence, who would live
To worse, than dye in force of his obedience?

Bal. Heavens cold and lingring spirit to punish sin,
And humane blood so fiery to commit it,
One so outgoes the other, it will never
Be turnd to fit obedience.

Aub. Burst it then
With his full swing given, where it brooks no bound,
Complaints of it are vain; and all that rests
To be our refuge (since our powers are strengthless)
Is to conform our wills to suffer freely,
What with our murmurs we can never master;
Ladys, be pleased with what heavens pleasure suffers,
Erect your princely countenances and spirits,
And to redress the mischiefs now resistless,
Sooth it in shew, rather than curse or cross it;
Which all amends, and vow to it your best,
But till you may perform it, let it rest.

Gis. Those temporizings are too dull and servile,
To breath the free air of a manly soul,
Which shall in me expire in execrations,
Before for any life I sooth a murtherer.

Bal. Pour lives before him, till his own be dry
Of all lives services and humane comforts;
None left that looks at heaven is half so base
To do those black and hellish adtions grace.
Enter Rollo, Lat. Ham and Guard.

Rol. Haste Latorch
And raise the Citie as the Court is raisd,
Proclaiming the abhord conspiracy
In plot against my life.

Lat. I haste my Lord. [Exit.

Rol. You there that mourn upon the justly slain,
Arise and leave it if you love your lives,
And hear from me what (kept by you) may save you.

Mat. What will the Butcher do? I will not stir.

Rol. Stir, and unforct stir, or stir never more:
Command her, you grave Beldam, that know better
My deadly resolutions, since I drew them
From the infective fountain of your own,
Or if you have forgot, this fiery prompter
Shall fix the fresh impression on your heart.

Sop. Rise Daughter, serve his will in what we may,
Lest what we may not he enforce the rather,
Is this all you command us?

Rol. This addition only admitted, that when I endeavour
To quit me of this slaughter, you presume not
To cross me with a syllable for your souls;
Murmur, nor think against it, but weigh well,
It will not help your ill, but help to more,
And that my hand wrought thus far to my will,
Will check at nothing till his circle fill.

Mat. Fill it, so I consent not, but who sooths it
Consents, and who consents to tyrannie, does it.

Rol. False traytress die then with him. (self

Aub. Are you mad, to offer at more blood, and make your
More horrid to your people? Ile proclaim,
It is not as your instrument will publish.

Rol. Do, and take that along with you — so nimble!
Resign my sword, and dare not for thy soul
To offer what thou insolently threatnest;
One word, proclaiming cross to what Latorch
Hath in Commission, and intends to publish.

Aub. Well, Sir, not for your threats, but for your good,
Since more hurt to you would more hurt your Country,
And that you must make Vertue of the need
That now compels you, Ill consent as far
As silence argues to your will proclaimed:
And since no more Sons of your Princely Father
Survive to rule but you, and that I wish
You should rule like your Father, with the love
And zeal of all your Subjects; this foul slaughter
That now you have committed made ashamed
With that fair blessing, that in place of plagues,
Heaven trys our mending disposition with:
Take here your sword, which now use like a Prince,
And no more like a Tyrant.

Rol. This sounds well, live and be gracious with us.
Gis and Bal. Oh Lord Aubrey.

Mat. He flatter thus?

Sop. He temporizes fitly.

Rol. Wonder invades me; do you two think much,
That he thus wisely, and with need consents
To what I authour for your Countries good?
You being my Tutor, you my Chancellour.

Gis. Your Chancellour is not your Flatterer, Sir.

Bal. Nor is it your Tutors part to shield such dodlrine.

Rol. Sir, first know you,
In praise of your pure Oratory that raisd you,
That when the people, who I know by this
Are raisd out of their rests, and hastening hither
To witness what is done here, are arrived
With our Latorch, that you, ex tempore,
Shall fashion an Oration to acquit
And justifie this forced fact of mine;
Or for the proud refusal lose your head.

Gis. I fashion an Oration to acquit you?
Sir, know you then, that tis a thing less easie
To excuse a parricide than to commit it.

Rol. I do not wish you, Sir, to excuse me,
But to accuse my Brother, as the cause
Of his own slaughter by attempting mine.

Gis. Not for the World, I should pour blood on blood;
It were another murther to accuse
Him that fell innocent.

Rol. Away with him, hence, hail him straight to execution.

Aub. Far flye such rigour, your amendful hand.

Rol. He perishes with him that speaks for him;
Guard do your office on him, on your lives pain.

Gis. Tyrant, twill haste thy own death.

Rol. Let it wing it,
He threatens me, Villains tear him piece-meal hence.

Guard. Avant Sir.

Ham. Force him hence.

Rol. Dispatch him, Captain,
And bring me instant word he is dispatched,
And how his Rhetorick takes it.

Ham. Ill not fail, Sir.

Rol. Captain, besides remember this in chief;
That being executed, you deny
To all his friends the Rites of Funeral,
And cast his Carkass out to Dogs and Fowls.

Ham. Tis done, my Lord.

Rol. Upon your life not fail.

Bal. What impious daring is there here of Heaven!

Rol. Sir, now prepare your self, against the people
Make here their entry, to discharge the Oration,
He hath denied my will.

Bal. For fear of death? ha, ha, ha.

Rol. Is death ridiculous with you?
Works misery of Age this, or thy judgment?

Bal. Judgment, false Tyrant.

Rol. Youll make no Oration then?

Bal. Not to excuse, but aggravate thy murder if thou wilt,
Which I will so enforce, Ill make thee wreak it
(With hate of what thou winst byt) on thy self,
With such another justly merited murther.

Rol. Ill answer you anon.
Enter Latorch.

Lat. The Citizens are hasting, Sir, in heaps, all full reBy my perswasion of your Brothers Treasons. (solvd,

Rol. Honest Latorch.
Enter Hamond.

Ham. See, Sir, heres Gisberts head.

Rol. Good speed; wast with a Sword?

Ham. An Axe, Sir.

Rol. An Axe? twas vilely done, I would have had
My own fine Headsman done it with a Sword;
Go, take this Dotard here, and take his head
Off with a Sword.

Ham. Your Schoolmaster?

Rol. Even he.

Bal. For teaching thee no better; tis the best
Of all thy damned justices; away,
Captain, Ill follow.

Ed. Oh stay there, Duke, and in the midst of all thy blood and fury,
Hear a poor Maids Petitions, hear a Daughter,
The only Daughter of a wretched Father;
Oh stay your haste as you shall need this mercy.

Rol. Away with this fond woman.

Ed. You must hear me
If there be any spark of pity in you,
If sweet humanity and mercy rule you;
I do confess you are a Prince, your anger
As great as you, your Execution greater.

Rol. Away with him.

Ed. Oh Captain, by thy manhood,
By her soft soul that bare thee, I do confess, Sir,
Your doom of justice on your foes most righteous;
Good noble Prince look on me.

Rol. Take her from me.

Ed. A curse upon his life that hinders me;
May Fathers Blessing never fall upon him,
May Heaven never hear his Prayers: I beseech you,
Oh Sir, these few tears beseech you; these chast hands woo
That never yet were heavd but to things holy (you,
Things like your self, you are a god above us;
Be as a God then, full of saving mercy;
Mercy, Oh mercy, for his sake mercy;
That when your stout heart weeps shall give you pity;
Here I must grow.

Rol. By Heaven, Ill strike thee, woman.

Ed. Most willingly, let all thy anger seek me,
All the most studied torments, so this good man,
This old man, and this innocent escape thee.

Rol. Carry him away I say.

Ed. Now blessing on thee, Oh sweet pity,
I see it in thy Eyes, I charge you Souldiers
Even by the Princes power, release my Father,
The Prince is merciful, why do you hold him?
He is old, why do you hurt him? speak, Oh speak, Sir;
Speak as you are a man; a mans life hangs, Sir,
A friends life, and a foster life upon you:
Tis but a word, but mercy quickly spoke, Sir;
Oh speak, Prince, speak.

Rol. Will no man here obey me?
Have I no rule yet? as I live he dyes
That does not execute my will, and suddenly. (me.

Bal. All that thou canst do takes but one short hour from

Rol. Hew off her hands.

Ham. Lady hold off.

Ed. Nay, hew em,
Hew off my innocent hands as he commands you.
[Exeunt Guard, Count Baldwin.
Theyll hang the faster on for Deaths convulsion.
Thou seed of Rocks, will nothing move thee then?
Are all my tears lost? all my righteous Prayers
Drownd in thy drunken wrath? I stand thus then,
Thus boldly, bloody Tyrant,
And to thy face in Heavens high Name defie thee;
And may sweet mercy when thy soul sighs for it,
When under thy black mischiefs thy flesh trembles,
When neither strength, nor youth, nor friends, nor gold
Can stay one hour, when thy most wretched Conscience
Wakd from her dream of death, like fire shall melt thee,
When all thy Mothers tears, thy Brothers wounds,
Thy Peoples fears and curses, and my loss,
My aged fathers loss shall stand before thee.

Rol. Save him I say, run, save him, save her Father,
Fly, and redeem his head. [Exit Latorch.

Ed. May then that pity,
That comfort thou expedtst from Heaven, that mercy
Be lockt up from thee, fly thee, howling find thee,
Despair, Oh my sweet father, storms of terrours,
Blood till thou burst again.

Rol. Oh fair sweet anger.
Enter Latorch and Hamond with a Head.

Lat. I am too late, Sir, twas dispatchd before,
And his Head is here.

Rol. And my Heart there; go bury him,
Give him fair Rites of Funeral, decent Honours.

Ed. Wilt thou not take me, Monster? highest Heaven
Give him a punishment fit for his mischief.

Lat. I fear thy Prayer is heard, and he rewarded:
Lady, have patience, twas unhappy speed;
Blame not the Duke, twas not his fault, but Fates;
He sent, you know, to stay it, and commanded
In care of you, the heavy object hence
Soon as it came: have better thoughts of him.

Enter Citizens.

1 Cit. Wheres this young Traytor?

Lat. Noble Citizens, here,
And here the wounds he gave your soveraign Lord.

1 Cit. This Prince of force must be
Belovd of Heaven, whom Heaven hath thus preservd.

2 Cit. And if he be belovd of Heaven, you know,
He must be just, and all his actions so.

Rol. Concluded like an Oracle, Oh how great
A grace of Heaven is a wise Citizen!
For Heaven tis makes em wise, ast makes me just,
As it preserves me, as I now survive
By his strong hand to keep you all alive:
Your Wives, your Children, Goods and Lands kept yours,
That had been else preys to his tyrannous Power,
That would have preyd on me, in Bed assaulted me
In sacred time of Peace; my Mother here,
My Sister, this just Lord, and all had felt
The certain Gulph of this Conspiracy,
Of which my Tutor and my Chancellour,
(Two of the gravest, and most counted honest
In all my Dukedom) were the monstrous Heads;
Oh trust no honest men for their sakes ever,
My politick Citizens, but those that breathe
The Names of Cut-throats, Usurers and Tyrants,
Oh those believe in, for the foul-mouthd World
Can give no better terms to simple goodness:
Even me it dares blaspheme, and thinks me tyrannous
For saving my own life sought by my Brother;
Yet those that sought his life before by poyson
(Though mine own servants, hoping to please me)
Ill lead to death fort, which your Eyes shall see.

1 Cit. Why, what a Prince is here!

2 Cit. How just!

3 Cit. How gentle!

Rol. Well, now my dearest Subjects, or much rather
My Nerves, my Spirits, or my vital Blood;
Turn to your needful rests, and setled peace,
Fixd in this root of steel, from whence it sprung
In Heavens great help and Blessing: but ere sleep
Bind in his sweet oblivion your dull senses,
The Name and Vertue of Heavens King advance
For yours, in chief, for my deliverance.

Cit. Heaven and his King save our most pious Soveraign.
[Exeunt Citizens.

Rol. Thanks my good people. Mother, and kind Sister,
And you my noble Kinsmen, things born thus
Shall make ye all command what ever I
Enjoy in this my absolute Empire,
Take in the Body of my Princely Brother,
For whose Death, since his Fate no other way
Would give my eldest birth his supream Right;
Well mourn the cruel influence it bears,
And wash his Sepulchre with kindly tears.

Aub. If this game end thus, Heavens will rule the set.
What we have yielded to, we could not let.
[Exeunt omnes prater Latorch, and Edith.

Lat. Good Lady rise, and raise your Spirits withal,
More high than they are humbled; you have cause,
As much as ever honourd happiest Lady;
And when your Ears are freer to take in
Your most amendful and unmatched fortunes,
Ill make you drown a hundred helpless deaths
In Sea of one life pourd into your Bosome;
With which shall flow into your arms, the Riches,
The Pleasures, Honours, and the rules of Princes;
Which though death stop your ears, methinks should open em,
Assay to forget death.

Ed. Oh slaughterd Father.

Lat. Taste of what cannot be redressd, and bless
The Fate that yet you curse so; since for that
You spake so movingly, and your sweet eyes
With so much Grace filld, that you set on fire
The Dukes affection, whom you now may rule
As he rules all his Dukedome, ist not sweet?
Does it not shine away your sorrows Clouds?
Sweet Lady, take wise heart, and hear and tell me.

Ed. I hear no word you speak.

Lat. Prepare to hear then,
And be not barrd up from your self, nor add
To your ill fortune with your far worse judgment;
Make me your servant to attend with all joys,
Your sad estate, till they both bless and speak it:
See how theyll bow to you, make me wait, command me
To watch out every minute, for the stay
Your modest sorrow fancies, raise your graces,
And do my hopes the honour of your motion,
To all the offered heights that now attend you:
Oh how your touches ravish! how the Duke
Is slain already with your flames embracd!
I will both serve and visit you, and often.

Ed. I am not fit, Sir.

Lat. Time will make you, Lady.
[Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter the Guard, 3 or 4 Boys, then the Sheriff, Cook,
Yeoman of the Cellar, Butler, Pantler to execution.

1 Guard. Come, bring in these fellows, on, away with em.

2 Guard. Make room before there, room for the Prisoners.

1 Boy. Lets run before, Boys, we shall have no places else.

2 Boy. Are these the youths?

Cook. These are the youths you look for,
And, pray my honest friends, be not so hasty,
There will be nothing done till we come, I assure you.

1 Boy. Heres a wise hanging; are there no more?

Butl. Do you hear, Sir? you may come in for your share if you please.

Cook. My friend, if you be unprovided of a hanging,
You look like a good fellow, I can afford you
A reasonable penny-worth.

2 Boy. Afore, afore, Boys, heres enough to make us sport.

Yeom.Pox take you,
Do you call this sport? are these your recreations?
Must we be hangd to make you mirth?

Cook. Do you hear?
You Custard Pate, we go tot for high Treason,
An honourable fault: thy foolish Father
Was hangd for stealing Sheep.

Boys. Away, away, Boys.

Cook. Do you see how that sneaking Rogue looks now?
You, Chip, Pantier, you peaking Rogue, that provided us
these Necklaces; you poor Rogue, you costive Rogue, you.

Pant. Pray, pray, fellows.

Cook.Pray for thy crusty soul? wheres your reward now,
Goodman Manchet, for your fine discovery?
I do beseech you, Sir, where are your Dollers?
Draw with your fellows and be hangd.

Yeom. He must now;
For now he shall be hangd first, thats his comfort,
A place too good for thee, thou meal-mouthd Rascal.

Coo. Hang handsomly for shame, come, leave your praying,
You peaking Knave, and dye like a good Courtier,
Dye honestly, and like a man; no preaching,
With I beseech you take example by me,
I livd a lewd man, good People.Pox ont (you.
Dye me as if thou hadst dind, say Grace, and God be with

Guard. Come, will you forward?

Cook. Good Mr. Sheriff, your leave, this hasty work
Was ner done well; give us so much time as but to sing
Our own Ballads, for well trust no man,
Nor no tune but our own; twas done in Ale too,
And therefore cannot be refusd in Justice.
Your penny-pot Poets are such pelting thieves,
They ever hang men twice; we have it here, Sir,
And so must every Merchant of our Voyage.
Hell make a sweet return else of his Credit.

Yeom. One fit of our own mirth, and then we are for you.

Guard. Make haste then, dispatch.

Yeom. Theres day enough, Sir.

Cook. Come, Boys, sing chearfully, we shall ner sing younger.
We have chosen a loud tune too, because it should like well.

THE SONG.

Come, For[f[unes a Whore, I care not who tell her,
Would offer to strangle a Page of the Celler,
That should by his Oath to any Mans thinking,
And place, have had a defence for his drinking;
But thus she does stilly when she pleases to palter,
Instead of his Wages, she gives him a Halter.
Three merry Boys, and three merry Boys, and three merry Boys are we,
As ever did sing in a hempen string under the Gallow-tree.

II.

But I that was so lusty,
And ever kept my Bottles,
That neither they were musty,
And seldome less than Pottles;
For me to be thus stopt now,
With Hemp instead of Corf Sir,
And from the Gallows lopt now,
Shews that there is a fork, Sir,
In death, and this the token,
Man may be two ways killed,
Or like the Bottle, broken,
Or like the Wine, be spilled.
Three merry Boys, &c.

III.

Oh yet but look on the Master Cook, the glory of the Kitchin,
In sowing whose fate, at so lofty a rate, no Taylor er had stitching,
For though he makes the Many the Cook yet makes the Dishes,
The which no Taylor can, wherein I have my wishes,
That I who at so many a Feast, have pleasd so many tasters,
Should now my self come to be drest, a dish for you my Masters,
Three merry Boys, &c.

Cook. Theres a few Copies for you; now farewel friends:
And good Mr. Sheriff let me not be printed
With a brass Pot on my head.

But. March fair, march fair, afore, good Captain Pantler.

IV.

Pant. Oh man or beast, or you at leasts
That wear or brow or antler,
Frick up your ears, unto the tears
Of me poor Paul the Pantler,
That thus am dipt, because I chipt
The cursed Crust of Treason
With Loyal Knife; Oh doleful strife,
To hang thus without reason.


Actus Quartus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER AUBREY, AND Latorch.

Aub. Latorchy I have waited here to speak with you,
And you must hearken; set not forth your leg
Of haste, nor put your face of business on;
An honester affair than this I urge too,
You will not easily think on; and twill be
Reward to entertain it; tis your fortune
To have our Masters ear above the rest
Of us that follow him, but that no man envies;
For I have well considered, Truth sometimes
May be conveyd in by the same Conduits
That Falshood is; These courses that he takes
Cannot but end in mine; Empire got
By blood and violence, must so be held;
And how unsafe that is, he first will prove,
That toiling still to remove Enemies
Makes himself more; It is not now a Brother,
A faithful Councellour of estate or two,
That are his danger, they are far dispatchd;
It is a multitude that begin to fear,
And think what began there must end in them;
For all the fine Oration that was made em,
And they are not an easie Monster quelld.
Princes may pick their suffering Nobles out;
And one by one employ em to the block; but when they
once grow formidable to their Clowns, and Coblers, ware
then, guard themselves; if thou durst tell him this, Latorch,
the service would not discredit the good name you hold with
men, besides the profit to your Master, and the publick.

Lat. I conceive not so, Sir: — (fancy?
They are airy fears; and why should I object them unto his
Wound what is yet sound? your counsels colour not,
With reason of state, where all thats necessary still is just.
The actions of the Prince, while they succeed,
Should be made good, and glorified; not questiond.
Men do but shew their ill affections, that — 

Aub. What? speak out.

Lat. Do murmur against their Masters.

Aub. Is this to me?

Lat. It is to whosoever mislikes of the Dukes courses.

Aub. I! ist so? at your stateward, Sir?

Lat. Im sworn to hear nothing may prejudice the Prince.

Aub. Why do you? or have you, ha?

Lat. I cannot tell, mens hearts shew in their words sometimes.

Aub. I ever thought thee
Knave of the Chamber, art thou the Spye too?

Lat. A watchman for the State, and one thats known,
Sir, to be rightly affected.

Aub. Bawd of the State;
No less than of thy masters lusts. I now
See nothing can redeem thee; dost thou mention
Affection, or a Heart, that ner hadst any?
Knowst not to love or hate, but by the State,
As thy Prince doest before thee? that dost never
Wear thy own face, but putst on his, and gatherst
Baits for his Ears: livst wholly at his beck,
And ere thou darst utter a thoughts thine own,
Must expect his; creepst forth and wadst into him
As if thou wert to pass a Ford, there proving
Yet if thy tongue may step on safely or no;
Then bringst his vertue asleep, and stayst the wheel
Both of his reason and judgment, that they move not,
Whitst over all his vices; and at last
Dost draw a Cloud of words before his eyes,
Till he can neither see thee nor himself?
Wretch, I dare give him honest counsels, I,
And love him while I tell him truth; old Aubrey
Dares goe the straightest way, which stills the shortest,
Walk on the thorns thou scatterst, Parasite,
And tread em into nothing: and if thou
Then letst a look fall, of the least dislike,
Ill rip thy Crown up with my Sword at height,
And pluck thy skin over thy face, in sight
Of him thou flatterst; unto thee I speak it,
Slave, against whom all Laws should now conspire,
And every Creature that hath sense, be armd,
As gainst the common Enemy of Mankind;
That sleepst within thy Masters Ear, and whisperst
Tis better for him to be feard than lovd;
Bidst him trust no mans friendship, spare no blood
That may secure him: tis no cruelty
That hath a specious end; for Soveraignty
Break all the Laws of kind; if it succeed,
An honest, noble, and praise-worthy deed;
While he that takes thy poysons in, shall feel
Their virulent workings in a point of time,
When no Repentance can bring aid, but all
His spirits shall melt, with what his Conscience burnd,
And dying in flatterers arms, shall fall unmournd.
Theres matter for you now.

Lat. My Lord, this makes not for loving of my Master.

Aub. Loving? no;
They hate ill Princes most that make them so.
Enter Rollo, Hamond, Allan, Guard,

Rol. Ill hear no more.

Ham. Alas, tis for my Brother: I beseech your Highness.

Rol. How, a Brother? had not I one my self? did title
Move me when it was fit that he should dye? away.

All. Brother, lose no word more, leave my good Cause
T upbraid the Tyrant, Im glad Im fain
Now in those times that willd some great example
T assure men we can dye for honesty.

Rol. Sir, you are brave, pray that you hold your neck
As bravely forth anon unto your Headsman.

All. Would he would strike as bravely, and thou by,
Rollon twould make thee quake to see me dye.

Aub. Whats his offence?

Ham. For giving Gilbert burial, who was sometimes his Master.

All. Yes, Lord Aubrey,
My gratitude and humanity are my crimes.

Rol. Why bear you him not hence?

Aub. My Lord, (stay Souldiers)
I do beseech your Highness, do not lose
Such men for such slight causes. This is one
Has still been faithful to you, a tryd soul
In all your fathers Battles; I have seen him
Bestride a friend against a score of Foes,
And look, he looks as he would kill his hundred
For you, Sir, were you in some danger.

All. Till he killd his Brother, his Chancellour, then his
Master, to which he can add nought to equal Nero,
But killing of his Mother.

Aub. Peace, brave Fool,
Thou valiant Ass: here is his Brother too, Sir,
A Captain of your Guard, hath servd you long,
With the most noble witness of his truth
Markd in his face, and every part about him,
That turns not from an enemy. But view him,
Oh do not grieve him, Sir, if you do mean
That he shall hold his place: it is not safe
To tempt such spirits, and let them wear their Swords,
Youll make your Guards your terrours by these Acts,
And throw more hearts off from you than you hold;
And I must tell you, Sir, (with my old freedom,
And my old faith to boot) you have not livd so
But that your state will need such men, such hands
Of which heres one, shall in an hour of tryal,
Do you more certain service with a stroke,
Than the whole bundle of your flatterers
With all the unsavory unction of their tongues.

Rol. Peace, talker.

Aub. One that loves you yet, my Lord,
And would not see you pull on your own mines.
Mercy becomes a Prince, and guards him best,
Awe and affrights are never tyes of Love;
And when men begin to fear the Prince, they hate him.

Rol. Am I the Prince, or you?

Aub. My Lord, I hope I have not utterd ought should urge that question.

Rol. Then practise your obedience, see him dead.

Aub. My Lord r

Rol. Ill hear no more.

Aub. Im sorry then; theres no small despair, Sir, of their
Safety, whose ears are blockt up against truth; come, captain.

Ham. I thank you, Sir.

Aub. For what? for seeing thy brother die a man, and honest?
Live thou so, Captain, I will assure thee,
Although I die fort too; come — [Ex all but Rol. & Lat.

Rol. Now Latorch, what do you think?

Lat. That Aubreys speech and manners sound somewhat of

Rol. Tis his custome. (the boldest.

Lat. It may be so, and yet be worth a fear.

Rol. If we thought so, it should be worth his life, and

Lat. I dare not, Sir, be authour — (quickly too.
Of what I would be, tis so dangerous:
But with your Highness favour and your licence.

Rol. He talks, tis true; he is licensd: leave him,
We now are Duke alone, Latorch, securd;
Nothing left standing to obscure our prospect,
We look right forth, beside, and round about us,
And see it ours with pleasure: only one
Wishd joy there wants to make us to possess it,
And that is Edith, Edith, she that got me
In blood and tears, in such an opposite minute,
As had I not at once felt all the flames
And shafts of Love shot in me (his whole armory)
I should have thought him as far off as Death.

Lat. My Lord, expert a while, your happiness
Is nearer than you think it, yet her griefs
Are green and fresh, your vigilant Latorch
Hath not been idle; I have leave already
To visit her, and send to her.

Rol. My life.

Lat. And if I find not out as speedy ways,
And proper instruments to work and bring her
To your fruition; that she be not watchd
Tame to your Highness wish, say you have no servant
Is capable of such a trust about you,
Or worthy to be Secretary of your pleasure.

Rol. Oh my Latorch, what shall I render thee
For all thy travels, care, and love? — (grant me.

Lat. Sir, one suit, which I will ever importune, till you

Rol. About your Mathematicians?

Lat. Yes, to have
The Scheme of your Nativity judgd by them,
I havet already erected; O my Lord,
You do not know the labour of my fears,
My doubts for you are such as cannot hope
Any security, but from the Stars;
Who, being rightly askd, can tell man more
Than all power else, there being no power beyond them.

Rol. All thy petitions still are care of us,
Ask for thy self.

Lat. What more can concern me, than this?

Rol. Well, rise true honest man, and go then,
Wel study our selves a means how to reward thee.

Lat. Your grace is now inspird; now, now your highness
Begins to live, from this hour count your joyes:
But, Sir, I must have warrants, with blanks figurd,
To put in names, such as I like.

Rol. You shall.

Lat. They dare not else offer, Sir, at your figure?
Oh! shall bring you wonders; theres a Frier
see, an admirable man, another
Gentleman, and then Lafiske,
The mirrour of his time; twas he that set it.
But theres one Norbret, (him I never saw)
Has made a mirrour, a meer Looking-glass,
In shew yould thinkt no other; the form oval,
As I am given to understand by letter,
Which renders you such shapes, and those so differing,
And some that will be questiond and give answers;
Then has he set it in a frame, that wrought
Unto the revolutions of the Stars,
And so compaft by due proportions
Unto their harmony, doth move alone
A true automaton; thus Daedalus Statues,
Or Vulcans Tools — 

Rol. Dost thou believe this?

Lat. Sir? why, what should stay my faith, or turn my sense?
He has been about it above twenty years,
Three sevens, the powerfull, and the perfect numbers;
And Art and time, Sir, can produce such things.
What do I read there of Hiarbas banquet?
The great Gymnosophist, that had his Butlers
And carvers of pure gold waiting at table?
The images of Mercury, too, that spoke?
The wooden door that flew? a snake of brass
That hist? and birds of Silver that did sing?
All those new done by the Mathematicks,
Without which theres no science, nor no truth.

Rol. You are in your sphear, Latorch: and rather
Than Ile contend wye for it, Ile believe it,
Yhave won upon me that I wish to see
My fate before me now, what ere it be.

Lat. And Ile endeavour, you shall know with speed,
For which I should have one of trust go with me,
If you please, Hamond, that I may by him
Send you my first dispatches; after I
Shall bring you more, and as they come still more.

Rol. Take your way,
Choose your own means, and be it prosperous to us.
[Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Rusee, de Bube, la Fiske, Norbret, Pippeau.

Rus. Come, bear up Sirs, we shall have better days,
My Almanack tells me.

Bub. What is that? your rump?

Rus. It never itchd in vain yet, slide la Fiske,
Throw off thy sluggish face, I cannot abide
To see thee look like a poor Jade ith pound,
That saw no meat these three days.

Fiske.Slight, to me
It seems thirteen dayes since I saw any.

Rus. How?

Fis. I cant remember that I ever saw
Or meat or mony, you may talk of both
To open a mans stomach or his purse,
But feed em still with air.

Bub. Friar, I fear
You do not say your Office well a dayes.

Nor. Pox, he feeds
With leachery, and lives upon th exchange
Of his two Eggs and Puddings with the market women.

Rus. And what do you Sir, with the Advocates wife,
Whom you perswade, upon your Doctoral bed,
To take the Mathematical trance so often?

Fis. Come, we are stark naught all, bads the best of us,
Four of the seven deadly spots we are;
Besides our Leachery, we are envious,
And most, most gluttonous when we have it thus,
Most covetous now we want it; then our Boy
He is a fifth spot, sloth and he undoes us.

Bub. Tis true, the child was wont to be industrious,
And now and then sent to a Merchants wife
Sick of the Husband, or a swearing Butler
That mist of his Bowls, a crying Maid
Had lost a Silver spoon; the Curry comb
Sometimes was wanting; there was something gotten;
But now — 

Pip. What now? Did not I yester-morning
Bring you in a Cardecu there from the Peasant,
Whose ass I had driven aside, and hid, that you
Might conjure for him? and then last night,
Six Soulz from the Cooks wife, you shard among you
To set a figure for the Pestle I stole,
It is not at home yet; these things, my Masters,
In a hard time, they would be thought on: you
Talk of your lands and Castles in the air,
Of your twelve houses there: but it is I
That bring you in your rents for em, tis Pippeau
That is your bird-call.

Nor. Faith he does well,
And cuts through the Elements for us, I must needs say
In a fine dextrous line.

Fis. But not as he did
At first, then he would sail with any wind
Int every Creek and Corner.

Pip. I was light then,
New built and riggd when I came to you, Gentlemen,
But now with often and far venturing for you
Here be leaks sprung, and whole Planks wanting see you;
If youl new sheath me again, yet I am for you
To any bog or sleights, where ere youl send me,
For as I am, where can this ragged Bark
Put in for any service; less it be
Oth Isle of Rogues, and there turn Pirate for you.

Nor. Faith he says reason, Fryer, you must leave
Your neat crisp Claret, and fall to your Cyder
A while; and you la Fiske, your larded Capons
And Turkys for a time, and take a good
Clean Tripe in your way; de Bube too must content him with
wholsom two souzd petitoes, no more Crown Ordinaries,
till we have cloathd our Infant.

Bub. So youl keep
Your own good motions, Doctor, your dear self.

Fis. Yes, for we all do know the Latitude
Of your Concupiscence.

Rus. Here about your belly.

Bub. Youl pick a bottle open or a whimsey,
As soon as the best of us.
Crowns are coming toward you, wine and wenches
You shall have once again, and Fidlers:

Fis. And dip your wrist-bands,
(For Cuffs yhave none) as comely in the sauce [the Bell
As any Courtier — hark, the Bell, who is there? rings.

Rus. Good luck I do conjure thee; Boy look out.

Pip. They are Gallants, courtiers, one of em is [Exit and
Of the Dukes bed-chamber. enter again.

Rus. Latorch, down,
On with your gown, theres a new suite arrivd, [To Nor
Did I not tell you, Sons of hunger? Crowns bret.
Into your studyes close; each lay his ear
To his door, and as you hear me to prepare you
So come, and put me on that visard only.
Enter Latorch, Hamond.

Lat. Youl not be far hence Captain, when the
Business is done you shall receive present dispatch.

Ham. Ile walk Sir, in the Cloyster. [Exit.

Rus. Monsieur Latorch; my Son,
The Stars are happy still that guide you hither.

Lat. Ime glad to hear their Secretary say so,
My learned Father Russe, wheres la Fiske,
Monsieur de Bube, how do they?

Rus. At their studyes,
They are the Secretaries of the Stars, Sir,
Still at their books, they will not be pulld off,
They stick like cupping glasses; if ever men
Spoke with the tongue of destiny, tis they.

Lat. For loves sake lets salute em.

Rus. Boy, go see,
Tell them whos here, say, that their friends do challenge
Some portion of their time, this is our minute,
Pray em theyl spare it: they are the Sun and Moon
Of knowledge; pity two such noble lights
Should live obscurd here in an University,
Whose beams were fit to illumine any court
Of Christendom.

Enter la Fisk, de Bube, and Pippeau.

Lat. The Duke will shortly know em.

Fis. Well, look upon the Astrolabe; youl find it
Four Almucanturies at least.

Bub. It is so.

Rus. Still of their learned stuff, they care for nothing,
But how to know, as negli[g]ent of their bodies
In dyet, or else, especially in their cloaths,
As if they had no change.

Pip. They have so little
As well may free them from the name of shifters.

Fis. Monsieur Latorch?

Lat. How is it, learned Gentlemen, with both your vertues?

Bub. A most happy hour, when we see you, Sir.

Lat. When you hear me then
It will be happier; the Duke greets you both
Thus, and though you may touch no mony, Father,
Yet you may take it.

Rus. Tis his highness bounty,
But yet to me, and these that have put off
The world, superfluous.

Fis. We have heard of late of his highness good success.

Bub. And gratulate it.

Lat. Indeed he hath scapd a strange Conspiracy,
Thanks to his Stars; which Stars he prayes by me,
You would again consult, and make a Judgement
On what you lately erected for my love.

Rus. Oh, Sir, we dare not.

Fis. For our lives.

Bub. It is the Princes Scheam.

Lat. Tincounter with that fear,
Heres to assure you, his Signet, write your names,
And be secured all three.

Bub. We must intreat some time, Sir.

Lat. I must then intreat it, be as present as you can.

Fis. Have you the Scheam here?

Lat. Yes.

Rus. I would you had Sir another warrant.

Lat. What would that do?

Rus. Marry we have a Doctor Sir, that in this business
Would not perform the second part.

Lat. Not him that you writ to me of?

Rus. The very same.

Lat. I should have made it, Sir, my suit to see him,
Here is a warrant Father, I conceivd
That he had solely applyed himself to Magick.

Rus. And to their studies too Sir, in this field
He was initiated, but we shall hardly
Draw him from his chair.

Lat. Tell him he shall have gold.

Fis. Oh, such a syllable would make him to forswear
Ever to breath in your sight.

Lat. How then?

Fis. Sir, he if you do please to give him any thing,
Must havet conveyd under a paper.

Rus. Or left behind some book in his study.

Bub. Or in some old wall.

Fis. Where his familiars may tell him of it, and that pleases him, Sir.

Bub. Or else Ile go and assay him.

Lat. Take gold with you.

Rus. That will not be amiss; give it the Boy, Sir,
He knows his holes, and how to bait his Spirits.

Pip. We must lay in several places, Sir.

Rus. Thats true, that if one come not, the other may hit.

Lat. Well, go then, is he so learned, Gentlemen?

Fis. The very top of our profession; mouth of the fates,
Pray Heaven his Spirits be in a good humor to take,
Theyl fling the gold about the house else.

Bub. I, and beat the Fryer if he go not well
Furnisht with holy-water.

Fis. Sir, you must observe him.

Bub. Not cross him in a word, for then hes gone.

Fis. If he do come, which is a hazard, yet — 
Mass hes here, this is speed.
Enter Norb[re]t, Russ, Pippeau.

Nor. Where is our Scheme,
Lets see, dispatch, nay fumbling now, whos this?

Rus. Chief Gentleman of the Dukes Chamber, Doctor.

Nor. Oh, let him be, good even to him, hes a courtier,
Ile spare his complement, tell him: whats here?
The geniture Nocturnal, Longitude
At forty nine and ten minutes? How are the cardins?

Fis. Libra in twenty four, forty four minutes,
And Capricorn.

Nor. I see it, see the Planets,
Where, how are they disposd? the Sun and Mercury,
Mars with the Dragons tail in the third house,
And pars Fortune in the Imo Cceli,
Then Jupiter in the twelfth, the Cacodemon.

Bub. And Venus in the second Inferna Porta.

Nor. I see it, peace, then Saturn in the Fifth,
Luna ith Seventh, and much of Scorpio,
Then Mars his Gaudium, rising in thascendent,
And joynd with Libra too, the house of Venus,
And [lmum] Cceli, Mars his exaltation
In the seventh house, Aries being his natural house
And where he is now seated, and all these shew him
To be the Almuten.

Rus. Yes, hes Lord of the Geniture,
Whether you examine it by Ptolomeys way,
Or Messethales, Lael, or Alkindus.

Fis. No other Planet hath so many dignities
Either by himself, or in regard of the Cusps.

Nor. Why hold your tongue then if you know it; Venus
The Lady of the Horoscope, being Libra,
The other part, Mars rules: So that the geniture,
Being Nocturnal, Luna is the highest,
None else being in sufficient dignity,
She being in Aries in the Seventh house,
Where Sol exalted, is the Alchoroden.

Bub. Yes, for you see he hath his Termin
In the degrees where she is, and enjoyes
By that, six dignities.

Fis. Which are clearly more
Than any else that view her in the Scheam.

Nor. Why I saw this, and could have told you too,
That he beholds her with a Trine aspect
Here out of Sagittary, almost partile,
And how that Mars out of the self same house,
(But another Sign) here by a Platique aspect
Looks at the Hilege, with a Quartile ruling
The house where the Sun is; all this could I
Have told you, but that youll outrun me; and more,
That this same Quartile aspect to the Lady of life,
Here in the seventh, promises some danger,
Cauda Draconis being so near Mars,
And Caput Algol in the house of Death.

Lat. How, Sir? I pray you clear that.

Nor. What is the question first?

Rus. Of the Dukes life, what dangers threaten him?

Nor. Apparent, and those suddain, when the Hyley
Or Alchorodon by direction come
To a Quartile opposition of the place
Where Mars is in the Geniture (which is now
At hand) or else oppose to Mars himself; expect it.

Lat. But they may be prevented.

Nor. Wisdom only
That rules the Stars, may do it; for Mars being
Lord of the Geniture in Capricorn,
Is, if you mark it, now a Sextile here,
With Venus Lady of the Horoscope.
So she being in her Exilium, which is Scorpio,
And Mars his Gaudium, is oreruld by him,
And clear debilitated five degrees
Beneath her ordinary power, so
That, at the most she can but mitigate.

Lat. You cannot name the persons bring this danger?

Nor. No, that the Stars tell us not, they name no man,
That is a work, Sir, of another place.

Rus. Tell him whom you suspect, and hell guess shrewdly.

Lat. Sir, we do fear one Aubrey; if twere he
I should be glad j for we should soon prevent him.

Fis. I know him, the Dukes Kinsman, a tall man?
Lay hold oft Norbret.

Nor. Let me pause a little,
Is he not near of kin unto the Duke?

Lat. Yes, reverend Sir. (what high of stature?

Nor.Fart for your reverence, keep it till then; and some-

Lat. He is so.

Nor. How old is he?

Fis. About seven and fifty.

Nor. His head and beard inclining to be grey.

Lat. Right, Sir.

Fis. And fat?

Nor. He is somewhat corpulent, is he not?

Lat. You speak the man, Sir.

Nor. Well, look to him, farewel. [Exit Norb.

Lat. Oh, it is Aubrey; Gentlemen, I pray you,
Let me receive this under all your hands.

Rus. Why, he will shew you him in his Magick glass
If you intreat him, and but gratifie
A spirit or two more.

Lat. He shall eat gold
If he will have it, so shall you all; theres that
Amongst you first, let me have this to send
The Duke in the mean time; and then what sights
You please to shew; Ile have you so rewarded
As never Artists were, you shall to Court
Along with me, and there wait you[r] fortunes.

Bub. We have a pretty part oft in our pockets;
Boy we will all be new, you shall along too. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Sophia, Matilda, and Edith.

Mat. Good Madam, hear the suit that Edith urges,
With such submiss beseeches; nor remain
So strictly bound to sorrow for your son,
That nothing else, though never so befitting,
Obtains your ears, or observation.

Sop. What would she say? I hear.

Edith. My suit is, Madam,
That you would please to think as well of justice
Due to your sons revenge, as of more wrong added
To both your selves for it, in only grieving.
Th undaunted power of Princes should not be
Confind in deedless cold calamity;
Anger, the Twin of sorrow, in your wrongs
Should not be smotherd, when his right of birth
Claims th Air as well, and force of coming forth.

Sop. Sorrow is due already, anger never
Should be conceived but where it may [be] born
In some fact fit temploy his active flame,
That else consumes who bears it, and abides
Like a false star that quenches as it glides.

Ed. I have such means temploy it as your wish
Can think no better, easier, or securer;
And such as but th honours I intend
To your partakings, I alone could end:
But your parts in all dues to crying blood
For vengeance in the shedder, are much greater:
And therefore should work your hands to his slaughter.
For your consent to which, twere infinite wrong
To your severe and most impartial justice,
To move you to forget so false a son
As with a Mothers duty made you curse him.

Mat. Edith, he is forgot, for any son
Born of my Mother, or to me a Brother.
For should we still perform our rights to him
We should partake his wrongs, and as foul be
In blood and damned parricide as he.
And therefore tell the happy means that Heaven
Puts in thy hand, for all our longd for freedom
From so abhorrd and impious a monster.

Sop. Tell what she will, Ile lend nor hand nor ear
To whatsoever Heaven puts in her power. [Exit Sophia.

Mat. How strange she is to what she chiefly wishes!
Sweet Edith be not any thought the more
Discouragd in thy purpose, but assured,
Her heart and prayers are thine; and that we two
Shall be enough to all we wish to do.

Edith. Madam, my self alone, I make no doubt
Shall be afforded power enough from Heaven
To end the murtherer: all I wish of you,
Is but some richer Ornaments and Jewels
Than I am able to provide my self,
To help out the defeats of my poor Beauty,
That yet hath been enough, as now it is,
To make his fancy mad with my desire.
But you know, Madam, Women never can
Be too fair to torment an amorous man;
And this mans torments I would heighten still,
Till at their highest he be fit to kill.

Mat. Thou shalt have all my Jewels and my Mothers,
And thou shalt paint too, that his bloods desire
May make him perish in a painted fire;
Hast thou been with him yet?

Edith. Been with him? no;
I set that hour back to haste more his longing;
But I have promisd to his instruments,
The admittance of a visit at our house,
Where yet I would receive him with all lustre
My sorrow would give leave to, to remove
Suspicion of my purpose.

Mat. Thou shalt have
All I can add, sweet wench, in Jewels, tyres,
Ile be my self thy dresser; nor may I
Serve my own love with a contracted Husband
More sweetly, nor more amply than maist thou
Thy forward will with his bewitchd affections:
Affectst thou any personal aid of mine
My noblest Edith?

Edith. Nought but your kind prayers
For full effect and speed of my affair.

Mat. They are thine, my Edith, as for me, my own;
For thou well knowst, if blood shed of the best
Should cool and be forgotten, who would fear
To shed blood still? or where, alas, were then
The endless love we owe to worthy men?

Ed. Love of the worthiest ever bless your highness. [Exe.


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima.
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ENTER ROLLO WITH a glass, Aubrey, and Servants.

Rol. I Never studied my glass till now,
It is exceeding well; now leave me; Cousin,
How takes your eye the object?

Aub. I have learnd
So much Sir of the Courtier, as to say
Your person does become your habit;
But being called unto it by a noble War,
Would grace an armour better.

Rol. You are still
For that great Art of which you are the Master;
Yet I must tell you, that to the encounters
We oft attempt, armd only thus, we bring
As troubled blood, fears mixt with flattring hopes,
The danger in the service too as great,
As when we are to charge quite through and through
The body of an Army.

Aub. Ile not argue
How you may rank the dangers, but will die int,
The ends which they arrive at, are as distant
In every circumstance, as far as honour
Is from shame and repentance.

Rol. You are sowr?

Aub. I would speak my free thoughts, yet not appear
Nor am I so ambitious of the title
Of one that dares talk any thing that was
Against the torrent of his own opinion,
That I affect to speak ought may offend you:
And therefore gracious Sir, be pleasd to think
My manners or discretion have informd me
That I was born, in all good ends, to serve you:
And not to check at what concerns me not:
I look not with sore eyes on your rich out-side,
Nor rack my thoughts to find out to what purpose
Tis now employd; I wish it may be good,
And that, I hope, offends not for a subject
Towards his Prince in things indifferent;
To use the austereness of a censuring Cato
Is arrogance, not freedom.

Rol. I commend
This temper in you, and will cherish it.
Enter Hamond with Letters.
They come from Rome, Latorch imployed you?

Ham. True Sir.

Rol. I must not now be troubled with a thought
Of any new design; good Aubrey read em,
And as they shall direct you, use my power,
Or to reply or execute.

Aub. I will, Sir.

Rol. And Captain bring a squadron of our Guard
To th house that late was Baldwins, and there wait me.

Ham. I shall.

Rol. Some two hours hence.

Ham. With my best care.

Rol. Inspire me Love, and be thy deity,
Or scornd or feard, as now thou favourst me. [Exit Rollo.

Ham. My stay to do my duty, may be wrongs
Your Lordships privacy.

Aub. Captain, your love
Is ever welcome; I intreat your patience
While I peruse these.

Ham. I attend your pleasure.

Aub. Hows this, a plot on me?

Ham. What is containd
In th letters that I brought, that thus transports him?

Aub. To be wrought on by Rogues, and have my head
Brought to the Axe by Knaves that cheat for bread?
The Creatures of a Parasite, a slave;
I find you here Latorch, not wonder at it;
But that this honest Captain should be made
His instrument, afflicts me; Ile make trial
Whether his will or weakness made him do it.
Captain you saw the Duke when he commanded
I should do what these letters did direct me,
And I presume you think Ile not neglect
For fear or favour, to remove all dangers
How near soever that man can be to me
From whom they should have birth.

Ham. It is confirmd.

Aub. Nor would you Captain, I believe, refuse,
Or for respect of thankfulness, or hopes,
To use your sword with fullest confidence
Where he shall bid you strike.

Ham. I never have done.

Aub. Nor will I think — 

Ham. I hope it is not questiond.

Aub. The means to have it so, is now proposd you.
Draw, so, tis well, and next cut off my head.

Ham. What means your Lordship?

Aub. Tis, Sir, the Dukes pleasure:
My innocence hath made me dangerous,
And I must be removd, and you the man
Must act his will.

Ham. Ile be a Traytor first, before I serve it thus.

Aub. It must be done,
And that you may not doubt it, theres your warrant,
But as you read, remember Hamond, that
I never wrongd one of your brave profession;
And, though it be not manly, I must grieve
That man of whose love I was most ambitious
Could find no object of his hate but me.

Ham. It is no time to talk now, honourd Sir,
Be pleasd to hear thy servant, I am wrongd,
And cannot, being now to serve the Duke,
Stay to express the manner how; but if
I do not suddenly give you strong proofs,
Your life is dearer to me than my own,
May I live base, and dye so: Sir, your pardon. [Exit Ham.

Aub. I am both waies ruind, both waies markt for slaughter
On every side, about, behind, before me,
My certain fate is fixt: were I a Knave now,
I could avoid this: had my actions
But meer relations to their own ends, I could scape now:
Oh honesty! thou elder child of vertue,
Thou seed of Heaven, why to acquire thy goodness
Should malice and distrust stick thorns before us,
And make us swim unto thee, hung with hazards?
But Heaven is got by suffering, not disputing;
Say he knew this before-hand, where am I then?
Or say he does [not] know it, wheres my Loyalty?
I know his nature, troubled as the Sea,
And as the Sea devouring when hes vexd,
And I know Princes are their own expounders.
Am I afraid of death? of dying nobly?
Of dying in mine innocence uprightly?
Have I met death in all his forms, and fears,
Now on the points of Swords, now pitchd on Lances?
In fires, and storms of Arrows, Battels, breaches,
And shall I now shrink from him, when he courts me
Smiling and full of sanctity? Ile meet him;
My Loyal hand and heart shall give this to him,
And though it bear beyond what Poets feign
A punishment, duty shall meet that pain;
And my most constant heart to do him good,
Shall check at neither pale affright nor bloud.

Enter Messenger.

Mess. The Dutchess presently would crave your presence.

Aub. I come; and Aubrey now resolve to keep
Thy honour living, though thy body sleep. [Exit.

SCENE II.

Enter Edith, a Boy, and a Banquet set out.

Edith. Now for a Fathers murther, and thy ruine,
All chastity shall suffer if he raign;
Thou blessed soul, look down, and steel thy Daughter,
Look on the sacrifice she comes to send thee,
And through the bloudy clouds behold my piety,
Take from my cold heart fear, from my sex pity,
And as I wipe these tears off, shed for thee,
So all remembrance may I lose of mercy;
Give me a womans anger bent to bloud,
The wildness of the winds to drown his prayers,
Storm-like may my destruction fall upon him,
My rage like roving billows as they rise,
Pourd on his soul to sink it, give me flattery,
(For yet my constant soul ner knew dissembling)
Flattery the food of Fools, that I may rock him
And lull him in the Down of his desires;
That in the height of all his hopes and wishes,
His Heaven forgot, and all his lusts upon him,
My hand, like thunder from a cloud, may seize him.
I hear him come, go boy, and entertain him.
Enter Rollo.

SONG.

Take, Oh take those lips away
That so sweetly were forsworn,
And those eyes, like break of day,
Lights that do mislead the Morn,
But my kisses bring again,
Seals of love, though seald in vain.
Hide, Oh hide those hills of Snow,
Which thy frozen blossome bears,
On whose tops the Pinks that grow
Are of those that April wears,
But first set my poor heart free 
Bound in those Ivy chains by thee.

Rol. What bright star, taking beauties form upon her,
In all the happy lustre of Heavens glory,
Has dropd down from the Skye to comfort me?
Wonder of nature, let it not prophane thee
My rude hand touch thy beauty, nor this kiss,
The gentle sacrifice of love and service,
Be offerd to the honour of thy sweetness.

Edi. My gracious Lord, no deity dwells here,
Nor nothing of that vertue, but obedience,
The servant to your will affects no flattery.

Rol. Can it be flattery to swear those eyes
Are loves eternal lamps he fires all hearts with?
That tongue the smart string to his bow? those sighs
The deadly shafts he sends into our souls?
Oh, look upon me with thy spring of beauty.

Edi. Your grace is full of game.

Rol. By Heaven, my Edith,
Thy Mother fed on Roses when she bred thee.

Ed. And thine on brambles that have prickd her heart out.

Rol. The sweetness of the Arabian wind still blowing
Upon the treasures of perfumes and spices,
In all their pride and pleasures call thee Mistris.

Edi. Wilt please you sit Sir?

Rol. So you please sit by me.
Fair gentle maid, there is no speaking to thee,
The excellency that appears upon thee
Tyes up my tongue: pray speak to me.

Edi. Of what Sir?

Rol. Of any thing, any thing is excellent.
Will you take my directions? speak of love then;
Speak of thy fair self Edith; and while thou speakst,
Let me, thus languishing, give up my self wench.

Edi. Has a strange cunning tongue, why do you sigh Sir?
How masterly he turns himself to catch me!

Rol. The way to Paradise, my gentle maid,
Is hard and crooked, scarce Repentance finding,
With all her holy helps, the door to enter,
Give me thy hand, what dost thou feel?

Edi. Your tears Sir.
You weep extreamly; strengthen me now justice.
Why are these sorrows Sir?

Rol. Thout never love me
If I should tell thee, yet theres no way left
Ever to purchase this blest Paradise,
But swimming thither in these tears.

Edi. I stagger.

Rol. Are they not drops of blood?

Edi. No.

Rol. Theyre for blood then,
For guiltless blood, and they must drop, my Edith,
They must thus drop, till I have drownd my mischiefs.

Edi. If this be true, I have no strength to touch him.

Rol. I prethee look upon me, turn not from me;
Alas I do confess Ime made of mischiefs,
Begot with all mans miseries upon me;
But see my sorrows, maid, and do not thou,
Whose only sweetest sacrifice is softness,
Whose true condition, tenderness of nature.

Edi. My anger melts, Oh, I shall lose my justice.

Rol. Do not thou learn to kill with cruelty,
As I have done, to murther with thy eyes,
(Those blessed eyes) as I have done with malice,
When thou hast wounded me to death with scorn,
(As I deserve it Lady) for my true love,
When thou hast loaden me with earth for ever,
Take heed my sorrows, and the stings I suffer;
Take heed my nightly dreams of death and horrour
Pursue thee not: no time shall tell thy griefs then,
Nor shall an hour of joy adde to thy beauties.
Look not upon me as I killd thy Father,
As I was smeard in blood, do not thou hate me,
But thus in whiteness of my washt repentance,
In my hearts tears and truth of love to Edith,
In my fair life hereafter.

Edi. He will fool me.

Rol. Oh with thine Angel eyes behold and close me,
Of Heaven we call for mercy and obtain it;
To Justice for our right on Earth and have it;
Of thee I beg for love, save me, and give it.

Edi. Now heaven thy help, or I am gone for ever,
His tongue has turnd me into melting pity.
Enter Hamond, and Guard.

Ham. Keep the doors safe, and upon pain of death
Let no man enter till I give the word.

Guard. We shall Sir. [Exeunt.

Ham. Here he is in all his pleasure; I have my wish.

Rol. How now? why dost thou stare so?

Edi. A help, I hope.

Rol. What dost thou here? who sent thee?

Ham. My Brother, and the base malicious Office
Thou madst me do to Aubrey, pray.

Rol. Pray?

Ham. Pray; pray if thou canst pray, I shall kill thy soul else,
Pray suddenly.

Rol. Thou canst not be so trayterous.

Ham. It is a Justice; stay Lady;
For I perceive your end; a womans hand
Must not rob me of vengeance.

Edi. Tis my glory.

Ham. Tis mine, stay, and share with me; by the gods, Rollo,
There is no way to save thy life.

Rol. No?

Ham. No, it is so monstrous, no repentance cures it.

Rol. Why then thou shalt kill her first, and what this blood
Will cast upon thy cursed head.

Ham. Poor Guard Sir.

Edi. Spare not brave Captain.

Rol. Fear, or the Devil has thee.

Ham. Such fear Sir as you gave your honord Mother,
When your most vertuous Brother, shield-like, held her;
Such Ile give you, put her away.

Rol. I will not, I will not die so tamely. (on thee?

Ham. Murtherous villain, wilt thou draw seas of blood up.

Edi. Fear not, kill him good Captain, any way dispatch
Him, my bodys honord with that sword that through me,
Sends his black soul to Hell: Oh, but for one hand.

Ham. Shake him off bravely.

Edi. Hes too strong, strike him.

Ham. Oh, am I with you Sir? now keep you from him,
What, has he got a knife?

Edi. Look to him Captain, for now he will be mischievous.

Ham. Do you smile Sir?
Dos it so tickle you? have at you once more.

Edi. O bravely thrust; take heed he come not in Sir;
To him again, you give him too much respite.

Rol. Yet will you save my life, and Ile forgive thee,
And give thee all, all honours, all advancements,
Call thee my friend.

Ed. Strike, strike, and hear him not,
His tongue will tempt a Saint.

Rol. Oh for my soul sake.

Edi. Save nothing of him.

Ham. Now for your farewel,
Are you so wary? take you that.

Rol. Thou, that too;
Oh thou hast killd me basely, basely, basely.

Edi. The just reward of murther falls upon thee.
How do you Sir? has he not hurt you?

Ham. No, I feel not any thing.

Aub. I charge you let us passe. [within.

Gua. You cannot yet Sir.

Aub. Ile make way then.

Gua. We are sworn to our Captain, and till he give the word.
Enter Sophia, Matilda, Aubrey, Lords and attendants.

Ham. Now let them in there.

Sop. Oh, here he lies,
Sorrow on sorrow seeks me, Oh, in his blood he lyes.

Aub. Had you spoke sooner
This might have been prevented;
Take the Dutchess,
And lead her off, this is no sight for her eyes.

Mat. Oh, bravely done wench.

Edi. There stands the noble doer.

Mat. My honour ever seek thee for thy justice,
Oh twas a deed of high and brave adventure,
A justice even for heaven to envy at,
Farewel my sorrows, and my tears take truce,
My wishes are come round: Oh bloody Brother,
Till this hour never beauteous; till thy life,
Like a full sacrifi[c]e for all thy mischiefs,
Flowd from thee in these rivers, never righteous:
Oh how my eyes are quarrid with their joys now!
My longing heart even leaping out for lightness!
But dye thy black sins with thee, I forgive thee.

Aub. Who did this deed?

Ham. I, and Fie answer it. [Dies.

Edi. He faints, oh that same cursed knife has killd him.

Aub. How?

Edi. He snatchd it from my hand, for whom I bore it,
And as they grappld.

Aub. Justice is ever equal,
Had it not been on him, thadst dyd too honest.
Did you know of his death?

Edi. Yes, and rejoyce int.

Aub. Ime sorry for your youth then; though the strictness
Of Law shall not fall on you, that of life
Must presently, go to a Cloyster, carry her,
And there for ever lead your life in penitence.

Edi. Best Father to my soul, I give you thanks, Sir,
And now my fair revenges have their ends,
My vows shall be my kin, my prayers my friends. [Exit.
Enter Latorch, and Juglers.

Lat. Stay there, Ile step in and prepare the Duke.

Nor. We shall have brave rewards?

Fis. That is without question.

Lat. By this time wheres my huffing friend Lord Aubrey?
Wheres that good Gentleman? oh, I could laugh now,
And burst my self with meer imagination;
A wise man, and a valiant man, a just man;
To suffer himself be juggld out of the world,
By a number of poor Gipseys? farewel Swash-buckler,
For I know thy mouth is cold enough by this time;
A hundred of ye I can shave as neatly,
And ner draw bloud in shew: now shall my honour,
My power and vertue walk alone: my pleasure
Observd by all, all knees bend to my worship,
All sutes to me as Saint of all their fortunes,
Preferd and crowded to, what full place of credit,
And what place now? your Lordship? no, tis common,
But that Ile think to morrow on; now for my business.

Aub. Whos there?

Lat. Dead, my Master dead? Aubrey alive too?

Gua. Latorch, Sir.

Aub. Seize his body.

Lat. My Master dead?

Aub. And you within this halfhour,
Prepare your self good Devil, you must to it,
Millions of gold shall not redeem thy mischief,
Behold the Justice of thy practice, villain;
The mass of murthers thou hast drawn upon us:
Behold thy doctrine; you look now for reward, Sir,
To be advancd, Im sure, for all your labours?
And you shall have it, make his gallows higher
By ten foot at the least, and then advance him.

Lat. Mercy, mercy.

Aub. Tis too late fool,
Such as you meant for me, away with him. [He is led out.
What gaping knaves are these, bring em in fellows,
Now, what are you?

Nor. Mathematicians, if it please your Lordship.
dub. And you drew a figure?

Fis. We have drawn many.
dub. For the Duke, I mean; Sir Latorchs knaves you are.

Nor. We know the Gentleman.
dub. What did he promise you?

Nor. We are paid already.
dub. But I will see you better paid, go whip them.

Nor. We do beseech your Lordship, we were hird.
dub. I know you were, and you shall have your hire;
Whip em extremely, whip that Doctor there,
Till he record himself a Rogue.

Nor. I am one, Sir.
dub. Whip him for being one, and when thare whipt,
Lead em to the gallows to see their patron hangd;
Away with them. [They are led out.

Nor. Ah, good my Lord.
dub. Now to mine own right, Gentlemen.

1 Lord. You have the next indeed, we all confess it,
And here stand ready to invest you with it.

2 Lord. Which to make stronger to you, and the surer
Than bloud or mischiefs dare infringe again,
Behold this Lady, Sir, this noble Lady,
Full of the bloud as you are, of that nearness,
How blessed would it be?
dub. I apprehend you, and so the fair Matilda dare accept
Me her ever constant servant.

Mat. In all pureness,
In all humility of heart and services,
To the most noble Aubrey, I submit me.
dub. Then this is our first tye, now to our business,

1 Lord. We are ready all to put the honour on you, Sir.
dub. These sad rites must be done first, take up the bodys,
This, as he was a Prince, so Princely funeral
Shall wait upon him: on this honest Captain,
The decency of arms; a tear for him too.

So, sadly on, and as we view his bloody
May his Example in our Rule raise good.


Collaboration with Thomas Dekker

[image: img70.jpg]

A seventeenth century drawing of London — Thomas Dekkers birthplace. Very little information survives concerning the playwrights life.
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Reconstruction of the Fortune Theatre, drawn by Walter Godfrey in 1911 — many of Dekkers early plays were performed here. The playhouse was located between Whitecross Street and the modern Golden Lane, just outside of the City of London.
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The plaque commemorating the site of the theatre


The Virgin Martyr (1620)
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The Virgin-Martyr was first performed at The Red Bull Theatre in October 1620, before being entered into the Stationers Register in December that year and published in quarto format in 1622. In an account of the licensing of the play by the Master of Revels, George Buck, there is a reference to the new reforming of the work, which some scholars have interpreted to mean that it was originally censored and subsequently required a second reading before it was approved. It was reportedly popular with Jacobean audiences and it also enjoyed a spell of high esteem during the Restoration period. The play is a collaboration between Thomas Dekker and Massinger, who attended Oxford University before leaving in 1606 without a degree and heading to London to try to find work as a dramatist. Massinger does not appear to have found immediate success as a playwright, but by the 1620s he had established himself and was writing for the Kings Men. Massingers plays often deal with moral, religious and political issues, often resulting with issues of censorship.

The Virgin-Martyr is a tragedy that has also been classified a saints play or tragedia sacra, which was a genre of drama popular in Catholic countries during the Counter-Reformation, but rarely seen in Protestant England. The play centres on the fourth century virgin-martyr, Dorothea of Caesarea, who, according to legend, was executed during the Diocletianic Persecution. The plot is set during the reign of pagan Emperor Diocletian and follows Theophilus, the chief persecutor of Christians, as he attempts to convert Dorothea to paganism, before torturing and killing her. Massingers religion has been a frequently debated subject, with some critics speculating that he was Catholic, based primarily on the content of three of his plays: The Virgin-Martyr, The Renegado and The Maid of Honour. These plays are probably not sufficient evidence to assert that he must have been Roman Catholic, but they certainly reveal a willingness to portray Catholicism sympathetically, which was rare in England at that time.
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Seventeenth century depiction of Philip Massinger
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Woodcut from title page of Dekker His Dreame (1620), featuring the only known representation of the playwright drawn during his lifetime
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A depiction of Dorothea of Caesarea by Francisco de Zurbarán, c. 1650


INTRODUCTION
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THIS VERY BEAUTIFUL play, one of Massingers earliest and most popular works, was first printed in 1622, but we have no account when it was first produced. In the composition of it he was assisted by Decker, a dramatist of no mean reputation.

The plot of this tragedy is founded on the tenth and last general persecution of the Christians, which broke out in the nineteenth year of Dioclesians reign with a fury hard to be expressed; the Christians being every where, without distinction of age, sex, or condition, dragged to execution, and subjected to the most exquisite torments that rage, cruelty, and hatred could suggest.

In the construction of their play, Massinger and his associate Decker appear to have conceived the idea of combining the prominent parts of the old Mystery with the Morality, which was not yet obliterated from the memories, nor perhaps from the affections, of many of the spectators. Among the many instances of skill displayed by the authors of The Virgin-Martyr in the management of their materials may be remarked the dexterity and good taste with which they have avoided the untimely concurrence of the good and evil spirit; an error into which Tasso and others of greater name than Massinger have inadvertently fallen. — Of the character of the heroine it is impossible to speak too highly: her genuine and dignified piety, her unsullied innocence, her unshaken constancy, her lofty pity for her persecutors, her calm contempt of torture, and her heroic death, exalt the mind in no ordinary degree. All the other parts are subordinate to her, and require little observation. Antoninus is brave and generous, and we sympathize with his genuine attachment for Dorothea. Calista and Christeta, hasty, self-confident, readily promising for their steadiness, soon forgetting their resolutions, and equally secure in every change of opinion, are well contrasted with the heroine of the piece, whose fixed principles always guard her against rashness, and therefore preserve her from contradiction. Artemias love for Antoninus would be wholly without interest, if we were not moved for a moment by her indignation at the rejection of her offer; and we see her at length consigned to Maximinus with as little emotion as is shown by themselves.



The introduction of a good and evil spirit disguised in human shapes was not to be expected in a work aspiring to the reputation of a regular tragedy: still, whatever be their departure from propriety, it must be remembered that such representations had a most solemn origin, and that the business in which the spirits are engaged has a substantial conformity with the opinions of the early ages in which the plot is laid. The opposition of the demons to the progress of the faith, and the reasoning and raillery which Dorothea expresses, under the influence of Angelo, against the pagan gods, are to be found in Justin, Tatian, Arnobius, and others. The separate agency of the spirits, and the consequence of their personal encounter, are also described in a characteristic manner.

Apart from Angelo, Harpax seems to advance in his malignant work. When the daughters of Theophilus express their zeal for paganism, he grows fat to see his labours prosper; yet he cannot look forward to the defeat of those labours in their approaching conversion, though on some occasions we find he could see a thousand leagues in his masters service. And this agrees with the doctrine, that when some signal triumph of the faith was at hand, the evil spirits were abridged of their usual powers. Again, when Harpax expects to meet Angelo, he thus expresses the dread of his presence, and the effect which it afterwards produced on him:

 —— —— I do so hate his sight, That, should I look on him, I should sink down. Act II. sc. 2.

And this, too, perfectly agrees with the power attributed to the superior spirits of quelling the demons by those indications of their quality which were not to be perceived by mortals: per occultissimæ signa præsentiæ, quæ angelicis sensibus etiam malignorum spirituum, potius quam infirmitati hominum, possunt esse perspicua. Civ. Dei, lib. ix.

The tragedy is too full of horrors; but this is a fault of which our ancestors were very tolerant.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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Emperors of Rome:

Dioclesian,

Maximinus, 

King of Pontus.

King of Epire.

King of Macedon.

Sapritius, Governor of Cæsarea.

Theophilus, a zealous persecutor of the Christians.

Sempronius, captain of Sapritius guards.

Antoninus, son to Sapritius.

Macrinus, friend to Antoninus.

Harpax, an evil spirit, following Theophilus in the shape of a secretary.

Angelo, a good spirit, serving Dorothea in the habit of a page.

Servants of Theophilus.:

Julianus,

Geta

, 

Priest of Jupiter.

British Slave.

 

Artemia, daughter to Dioclesian.

Daughters to Theophilus.:

Calista,

Christeta,

 

Dorothea, the Virgin-Martyr.

 

Officers and Executioners.

SCENE, Cæsarea.


ACT I. 


SCENE I.
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THE GOVERNORS PALACE.

Enter Theophilus and Harpax.

Theoph. Come to Cæsarea to-night!

Harp. Most true, sir.

Theoph. The emperor in person!

Harp. Do I live?

Theoph. Tis wondrous strange! The marches of great princes,
Like to the motions of prodigious meteors,
Are step by step observed; and loud-tongued Fame
The harbinger to prepare their entertainment:
And, were it possible so great an army,
Though coverd with the night, could be so near,
The governor cannot be so unfriended
Among the many that attend his person,
But, by some secret means, he should have notice
Of Cæsars purpose; — in this, then, excuse me,
If I appear incredulous.

Harp. At your pleasure.

Theoph. Yet, when I call to mind you never faild me
In things more difficult, but have discoverd
Deeds that were done thousand leagues distant from me,
When neither woods, nor caves, nor secret vaults,
No, nor the Power they serve, could keep these Christians
Or from my reach or punishment, but thy magic
Still laid them open; I begin again
To be as confident as heretofore;
It is not possible thy powerful art
Should meet a check, or fail.

Enter the Priest of Jupiter, bearing an Image, and followed by Calista and Christeta.

Harp. Look on the Vestals,
The holy pledges that the gods have given you,
Your chaste, fair daughters. Were t not to upbraid
A service to a master not unthankful,
I could say these, in spite of your prevention,
Seduced by an imagined faith, not reason,
(Which is the strength of nature) quite forsaking
The Gentile gods, had yielded up themselves
To this new-found religion. This I crossd,
Discoverd their intents, taught you to use,
With gentle words and mild persuasions,
The power and the authority of a father,
Set off with cruel threats; and so reclaimd them:
And, whereas they with torment should have died,
(Hells furies to me, had they undergone it!)
[Aside.
They are now votaries in great Jupiters temple,
And, by his priest instructed, grown familiar
With all the mysteries, nay, the most abstruse ones,
Belonging to his deity.

Theoph. Twas a benefit,
For which I ever owe you. — Hail, Joves flamen!
Have these my daughters reconciled themselves,
Abandoning for ever the Christian way,
To your opinion?

Priest. And are constant in it.
They teach their teachers with their depth of judgment,
And are with arguments able to convert
The enemies to our gods, and answer all
They can object against us.

Theoph. My dear daughters!

Cal. We dare dispute against this new-sprung sect,
In private or in public.

Harp. My best lady,
Perséver in it.

Chris. And what we maintain,
We will seal with our bloods.

Harp. Brave resolution!
I een grow fat to see my labours prosper.

Theoph. I young again. To your devotions.

Harp. Do — 
My prayers be present with you.
[Exeunt Priest, Cal. and Chris.

Theoph. O my Harpax!
Thou engine of my wishes, thou that steelst
My bloody resolutions, thou that armst
My eyes gainst womanish tears and soft compassion,
Instructing me, without a sigh, to look on
Babes torn by violence from their mothers breasts
To feed the fire, and with them make one flame;
Old men, as beasts, in beasts skins torn by dogs;
Virgins and matrons tire the executioners;
Yet I, unsatisfied, think their torments easy — 

Harp. And in that, just, not cruel.

Theoph. Were all sceptres
That grace the hands of kings made into one,
And offerd me, all crowns laid at my feet,
I would contemn them all, — thus spit at them;
So I to all posterities might be calld
The strongest champion of the Pagan gods,
And rooter out of Christians.

Harp. Oh, mine own,
Mine own dear lord! to further this great work,
I ever live thy slave.

Enter Sapritius and Sempronius.

Theoph. No more — The governor.

Sap. Keep the ports close, and let the guards be doubled;
Disarm the Christians; call it death in any
To wear a sword, or in his house to have one.

Semp. I shall be careful, sir.

Sap. Twill well become you.
Such as refuse to offer sacrifice
To any of our gods, put to the torture.
Grub up this growing mischief by the roots;
And know, when we are merciful to them,
We to ourselves are cruel.

Semp. You pour oil
On fire that burns already at the height:
I know the emperors edict, and my charge,
And they shall find no favour.

Theoph. My good lord,
This care is timely for the entertainment
Of our great master, who this night in person
Comes here to thank you.

Sap. Who! the emperor?

Harp. To clear your doubts, he doth return in triumph,
Kings lackeying by his triumphant chariot;
And in this glorious victory, my lord,
You have an ample share: for know, your son,
The neer-enough commended Antoninus,
So well hath fleshd his maiden sword, and dyed
His snowy plumes so deep in enemies blood,
That, besides public grace beyond his hopes,
There are rewards propounded.

Sap. I would know
No mean in thine, could this be true.

Harp. My head
Answer the forfeit.

Sap. Of his victory
There was some rumour: but it was assured,
The army passd a full days journey higher
Into the country.

Harp. It was so determined;
But, for the further honour of your son,
And to observe the government of the city,
And with what rigour, or remiss indulgence,
The Christians are pursued, he makes his stay here:
[Trumpets.
For proof, his trumpets speak his near arrival.

Sap. Haste, good Sempronius, draw up our guards,
And with all ceremonious pomp receive
The conquering army. Let our garrison speak
Their welcome in loud shouts, the city show
Her state and wealth.

Semp. Im gone.[Exit.

Sap. O, I am ravishd
With this great honour! cherish, good Theophilus,
This knowing scholar. Send for your fair daughters;
I will present them to the emperor,
And in their sweet conversion, as a mirror,
Express your zeal and duty.

Theoph. Fetch them, good Harpax.
[Exit Harpax.

Enter Sempronius, at the head of the guard, soldiers leading three kings bound; Antoninus and Macrinus bearing the emperors eagles; Dioclesian with a gilt laurel on his head, leading in Artemia: Sapritius kisses the emperors hand, then embraces his son; Harpax brings in Calista and Christeta. Loud shouts.

Diocle. So: at all parts I find Cæsarea
Completely governd: the licentious soldier
Confined in modest limits, and the people
Taught to obey, and not compelld with rigour:
The ancient Roman discipline revived,
Which raised Rome to her greatness, and proclaimd her
The glorious mistress of the conquerd world;
But, above all, the service of the gods,
So zealously observed, that, good Sapritius,
In words to thank you for your care and duty,
Were much unworthy Dioclesians honour,
Or his magnificence to his loyal servants. — 
But I shall find a time with noble titles
To recompense your merits.

Sap. Mightiest Cæsar,
Whose power upon this globe of earth is equal
To Joves in heaven; whose victorious triumphs
On proud rebellious kings that stir against it,
Are perfect figures of his immortal trophies
Won in the Giants war; whose conquering sword,
Guided by his strong arm, as deadly kills
As did his thunder! all that I have done,
Or, if my strength were centupled, could do,
Comes short of what my loyalty must challenge.
But, if in any thing I have deserved
Great Cæsars smile, tis in my humble care
Still to preserve the honour of those gods,
That make him what he is: my zeal to them
I ever have expressd in my fell hate
Against the Christian sect that, with one blow,
(Ascribing all things to an unknown Power,)
Would strike down all their temples, and allows them
Nor sacrifice nor altars.

Diocle. Thou, in this,
Walkst hand in hand with me: my will and power
Shall not alone confirm, but honour all
That are in this most forward.

Sap. Sacred Cæsar,
If your imperial majesty stand pleased
To shower your favours upon such as are
The boldest champions of our religion,
Look on this reverend man, [points to Theophilus.] to whom the power
Of searching out, and punishing such delinquents,
Was by your choice committed; and, for proof,
He hath deserved the grace imposed upon him,
And with a fair and even hand proceeded,
Partial to none, not to himself, or those
Of equal nearness to himself; behold
This pair of virgins.

Diocle. What are these?

Sap. His daughters.

Artem. Now by your sacred fortune, they are fair ones,
Exceeding fair ones: would twere in my power
To make them mine!

Theoph. They are the gods, great lady,
They were most happy in your service else:
On these, when they fell from their fathers faith,
I used a judges power, entreaties failing
(They being seduced) to win them to adore
The holy Powers we worship; I put on
The scarlet robe of bold authority,
And, as they had been strangers to my blood,
Presented them in the most horrid form,
All kind of tortures; part of which they sufferd
With Roman constancy.

Artem. And could you endure,
Being a father, to behold their limbs
Extended on the rack?

Theoph. I did; but must
Confess there was a strange contention in me,
Between the impartial office of a judge,
And pity of a father; to help justice
Religion stept in, under which odds
Compassion fell: — yet still I was a father.
For een then, when the flinty hangmans whips
Were worn with stripes spent on their tender limbs,
I kneeld, and wept, and beggd them, though they would
Be cruel to themselves, they would take pity
On my gray hairs; now note a sudden change,
Which I with joy remember; those, whom torture,
Nor fear of death could terrify, were oercome
By seeing of my sufferings; and so won,
Returning to the faith that they were born in,
I gave them to the gods. And be assured
I that used justice with a rigorous hand,
Upon such beauteous virgins, and mine own,
Will use no favour, where the cause commands me,
To any other; but, as rocks, be deaf
To all entreaties.

Diocle. Thou deservst thy place;
Still hold it, and with honour. Things thus orderd
Touching the gods, tis lawful to descend
To human cares, and exercise that power
Heaven has conferrd upon me; — which that you,
Rebels and traitors to the power of Rome,
Should not with all extremities undergo,
What can you urge to qualify your crimes,
Or mitigate my anger?

K. of Epire. We are now
Slaves to thy power, that yesterday were kings,
And had command oer others; we confess
Our grandsires paid yours tribute, yet left us,
As their forefathers had, desire of freedom.
And, if you Romans hold it glorious honour,
Not only to defend what is your own,
But to enlarge your empire, (though our fortune
Denies that happiness,) who can accuse
The famishd mouth, if it attempt to feed?
Or such, whose fetters eat into their freedoms,
If they desire to shake them off?

K. of Pontus. We stand
The last examples, to prove how uncertain
All human happiness is; and are prepared
To endure the worst.

K. of Macedon. That spoke, which now is highest
In Fortunes wheel, must, when she turns it next,
Decline as low as we are. This considerd
Taught the Ægyptian Hercules, Sesostris,
That had his chariot drawn by captive kings,
To free them from that slavery; — but to hope
Such mercy from a Roman were mere madness:
We are familiar with what cruelty
Rome, since her infant greatness, ever used
Such as she triumphd over; age nor sex
Exempted from her tyranny; scepterd princes
Kept in her common dungeons, and their children,
In scorn traind up in base mechanic arts,
For public bondmen. In the catalogue
Of those unfortunate men, we expect to have
Our names rememberd.

Diocle. In all growing empires,
Even cruelty is useful; some must suffer,
And be set up examples to strike terror
In others, though far off: but, when a state
Is raised to her perfection, and her bases
Too firm to shrink, or yield, we may use mercy,
And do t with safety: but to whom? not cowards,
Or such whose baseness shames the conqueror,
And robs him of his victory, as weak Perseus
Did great Æmilius. Know, therefore, kings
Of Epire, Pontus, and of Macedon,
That I with courtesy can use my prisoners,
As well as make them mine by force, provided
That they are noble enemies: such I found you,
Before I made you mine; and, since you were so,
You have not lost the courages of princes,
Although the fortune. Had you born yourselves
Dejectedly, and base, no slavery
Had been too easy for you: but such is
The power of noble valour, that we love it
Even in our enemies, and taken with it,
Desire to make them friends, as I will you.

K. of Epire. Mock us not, Cæsar.

Diocle. By the gods, I do not.
Unloose their bonds: — I now as friends embrace you.
Give them their crowns again.

K. of Pontus. We are twice oercome;
By courage, and by courtesy.

K. of Macedon. But this latter
Shall teach us to live ever faithful vassals
To Dioclesian, and the power of Rome.

K of Epire. All kingdoms fall before her!

K. of Pontus. And all kings
Contend to honour Cæsar!

Diocle. I believe
Your tongues are the true trumpets of your hearts,
And in it I most happy. Queen of fate,
Imperious Fortune! mix some light disaster
With my so many joys, to season them,
And give them sweeter relish: Im girt round
With true felicity; faithful subjects here,
Here bold commanders, here with new-made friends:
But, whats the crown of all, in thee, Artemia,
My only child, whose love to me and duty,
Strive to exceed each other!

Artem. I make payment
But of a debt, which I stand bound to tender
As a daughter and a subject.

Diocle. Which requires yet
A retribution from me, Artemia,
Tied by a fathers care, how to bestow
A jewel, of all things to me most precious:
Nor will I therefore longer keep thee from
The chief joys of creation, marriage rites;
Which that thou mayst with greater pleasures taste of,
Thou shalt not like with mine eyes, but thine own.
Among these kings, forgetting they were captives;
Or those, remembering not they are my subjects,
Make choice of any: By Joves dreadful thunder,
My will shall rank with thine.

Artem. It is a bounty
The daughters of great princes seldom meet with;
For they, to make up breaches in the state,
Or for some other public ends, are forced
To match where they affect not. May my life
Deserve this favour!

Diocle. Speak; I long to know
The man thou wilt make happy.

Artem. If that titles,
Or the adored name of Queen could take me,
Here would I fix mine eyes, and look no further;
But these are baits to take a mean-born lady,
Not her that boldly may call Cæsar father:
In that I can bring honour unto any,
But from no king that lives receive addition:
To raise desert and virtue by my fortune,
Though in a low estate, were greater glory,
Than to mix greatness with a prince that owes
No worth but that name only.

Diocle. I commend thee;
Tis like myself.

Artem. If, then, of men beneath me,
My choice is to be made, where shall I seek,
But among those that best deserve from you?
That have served you most faithfully; that in dangers
Have stood next to you; that have interposed
Their breasts as shields of proof, to dull the swords
Aimd at your bosom; that have spent their blood
To crown your brows with laurel?

Macr. Cytherea,
Great Queen of Love, be now propitious to me!

Harp. [to Sap.] Now mark what I foretold.

Anton. Her eyes on me.
Fair Venus son, draw forth a leaden dart,
And, that she may hate me, transfix her with it;
Or, if thou needs wilt use a golden one,
Shoot it in the behalf of any other:
Thou knowst I am thy votary elsewhere. [Aside.

Artem. [advances to Anton.] Sir.

Theoph. How he blushes!

Sap. Welcome, fool, thy fortune.
Stand like a block when such an angel courts thee!

Artem. I am no object to divert your eye
From the beholding.

Anton. Rather a bright sun,
Too glorious for him to gaze upon,
That took not first flight from the eagles aerie.
As I look on the temples, or the gods,
And with that reverence, lady, I behold you,
And shall do ever.

Artem. And it will become you,
While thus we stand at distance; but, if love,
Love born out of the assurance of your virtues,
Teach me to stoop so low — 

Anton. O, rather take
A higher flight.

Artem. Why, fear you to be raised?
Say I put off the dreadful awe that waits
On majesty, or with you share my beams,
Nay, make you to outshine me; change the name
Of Subject into Lord, rob you of service
Thats due from you to me, and in me make it
Duty to honour you, would you refuse me?

Anton. Refuse you, madam! such a worm as I am
Refuse what kings upon their knees would sue for!
Call it, great lady, by another name;
An humble modesty, that would not match
A molehill with Olympus.

Artem. He thats famous
For honourable actions in the war,
As you are, Antoninus, a proved soldier,
Is fellow to a king.

Anton. If you love valour,
As tis a kingly virtue, seek it out,
And cherish it in a king; there it shines brightest,
And yields the bravest lustre. Look on Epire,
A prince, in whom it is incorporate;
And let it not disgrace him that he was
Oercome by Cæsar; it was victory,
To stand so long against him: had you seen him,
How in one bloody scene he did discharge
The parts of a commander and a soldier,
Wise in direction, bold in execution;
You would have said, Great Cæsars self excepted,
The world yields not his equal.

Artem. Yet I have heard,
Encountering him alone in the head of his troop,
You took him prisoner.

K. of Epire. Tis a truth, great princess:
Ill not detract from valour.

Anton. Twas mere fortune;
Courage had no hand in it.

Theoph. Did ever man
Strive so against his own good?

Sap. Spiritless villain!
How I am tortured! By the immortal gods,
I now could kill him.

Diocle. Hold, Sapritius, hold,
On our displeasure, hold!

Harp. Why, this would make
A father mad; tis not to be endured;
Your honours tainted in t.

Sap. By heaven, it is:
I shall think of it.

Harp. Tis not to be forgotten.

Artem. Nay, kneel not, sir; I am no ravisher,
Nor so far gone in fond affection to you,
But that I can retire, my honour safe: — 
Yet say, hereafter, that thou hast neglected
What, but seen in possession of another,
Will make thee mad with envy.

Anton. In her looks
Revenge is written.

Mac. As you love your life,
Study to appease her.

Anton. Gracious madam, hear me.

Artem. And be again refused?

Anton. The tender of
My life, my service, or, since you vouchsafe it,
My love, my heart, my all: and pardon me,
Pardon, dread princess, that I made some scruple
To leave a valley of security,
To mount up to the hill of majesty,
On which, the nearer Jove, the nearer lightning.
What knew I, but your grace made trial of me;
Durst I presume to embrace, where but to touch
With an unmannerd hand was death? The fox,
When he saw first the forests king, the lion,
Was almost dead with fear; the second view
Only a little daunted him; the third,
He durst salute him boldly: pray you, apply this;
And you shall find a little time will teach me
To look with more familiar eyes upon you,
Than duty yet allows me.

Sap. Well excused.

Artem. You may redeem all yet.

Diocle. And, that he may
Have means and opportunity to do so,
Artemia, I leave you my substitute
In fair Cæsarea.

Sap. And here, as yourself,
We will obey and serve her.

Diocle. Antoninus,
So you prove hers, I wish no other heir;
Think on t: — be careful of your charge, Theophilus;
Sapritius, be you my daughters guardian.
Your company I wish, confederate princes,
In our Dalmatian wars: which finished
With victory I hope, and Maximinus,
Our brother and copartner in the empire,
At my request won to confirm as much,
The kingdoms I took from you well restore,
And make you greater than you were before.
[Exeunt all but Antoninus and Macrinus.

Anton. Oh, I am lost for ever! lost, Macrinus!
The anchor of the wretched, hope, forsakes me,
And with one blast of Fortune all my light
Of happiness is put out.

Mac. You are like to those
That are ill only, cause they are too well;
That, surfeiting in the excess of blessings,
Call their abundance want. What could you wish,
That is not falln upon you? honour, greatness,
Respect, wealth, favour, the whole world for a dower;
And with a princess, whose excelling form
Exceeds her fortune.

Anton. Yet poison still is poison,
Though drunk in gold; and all these flattering glories
To me, ready to starve, a painted banquet,
And no essential food. When I am scorchd
With fire, can flames in any other quench me?
What is her love to me, greatness, or empire,
That am slave to another, who alone
Can give me ease or freedom?

Mac. Sir, you point at
Your dotage on the scornful Dorothea:
Is she, though fair, the same day to be named
With best Artemia? In all their courses,
Wise men purpose their ends: with sweet Artemia,
There comes along pleasure, security,
Usherd by all that in this life is precious:
With Dorothea (though her birth be noble,
The daughter to a senator of Rome,
By him left rich, yet with a private wealth,
And far inferior to yours) arrives
The emperors frown, which, like a mortal plague,
Speaks death is near; the princess heavy scorn,
Under which you will shrink; your fathers fury,
Which to resist even piety forbids: — 
And but remember that she stands suspected
A favourer of the Christian sect; she brings
Not danger, but assured destruction with her.
This truly weighd one smile of great Artemia
Is to be cherishd, and preferrd before
All joys in Dorothea: therefore leave her.

Anton. In what thou thinkst thou art most wise, thou art
Grossly abused, Macrinus, and most foolish.
For any man to match above his rank,
Is but to sell his liberty. With Artemia
I still must live a servant; but enjoying
Divinest Dorothea, I shall rule,
Rule as becomes a husband: for the danger,
Or call it, if you will, assured destruction,
I slight it thus. — If, then, thou art my friend,
As I dare swear thou art, and wilt not take
A governors place upon thee, be my helper.

Mac. You know I dare, and will do any thing;
Put me unto the test.

Anton. Go, then, Macrinus,
To Dorothea; tell her I have worn,
In all the battles I have fought, her figure,
Her figure in my heart, which, like a deity,
Hath still protected me. Thou canst speak well;
And of thy choicest language spare a little,
To make her understand how much I love her,
And how I languish for her. Bear these jewels,
Sent in the way of sacrifice, not service,
As to my goddess: all lets thrown behind me,
Or fears that may deter me, say, this morning
I mean to visit her by the name of friendship: — 
No words to contradict this.

Mac. I am yours:
And, if my travail this way be ill spent,
Judge not my readier will by the event. [Exeunt.


ACT II. 


SCENE I.

[image: img77.jpg]

A ROOM IN Dorotheas House.

Enter Dorothea, followed by Angelo with a book and taper.

Dor. My book and taper.

Ang. Here, most holy mistress.

Dor. Thy voice sends forth such music, that I never
Was ravishd with a more celestial sound.
Were every servant in the world like thee,
So full of goodness, angels would come down
To dwell with us: thy name is Angelo,
And like that name thou art; get thee to rest,
Thy youth with too much watching is opprest.

Ang. No, my dear lady, I could weary stars,
And force the wakeful moon to lose her eyes,
By my late watching, but to wait on you.
When at your prayers you kneel before the altar,
Methinks Im singing with some quire in heaven,
So blest I hold me in your company:
Therefore, my most loved mistress, do not bid
Your boy, so serviceable, to get hence;
For then you break his heart.

Dor. Be nigh me still, then:
In golden letters down Ill set that day,
Which gave thee to me. Little did I hope
To meet such worlds of comfort in thyself,
This little, pretty body; when I, coming
Forth of the temple, heard my beggar-boy,
My sweet-faced, godly beggar-boy, crave an alms,
Which with glad hand I gave, with lucky hand! — 
And, when I took thee home, my most chaste bosom,
Methought, was filld with no hot wanton fire,
But with a holy flame, mounting since higher,
On wings of cherubins, than it did before.

Ang. Proud am I, that my ladys modest eye
So likes so poor a servant.

Dor. I have offerd
Handfuls of gold but to behold thy parents.
I would leave kingdoms, were I queen of some,
To dwell with thy good father; for, the son
Bewitching me so deeply with his presence,
He that begot him must do t ten times more.
I pray thee, my sweet boy, show me thy parents;
Be not ashamed.

Ang. I am not: I did never
Know who my mother was; but, by yon palace,
Filld with bright heavenly courtiers, I dare assure you,
And pawn these eyes upon it, and this hand,
My father is in heaven: and, pretty mistress,
If your illustrious hour-glass spend his sand,
No worse than yet it does; upon my life,
You and I both shall meet my father there,
And he shall bid you welcome.

Dor. A blessed day!
We all long to be there, but lose the way. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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A STREET, NEAR Dorotheas House.

Enter Macrinus, met by Theophilus and Harpax.

Theoph. The Sun, god of the day, guide thee, Macrinus!

Mac. And thee, Theophilus!

Theoph. Gladst thou in such scorn?
I call my wish back.

Mac. Im in haste.

Theoph. One word,
Take the least hand of time up: — stay.

Mac. Be brief.

Theoph. As thought: I prithee tell me, good Macrinus,
How health and our fair princess lay together
This night, for you can tell; courtiers have flies,
That buzz all news unto them.

Mac. She slept but ill.

Theoph. Double thy courtesy; how does Antoninus?

Mac. Ill, well, straight, crooked, — I know not how.

Theoph. Once more;
— Thy head is full of windmills: — when doth the princess
Bestow herself on noble Antoninus?

Mac. I know not.

Theoph. No! thou art the manuscript,
Where Antoninus writes down all his secrets:
Honest Macrinus, tell me.

Mac. Fare you well, sir.[Exit.

Harp. Honesty is some fiend, and frights him hence;
A many courtiers love it not.

Theoph. What piece
Of this state-wheel, which winds up Antoninus,
Is broke, it runs so jarringly? the man
Is from himself divided: O thou, the eye,
By which I wonders see, tell me, my Harpax,
What gad-fly tickles this Macrinus so,
That, flinging up the tail, he breaks thus from me.

Harp. Oh, sir, his brain-pan is a bed of snakes,
Whose stings shoot through his eye-balls, whose poisonous spawn
Ingenders such a fry of speckled villanies,
That, unless charms more strong than adamant
Be used, the Roman angels wings shall melt,
And Cæsars diadem be from his head
Spurnd by base feet; the laurel which he wears,
Returning victor, be enforced to kiss
That which it hates, the fire. And can this ram,
This Antoninus-Engine, being made ready
To so much mischief, keep a steady motion? — 
His eyes and feet, you see, give strange assaults.

Theoph. Im turnd a marble statue at thy language,
Which printed is in such crabbd characters,
It puzzles all my reading: what, in the name
Of Pluto, now is hatching?

Harp. This Macrinus,
The line is, upon which love-errands run
Twixt Antoninus and that ghost of women,
The bloodless Dorothea; who in prayer
And meditation, mocking all your gods,
Drinks up her ruby colour: yet Antoninus
Plays the Endymion to this pale-faced Moon,
Courts, seeks to catch her eyes — 

Theoph. And what of this?

Harp. These are but creeping billows,
Not got to shore yet: but if Dorothea
Fall on his bosom, and be fired with love,
(Your coldest women do so), — had you ink
Brewd from the infernal Styx, not all that blackness
Can make a thing so foul, as the dishonours,
Disgraces, buffetings, and most base affronts
Upon the bright Artemia, star o the court,
Great Cæsars daughter.

Theoph. I now conster thee.

Harp. Nay, more; a firmament of clouds, being filld
With Joves artillery, shot down at once,
To pash your gods in pieces, cannot give,
With all those thunderbolts, so deep a blow
To the religion there, and pagan lore,
As this; for Dorothea hates your gods,
And, if she once blast Antoninus soul,
Making it foul like hers, Oh! the example — 

Theoph. Eats through Cæsareas heart like liquid poison.
Have I invented tortures to tear Christians,
To see but which, could all that feel hells torments
Have leave to stand aloof here on earths stage,
They would be mad till they again descended,
Holding the pains most horrid of such souls,
May-games to those of mine; has this my hand
Set down a Christians execution
In such dire postures, that the very hangman
Fell at my foot dead, hearing but their figures;
And shall Macrinus and his fellow-masquer
Strangle me in a dance?

Harp. No: — on; I hug thee,
For drilling thy quick brains in this rich plot
Of tortures gainst these Christians: on; I hug thee!

Theoph. Both hug and holy me: to this Dorothea,
Fly thou and I in thunder.

Harp. Not for kingdoms
Piled upon kingdoms: theres a villain page
Waits on her, whom I would not for the world
Hold traffic with; I do so hate his sight,
That, should I look on him, I must sink down.

Theoph. I will not lose thee then, her to confound:
None but this head with glories shall be crownd.

Harp. Oh! mine own as I would wish thee!
[Exeunt.


SCENE III.
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A HALL IN Dorotheas House, with a gallery above.

Enter Dorothea, Macrinus, and Angelo.

Dor. My trusty Angelo, with that curious eye
Of thine, which ever waits upon my business,
I prithee watch those my still-negligent servants,
That they perform my will, in whats enjoined them
To the good of others. Be careful, my dear boy.

Ang. Yes, my sweetest mistress.[Exit.

Dor. Now, sir, you may go on.

Mac. I then must study
A new arithmetic, to sum up the virtues
Which Antoninus gracefully become.
There is in him so much man, so much goodness,
So much of honour, and of all things else,
Which make our being excellent, that from his store
He can enough lend others; yet, much taen from him,
The want shall be as little, as when seas
Lend from their bounty, to fill up the poorness
Of needy rivers.

Dor. Sir, he is more indebted
To you for praise, than you to him that owes it.

Mac. If queens, viewing his presents paid to the whiteness
Of your chaste hand alone, should be ambitious
But to be parted in their numerous shares;
This he counts nothing: could you see main armies
Make battles in the quarrel of his valour,
That tis the best, the truest; this were nothing:
The greatness of his state, his fathers voice,
And arm, awing Cæsarea, he neer boasts of;
The sunbeams which the emperor throws upon him
Shine there but as in water, and gild him
Not with one spot of pride: no, dearest beauty,
All these, heapd up together in one scale,
Cannot weigh down the love he bears to you,
Being put into the other.

Dor. Could gold buy you
To speak thus for a friend, you, sir, are worthy
Of more than I will number; and this your language
Hath power to win upon another woman,
Top of whose heart the feathers of this world
Are gaily stuck: but all which first you named,
And now this last, his love, to me are nothing.

Mac. You make me a sad messenger; — but himself

Enter Antoninus.

Being come in person, shall, I hope, hear from you
Music more pleasing.

Anton. Has your ear, Macrinus,
Heard none, then?

Mac. None I like.

Anton. But can there be
In such a noble casket, wherein lie
Beauty and chastity in their full perfections,
A rocky heart, killing with cruelty
A life thats prostrated beneath your feet?

Dor. I am guilty of a shame I yet neer knew,
Thus to hold parley with you; — pray, sir, pardon.
[Going.

Anton. Good sweetness, you now have it, and shall go:
Be but so merciful, before your wounding me
With such a mortal weapon as Farewell,
To let me murmur to your virgin ear,
What I was loth to lay on any tongue
But this mine own.

Dor. If one immodest accent
Fly out, I hate you everlastingly.

Anton. My true love dares not do it.

Mac. Hermes inspire thee!

Enter, in the gallery above, Artemia, Sapritius, and Theophilus.

Anton. Come, let me tune you: — glaze not thus your eyes
With self-love of a vowd virginity;
All men desire your sweet society,
But if you bar me from it, you do kill me,
And of my blood are guilty.

Artem. O base villain!

Sap. Bridle your rage, sweet princess.

Anton. Could not my fortunes,
Reard higher far than yours, be worthy of you,
Methinks my dear affection makes you mine.

Dor. Sir, for your fortunes, were they mines of gold,
He that I love is richer; and for worth,
You are to him lower than any slave
Is to a monarch.

Sap. So insolent, base Christian!

Dor. Can I, with wearing out my knees before him,
Get you but be his servant, you shall boast
Youre equal to a king.

Sap. Confusion on thee,
For playing thus the lying sorceress!

Anton. Your mocks are great ones; none beneath the sun
Will I be servant to. — On my knees I beg it,
Pity me, wondrous maid.

Sap. I curse thy baseness.

Theoph. Listen to more.

Dor. O kneel not, sir, to me.

Anton. This knee is emblem of an humbled heart:
That heart which tortured is with your disdain,
Justly for scorning others, even this heart,
To which for pity such a princess sues,
As in her hand offers me all the world,
Great Cæsars daughter.

Artem. Slave, thou liest.

Anton. Yet this
Is adamant to her, that melts to you
In drops of blood.

Theoph. A very dog!

Anton. Perhaps
Tis my religion makes you knit the brow;
Yet be you mine, and ever be your own:
I neer will screw your conscience from that Power,
On which you Christians lean.

Sap. I can no longer
Fret out my life with weeping at thee, villain.
Sirrah![Aloud.
Would, ere thy birth, the mighty Thunderers hand
Had struck thee in the womb!

Mac. We are betrayd.

Artem. Is that the idol, traitor, which thou kneelst to,
Trampling upon my beauty?

Theoph. Sirrah, bandog!
Wilt thou in pieces tear our Jupiter
For her? our Mars for her? our Sol for her?

Artem. Threaten not, but strike: quick vengeance flies
Into my bosom; caitiff! here all love dies.
[Exeunt above.

Anton. O! I am thunderstruck! We are both oerwhelmd —— 

Mac. With one high-raging billow.

Dor. You a soldier,
And sink beneath the violence of a woman!

Anton. A woman! a wrongd princess. From such a star
Blazing with fires of hate, what can be lookd for,
But tragical events? my life is now
The subject of her tyranny.

Dor. That fear is base,
Of death, when that death doth but life displace
Out of her house of earth; you only dread
The stroke, and not what follows when youre dead;
Theres the great fear, indeed: come, let your eyes
Dwell where mine do, youll scorn their tyrannies.

Re-enter below, Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, a guard; Angelo comes and stands close by Dorothea.

Artem. My fathers nerves put vigour in mine arm,
And I his strength must use. Because I once
Shed beams of favour on thee, and, with the lion,
Playd with thee gently, when thou struckst my heart,
Ill not insult on a base, humbled prey,
By lingering out thy terrors; but, with one frown,
Kill thee: — hence with them all to execution.
Seize him; but let even death itself be weary
In torturing her. Ill change those smiles to shrieks;
Give the fool what shes proud of, martyrdom:
In pieces rack that pander.[Points to Macr.

Sap. Albeit the reverence
I owe our gods and you, are, in my bosom,
Torrents so strong, that pity quite lies drownd
From saving this young man; yet, when I see
What face death gives him, and that a thing within me
Says, tis my son, I am forced to be a man,
And grow fond of his life, which thus I beg.

Artem. And I deny.

Anton. Sir, you dishonour me,
To sue for that which I disclaim to have.
I shall more glory in my sufferings gain,
Than you in giving judgment, since I offer
My blood up to your anger; nor do I kneel
To keep a wretched life of mine from ruin:
Preserve this temple, builded fair as yours is,
And Cæsar never went in greater triumph,
Than I shall to the scaffold.

Artem. Are you so brave, sir?
Set forward to his triumph, and let those two
Go cursing along with him.

Dor. No, but pitying,
For my part, I, that you lose ten times more
By torturing me, than I that dare your tortures:
Through all the army of my sins, I have even
Labourd to break, and cope with death to the face.
The visage of a hangman frights not me;
The sight of whips, racks, gibbets, axes, fires,
Are scaffoldings by which my soul climbs up
To an eternal habitation.

Theoph. Cæsars imperial daughter, hear me speak.
Let not this Christian thing in this her pageantry
Of proud deriding both our gods and Cæsar,
Build to herself a kingdom in her death,
Going laughing from us: no; her bitterest torment
Shall be, to feel her constancy beaten down;
The bravery of her resolution lie
Batterd, by argument, into such pieces,
That she again in penitence shall creep
To kiss the pavements of our paynim gods.

Artem. How to be done?

Theoph. Ill send my daughters to her,
And they shall turn her rocky faith to wax;
Else spit at me, let me be made your slave,
And meet no Romans but a villains grave.

Artem. Thy prisoner let her be, then; and, Sapritius,
Your son and that, be yours: death shall be sent
To him that suffers them, by voice or letters,
To greet each other. Rifle her estate;
Christians to beggary brought grow desperate.

Dor. Still on the bread of poverty let me feed.

Ang. O! my admired mistress, quench not out
The holy fires within you, though temptations
Shower down upon you: Clasp thine armour on,
Fight well, and thou shalt see, after these wars,
Thy head wear sunbeams, and thy feet touch stars.
[Exeunt.


ACT III. 


SCENE I.
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A ROOM IN Dorotheas House.

Enter Sapritius, Theophilus, Priest, Calista, and Christeta.

Sap. Sick to the death, I fear.

Theoph. I meet your sorrow,
With my true feeling of it.

Sap. Shes a witch,
A sorceress, Theophilus; my son
Is charmd by her enchanting eyes; and, like
An image made of wax, her beams of beauty
Melt him to nothing: all my hopes in him,
And all his gotten honours, find their grave
In his strange dotage on her. Would, when first
He saw and loved her, that the earth had opend,
And swallowd both alive!

Theoph. Theres hope left yet.

Sap. Not any: though the princess were appeased,
All title in her love surrenderd up;
Yet this coy Christian is so transported
With her religion, that unless my son
(But let him perish first!) drink the same potion,
And be of her belief, shell not vouchsafe
To be his lawful wife.

Priest. But, once removed
From her opinion, as I rest assured
The reasons of these holy maids will win her,
Youll find her tractable to any thing,
For your content or his.

Theoph. If she refuse it,
The Stygian damps, breeding infectious airs,
The mandrakes shrieks, the basilisks killing eye,
The dreadful lightning that does crush the bones,
And never singe the skin, shall not appear
Less fatal to her, than my zeal made hot
With love unto my gods. I have deferrd it,
In hopes to draw back this apostata,
Which will be greater honour than her death,
Unto her fathers faith; and, to that end,
Have brought my daughters hither.

Cal. And we doubt not
To do what you desire.

Sap. Let her be sent for.
Prosper in your good work; and were I not
To attend the princess, I would see and hear
How you succeed.

Theoph. I am commanded too,
Ill bear you company.

Sap. Give them your ring,
To lead her as in triumph, if they win her,
Before her highness.[Exit.

Theoph. Spare no promises,
Persuasions, or threats, I do conjure you:
If you prevail, tis the most glorious work
You ever undertook.

Enter Dorothea and Angelo.

Priest. She comes.

Theoph. We leave you;
Be constant, and be careful.
[Exeunt Theoph. and Priest.

Cal. We are sorry
To meet you under guard.

Dor. But I more grieved
You are at liberty. So well I love you,
That I could wish, for such a cause as mine,
You were my fellow-prisoners: Prithee, Angelo,
Reach us some chairs. Please you sit —— 

Cal. We thank you:
Our visit is for love, love to your safety.

Christ. Our conference must be private; pray you, therefore,
Command your boy to leave us.

Dor. You may trust him
With any secret that concerns my life;
Falsehood and he are strangers: had you, ladies,
Been blessd with such a servant, you had never
Forsook that way, your journey even half ended,
That leads to joys eternal. In the place
Of loose lascivious mirth, he would have stirrd you
To holy meditations; and so far
He is from flattery, that he would have told you,
Your pride being at the height, how miserable
And wretched things you were, that, for an hour
Of pleasure here, have made a desperate sale
Of all your right in happiness hereafter.
He must not leave me; without him I fall:
In this life hes my servant, in the other
A wishd companion.

Ang. Tis not in the devil,
Nor all his wicked arts, to shake such goodness.

Dor. But you were speaking, lady.

Cal. As a friend
And lover of your safety, and I pray you
So to receive it; and, if you remember
How near in love our parents were, that we,
Even from the cradle, were brought up together,
Our amity increasing with our years,
We cannot stand suspected.

Dor. To the purpose.

Cal. We come, then, as good angels, Dorothea,
To make you happy; and the means so easy,
That, be not you an enemy to yourself,
Already you enjoy it.

Christ. Look on us,
Ruind as you are, once, and brought unto it,
By your persuasion.

Cal. But what followd, lady?
Leaving those blessings which our gods gave freely,
And showerd upon us with a prodigal hand,
As to be noble born, youth, beauty, wealth,
And the free use of these without control,
Check, curb, or stop, such is our laws indulgence!
All happiness forsook us; bonds and fetters,
For amorous twines; the rack and hangmans whips,
In place of choice delights; our parents curses
Instead of blessings; scorn, neglect, contempt,
Fell thick upon us.

Christ. This considerd wisely,
We made a fair retreat; and reconciled
To our forsaken gods, we live again
In all prosperity.

Cal. By our example,
Bequeathing misery to such as love it,
Learn to be happy. The Christian yokes too heavy
For such a dainty neck; it was framed rather
To be the shrine of Venus, or a pillar,
More precious than crystal, to support
Our Cupids image: our religion, lady,
Is but a varied pleasure; yours a toil
Slaves would shrink under.

Dor. Have you not cloven feet? are you not devils?
Dare any say so much, or dare I hear it
Without a virtuous and religious anger?
Now to put on a virgin modesty,
Or maiden silence, when His power is questiond
That is omnipotent, were a greater crime,
Than in a bad cause to be impudent.
Your gods! your temples! brothel-houses rather,
Or wicked actions of the worst of men,
Pursued and practised. Your religious rites!
Oh! call them rather juggling mysteries,
The baits and nets of hell: your souls the prey
For which the devil angles; your false pleasures
A steep descent, by which you headlong fall
Into eternal torments.

Cal. Do not tempt
Our powerful gods.

Dor. Which of your powerful gods?
Your gold, your silver, brass, or wooden ones,
That can nor do me hurt, nor protect you?
Most pitied women! will you sacrifice
To such, — or call them gods or goddesses,
Your parents would disdain to be the same,
Or you yourselves? O blinded ignorance!
Tell me, Calista, by thy truth, I charge you,
Or any thing you hold more dear, would you,
To have him deified to posterity,
Desire your father an adulterer,
A ravisher, almost a parricide,
A vile incestuous wretch?

Cal. That, piety
And duty answer for me.

Dor. Or you, Christeta,
To be hereafter registerd a goddess,
Give your chaste body up to the embraces
Of wicked passion? have it writ on your forehead,
This is the mistress in the art of sin.
Knows every trick, and labyrinth of desires
That are immodest?

Christ. You judge better of me,
Or my affection is ill placed on you.
Shall I turn wanton?

Dor. No, I think you would not.
Yet, such was Venus, whom you worship; such
Flora, the foundress of the public stews,
And has, for that, her sacrifice; your Jupiter,
A loose adulterer: — read ye but those
That have canonized them, youll find them worse
Than, in chaste language, I can speak them to you.
Are they immortal, then, that did partake
Of human weakness, and had ample share
In mens most base affections; subject to
Unchaste loves, anger, bondage, wounds, as men are?
Here, Jupiter, to serve his lust, turnd bull,
The shape, indeed, in which he stole Europa;
Neptune, for gain, builds up the walls of Troy,
As a day-labourer; Apollo keeps
Admetus sheep for bread; the Lemnian smith
Sweats at the forge for hire; Prometheus here,
With his still-growing liver, feeds the vulture;
Saturn bound fast in hell with adamant chains;
And thousands more, on whom abused error
Bestows a deity. Will you then, dear sisters,
For I would have you such, pay your devotions
To things of less power than yourselves?

Cal. We worship
Their good deeds in their images.

Dor. By whom fashiond?
By sinful men. Ill tell you a short tale,
Nor can you but confess it is a true one:
A king of Egypt, being to erect
The image of Osiris, whom they honour,
Took from the matrons necks the richest jewels,
And purest gold, as the materials
To finish up his work; which perfected,
With all solemnity he set it up,
To be adored, and served himself his idol;
Desiring it to give him victory
Against his enemies: but, being overthrown,
Enraged against his god, (these are fine gods,
Subject to human fury!) he took down
The senseless thing, and melting it again,
He made a bason, in which eunuchs washd
His concubines feet; and for this sordid use,
Some months it served: his mistress proving false,
As most indeed do so, and grace concluded
Between him and the priests, of the same bason
He made his god again! — Think, think, of this,
And then consider, if all worldly honours,
Or pleasures that do leave sharp stings behind them,
Have power to win such as have reasonable souls,
To put their trust in dross.

Cal. Oh, that I had been born
Without a father!

Christ. Piety to him
Hath ruind us for ever.

Dor. Think not so;
You may repair all yet: the attribute
That speaks his Godhead most, is merciful:
Revenge is proper to the fiends you worship,
Yet cannot strike without his leave. — You weep, — 
Oh, tis a heavenly shower! celestial balm
To cure your wounded conscience! let it fall,
Fall thick upon it; and, when that is spent,
Ill help it with another of my tears:
And may your true repentance prove the child
Of my true sorrow, never mother had
A birth so happy!

Cal. We are caught ourselves,
That came to take you; and, assured of conquest,
We are your captives.

Dor. And in that you triumph:
Your victory had been eternal loss,
And this your loss immortal gain. Fix here,
And you shall feel yourselves inwardly armd
Gainst tortures, death, and hell: — but, take heed, sisters,
That, or through weakness, threats, or mild persuasions,
Though of a father, you fall not into
A second and a worse apostasy.

Cal. Never, oh never! steeld by your example,
We dare the worst of tyranny.

Christ. Heres our warrant,
You shall along and witness it.

Dor. Be confirmd then;
And rest assured, the more you suffer here,
The more your glory, you to heaven more dear.
[Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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THE GOVERNORS PALACE.

Enter Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, and Harpax.

Artem. Sapritius, though your son deserve no pity,
We grieve his sickness: his contempt of us
We cast behind us, and look back upon
His service done to Cæsar, that weighs down
Our just displeasure. If his malady
Have growth from his restraint, or that you think
His liberty can cure him, let him have it:
Say, we forgive him freely.

Sap. Your grace binds us
Ever your humblest vassals.

Artem. Use all means
For his recovery; though yet I love him,
I will not force affection. If the Christian,
Whose beauty hath out-rivalld me, be won
To be of our belief, then let him wed her;
That all may know, when the cause wills, I can
Command my own affections.

Theoph. Be happy then,
My lord Sapritius: I am confident,
Such eloquence and sweet persuasion dwell
Upon my daughters tongues, that they will work her
To any thing they please.

Sap. I wish they may!
Yet tis no easy task to undertake,
To alter a perverse and obstinate woman.
[A shout within: loud music.

Artem. What means this shout?

Sap. It is seconded with music,
Triumphant music. — Ha!

Enter Sempronius.

Semp. My lord, your daughters,
The pillars of our faith, having converted,
For so report gives out, the Christian lady,
The image of great Jupiter born before them,
Sue for access.

Theoph. My soul divined as much.
Blest be the time when first they saw this light!
Their mother, when she bore them to support
My feeble age, filld not my longing heart
With so much joy, as they in this good work
Have thrown upon me.

Enter priest with the Image of Jupiter, incense and censers: followed by Calista and Christeta, leading Dorothea.

Welcome, oh, thrice welcome,
Daughters, both of my body and my mind!
Let me embrace in you my bliss, my comfort;
And, Dorothea, now more welcome too,
Than if you never had fallen off! I am ravishd
With the excess of joy: — speak, happy daughters,
The blest event.

Cal. We never gaind so much
By any undertaking.

Theoph. O my dear girl,
Our gods reward thee!

Dor. Nor was ever time,
On my part, better spent.

Christ. We are all now
Of one opinion.

Theoph. My best Christeta!
Madam, if ever you did grace to worth,
Vouchsafe your princely hands.

Artem. Most willingly —— 
Do you refuse it?

Cal. Let us first deserve it.

Theoph. My own child still! here set our god; prepare
The incense quickly: Come, fair Dorothea,
I will myself support you; — now kneel down,
And pay your vows to Jupiter.

Dor. I shall do it
Better by their example.

Theoph. They shall guide you;
They are familiar with the sacrifice.
Forward, my twins of comfort, and, to teach her,
Make a joint offering.

Christ. Thus —— [they both spit at the image.

Cal. And thus —— [throw it down, and spurn it.

Harp. Profane,
And impious! stand you now like a statue?
Are you the champion of the gods? where is
Your holy zeal, your anger?

Theoph. I am blasted;
And, as my feet were rooted here, I find
I have no motion; I would I had no sight too!
Or if my eyes can serve to any use,
Give me, thou injured power! a sea of tears,
To expiate this madness in my daughters;
For, being themselves, they would have trembled at
So blasphemous a deed in any other: —— 
For my sake, hold awhile thy dreadful thunder,
And give me patience to demand a reason
For this accursed act.

Dor. Twas bravely done.

Theoph. Peace, damnd enchantress, peace! — I should look on you
With eyes made red with fury, and my hand,
That shakes with rage, should much outstrip my tongue,
And seal my vengeance on your hearts; — but nature,
To you that have fallen once, bids me again
To be a father. Oh! how durst you tempt
The anger of great Jove?

Dor. Alack, poor Jove!
He is no swaggerer; how still he stands!
Hell take a kick, or any thing.

Sap. Stop her mouth.

Dor. It is the patientst godling! do not fear him;
He would not hurt the thief that stole away
Two of his golden locks; indeed he could not:
And still tis the same quiet thing.

Theoph. Blasphemer!
Ingenious cruelty shall punish this:
Thou art past hope: but for you yet, dear daughters,
Again bewitchd, the dew of mild forgiveness
May gently fall, provided you deserve it,
With true contrition: be yourselves again;
Sue to the offended deity.

Christ. Not to be
The mistress of the earth.

Cal. I will not offer
A grain of incense to it, much less kneel,
Nor look on it but with contempt and scorn,
To have a thousand years conferrd upon me
Of worldly blessings. We profess ourselves
To be, like Dorothea, Christians;
And owe her for that happiness.

Theoph. My ears
Receive, in hearing this, all deadly charms,
Powerful to make man wretched.

Artem. Are these they
You braggd could convert others!

Sap. That want strength
To stand themselves!

Harp. Your honour is engaged,
The credit of your cause depends upon it;
Something you must do suddenly.

Theoph. And I will.

Harp. They merit death; but, falling by your hand,
Twill be recorded for a just revenge,
And holy fury in you.

Theoph. Do not blow
The furnace of a wrath thrice hot already;
Ætna is in my breast, wildfire burns here,
Which only blood must quench. Incensed Power!
Which from my infancy I have adored,
Look down with favourable beams upon
The sacrifice, though not allowd thy priest,
Which I will offer to thee; and be pleased,
My fiery zeal inciting me to act,
To call that justice others may style murder.
Come, you accursed, thus by the hair I drag you
Before this holy altar; thus look on you,
Less pitiful than tigers to their prey:
And thus, with mine own hand, I take that life
Which I gave to you. [Kills them.

Dor. O most cruel butcher!

Theoph. My anger ends not here: hells dreadful porter,
Receive into thy ever-open gates
Their damned souls, and let the Furies whips
On them alone be wasted; and, when death
Closes these eyes, twill be Elysium to me
To hear their shrieks and howlings. Make me, Pluto,
Thy instrument to furnish thee with souls
Of that accursed sect; nor let me fall,
Till my fell vengeance hath consumed them all.
[Exit, with Harpax.

Artem. Tis a brave zeal.

Enter Angelo, smiling.

Dor. Oh, call him back again,
Call back your hangman! heres one prisoner left
To be the subject of his knife.

Artem. Not so;
We are not so near reconciled unto thee;
Thou shalt not perish such an easy way.
Be she your charge, Sapritius, now; and suffer
None to come near her, till we have found out
Some torments worthy of her.

Ang. Courage, mistress;
These martyrs but prepare your glorious fate:
You shall exceed them, and not imitate. [Exeunt.


ACT IV. 


SCENE I.
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THE GOVERNORS PALACE.

Antoninus on a couch, asleep, with Doctors about him; Sapritius and Macrinus.

Sap. O you, that are half gods, lengthen that life
Their deities lend us; turn oer all the volumes
Of your mysterious Æsculapian science,
T increase the number of this young mans days:
And, for each minute of his time prolongd,
Your fee shall be a piece of Roman gold
With Cæsars stamp, such as he sends his captains
When in the wars they earn well: do but save him,
And, as hes half myself, be you all mine.

1 Doct. What art can do, we promise; physics hand
As apt is to destroy as to preserve,
If heaven make not the medcine: all this while,
Our skill hath combat held with his disease;
But tis so armd, and a deep melancholy,
To be such in part with death, we are in fear
The grave must mock our labours.

Mac. I have been
His keeper in this sickness, with such eyes
As I have seen my mother watch oer me.
Stand by his pillow, and, in his broken slumbers,
Him shall you hear cry out on Dorothea;
And, when his arms fly open to catch her,
Closing together, he falls fast asleep,
Pleased with embracings of her airy form.
Physicians but torment him; his disease
Laughs at their gibberish language: let him hear
The voice of Dorothea, nay, but the name,
He starts up with high colour in his face:
She, or none, cures him; and how that can be,
The princess strict command barring that happiness,
To me impossible seems.

Sap. To me it shall not;
Ill be no subject to the greatest Cæsar
Was ever crownd with laurel, rather than cease
To be a father.[Exit.

Mac. Silence, sir; he wakes.

Anton. Thou killst me, Dorothea; oh, Dorothea!

Mac. Shes here

Anton. Here! Where? Why do you mock me, sir?
Age on my head hath stuck no white hairs yet,
Yet Im an old man, a fond doting fool
Upon a woman. I, to buy her beauty,
(In truth I am bewitchd) offer my life,
And she, for my acquaintance, hazards hers:
Yet, for our equal sufferings, none holds out
A hand of pity.

1 Doct. Let him have some music.

Anton. Hell on your fiddling!
[Starting from his couch.

1 Doct. Take again your bed, sir;
Sleep is a sovereign physic.

Anton. Confusion on your fooleries! Wheres the rest
Thy pills and base apothecary drugs
Threatend to bring unto me? Out, you impostors!
Quacksalving, cheating mountebanks! your skill
Is to make sound men sick, and sick men kill.

Mac. Oh, be yourself, dear friend.

Anton. Myself, Macrinus!
How can I be myself, when I am mangled
Into a thousand pieces? here moves my head,
But wheres my heart? wherever — that lies dead.

Re-enter Sapritius, dragging in Dorothea by the hair, Angelo following.

Sap. Follow me, thou damnd sorceress! Call up thy spirits,
And, if they can, now let them from my hand
Untwine these witching hairs.

Anton. I am that spirit:
Or, if I be not, were you not my father,
One made of iron should hew that hand in pieces,
That so defaces this sweet monument
Of my loves beauty.

Sap. Art thou sick?

Anton. To death.

Sap. Wouldst thou recover?

Anton. Would I live in bliss!

Sap. And do thine eyes shoot daggers at that man
That brings thee health?

Anton. It is not in the world.

Sap. Its here.

Anton. To treasure, by enchantment lockd
In caves as deep as hell, am I as near.

1 Doct. Shall the boy stay, sir?

Sap. No matter for the boy.
[Exeunt Sap. Mac. and Doct.

Dor. O, guard me, angels!
What tragedy must begin now?

Anton. When a tiger
Leaps into a timorous herd, with ravenous jaws,
Being hunger-starved, what tragedy then begins?

Dor. Death; I am happy so: you, hitherto,
Have still had goodness sphered within your eyes;
Let not that orb be broken.

Ang. Fear not, mistress;
If he dare offer violence, we two
Are strong enough for such a sickly man.

Dor. What is your horrid purpose, sir? your eye
Bears danger in it.

Anton. I must —— 

Dor. Oh, kill me,[Kneels.
And heaven will take it as a sacrifice;
But, if you play the ravisher, there is
A hell to swallow you.

Anton. Rise: — for the Roman empire, Dorothea,
I would not wound thine honour. My fathers will
Would have me seize upon you, as my prey;
Which I abhor, as much as the blackest sin
The villany of man did ever act.
[Sapritius breaks in with Macrinus.

Dor. Die happy for this language!

Sap. Die a slave,
A blockish idiot!

Mac. Dear sir, vex him not.

Sap. Yes, and vex thee too: wheres this lamia?

Dor. Im here; do what you please.

Sap. Spurn her to the bar.

Dor. Come, boy, being there, more near to heaven we are.

Sap. Kick harder; go out, witch! [Exeunt.

Anton. O bloody hangmen! Thine own gods give thee breath!
Each of thy tortures is my several death. [Exit.


SCENE II.

[image: img77.jpg]

THE PLACE OF Execution. A scaffold, block, &c.

Enter Antoninus, supported by Macrinus, and Servants.

Anton. Is this the place, where virtue is to suffer,
And heavenly beauty, leaving this base earth,
To make a glad return from whence it came?
Is it, Macrinus?

Mac. By this preparation,
You well may rest assured that Dorothea
This hour is to die here.

Anton. Then with her dies
The abstract of all sweetness thats in woman!
Set me down, friend, that, ere the iron hand
Of death close up mine eyes, they may at once
Take my last leave both of this light and her:
For, she being gone, the glorious sun himself
To mes Cimmerian darkness.

Mac. Strange affection!
Cupid once more hath changed his shafts with Death,
And kills, instead of giving life.

Anton. Nay, weep not;
Though tears of friendship be a sovereign balm,
On me theyre cast away. It is decreed
That I must die with her; our clue of life
Was spun together.

Mac. Yet, sir, tis my wonder,
That you, who, hearing only what she suffers,
Partake of all her tortures, yet will be,
To add to your calamity, an eyewitness
Of her last tragic scene, which must pierce deeper,
And make the wound more desperate.

Anton. Oh, Macrinus!
Twould linger out my torments else, not kill me,
Which is the end I aim at: being to die too,
What instrument more glorious can I wish for,
Than what is made sharp by my constant love
And true affection? It may be, the duty
And loyal service, with which I pursued her,
And seald it with my death, will be rememberd
Among her blessed actions; and what honour
Can I desire beyond it?

Enter a Guard bringing in Dorothea, a Headsman before her; followed by Theophilus, Sapritius, and Harpax.

See, she comes;
How sweet her innocence appears! more like
To heaven itself, than any sacrifice
That can be offerd to it. By my hopes
Of joys hereafter, the sight makes me doubtful
In my belief; nor can I think our gods
Are good, or to be served, that take delight
In offerings of this kind: that, to maintain
Their power, deface the master-piece of nature,
Which they themselves come short of. She ascends,
And every step raises her nearer heaven.

Sap. You are to blame
To let him come abroad.

Mac. It was his will;
And we were left to serve him, not command him.

Anton. Good sir, be not offended; nor deny
My last of pleasures in this happy object,
That I shall eer be blest with.

Theoph. Now, proud contemner
Of us, and of our gods, tremble to think,
It is not in the Power thou servst to save thee.
Not all the riches of the sea, increased
By violent shipwrecks, nor the unsearchd mines,
(Mammons unknown exchequer), shall redeem thee:
And, therefore, having first with horror weighd
What tis to die, and to die young; to part with
All pleasures and delights; lastly, to go
Where all antipathies to comfort dwell,
Furies behind, about thee, and before thee;
And, to add to affliction, the remembrance
Of the Elysian joys thou mightst have tasted,
Hadst thou not turnd apostata to those gods
That so reward their servants; let despair
Prevent the hangmans sword, and on this scaffold
Make thy first entrance into hell.

Anton. She smiles,
Unmoved, by Mars! as if she were assured
Death, looking on her constancy, would forget
The use of his inevitable hand.

Theoph. Derided too! despatch, I say.

Dor. Thou fool!
That gloriest in having power to ravish
A trifle from me I am weary of,
What is this life to me? not worth a thought;
Or, if it be esteemd, tis that I lose it
To win a better: even thy malice serves
To me but as a ladder to mount up
To such a height of happiness, where I shall
Look down with scorn on thee, and on the world;
Where, circled with true pleasures, placed above
The reach of death or time, twill be my glory
To think at what an easy price I bought it.
Theres a perpetual spring, perpetual youth:
No joint-benumbing cold, or scorching heat,
Famine, nor age, have any being there.
Forget, for shame, your Tempe; bury in
Oblivion your feignd Hesperian orchards: — 
The golden fruit, kept by the watchful dragon,
Which did require a Hercules to get it,
Compared with what grows in all plenty there,
Deserves not to be named. The Power I serve
Laughs at your happy Araby, or the
Elysian shades; for he hath made his bowers
Better in deed, than you can fancy yours.

Anton. O, take me thither with you!

Dor. Trace my steps,
And be assured you shall.

Sap. With my own hands
Ill rather stop that little breath is left thee,
And rob thy killing fever.

Theoph. By no means;
Let him go with her: do, seduced young man,
And wait upon thy saint in death; do, do:
And, when you come to that imagined place,
That place of all delights — pray you, observe me,
And meet those cursed things I once calld Daughters,
Whom I have sent as harbingers before you;
If there be any truth in your religion,
In thankfulness to me, that with care hasten
Your journey thither, pray you send me some
Small pittance of that curious fruit you boast of.

Anton. Grant that I may go with her, and I will.

Sap. Wilt thou in thy last minute damn thyself?

Theoph. The gates to hell are open.

Dor. Know, thou tyrant,
Thou agent for the devil, thy great master,
Though thou art most unworthy to taste of it,
I can, and will.

Enter Angelo, in the Angels habit.

Harp. Oh! mountains fall upon me,
Or hide me in the bottom of the deep,
Where light may never find me!

Theoph. Whats the matter?

Sap. This is prodigious, and confirms her witchcraft.

Theoph. Harpax, my Harpax, speak!

Harp. I dare not stay:
Should I but hear her once more, I were lost.
Some whirlwind snatch me from this cursed place,
To which compared, (and with what now I suffer,)
Hells torments are sweet slumbers! [Exit.

Sap. Follow him.

Theoph. He is distracted, and I must not lose him.
Thy charms upon my servant, cursed witch,
Give thee a short reprieve. Let her not die,
Till my return. [Exeunt Sap. and Theoph.

Anton. She minds him not; what object
Is her eye fixd on?

Mac. I see nothing.

Anton. Mark her.

Dor. Thou glorious minister of the Power I serve!
(For thou art more than mortal,) is t for me,
Poor sinner, thou art pleased awhile to leave
Thy heavenly habitation, and vouchsafest,
Though glorified, to take my servants habit? — 
For, put off thy divinity, so lookd
My lovely Angelo.

Ang. Know, I am the same;
And still the servant to your piety.
Your zealous prayers and pious deeds first won me
(But twas by His command to whom you sent them)
To guide your steps. I tried your charity,
When in a beggars shape you took me up,
And clothed my naked limbs, and after fed,
As you believed, my famishd mouth. Learn all,
By your example, to look on the poor
With gentle eyes! for in such habits, often,
Angels desire an alms. I never left you,
Nor will I now; for I am sent to carry
Your pure and innocent soul to joys eternal,
Your martyrdom once sufferd; and before it,
Ask any thing from me, and rest assured,
You shall obtain it.

Dor. I am largely paid
For all my torments. Since I find such grace,
Grant that the love of this young man to me,
In which he languisheth to death, may be
Changed to the love of heaven.

Ang. I will perform it;
And in that instant when the sword sets free
Your happy soul, his shall have liberty.
Is there aught else?

Dor. For proof that I forgive
My persecutor, who in scorn desired
To taste of that most sacred fruit I go to;
After my death, as sent from me, be pleased
To give him of it.

Ang. Willingly, dear mistress.

Mac. I am amazed.

Anton. I feel a holy fire,
That yields a comfortable heat within me;
I am quite alterd from the thing I was.
See! I can stand, and go alone; thus kneel
To heavenly Dorothea, touch her hand
With a religious kiss. [Kneels.

Re-enter Sapritius and Theophilus.

Sap. He is well now,
But will not be drawn back.

Theoph. It matters not,
We can discharge this work without his help.
But see your son.

Sap. Villain!

Anton. Sir, I beseech you,
Being so near our ends, divorce us not.

Theoph. Ill quickly make a separation of them:
Hast thou aught else to say?

Dor. Nothing, but to blame
Thy tardiness in sending me to rest;
My peace is made with heaven, to which my soul
Begins to take her flight: strike, O! strike quickly;
And, though you are unmoved to see my death,
Hereafter, when my story shall be read,
As they were present now, the hearers shall
Say this of Dorothea, with wet eyes,
She lived a virgin, and a virgin dies.
[Her head is struck off.

Anton. O, take my soul along, to wait on thine!

Mac. Your son sinks too. [Antoninus falls.

Sap. Already dead!

Theoph. Die all
That are, or favour this accursed sect:
I triumph in their ends, and will raise up
A hill of their dead carcasses, to oerlook
The Pyrenean hills, but Ill root out
These superstitious fools, and leave the world
No name of Christian.
[Loud music: Exit Angelo, having first laid his hand upon the mouths of Anton. and Dor.

Sap. Ha! heavenly music!

Mac. Tis in the air.

Theoph. Illusions of the devil,
Wrought by some witch of her religion,
That fain would make her death a miracle;
It frights not me. Because he is your son,
Let him have burial; but let her body
Be cast forth with contempt in some highway,
And be to vultures and to dogs a prey. [Exeunt.


ACT V. 


SCENE I.
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THEOPHILUS DISCOVERED SITTING in his Study: books about him.

Theoph. Is t holiday, O Cæsar, that thy servant,
Thy provost, to see execution done
On these base Christians in Cæsarea,
Should now want work? Sleep these idolaters,
That none are stirring? — As a curious painter,
When he has made some honourable piece,
Stands off, and with a searching eye examines
Each colour, how tis sweetend; and then hugs
Himself for his rare workmanship — so here,
Will I my drolleries, and bloody landscapes,
Long past wrapt up, unfold, to make me merry
With shadows, now I want the substances.
My muster-book of hell-hounds. Were the Christians,
Whose names stand here, alive and armd, not Rome
Could move upon her hinges. What Ive done,
Or shall hereafter, is not out of hate
To poor tormented wretches; no, Im carried
With violence of zeal, and streams of service
I owe our Roman gods. This Christian maid was well,

Enter Angelo with a basket filled with fruit and flowers.

A pretty one; but let such horror follow
The next I feed with torments, that when Rome
Shall hear it, her foundation at the sound
May feel an earthquake. How now? [Music.

Ang. Are you amazed, sir?
So great a Roman spirit — and doth it tremble!

Theoph. How camst thou in? to whom thy business?

Ang. To you:
I had a mistress, late sent hence by you
Upon a bloody errand; you entreated,
That, when she came into that blessed garden
Whither she knew she went, and where, now happy,
She feeds upon all joy, she would send to you
Some of that garden fruit and flowers; which here,
To have her promise saved, are brought by me.

Theoph. Cannot I see this garden?

Ang. Yes, if the master
Will give you entrance. [He vanishes.

Theoph. Tis a tempting fruit,
And the most bright-cheekd child I ever viewd;
Sweet smelling, goodly fruit. What flowers are these?
In Dioclesians gardens, the most beauteous,
Compared with these, are weeds: is it not February,
The second day she died? frost, ice, and snow,
Hang on the beard of winter: wheres the sun
That gilds this summer? pretty, sweet boy, say,
In what country shall a man find this garden? — 
My delicate boy, — gone! vanishd! within there,
Julianus! Geta! — 

Enter Julianus and Geta.

Both. My lord.

Theoph. Are my gates shut?

Geta. And guarded.

Theoph. Saw you not
A boy?

Jul. Where?

Theoph. Here he enterd; a young lad;
A thousand blessings danced upon his eyes:
A smoothfaced, glorious thing, that brought this basket.

Geta. No, sir!

Theoph. Away — but be in reach, if my voice calls you. [Exeunt Jul. and Geta.
No! — vanishd, and not seen! — Be thou a spirit,
Sent from that witch to mock me, I am sure
This is essential, and, howeer it grows,
Will taste it. [Eats of the fruit.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. So good Ill have some more, sure.

Harp. Ha, ha, ha, ha! great liquorish fool!

Theoph. What art thou?

Harp. A fisherman.

Theoph. What dost thou catch?

Harp. Souls, souls; a fish calld souls.

Theoph. Geta!

Re-enter Geta.

Geta. My lord.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. What insolent slave is this, dares laugh at me?
Or what is t the dog grins at so?

Geta. I neither know, my lord, at what, nor
whom; for there is none without, but my fellow
Julianus, and he is making a garland for Jupiter.

Theoph. Jupiter! all within me is not well;
And yet not sick.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. Whats thy name, slave?

Harp. [at one end of the room.] Go look.

Geta. Tis Harpax voice.

Theoph. Harpax! go, drag the caitiff to my foot,
That I may stamp upon him.

Harp. [at the other end.] Fool, thou liest!

Geta. Hes yonder, now, my lord.

Theoph. Watch thou that end,
Whilst I make good this.

Harp. [in the middle.] Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. Search for him. [Exit Geta.] All this ground, methinks, is bloody,
And paved with thousands of those Christians eyes
Whom I have tortured; and they stare upon me.
What was this apparition? sure it had
A shape angelical. Mine eyes, though dazzled,
And daunted at first sight, tell me, it wore
A pair of glorious wings; yes, they were wings;
And hence he flew: — — tis vanishd! Jupiter,
For all my sacrifices done to him,
Never once gave me smile. — How can stone smile?
Or wooden image laugh? [music.] Ha! I remember,
Such music gave a welcome to mine ear,
When the fair youth came to me:— tis in the air,
Or from some better place; a Power divine,
Through my dark ignorance, on my soul does shine,
And makes me see a conscience all staind oer,
Nay, drownd and damnd for ever in Christian gore.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. Again! — What dainty relish on my tongue
This fruit hath left! some angel hath me fed:
If so toothful, I will be banqueted. [Eats again.

Enter Harpax, in a fearful shape, fire flashing out of the Study.

Harp. Hold!

Theoph. Not for Cæsar.

Harp. But for me thou shalt.

Theoph. Thou art no twin to him that last was here.
Ye Powers, whom my soul bids me reverence, guard me!
What art thou?

Harp. I am thy master.

Theoph. Mine!

Harp. And thou my everlasting slave: that Harpax,
Who hand in hand hath led thee to thy hell,
Am I.

Theoph. Avaunt!

Harp. I will not; cast thou down
That basket with the things in t, and fetch up
What thou hast swallowd, and then take a drink,
Which I shall give thee, and Im gone.

Theoph. My fruit!
Does this offend thee? see! [Eats again.

Harp. Spit it to the earth,
And tread upon it, or Ill piecemeal tear thee.

Theoph. Art thou with this affrighted? see, heres more. [Pulls out a handful of flowers.

Harp. Fling them away, Ill take thee else, and hang thee
In a contorted chain of icicles,
In the frigid zone: down with them!

Theoph. At the bottom
One thing I found not yet. See!
[Holds up a cross of flowers.

Harp. Oh! I am tortured.

Theoph. Can this do t? hence, thou fiend infernal, hence!

Harp. Clasp Jupiters image, and away with that.

Theoph. At thee Ill fling that Jupiter; for, methinks,
I serve a better master: he now checks me
For murdering my two daughters, put on by thee.
By thy damnd rhetoric did I hunt the life
Of Dorothea, the holy virgin-martyr.
She is not angry with the axe, nor me,
But sends these presents to me; and Ill travel
Oer worlds to find her, and from her white hand
Beg a forgiveness.

Harp. No; Ill bind thee here.

Theoph. I serve a strength above thine; this small weapon,
Methinks, is armour hard enough.

Harp. Keep from me. [Sinks a little.

Theoph. Art posting to thy centre? down, hell-hound! down!
Me thou hast lost. That arm, which hurls thee hence, [Harpax disappears.
Save me, and set me up, the strong defence
In the fair Christian quarrel!

Enter Angelo.

Ang. Fix thy foot there,
Nor be thou shaken with a Cæsars voice,
Though thousand deaths were in it; and I then
Will bring thee to a river, that shall wash
Thy bloody hands clean and more white than snow;
And to that garden where these blest things grow,
And to that martyrd virgin, who hath sent
That heavenly token to thee: spread this brave wing,
And serve, than Cæsar, a far greater king. [Exit.

Theoph. It is, it is, some angel. Vanishd again!
Oh, come back, ravishing boy! bright messenger!
Thou hast, by these mine eyes fixd on thy beauty,
Illumined all my soul. Now look I back
On my black tyrannies, which, as they did
Outdare the bloodiest, thou, blest spirit, that leadst me,
Teach me what I must do, and, to do well,
That my last act the best may parallel. [Exit.


SCENE II.
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DIOCLESIANS PALACE.

Enter Dioclesian, Maximinus, the Kings of Epire, Pontus, and Macedon, meeting Artemia; Attendants.

Artem. Glory and conquest still attend upon
Triumphant Cæsar!

Diocle. Let thy wish, fair daughter,
Be equally divided; and hereafter
Learn thou to know and reverence Maximinus,
Whose power, with mine united, makes one Cæsar.

Max. But that I fear twould be held flattery,
The bonds considerd in which we stand tied,
As love and empire, I should say, till now
I neer had seen a lady I thought worthy
To be my mistress.

Artem. Sir, you show yourself
Both courtier and soldier; but take heed,
Take heed, my lord, though my dull-pointed beauty,
Staind by a harsh refusal in my servant,
Cannot dart forth such beams as may inflame you,
You may encounter such a powerful one,
That with a pleasing heat will thaw your heart,
Though bound in ribs of ice. Love still is Love;
His bow and arrows are the same: Great Julius,
That to his successors left the name of Cæsar,
Whom war could never tame, that with dry eyes
Beheld the large plains of Pharsalia coverd
With the dead carcases of senators,
And citizens of Rome; when the world knew
No other lord but him, struck deep in years too,
(And men gray-haird forget the loves of youth,)
After all this, meeting fair Cleopatra,
A suppliant too, the magic of her eye,
Even in his pride of conquest, took him captive:
Nor are you more secure.

Max. Were you deformd,
(But, by the gods, you are most excellent,)
Your gravity and discretion would oercome me;
And I should be more proud in being prisoner
To your fair virtues, than of all the honours,
Wealth, title, empire, that my sword hath purchased.

Diocle. This meets my wishes. Welcome it, Artemia,
With outstretchd arms, and study to forget
That Antoninus ever was: thy fate
Reserved thee for this better choice; embrace it.

Max. This happy match brings new nerves to give strength
To our continued league.

Diocle. Hymen himself
Will bless this marriage, which well solemnize
In the presence of these kings.

K. of Pontus. Who rest most happy,
To be eye-witnesses of a match that brings
Peace to the empire.

Diocle. We much thank your loves:
But wheres Sapritius, our governor,
And our most zealous provost, good Theophilus?
If ever prince were blest in a true servant,
Or could the gods be debtors to a man,
Both they and we stand far engaged to cherish
His piety and service.

Artem. Sir, the governor
Brooks sadly his sons loss, although he turnd
Apostata in death; but bold Theophilus,
Who for the same cause, in my presence, seald
His holy anger on his daughters hearts;
Having with tortures first tried to convert her,
Draggd the bewitching Christian to the scaffold,
And saw her lose her head.

Diocle. He is all worthy:
And from his own mouth I would gladly hear
The manner how she sufferd.

Artem. Twill be deliverd
With such contempt and scorn, (I know his nature,)
That rather twill beget your highness laughter,
Than the least pity.

Diocle. To that end I would hear it.

Enter Theophilus, Sapritius, and Macrinus.

Artem. He comes; with him the governor.

Diocle. O, Sapritius,
I am to chide you for your tenderness;
But yet, remembering that you are a father,
I will forget it. Good Theophilus,
Ill speak with you anon. — Nearer, your ear.
[To Sapritius.

Theoph. [aside to Macrinus.] By Antoninus soul, I do conjure you,
And though not for religion, for his friendship,
Without demanding whats the cause that moves me,
Receive my signet: — By the power of this,
Go to my prisons, and release all Christians,
That are in fetters there by my command.

Mac. But what shall follow?

Theoph. Haste then to the port;
You there shall find two tall ships ready riggd,
In which embark the poor distressed souls,
And bear them from the reach of tyranny.
Enquire not whither you are bound: the Deity
That they adore will give you prosperous winds,
And make your voyage such, and largely pay for
Your hazard, and your travail. Leave me here;
There is a scene that I must act alone:
Haste, good Macrinus; and the great God guide you!

Mac. Ill undertake t; theres something prompts me to it;
Tis to save innocent blood, a saint-like act:
And to be merciful has never been
By moral men themselves esteemd a sin. [Exit.

Diocle. You know your charge?

Sap. And will with care observe it.

Diocle. For I profess he is not Cæsars friend,
That sheds a tear for any torture that
A Christian suffers. Welcome, my best servant,
My careful, zealous provost! thou hast toild
To satisfy my will, though in extremes:
I love thee for t; thou art firm rock, no changeling.
Prithee deliver, and for my sake do it,
Without excess of bitterness, or scoffs,
Before my brother and these kings, how took
The Christian her death?

Theoph. And such a presence,
Though every private head in this large room
Were circled round with an imperial crown,
Her story will deserve, it is so full
Of excellence and wonder.

Diocle. Ha! how is this?

Theoph. O! mark it, therefore, and with that attention,
As you would hear an embassy from heaven
By a wingd legate; for the truth deliverd,
Both how, and what, this blessed virgin sufferd,
And Dorothea but hereafter named,
You will rise up with reverence, and no more,
As things unworthy of your thoughts, remember
What the canonized Spartan ladies were,
Which lying Greece so boasts of. Your own matrons,
Your Roman dames, whose figures you yet keep
As holy relics, in her history
Will find a second urn: Gracchus Cornelia,
Paulina, that in death desired to follow
Her husband Seneca, nor Brutus Portia,
That swallowd burning coals to overtake him,
Though all their several worths were given to one,
With this is to be mentiond.

Max. Is he mad?

Diocle. Why, they did die, Theophilus, and boldly;
This did no more.

Theoph. They, out of desperation,
Or for vain glory of an after-name,
Parted with life: this had not mutinous sons,
As the rash Gracchi were; nor was this saint
A doting mother, as Cornelia was.
This lost no husband, in whose overthrow
Her wealth and honour sunk; no fear of want
Did make her being tedious; but, aiming
At an immortal crown, and in His cause
Who only can bestow it; who sent down
Legions of ministering angels to bear up
Her spotless soul to heaven, who entertaind it
With choice celestial music, equal to
The motion of the spheres; she, uncompelld,
Changed this life for a better. My lord Sapritius,
You were present at her death; did you eer hear
Such ravishing sounds?

Sap. Yet you said then twas witchcraft,
And devilish illusions.

Theoph. I then heard it
With sinful ears, and belchd out blasphemous words
Against his Deity, which then I knew not,
Nor did believe in him.

Diocle. Why, dost thou now?
Or darst thou, in our hearing —— 

Theoph. Were my voice
As loud as is His thunder, to be heard
Through all the world, all potentates on earth
Ready to burst with rage, should they but hear it;
Though hell, to aid their malice, lent her furies,
Yet I would speak, and speak again, and boldly:
I am a Christian; and the Powers you worship,
But dreams of fools and madmen.

Max. Lay hands on him.

Diocle. Thou twice a child! for doting age so makes thee,
Thou couldst not else, thy pilgrimage of life
Being almost past through, in this last moment
Destroy whateer thou hast done good or great — 
Thy youth did promise much; and, grown a man,
Thou madst it good, and, with increase of years,
Thy actions still betterd: as the sun,
Thou didst rise gloriously, keptst a constant course
In all thy journey; and now, in the evening,
When thou shouldst pass with honour to thy rest,
Wilt thou fall like a meteor?

Sap. Yet confess
That thou art mad, and that thy tongue and heart
Had no agreement.

Max. Do; no way is left, else,
To save thy life, Theophilus.

Diocle. But, refuse it,
Destruction as horrid, and as sudden,
Shall fall upon thee, as if hell stood open,
And thou wert sinking thither.

Theoph. Hear me, yet;
Hear, for my service past.

Artem. What will he say?

Theoph. As ever I deserved your favour, hear me,
And grant one boon; tis not for life I sue for;
Nor is it fit that I, that neer knew pity
To any Christian, being one myself,
Should look for any; no, I rather beg
The utmost of your cruelty. I stand
Accomptable for thousand Christians deaths;
And, were it possible that I could die
A day for every one, then live again
To be again tormented, twere to me
An easy penance, and I should pass through
A gentle cleansing fire; but, that denied me,
It being beyond the strength of feeble nature,
My suit is, you would have no pity on me.
In mine own house there are a thousand engines
Of studied cruelty, which I did prepare
For miserable Christians; let me feel,
As the Sicilian did his brazen bull,
The horridst you can find; and I will say,
In death, that you are merciful.

Diocle. Despair not;
In this thou shalt prevail. Go fetch them hither:
[Exit some of the Guard.
Death shall put on a thousand shapes at once,
And so appear before thee; racks, and whips! —— 
Thy flesh, with burning pincers torn, shall feed
The fire that heats them; and whats wanting to
The torture of thy body, Ill supply
In punishing thy mind. Fetch all the Christians
That are in hold; and here, before his face,
Cut them in pieces.

Theoph. Tis not in thy power:
It was the first good deed I ever did.
They are removed out of thy reach; howeer,
I was determined for my sins to die,
I first took order for their liberty;
And still I dare thy worst.

Re-enter Guard with racks and other instruments of torture.

Diocle. Bind him, I say;
Make every artery and sinew crack:
The slave that makes him give the loudest shriek,
Shall have ten thousand drachmas: wretch! Ill force thee
To curse the Power thou worshipst.

Theoph. Never, never:
No breath of mine shall eer be spent on Him,
[They torment him.
But what shall speak His majesty or mercy.
Im honourd in my sufferings. Weak tormentors,
More tortures, more: — alas! you are unskilful — 
For heavens sake more; my breast is yet untorn:
Here purchase the reward that was propounded.
The irons cool, — here are arms yet, and thighs;
Spare no part of me.

Max. He endures beyond
The sufferance of a man.

Sap. No sigh nor groan,
To witness he hath feeling.

Diocle. Harder, villains!

Enter Harpax.

Harp. Unless that he blaspheme, hes lost for ever.
If torments ever could bring forth despair,
Let these compel him to it: — Oh me!
My ancient enemies again! [Falls down.

Enter Dorothea in a white robe, a crown upon her head, led in by Angelo; Antoninus, Calista, and Christeta following, all in white, but less glorious; Angelo holds out a crown to Theophilus.

Theoph. Most glorious vision! — 
Did eer so hard a bed yield man a dream
So heavenly as this? I am confirmd,
Confirmd, you blessed spirits, and make haste
To take that crown of immortality
You offer to me. Death! till this blest minute,
I never thought thee slow-paced; nor would I
Hasten thee now, for any pain I suffer,
But that thou keepst me from a glorious wreath,
Which through this stormy way I would creep to,
And, humbly kneeling, with humility wear it.
Oh! now I feel thee: — blessed spirits! I come;
And, witness for me all these wounds and scars,
I die a soldier in the Christian wars. [Dies.

Sap. I have seen thousands tortured, but neer yet
A constancy like this.

Harp. I am twice damnd.

Ang. Haste to thy place appointed, cursed fiend!
[Harpax sinks with thunder and lightning.
In spite of hell, this soldiers not thy prey;
Tis I have won, thou that hast lost the day.
[Exit with Dor. &c.

Diocle. I think the centre of the earth be crackd — 
Yet I stand still unmoved, and will go on:
The persecution that is here begun,
Through all the world with violence shall run.
[Flourish. Exeunt.
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EVANDER, Duke of Epire
CREON, father to Simonides
LEONIDES, father to Cleanthes
SIMONIDES }
CLEANTHES } young courtiers
LISANDER, uncle to CLEANTHES
GNOTHO[S], the clown
CRATILUS, the executioner
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Scene: Epire


Act I Scene 1. 

A street in Epire
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ENTER SIMONIDES AND two Lawyers.

SIMONIDES
Is the law firm, sir?

FIRST LAWYER
The law! What more firm, sir,
More powerful, forcible, or more permanent?

SIMONIDES
By my troth, sir,
I partly do believe it. Conceive, sir,
You have indirectly answered my question;
I did not doubt the fundamental grounds
Of law in general for the most solid,
But this particular law that me concerns
Now, at the present, if that be firm and strong,
And powerful, and forcible, and permanent?
I am a young man that has an old father.

SECOND LAWYER
Nothing more strong, sir,
It is secundum statutum principis
Confirmatum cum voce [senatus],
Et voce [republicae], nay, consummatum
Et exemplificatum. Is it not in force
When diverse have already tasted it
And paid their lives for penalty?

SIMONIDES
Tis true.
My father must be next; this day completes
Full fourscore years upon him.

SECOND LAWYER
Hes here then,
Sub poena statuti; hence I can tell him
Truer than all the physicians in the world,
He cannot live out tomorrow. This is
The most certain climacterical year;
Tis past all danger, for theres no scaping it.
What age is your mother, sir?

SIMONIDES
Faith, near her days too;
Wants some two of three score.

FIRST LAWYER
So! Shell drop away
One of these days too. Heres a good age now
For those that have old parents and rich inheritance!

SIMONIDES
And, sir, tis profitable for others too:
Are there not fellows that lie bedrid in their offices
That younger men would walk lustily in?
Churchmen that even the second infancy
Hath silenced yet hath spun out their lives so long
That many pregnant and ingenious spirits
Have languished in their hoped reversions,
And died upon the thought? And, by your leave, sir,
By some grave senators that you imagine
Have held them long enough, and such spirits as you,
Were they removed, would leap into their dignities?

FIRST LAWYER
Dic quibus in terris, et eris mihi magnus Apollo.

SIMONIDES
But tell me, faith, your fair opinion:
Is it not a sound and necessary law,
This by the duke enacted?

FIRST LAWYER
Never did Greece,
Our ancient seat of brave philosophers,
Mongst all her [nomothetae] and lawgivers,
Not when she flourished in her sevenfold sages
Whose living memory can never die,
Produce a law more grave and necessary.

SIMONIDES
Im of that mind too.

FIRST LAWYER
I will maintain, sir,
Dracos oligarchy, that the government
Of community reduced into few,
Framed a fair state; Solons [chreokopia],
That cut off poor mens debts to their rich creditors,
Was good and charitable, but not full allowed;
His [seisactheia] did reform that error,
His honourable senate of Areopagitae.
Lycurgus was more loose and gave too free
And licentious reins unto his discipline:
As that a young woman, in her husbands weakness,
Might choose her able friend to propagate,
That so the commonwealth might be supplied
With hope of lusty spirits. Plato did err,
And so did Aristotle, allowing
Lewd and luxurious limits to their laws.
But now our Epire, our Epires Evander,
Our noble and wise prince, has hit the law
That all our predecessive students
Have missed, unto their shame.

Enter Cleanthes.

SIMONIDES
Forbear the praise, sir;
Tis in itself most pleasing. Cleanthes!
Oh lad, heres a spring for young plants to flourish!
The old trees must down [that] kept the sun from us;
We shall rise now, boy.

CLEANTHES
Whither, sir, I pray?
To the bleak air of storms, among those trees
Which we had shelter from?

SIMONIDES
Yes, from our growth,
Our sap, and livelihood, and from our fruit!
What? Tis not jubilee with thee yet, I think,
Thou lookst so sad on it. How olds thy father?

CLEANTHES
Jubilee! No, indeed, tis a bad year with me.

SIMONIDES
Prithee, how olds thy father? Then, I can tell thee.

CLEANTHES
I know not how to answer you, Simonides.
Hes too old, being now exposed
Unto the rigour of a cruel edict,
And yet not old enough by many years,
Cause Id not see him go an hour before me.

SIMONIDES
These very passions I speak to my father.
Come, come, heres none but friends here, we may speak
Our insides freely; these are lawyers, man,
And shall be counsellors shortly.

CLEANTHES
They shall be now, sir,
And shall have large fees if theyll undertake
To help a good cause, for it wants assistance;
Bad ones, I know, they can insist upon.

FIRST LAWYER
Oh, sir, we must undertake of both parts,
But the good we have most good in.

CLEANTHES
Pray you, say,
How do you allow of this strange edict?

FIRST LAWYER
Secundum justitiam, by my faith, sir,
The happiest edict that ever was in Epire.

CLEANTHES
What, to kill innocents, sir? It cannot be;
It is no rule in justice there to punish.

FIRST LAWYER
Oh, sir, you understand a conscience,
But not law.

CLEANTHES
Why, sir, is there so main a difference?

FIRST LAWYER
Youll never be good lawyer if you understand not that.

CLEANTHES
I think then tis the best to be a bad one.

FIRST LAWYER
Why, sir, the very letter and the sense
Both do oerthrow you in this statute,
Which speaks that every man living to
Fourscore years, and women to threescore, shall then
Be cut off as fruitless to the republic,
And law shall finish what nature lingered at.

CLEANTHES
And this suit shall soon be dispatched in law?

FIRST LAWYER
It is so plain it can have no demur,
The church-book overthrows it.

CLEANTHES
And so it does,
The church-book overthrows it if you read it well.

FIRST LAWYER
Still you run from the law into error!
You say it takes the lives of innocents;
I say no, and so says common reason.
What man lives to fourscore and woman to three
That can die innocent?

CLEANTHES
A fine lawful evasion!
Good sir, rehearse the full statute to me.

SIMONIDES
Fie! Thats too tedious; you have already
The full sum in the brief relation.

CLEANTHES
Sir,
Mongst many words may be found contradictions,
And these men dare sue and wrangle with a statute,
If they can pick a quarrel with some error.

SECOND LAWYER
Listen, sir, Ill gather it as brief as I can for you. [He draws forth the statute and reads it.] Anno primo Evandri, be it for the care and good of the commonwealth, for diverse necessary reasons that we shall urge, thus peremptorily enacted—

CLEANTHES
A fair pretence, if the reasons foul it not!

SECOND LAWYER
That all men living in our dominions of Epire in their decayed nature to the age of fourscore, or women to the age of threescore, shall on the same day be instantly put to death, by those means and instruments that a former proclamation had to this purpose, through our said territories dispersed—

CLEANTHES
There was no woman in this senate, certain.

SECOND LAWYER
That these men, being past their bearing arms to aid and defend their country, past their manhood and livelihood to propagate any further issue to their posterity, and, as well, past their counsels (which overgrown gravity is now run into dotage) to assist their country; to whom, in common reason, nothing should be so wearisome as their own lives; as, it may be supposed, is tedious to their successive heirs, whose times are spent in the good of their country, yet, wanting the means to maintain it, are like to grow old before their inheritance born to them come to their necessary use. For the women, for that they were never defence to their country, never by counsel admitted to the assist of government of their country, only necessary to the propagation of posterity, and, now, at the age of threescore, be past that good and all their goodness; it is thought fit, then, a quarter abated from the more worthy member, [they] be put to death as is before recited; provided that, for the just and impartial execution of this our statute, the example shall first begin in and about our court, which ourself will see carefully performed, and not for a full month following extend any further into our dominions. Dated the sixth of the second month at our Palace Royal in Epire.

CLEANTHES
A fine edict, and very fairly gilded!
And is there no scruple in all these words
To demur the law upon occasion?

SIMONIDES
Pox, tis an unnecessary inquisition!
Prithee, set him not about it.

SECOND LAWYER
Troth, none, sir.
It is so evident and plain a case
There is no succour for the defendant.

CLEANTHES
Possible can nothing help in a good case?

FIRST LAWYER
Faith, sir, I do think there may be a hole
Which would protract delay, if not remedy.

CLEANTHES
Why, theres some comfort in that. Good sir, speak it.

FIRST LAWYER
Nay, you must pardon me for that, sir.

SIMONIDES
Prithee, do not;
It may ope a wound to many sons and heirs
That may die after it.

CLEANTHES
Come, sir, I know
How to make you speak. Will this do it? [Gives him money.]

FIRST LAWYER
I will afford you my opinion, sir.

CLEANTHES
Pray you, repeat the literal words, expressly
The time of death.

SIMONIDES
Tis an unnecessary
Question; prithee, let it alone.

SECOND LAWYER
Hear his opinion; twill be fruitless, sir.
[Reading] That [men] at the age of fourscore and women at threescore shall the same day be put to death.

FIRST LAWYER
Thus I help the man to twenty-one years more.

CLEANTHES
That were a fair addition.

FIRST LAWYER
Mark it, sir:
We say man is not at age till he
Be one-and-twenty; before, his infancy
And adolescency. [Now], by that addition,
Fourscore he cannot be till a hundred and one.

SIMONIDES
Oh, poor evasion!
Hes fourscore years old, sir.

FIRST LAWYER
That helps more, sir.
He begins to be old at fifty; so, at fourscore,
Hes but thirty years old. So, believe it, sir,
He may be twenty years in declination,
And so long may a man linger and live by it.

SIMONIDES
The worst hope of safety that eer I heard!
Give him his fee again, tis not worth two dinars.

FIRST LAWYER
Theres no law for restitution of fees, sir.

CLEANTHES
No, no, sir, I meant it lost when twas given.

Enter Creon and Antigona.

SIMONIDES
[To First Lawyer] No more, good sir,
Here are ears unnecessary for your doctrine.

FIRST LAWYER
I have spoke out my fee and I have done, sir.

SIMONIDES
Oh, my dear father!

CREON
Tush! Meet me not in exclaims;
I understand the worst and hope no better.
A fine law! If this hold, white heads will be cheap
And many watchmens places will be vacant;
Forty of em I know my seniors,
That did due deeds of darkness too. Their country
Has watched em a good turn for it and taen em
Napping now. The fewer hospitals will serve too;
Many may be used for stews and brothels,
And those people will never trouble em to fourscore.

ANTIGONA
Can you play and sport with sorrow, sir?

CREON
Sorrow for what, Antigona? For my life?
My sorrows I have kept it so long well
With bringing it up unto so ill an end.
I might have gently lost it in my cradle,
Before my nerves and ligaments grew strong
To bind it faster to me.

SIMONIDES
For mine own sake
I should have been sorry for that.

CREON
In my youth
I was a soldier, no coward in my age;
I never turned my back upon my foe.
I have felt natures winter sicknesses,
Yet ever kept a lively sap in me
To greet the cheerful spring of health again.
Dangers on horseback, on foot, by water,
I have scaped to this day; and yet this day,
Without all help of casual accidents,
Is only deadly to me cause it numbers
Fourscore years to me. Wheres the fault now?
I cannot blame time, nature, nor my stars,
Nor aught but tyranny. Even kings themselves
Have sometimes tasted an even fate with me.
He that has been a soldier all his days,
And stood in personal opposition
Gainst darts and arrows, extremes of heat,
And pinching cold, has treacherously at home
In his secured quiet, by a villains hand
[Been] basely lost in [his] stars ignorance;
And so must I die by a tyrants sword.

FIRST LAWYER
Oh, say not so, sir, it is by the law!

CREON
And whats that, sir, but the sword of tyranny
When it is brandished against innocent lives?
Im now upon my deathbed, sir, and tis fit
I should unbosom my free conscience,
And show the faith I die in. I do believe
Tis tyranny that takes my life.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] Would it were gone by one means or other.
What a long day will this be ere night!

CREON
Simonides.

Simonides here sit[s], weeping.

Wherefore dost thou weep?

CLEANTHES
[Aside] Cause you make no more haste to your end.

SIMONIDES
How can you question nature so unjustly?
I had a grandfather, and then had not you
True filial tears for him?

CLEANTHES
[Aside] Hypocrite!
A disease of drought dry up all pity from him
That can dissemble pity with wet eyes!

CREON
Be good unto your mother, Simonides,
She must be now your care.

ANTIGONA
To what end, sir?
The bell of this sharp edict tolls for me
As it rings out for you. Ill be as ready,
With one hours stay, to go along with you.

CREON
Thou must not, woman. There are years behind
Before thou canst set forward in this voyage,
And nature sure will now be kind to all.
She has a quarrel in it, a cruel law
Seeks to prevent her, shell therefore fight in it
And draw out life even to her longest thread.
Thou art scare fifty-five.

ANTIGONA
So many morrows!
Those five remaining years Ill turn to days,
To hours, or minutes, for thy company.
Tis fit that you and I, being man and wife,
Should walk together arm in arm.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] I hope
Theyll go together; I would they would, ifaith,
Then would her thirds be saved too. — The day goes away, sir.

CREON
Why, wouldst thou have me gone, Simonides?

SIMONIDES
Oh, my heart! Would you have me gone before you, sir?
You give me such a deadly wound.

CLEANTHES
[Aside] Fine rascal!

SIMONIDES
Blemish my duty so with such a question?
Sir, I would haste me to the duke for mercy:
He thats above the law may mitigate
The rigour of the law. How a good meaning
May be corrupted by misconstruction!

CREON
Thou corrupst mine; I did not think thou meanest so.

CLEANTHES
[Aside] You were in the more error.

SIMONIDES
The words wounded me.

CLEANTHES
[Aside] Twas pity thou diedst not ont.

SIMONIDES
I have been ransacking the helps of law,
Conferring with these learned advocates,
If any scruple, cause, or wrested sense
Could have been found out to preserve your life,
It had been bought, though with your full estate,
Your lifes so precious to me. But there is none.

FIRST LAWYER
Sir, we have canvassed it from top to toe,
Turned it upside down, threw her on her side,
Nay, opened and dissected all her entrails,
Yet can find none. Theres nothing to be hoped
But the dukes mercy.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] I know the hope of that:
He did not make the law for that purpose.

CREON
Then to his hopeless mercy last I go.
I have so many precedents before me,
I must call it hopeless. Antigona,
See me delivered up unto my deathsman,
And then well part; five years hence Ill look for thee.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] I hope shell not stay so long behind you.

CREON
Do not bait him an hour by grief and sorrow,
Since theres a day prefixed, haste it not.
Suppose me sick, Antigona, dying now,
Any disease thou wilt may be my end,
Or when deaths slow to come, say tyrants send.

Exeunt [Creon and Antigona].

SIMONIDES
Cleanthes, if you want money, tomorrow
Use me; Ill trust you while your fathers dead.

Exeunt [Simonides and Lawyers].

CLEANTHES
Why, heres a villain
Able to corrupt a thousand by example!
Does the kind root bleed out his livelihood
In parent distribution to his branches,
Adorning them with all his glorious fruits,
Proud that his pride is seen when hes unseen?
And must not gratitude descend again
To comfort his old limbs in fruitless winter?
Improvident, at least partial Nature,
Weak woman in this kind, who in thy last
Teeming still forgets the former, ever making
The burden of thy last throes the dearest
Darling; oh, yet in noble man, reform it,
And make us better than those vegetives
Whose souls die within em! Nature, as thou art old,
If love and justice be not dead in thee,
Make some pattern of thy piety
Lest all do turn unnaturally against thee,
And thou be blamed for our oblivions
And brutish reluctations!

Enter Leonides and Hippolita.

Ay, heres the ground
Whereon my filial faculties must build
An edifice of honour or of shame
To all mankind.

HIPPOLITA
[To Leonides] You must avoid it, sir,
If there be any love within yourself.
This is far more than fate of a lost game
That another venture may restore again;
It is your life, which you should not subject
To any cruelty if you can preserve it.

CLEANTHES
Oh dearest woman, thou hast now doubled
A thousand times thy nuptial dowry to me!
Why, she whose love is but derived from me,
Is got before me in my debted duty.

HIPPOLITA
Are you thinking such a resolution, sir?

CLEANTHES
Sweetest Hippolita, what love taught thee
To be so forward in so good a cause?

HIPPOLITA
Mine own pity, sir, did first instruct me,
And then your love and power did both command me.

CLEANTHES
They were all blessed angels to direct thee
And take their counsel. [To Leonides] How do you fare, sir?

LEONIDES
Never better, Cleanthes; I have conceived
Such a new joy within this old bosom
As I did never think would there have entered.

CLEANTHES
Joy call you it! Alas, tis sorrow, sir,
The worst of all sorrows, sorrow unto death.

LEONIDES
Death? Whats that, Cleanthes? I thought not on it;
I was in contemplation of this woman.
Tis all thy comfort, son; thou hast in her
A treasure invaluable, keep her safe.
When I die, sure twill be a gentle death,
For I will die with wonder of her virtues,
Nothing else shall dissolve me.

CLEANTHES
Twere much better, sir,
Could you prevent their malice.

LEONIDES
Ill prevent em
And die the way I told thee, in the wonder
Of this good woman. I tell thee theres few men
Have such a child; I must thank thee for her.
That the stronger tie of wedlock should do more
Than nature in her nearest ligaments
Of blood and propagation! I should neer
Have begot such a daughter of my own.
A daughter-in-law? Law were above nature
Were there more such children.

CLEANTHES
This admiration
Helps nothing to your safety; think of that, sir.

LEONIDES
Had you heard her, Cleanthes, but labour
In the search of means to save my forfeit live,
And knew the wise and sound preservations
That she found out, you would redouble all
My wonder in your love to her.

CLEANTHES
The thought,
The very thought claims all that from me
And shes now possessed of it. But, good sir,
If you have aught received from her advice,
Lets follow it, or else lets better think
And take the surest course.

LEONIDES
Ill tell thee one:
She counsels me to fly my severe country,
Turn all into treasure, and there build up
My decaying fortunes in a safer soil,
Where Epires law cannot claim me.

CLEANTHES
And, sir,
I apprehend it as a safest course,
And may be easily accomplished.
Let us be all most expeditious;
Every country where we breathe will be our own
Or better soil. Heaven is the roof of all,
And now, as Epires situate by this law,
There is twixt us and heaven a dark eclipse.

HIPPOLITA
Oh, then avoid it, sir! These sad events
Follow those black predictions.

LEONIDES
I prithee, peace.
I do allow thy love, Hippolita,
But must not follow it as counsel, child;
I must not shame my country for the law.
This country here hath bred me, brought me up,
And shall I now refuse a grave in her?
Im in my second infancy, and children
Neer sleep so sweetly in their nurses cradle
As in their natural mothers.

HIPPOLITA
Ay, but sir,
She is unnatural; then the stepmother
Is to be preferred before her.

LEONIDES
Tush! She shall
Allow it me despite of her entrails.
Why, do you think how far from judgment tis
That I should travel forth to seek a grave
That is already digged for me at home,
Nay, perhaps find it in my way to seek it?
How have I then sought a repentant sorrow?
For your dear loves, how have I banished you
From your country ever? With my base attempt,
How have I beggared you in wasting that
Which only for your sakes I bred together?
Buried my name in Epire, which I built
Upon this frame to live forever in?
What a base coward shall I be to fly
From that enemy which every minute meets me,
And thousand odds he had not long vanquished me
Before this hour of battle! Fly my death?
I will not be so false unto your states,
Nor fainting to the man thats yet in me;
Ill meet him bravely. I cannot, this knowing, fear
That when I am gone hence, I shall be there.
Come, I have days of preparation left.

CLEANTHES
Good sir, hear me;
I have a genius that has prompted me
And I have almost formed it into words.
Tis done, pray you observe em; I can conceal you
And yet not leave your country.

LEONIDES
Tush, it cannot be
Without a certain peril on us all.

CLEANTHES
Danger must be hazarded rather than accept
A sure destruction. You have a lodge, sir,
So far remote from way of passengers
That seldom any mortal eye does greet with it;
And, yes, so sweetly situate with thickets
Built with such cunning labyrinths within,
As if the provident heavens, forseeing cruelty,
Had bid you frame it to this purpose only.

LEONIDES
Fie, fie, tis dangerous, and treason too,
To abuse the law.

HIPPOLITA
Tis holy care, sir,
Of your dear life, which is your own to keep
But not your own to lose, either in will
Or negligence.

CLEANTHES
Call you it treason, sir?
I had been then a traitor unto you
Had I forgot this. Beseech you, accept of it;
It is secure and a duty to yourself.

LEONIDES
What a coward will you make me!

CLEANTHES
You mistake,
Tis noble courage! Now you fight with death
And yield not to him till you stoop under him.

LEONIDES
This must needs open to discovery,
And then what torture follows?

CLEANTHES
By what means, sir?
Why, theres but one body in all this counsel
Which cannot betray itself. We two are one,
One soul, one body, one heart, that think all one thought;
And yet we two are not completely one,
But as [I] have derived myself from you.
Who shall betray us where there is no second?

HIPPOLITA
You must not mistrust my faith, though my sex
Plead weak[ness] and frailty for me.

LEONIDES
Oh, I dare not.
But wheres the means that must make answer for me?
I cannot be lost without a full account,
And what must pay that reckoning?

CLEANTHES
Oh, sir, we will
Keep solemn obits for your funeral;
Well seem to weep and seem to joy withal
That death so gently has prevented you
The laws sharp rigour; and this no mortal ear
Shall participate the knowledge of.

LEONIDES
Ha, ha, ha!
This will be sportive fine demur
If the error be not found.

CLEANTHES
Pray doubt of none.
Your company and best provision
Must be no further furnished than by us,
And, in the interim, your solitude
May converse with heaven, and fairly prepare
[For that] which was too violent and raging
Thrown headlong on you.

LEONIDES
Still there are some doubts
Of the discovery, yet I do allow it.

HIPPOLITA
Will you not mention now the cost and charge
Which will be in your keeping.

LEONIDES
That will be somewhat
Which you might save too.

CLEANTHES
With his will against him,
What foe is more to man than man himself?
Are you resolved, sir?

LEONIDES
I am, Cleanthes.
If by this means I do get a reprieve
And cozen death awhile, when he shall come
Armed in his own power to give the blow,
Ill smile upon him then, and laughing go.

Exeunt.


Act II Scene 1. 

The court
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ENTER DUKE [EVANDER], three Courtiers, and executioner [Cratilus].

EVANDER
Executioner!

CRATILUS
My lord.

EVANDER
How did old Diocles take his death?

CRATILUS
As weeping
Brides receive their joys at night, my lord,
With trembling yet with patience.

EVANDER
Why, twas well.

FIRST COURTIER
Nay, I knew my father would do well, my lord,
Wheneer he came to die. Id that opinion of him
Which made me the more willing to part from him.
He was not fit to live in the world, indeed,
Any time these ten years, my lord, but I
Would not say so much.

EVANDER
No! You did not well in it,
For he thats all spent is ripe for death at all hours,
And does but trifle time out.

FIRST COURTIER
Troth, my lord,
I would I had known your mind nine years ago.

EVANDER
Our law is fourscore years because we judge
Dotage complete then, as unfruitfulness
In women at threescore. Marry, if the son
Can within compass bring good solid proofs
Of his own fathers weakness and unfitness
To live or sway the living, though he want five
Or ten years of his number, thats not it;
His defect makes him fourscore and tis fit
He dies when he deserves, for every act
Is in effect then, when the cause is ripe.

SECOND COURTIER
[Taking the other courtiers aside] An admirable prince! How rarely he talks!
Oh, that wed known this, lads! What a time did we endure
In two-penny commons, and in boots twice vamped!

FIRST COURTIER
Now we have two pair a week, and yet not thankful;
Twill be a fine world for them, sirs, that come after us.

SECOND COURTIER
Ay, and they knew it.

[FIRST] COURTIER
Peace! Let them never know it.

THIRD COURTIER
A pox, there be young heirs will soon smell it out.

SECOND COURTIER
Twill come to em by instinct, man. [To Evander] May your grace
Never be old, you stand so well for youth.

EVANDER
Why now, methinks our court looks like a spring;
Sweet, fresh, and fashionable, now the old weeds are gone.

FIRST COURTIER
Tis as a court should be:
Gloss and good clothes, my lord, no matter for merit;
And herein your law proves a provident act,
When men pass not the palsy of their tongues,
Nor colour in their cheeks.

EVANDER
But women by
That law should live long, for they are neer past it.

FIRST COURTIER
It will have heats though, when they see the painting
Go an inch deep in the wrinkle, and take up
A box more than their gossips. But for men, my lord,
That should be the sole bravery of a palace,
To walk with hollow eyes and long white beards,
As if a prince dwelt in a land of goats;
With clothes as if they sat upon their backs on purpose
To arraign a fashion, and condemn it to exile;
Their pockets in their sleeves, as if they laid
Their ear to avarice and heard the devil whisper!
Now ours lie downward, here, close to the flank,
Right spending pockets as a sons should be
That lives in the fashion, where our diseased fathers,
[Wood] with the sciatica and aches,
Brought up your pand hose first, which ladies laughed at,
Giving no reverence to the place, lie ruined.
They love a doublet thats three hours a-buttoning,
And fits so close makes a man groan again
And his soul mutter half a day. Yet these are those
That carry sway and worth; pricked up in clothes,
Why should we fear our rising?

EVANDER
You but wrong
Our kindness and your own deserts to doubt on it.
Has not our law made you rich before your time?
Our countenance then can make you honourable.

FIRST COURTIER
Well spare for no cost, sir, to appear worthy.

EVANDER
Why, youre in the noble way then, for the most
Are but appearers; worth itself, it is lost
And bravery stands for it.

Enter Creon, Antigona, and Simonides.

FIRST COURTIER
Look, look who comes here!
I smell death and another courtier.
Simonides!

SECOND COURTIER
Sim!

SIMONIDES
[Taking the courtiers aside] Push! Im not for you yet;
Your companys too costly; after the old mans
Dispatched, I shall have time to talk with you.
I shall come into the fashion, ye shall see too,
After a day or two. In the meantime,
I am not for your company.

EVANDER
Old Creon, you have been expected long;
Sure youre above fourscore.

SIMONIDES
Upon my life
Not four-and-twenty hours, my lord; I searched
The church-book yesterday. Does your grace think
Id let my father wrong the law, my lord?
Twere pity a my life then! No, your act
Shall not receive a minutes wrong by him
While I live, sir; and hes so just himself too,
I know he would no[t] offer it. Here he stands.

CREON
Tis just
I die, indeed, my lord; for I confess
Im troublesome to life now, and the state
Can hope for nothing worthy from me now,
Either in force or counsel. Ive a late
Employed myself quite from the world, and he
That once begins to serve his maker faithfully
Can never serve a worldly prince well after;
Tis clean another way.

ANTIGONA
Oh, give not confidence
To all he speaks, my lord, in his own injury!
His preparation only for the next world
Makes him talk widely to his wrong of this.
He is not lost in judgment — 

SIMONIDES
[Aside] She spoils all again.

ANTIGONA
Deserving any way for state employment.

SIMONIDES
Mother — 

ANTIGONA
His very household laws proscribed at home by him
Are able to conform seven Christian kingdoms,
They are so wise and virtuous.

SIMONIDES
Mother, I say — 

ANTIGONA
I know your laws extend not to desert, sir,
But to unnecessary years, and, my lord,
His are not such. Though they show white, theyre worthy,
Judicious, able, and religious.

SIMONIDES
Ill help you to a courtier of nineteen, mother.

ANTIGONA
Away, unnatural!

SIMONIDES
Then I am no fool, Im sure,
For to be natural at such a time
Were a fools part indeed.

ANTIGONA
Your graces pity, sir,
And tis but fit and just.

CREON
The law, my lord,
And thats the justest way.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] Well said, father, ifaith;
Thou wert juster than my mother still.

EVANDER
Come hither, sir.

SIMONIDES
My lord.

EVANDER
What are those orders?

ANTIGONA
Worth observation, sir,
So please you hear them read.

SIMONIDES
[Takes Evander aside.] The woman speaks she knows not what, my lord.
He make a law, poor man! He bought a table, indeed,
Only to learn to die by it. Theres the business now
Wherein there are some precepts for a son too,
How he should learn to live, but I neer looked upon it;
For when hes dead I shall live well enough
And keep a better table than that, I trow.

EVANDER
And is that all, sir?

SIMONIDES
All, I vow, my lord,
Save a few running admonitions
Upon cheese-trenchers, as,
Take heed of whoring, shun it,
Tis like a cheese too strong of the runnet,
And such calves maws of wit and admonition
Good to catch mice with, but not sons and heirs:
Theyre not so easily caught.

EVANDER
[To Cratilus] Agent for death.

CRATILUS
Your will, my lord?

EVANDER
Take hence that pile of years
Before [he] surfeit with unprofitable age,
And with the rest, from the high promontory,
Cast him into the sea.

CREON
Tis noble justice!

[Exeunt Creon and Cratilus.]

ANTIGONA
Tis cursed tyranny!

SIMONIDES
Peace! Take heed, mother,
You have but a short time to be cast down yourself,
And let a young courtier do it, and you be wise
In the meantime.

ANTIGONA
Hence, slave!

[Exit Antigona.]

SIMONIDES
Well, seven-and-fifty,
Youve but three years to scold, then comes your payment.

FIRST COURTIER
Simonides.

SIMONIDES
Push, Im not brave enough to hold you talk yet;
Give a man time, I have a suit a-making.

Recorders [play].

SECOND COURTIER
We love thy form first; brave clothes will come, man.

SIMONIDES
Ill make em come else, with a mischief to em
As other gallants do that have less left em.

Recorders [play again].

EVANDER
Hark, whence those sounds? Whats that?

Enter Cleanthes and Hippolita, with a hearse.

FIRST COURTIER
Some funeral
It seems, my lord, and young Cleanthes follows.

EVANDER
Cleanthes!

SECOND COURTIER
Tis, my lord, and in the place
Of a chief mourner too, but strangely habited.

EVANDER
Yet suitable to his behaviour, mark it;
He comes all the way smiling, do you observe it?
I never saw a corpse so joyfully followed.
Light colours and light cheeks! Who should this be?
Tis a thing worth resolving.

SIMONIDES
One belike
That doth participate in this our present joy.

EVANDER
Cleanthes!

CLEANTHES
Oh, my lord! [Laughs.]

EVANDER
He laughed outright now!
Was ever such a contrariety seen
In natural courses yet, nay, professed openly?

FIRST COURTIER
I ha known a widow laugh closely, my lord,
Under her handkercher, when tother part
Of her old face has wept like rain in sunshine;
But all the face to laugh apparently
Was never seen yet.

SIMONIDES
Yes, mine did once.

CLEANTHES
Tis of a heavy time, the joyfullest day
That ever son was born to.

EVANDER
How can that be?

CLEANTHES
I joy to make it plain: my fathers dead.

EVANDER
Dead!

SECOND COURTIER
Old Leonides?

CLEANTHES
In his last month dead;
He beguiled cruel law the sweetliest
That ever age was blest to.
It grieves me that a tear should fall upon it,
Being a thing so joyful, but his memory
Will work it out, I see. When his poor heart broke,
I did not so much but leaped for joy
So mountingly, I touched the stars, methought.
I would not hear of blacks, I was so light,
But chose a colour orient, like my mind;
For blacks are often such dissembling mourners
There is no credit given to it. It has lost
All reputation by false sons and widows.
Now I would have men know what I resemble,
A truth, indeed; tis joy clad like a joy,
Which is more honest than a cunning grief
Thats only faced with sables for a show,
But gaudy-hearted. When I saw death come
So ready to deceive you, sir, forgive me,
I could not choose but be entirely merry.
And yet, to see now, of a sudden
Naming but death, I show myself a mortal
Thats never constant to one passion long;
I wonder whence that tear came when I smiled
In the production on it. Sorrows a thief
That can, when joy looks on, steal forth a grief.
But gracious leave, my lord, when I have performed,
My last poor duty to my fathers bones,
I shall return your servant.

EVANDER
Well, perform it.
The law is satisfied, they can but die.
And, by his death, Cleanthes, you gain well
A rich and fair revenue.

Flourish. [Exeunt Evander and Courtiers.]

SIMONIDES
I would I had
Even another father, condition he did
The like.

CLEANTHES
[Aside] I have passed it bravely now! How blest was I
To have the [duke in] sight! Now tis confirmed
Fast fear of doubts confirmed. — On, on, I say,
He that brought me to man, I bring to clay.

[Exeunt Cleanthes, Hippolita, and funeral procession.]

SIMONIDES
Im rapt now in a contemplation
Even at the very sight of yonder hearse.
I do but think what a fine thing tis now
To live and follow some seven uncles thus,
As many cousin-germans, and such people
That will leave legacies. A pox! Id see em hanged else
Eer Id follow one of them and they could find the way.
Now Ive enough to begin to be horrible covetous.

Enter Butler, Tailor, [Bailiff], Cook, Coachman, and Footman.

BUTLER
We come to know your worships pleasure, sir;
Having long served your father, how your good will
Stands towards our entertainment.

SIMONIDES
Not a jot, ifaith:
My father wore cheap garments, he might do it;
I shall have all my clothes come home tomorrow.
They will eat up all you, and there were more of you, sirs,
To keep you six at livery, and still munching!

TAILOR
Why, Im a tailor, youve most need of me, sir.

SIMONIDES
Thou madest my fathers clothes, that I confess,
But what son and heir will have his fathers tailor
Unless he have a mind to be well laughed at?
Thou hast been so used to wide long-side things, that when
I come to truss, I shall have the waist of my doublet
Lie upon my buttocks. A sweet sight!

BUTLER
I, a butler?

SIMONIDES
Theres least need of thee, fellow, I shall neer drink at home, I shall be so drunk abroad.

BUTLER
But a cup of small beer will do well next morning, sir.

SIMONIDES
I grant you, but what need I keep so big a knave for a cup of small beer?

COOK
Butler, you have your answer. Marry, sir, a cook I know your mastership cannot be without.

SIMONIDES
The more ass art thou to think so, for what should I do with a mountebank, no drink in my house? The banishing the butler might have been a warning for thee, unless thou meanest to choke me.

COOK
In the meantime you have choked me, methinks.

BAILIFF
These are superfluous vanities, indeed, and so accounted of in these days, sir; but then, your bailiff to receive your rents?

SIMONIDES
I prithee, hold thy tongue, fellow, I shall take a course to spend em faster than thou canst reckon em. Tis not the rents must serve my turn, unless I mean to be laughed at; if a man should be seen out of slash-me, let him neer look to be a right gallant. But, sirrah, with whom is your business?

COACHMAN
Your good mastership.

SIMONIDES
You have stood silent all this while, like men
That know their strengths. In these days none of you
Can want employment; you can win me wagers,
Footman, in running races.

FOOTMAN
I dare boast it, sir.

SIMONIDES
And when my bets are all come in and store,
Then, coachman, you can hurry me to my whore.

COACHMAN
Ill firk em into foam else.

SIMONIDES
Speaks brave matter!
And Ill firk some too, or shall cost hot water.

[Exeunt Simonides, Coachman, and Footman.]

COOK
Why, heres an age to make a cook a ruffian and scald the devil! Indeed, do strange mad things, make mutton-pasties of dogs flesh, bake snakes for lamprey pies, and cats for conies!

BUTLER
Come, will you be ruled by a butlers advice once? For we must make up our fortunes somewhere now, as the case stands. Lets even, therefore, go seek out widows of nine-and-fifty and we can; thats within a year of their deaths and so we shall be sure to be quickly rid of em, for a years enough of conscience to be troubled with a wife for any man living.

COOK
Oracle butler! Oracle butler! He puts down all the doctors o the name!

Exeunt omnes.


Act II Scene 2. 

Lisanders house
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ENTER EUGENIA AND Parthenia.

EUGENIA
Parthenia.

PARTHENIA
Mother.

EUGENIA
[Aside] I shall be troubled
This six months with an old clog! Would the law
Had been cut one year shorter!

PARTHENIA
Did you call, forsooth?

EUGENIA
Yes, you must make some spoonmeat for your father,
And warm three nightcaps for him.

[Exit Parthenia.]

Out upon it!
The mere conceit turns a young womans stomach.
His slippers must be warmed in August too,
And his gown girt to him in the very dogdays
When every mastiff lolls out his tongue for heat.
Would not this vex a beauty of nineteen now?
Alas! I [should] be tumbling in cold baths now,
Under each armpit a fine bean-flour bag
To screw out whiteness when I list;
And some seven of the properest men in the dukedom
Making a banquet ready in the next room for me,
Where he that gets the first kiss is envied
And stands upon his guard a fortnight after.
This is a life for nineteen! Tis but justice
For old men, whose great acts stand in their minds
And nothing in the bodies, do neer think
A woman young enough for their desire;
And we young wenches that have mother wits
And love to marry muck first, and man after,
Do never think old men are old enough
That we may soon be rid on em. Theres our quittance!
I have waited for the happy hour this two year,
And if death be so unkind still to let him live,
All that time I am lost.

Enter Courtiers.

FIRST COURTIER
Young lady!

SECOND COURTIER
Oh sweet precious bud of beauty!
Troth, she smells over all the house, methinks.

FIRST COURTER
The sweetbriers but a counterfeit to her!
It does exceed you only in the prickle,
But that it shall not long, if youll be ruled, lady.

EUGENIA
What means this sudden visitation, gentlemen?
So passing well performed too! Whos your milliner?

FIRST COURTIER
Love and thy beauty, widow.

EUGENIA
Widow, sir?

FIRST COURTIER
Tis sure, and thats as good. In truth, were suitors,
We come a-wooing, wench; plain dealings best.

EUGENIA
A-wooing? What, before my husbands dead?

SECOND COURTIER
Lets lose no time. Six months will have an end, you know,
I know it by all the bonds that eer I made yet.

EUGENIA
Thats a sure knowledge, but it holds not here, sir.

FIRST COURTIER
Do not [we] know the craft of you young tumblers?
That [when] you wed an old man, you think upon
Another husband as you are marrying of him?
We, knowing your thought, made bold to see you.

EUGENIA
[Aside] How wondrous right he speaks! Twas my thought indeed.

Enter Simonides, Coachman.

SIMONIDES
By your leave, sweet widow, do you lack any gallants?

EUGENIA
[Aside] Widow again! Tis a comfort to be called so.

FIRST COURTIER
Whos this? Simonides?

SECOND COURTIER
Brave Sim, ifaith!

SIMONIDES
Coachman.

COACHMAN
Sir.

SIMONIDES
Have an especial care of my new mares.

[Exit Coachman.]

They say, sweet widow, he that loves a horse well
Must needs love a widow well. When dies thy husband?
Is it not July next?

EUGENIA
Oh, youre too hot, sir;
Pray cool yourself and take September with you!

SIMONIDES
September! Oh, I was but two bows wide.

FIRST COURTIER
Master Simonides!

SIMONIDES
I can entreat you, gallants; Im in fashion too.

Enter Lisander.

LISANDER
Ha! Whence this herd of folly? What are you?

SIMONIDES
Well-willers to your wife; pray tend your book, sir.
We have nothing to say to you; you may go die
For here be those in place that can supply.

LISANDER
Whats thy wild business here?

SIMONIDES
Old man, Ill tell thee,
I come to beg the reversion of thy wife;
I think these gallants be of my mind too.
But thou art but a dead man; therefore,
What should a man do talking with thee? Come,
Widow, stand to your tackling.

LISANDER
Impious bloodhounds!

SIMONIDES
Let the ghost talk, neer mind him.

LISANDER
Shames of nature!

SIMONIDES
Alas, poor ghost! Consider what the man is.

LISANDER
Monsters unnatural! You that have been covetous
Of your own fathers deaths, gape ye for mine now?
Cannot a poor old man that now can reckon
Even all the hours he has to live, live quiet
For such wild beasts as these, that neither hold
A certainty of good within themselves,
But scatter others comforts that are ripened
For holy uses? Is hot youth so hasty
It will not give an old man leave to die
And leave a widow first, but will make one
The husband looking on? May your destructions
Come all in hasty figures to your souls,
Your wealth depart in haste to overtake
Your honesties, that died when you were infants!
May your male seed be hasty spendthrifts too,
Your daughters hasty sinners and diseased
Ere they be thought at years to welcome misery!
And may you never know what leisure is
But at repentance! I am too uncharitable,
Too foul! I must go cleanse myself with prayers.
These are the plagues of fondness to old men,
Were punished home with what we dote upon.

Exit.

SIMONIDES
So, so!
The ghost is vanished; now, your answer, lady.

EUGENIA
Excuse me, gentleman, twere as much impudence
In me to give you a kind answer yet,
As madness to produce a churlish one.
I could say now, come a month hence, sweet gentlemen,
Or two, or three, or when you will, indeed,
But I say no such thing. I set no time,
Nor is it mannerly to deny any.
Ill carry an even hand to all the world.
Let other women make what haste they will;
Whats that to me? But I profess unfeignedly,
Ill have my husband dead before I marry.
Neer look for other answer at my hands, gentlemen.

SIMONIDES
Would he were hanged, for my part looks for other!

EUGENIA
Im at a word.

SIMONIDES
And Im at a blow then;
Ill lay you on the lips and leave you.

[Kisses her.]

FIRST COURTIER
Well struck, Sim!

SIMONIDES
He that dares say hell mend it, Ill strike him.

FIRST COURTIER
He would betray himself to be a [botcher]
That goes about to mend it.

EUGENIA
Gentlemen,
You know my mind. I bar you not my house;
But if you choose out hours more seasonably,
You may have entertainment.

Enter Parthenia.

SIMONIDES
[To Courtiers] What will she do hereafter,
When sh is a widow keeps open house already?

Exeunt Simonides and Courtiers.

EUGENIA
How now, girl?

PARTHENIA
Those feathered fools that hither took their flight
Have grieved my father much.

EUGENIA
Speak well of youth, wench,
While thou hast a day to live. Tis youth must make thee,
And when youth fails, wise women will make it.
But always take age first to make thee rich;
That was my counsel ever, and then youth
Will make thee sport enough all thy life after.
Tis times policy, wench. What is it to bide
A little hardness for a pair of years or so?
A man whose only strength lies in his breath,
Weakness in all parts else, thy bedfellow
A cough of the lungs, or say a [wheezing] matter;
Then shake off chains and dance all thy life after?

PARTHENIA
Everyone to their liking, but I say
An honest mans worth all, be he young or gray.

Enter Hippolita.

Yonders my cousin.

[Exit Parthenia.]

EUGENIA
[Aside] Art, I must use thee now.
Dissembling is the best help for a virtue
That ever woman had; it saves their credit often. [Weeps.]

HIPPOLITA
How now, cousin! What, weeping?

EUGENIA
Can you blame me
When the time of my dear love and husband
Now draws on? I study funeral tears
Against the day I must be a sad widow.

HIPPOLITA
In troth, Eugenia, I have cause to weep too;
But when I visit, I come comfortably
And look to be so quited. Yet more sobbing?

EUGENIA
Oh, the greatest part of your afflictions past;
The worst of mines to come. I have one to die.
Your husbands father is dead and fixed
In his eternal peace, past the sharp tyrannous blow.

HIPPOLITA
You must use patience, coz.

EUGENIA
Tell me of patience.

HIPPOLITA
You have example for it in me and many.

EUGENIA
Yours was a father-in-law, but mine a husband!
Oh, for a woman that could love and live
With an old man; mine is a jewel, cousin,
So quietly he lies by one, so still.

HIPPOLITA
[Aside] Alas! I have a secret lodged within me
Which now will out in pity; I cant hold!

EUGENIA
One that will not disturb me in my sleep
[For] a whole month together, less it be
With those diseases age is subject to,
As aches, coughs, and pains, and these, heaven knows,
Against his will too. Hes the quietest man,
Especially in bed.

HIPPOLITA
Be comforted.

EUGENIA
How can I, lady? None knows the terror of
A husbands loss but they that fear to lose him.

HIPPOLITA
[Aside] Fain would I keep it in, but twill not be;
She is my kinswoman and Im pitiful.
I must impart a good, if I know it once,
To them that stand in need on it. Im like one
Loves not to banquet with a joy alone,
My friends must partake too. — Prithee, cease, cousin.
If your love be so boundless, which is rare
In a young woman in these days, I tell you,
To one so much past service as your husband,
There is a way to beguile law and help you.
My husband found it out first.

EUGENIA
Oh, sweet cousin!

HIPPOLITA
You may conceal him and give out his death
Within the time, order his funeral too.
We had it so for ours, I praise heaven for it,
And hes alive and safe!

EUGENIA
Oh, blessed coz,
How thou revivest me!

HIPPOLITA
We daily see
The good old man and feed him twice a day.
Methinks it is the sweetest joy to cherish him,
That ever life yet showed me.

EUGENIA
So should I think
A dainty thing to nurse an old man well.

HIPPOLITA
And then we have his prayers and daily blessing,
And we two live so lovingly upon it,
His son and I, and so contently,
You cannot think unless you tasted on it.

EUGENIA
No, I warrant you. Oh, loving cousin,
What a great sorrow hast thou eased me of!
A thousand thanks go with thee.

HIPPOLITA
I have a suit to you:
I must not have you weep when I am gone.

EUGENIA
No, if I do, neer trust me.

Exit [Hippolita].

Easy fool!
Thou hast put thyself into my power forever;
Take heed of angering of me. I conceal!
I feign a funeral! I keep my husband!
Las, I have been thinking any time these two years,
I have kept him too long already.
Ill go count oer my suitors, thats my business,
And prick the man down. I ha six months to do it,
But could dispatch him in one, were I put to it.

Exit.


Act III Scene 1. 

A church
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ENTER [GNOTHOS] THE clown and [Parish] Clerk.

GNOTHOS
You have searched oer the parish chronicle, sir?

CLERK
Yes, sir, I have found out the true age and date of the party you wot on.

GNOTHOS
Pray you be covered, sir.

CLERK
When you have showed me the way, sir.

GNOTHOS
Oh, sir, remember yourself; you are a clerk.

CLERK
A small clerk, sir.

GNOTHOS
Likely to be the wiser man, sir, for your greatest clerks are not always so, as tis reported.

CLERK
You are a great man in the parish, sir.

GNOTHOS
I understand myself so much the better, sir, for all the best in the parish pay duties to the clerk, and I would owe you none, sir.

CLERK
Since youll have it so, Ill be the first to hide my head. [Puts on his hat.]

GNOTHOS
Mine is a capcase. Now, to our business in your hand: good luck, I hope; I long to be resolved.

CLERK
Look you, sir, this is that cannot deceive you; this is the dial that goes ever true. You may say ipse dixit upon this witness, and tis good in law too.

GNOTHOS
Pray you, lets hear what it speaks.

CLERK
Mark, sir: [reading] Agatha, the daughter of Pollux — this is your wifes name and the name of her father— born — 

GNOTHOS
Whose daughter say you?

CLERK
The daughter of Pollux.

GNOTHOS
I take it his name was Bollux.

CLERK
P-O-L-L-U-X the orthography, I assure you, sir; the word is corrupted else.

GNOTHOS
Well, on, sir, of Pollux; now come on Castor.

CLERK
Born in an[no] 154O, and now tis 99. By this infallible record, sir, let me see, she is now just fifty-nine and wants but one.

GNOTHOS
I am sorry she wants so much.

CLERK
Why, sir? Alas, tis nothing, tis but so many months, so many weeks, so many — 

GNOTHOS
Do not deduct it to days; twill be the more tedious, and to measure it by hour-glasses were intolerable.

CLERK
Do not think on it, sir. Half the time goes away in sleep; tis half the year in nights.

GNOTHOS
Oh, you mistake me, neighbour, I am loath to leave the good old woman. If she were gone now it would not grieve me, for what is a year, alas, but a lingering torment? And were it not better she were out of her pain? It must needs be a grief to us both.

CLERK
I would I knew how to ease you, neighbour.

GNOTHOS
You speak kindly, truly, and if you say but Amen to it, which is a word that I know you are perfect in, it might be done. Clerks are the most indifferent honest men, for to the marriage of your enemy, or the burial of your friend, the curses or the blessings to you are all one; you say Amen to all.

CLERK
With a better will to the one than the other, neighbour, but I shall be glad to say Amen to anything might do you a pleasure.

GNOTHOS
There is, first, something above your duty. [Gives him money.] Now I would have you set forward the clock a little, to help the old woman out of her pain.

CLERK
I will speak to the sexton for that, but the day will go neer the faster for that.

GNOTHOS
Oh, neighbour, you do not conceit me; not the jack of the clock-house, the hand of the dial, I mean. Come, I know you, being a great clerk, cannot choose but have the art to cast a figure.

CLERK
Never indeed, neighbour; I never had the judgment to cast a figure.

GNOTHOS
Ill show you on the backside of your book. Look you, what figures this?

CLERK
Four with a cipher; thats forty.

GNOTHOS
So, forty; whats this now?

CLERK
The cipher is turned into 9 by adding the tail, which makes forty-nine.

GNOTHOS
Very well understood. What is it now?

CLERK
The 4 is turned into 3; tis now thirty-nine.

GNOTHOS
Very well understood, and can you do this again?

CLERK
Oh, easily, sir.

GNOTHOS
A wager of that! Let me see the place of my wifes age again.

CLERK
Look you, sir, tis here: 154O.

GNOTHOS
Forty drachmas you do not turn that forty into thirty-nine.

CLERK
A match with you!

GNOTHOS
Done! And you shall keep stakes yourself; there they are. [Gives him money.]

CLERK
A firm match! But, stay, sir, now I consider it, I shall add a year to your wifes age. Let me see: [Scirophorion] the 17, and now tis [Hecatombaion] the 11. If I alter this, your wife will have but a month to live by the law.

GNOTHOS
Thats all one, sir; either do it or pay me my wager.

CLERK
Will you lose your wife before you lose your wager?

GNOTHOS
A man may get two wives before half so much money by em. Will you dot?

CLERK
I hope you will conceal me, for tis flat corruption.

GNOTHOS
Nay, sir, I would have you keep counsel, for I lose my money by it, and should be laughed at for my labour if it should be known.

CLERK
[Writing in the chronicle] Well, sir, there! Tis done, as perfect 39 as can be found in black and white. But, mum, sir, theres danger in this figure casting.

GNOTHOS
Ay, sir, I know that better men than you have been thrown over the bar for as little. The best is, you can be but thrown out of the belfry.

Enter the Cook, the Tailor, Bailiff, and Butler.

CLERK
Look close; here comes company. Asses have ears as well as pitchers.

COOK
Oh, Gnothos, how is it? Heres a trick of discarded cards of us; we were ranked with coats as long as our old master lived.

GNOTHOS
And is this then the end of serving-men?

COOK
Yes, faith, this is the end of serving-men. A wise man were better serve one God than all the men in the world.

GNOTHOS
Twas well spoke of a cook. And are all fallen into fasting days and ember weeks, that cooks are out of use?

TAILOR
And all tailors will be cut into lists and shreds. If this world hold, we shall grow both out of request.

BUTLER
And why not butlers as well as tailors? If they can go naked, let em neither eat nor drink.

CLERK
Thats strange, methinks, a lord should turn away his tailor of all men. And how dost thou, tailor?

TAILOR
I do so-so. But, indeed, all our wants are long of this publican, my lords bailiff, for had he been rent-gatherer still, our places had held together still that are now seam-rent, nay, cracked in the whole piece.

BAILIFF
Sir, if my lord had not sold his lands that claim his rents, I should still have been the rent-gatherer.

COOK
The truth is, except the coachman and the footman, all serving-men are out of request.

GNOTHOS
Nay, say not so, for you were never in more request than now, for requesting is but a kind of begging; for when you say, I beseech your worships charity, tis all one if you say I request it, and in that kind of requesting, I am sure serving-men were never in more request.

COOK
Troth, he say true. Well, let that pass, we are upon a better adventure. I see, Gnothos, you have been before us; we came to deal with this merchant for some commodities.

CLERK
With me, sir? Anything that I can.

BUTLER
Nay, we have looked out our wives already. Marry, to you we come to know the prices, that is, to know their ages; for so much reverence we bear to age, that the more aged they shall be the more dear to us.

TAILOR
The truth is, every man has laid by his widow; so they be lame enough, blind enough, and old [enough], tis good enough.

CLERK
I keep the town stock. If you can but name em, I can tell their ages today.

ALL
We can tell their fortunes to an hour then.

CLERK
Only you must pay for turning of the leaves.

[They give the Clerk money; he consults the chronicle and writes the names of old widows on a separate paper.]

COOK
Oh, bountifully! Come, mine first!

BUTLER
The butler before the cook, while you live; theres few that eat before they drink in a morning.

TAILOR
Nay, then the tailor puts in his needle of priority, for men do clothe themselves before they either drink or eat.

BAILIFF
I will strive for no place. The longer ere I marry my wife, the older she will be, and nearer her end and my ends.

CLERK
I will serve you all, gentlemen, if you will have patience.

GNOTHOS
I commend you modesty, sir; you are a bailiff whose place is to come behind other men, as it were, in the bum of all the rest.

BAILIFF
So, sir, and you were about this business too, seeking out for a widow?

GNOTHOS
Alack! No, sir, I am a married man and have those cares upon me that you would fain run into.

BAILIFF
What, an old rich wife? Any man in this age desires such a care.

GNOTHOS
Troth, sir, Ill put a venture with you, if you will. I have a lusty old quean to my wife, sound of wind and limb, yet Ill give out to take three for one at the marriage of my second wife.

BAILIFF
Ay, sir, but how near is she to the law?

GNOTHOS
Take that at hazard, sir; there must be time, you know, to get a new. Unsight, unseen, I take three to one.

BAILIFF
Two to one Ill give, if she have but two teeth in her head.

GNOTHOS
A match! Theres five drachmas for ten at my next wife.

BAILIFF
A match!

[The Clerk finishes writing and hands them the paper.]

COOK
I shall be fitted bravely: fifty-eight and upwards; tis but a year and a half, and I may chance make friends and beg a year of the duke.

BUTLER
Hey, boys, I am made Sir Butler! My wife that shall be wants but two months of her time. It shall be one ere I marry her, and then the next will be a honeymoon.

TAILOR
I outstrip you all! I shall have but six weeks of Lent if I get my widow, and then comes eating-tide, plump and gorgeous.

GNOTHOS
This tailor will be a man if ever there were any!

BAILIFF
Now comes my turn, I hope, goodman finis, you that are still at the end of all with a so be it. Well now, sirs, do you venture there as I have done, and Ill venture here after you. Good luck, I beseech thee!

CLERK
Amen, sir.

BAILIFF
That deserves a fee already. [Gives him money.] There tis. Please me and have a better.

CLERK
Amen, sir.

COOK
How, two for one at your next wife? Is the old one living?

GNOTHOS
You have a fair match; I offer you no foul one. If death make not haste to call her, shell make none to go to him.

BUTLER
I know her; shes a lusty woman. Ill take the venture.

GNOTHOS
Theres five drachmas for ten at my next wife.

BUTLER
A bargain.

COOK
Nay, then well be all merchants; give me.

TAILOR
And me.

BUTLER
What, has the bailiff sped?

BAILIFF
I am content, but none of you shall know my happiness.

CLERK
As well as any of you all, believe it, sir.

BAILIFF
Oh, clerk, you are to speak last always.

CLERK
Ill remember it hereafter, sir. You have done with me, gentlemen?

Enter [Gnothoss] wife, [Agatha].

ALL
For this time, honest register.

CLERK
Fare you well then; if you do, Ill cry Amen to it.

Exit.

COOK
Look you, sir, is not this your wife?

GNOTHOS
My first wife, sir.

BUTLER
Nay, then we have made a good match on it. If she have no forward disease, the woman may live this dozen years by her age.

TAILOR
Im afraid shes broken-winded; she holds silence so long.

COOK
Well now leave our venture to the event. I must a-wooing.

BUTLER
Ill but buy me a new dagger and overtake you.

BAILIFF
So we must all, for he that goes a-wooing to a widow without a weapon will never get her.

Exeunt [Cook, Butler, Tailor, Bailiff].

GNOTHOS
Oh, wife, wife!

AGATHA
What ail[s] you, man, you speak so passionately?

GNOTHOS
Tis for thy sake, sweet wife. Who would think so lusty an old woman, with reasonable good teeth, and her tongue in as perfect use as ever it was, should be so near her time? But the fates will have it so.

AGATHA
Whats the matter, man? You do amaze me.

GNOTHOS
Thou art not sick neither, I warrant thee.

AGATHA
Not that I know of, sure.

GNOTHOS
What pity tis, a woman should be so near her end and yet not sick.

AGATHA
Near her end, man! Tush, I can guess at that:
I have years good yet of life in the remainder.
I want two yet, at least, of the full number;
Then the law, I know, craves impotent and useless
And not the able women.

GNOTHOS
Ay, alas! I see thou hast been repairing time as well as thou couldst; the old wrinkles are well filled up, but the vermillion is seen too thick, too thick, and I read whats written in thy forehead. It agrees with the church-book.

AGATHA
Have you sought my age, man? And, I prithee, how is it?

GNOTHOS
I shall but discomfort thee.

AGATHA
Not at all, man; when theres no remedy, I will go, though unwillingly.

GNOTHOS
1539. Just; it agrees with the book: you have but a year to prepare yourself.

AGATHA
Out, alas! I hope theres more than so. But do you not think a reprieve might be gotten for half a score? And twere but five year, I would not care; an able woman, methinks, were to be pitied.

GNOTHOS
Ay, to be pitied, but not helped, no hope of that; for, indeed, women have so blemished their own reputations now-a-days, that it is thought the law will meet them at fifty very shortly.

AGATHA
Marry, the heavens forbid!

GNOTHOS
Theres so many of you that, when you are old, become witches: some profess physic and kill good subjects faster than a burning fever; and then schoolmistresses of the sweet sin, which commonly we call bawds, innumerable of that sort; for these and such causes tis thought they shall not live above fifty.

AGATHA
Ay, man, but this hurts not the good old women.

GNOTHOS
Ay, faith, you are so like one another that a man cannot distinguish em now. Were I an old woman, I would desire to go before my time, and offer myself willingly two or three years before. Oh, those are brave women and worthy to be commended of all men in the world, that when their husbands die, they run to be burnt to death with em. Theres honour and credit; give me half a dozen such wives!

AGATHA
Ay, if her husband were dead before, twere a reasonable request. If you were dead, I could be content to be so.

GNOTHOS
Fie, thats not likely, for thou hadst two husband before me.

AGATHA
Thou wouldst not have me die, wouldst thou, husband?

GNOTHOS
No, I do not speak to that purpose, but I say what credit it were for me and thee if thou wouldst, then thou shouldst never be suspected for a witch, a physician, a bawd, or any of those things, and then how daintily should I mourn for thee, how bravely should I see thee buried. When, alas, if he goes before, it cannot choose but be a great grief to him to think he has not seen his wife well buried. There be such virtuous women in the world, but too few, too few, who desire to die seven years before their time with all their hearts.

AGATHA
I have not the heart to be of that mind. But, indeed, husband, I think you would have me gone.

GNOTHOS
No, alas! I speak but for your good and your credit, for when a woman may died quickly, why should she go to law for her death? Alack! I need not wish thee gone for thou hast but a short time to stay with me; you do not know how near tis. It must out, you have but a month to live by the law.

AGATHA
Out, alas!

GNOTHOS
Nay, scarce so much.

AGATHA
Oh, oh, oh, my heart! [Swoons.]

GNOTHOS
Ay, so, if thou wouldst go away quietly, twere sweetly done and like a kind wife. Lie but a little longer and the bell shall toll for thee.

AGATHA
Oh, my heart, but a month to live!

GNOTHOS
Alas, why wouldst thou come back again for a month? [Aside] Ill throw her down again. — Oh, woman, tis not three weeks; I think a fortnight is the most.

AGATHA
Nay, then, I am gone already. [Swoons.]

GNOTHOS
I would make haste to the sexton now, but Im afraid the tolling of the bell will wake her again. If she be so wise as to go now — She stirs again; theres two lives of the nine gone.

AGATHA
Oh, wouldst not thou help to recover me, husband?

GNOTHOS
Alas, I could not find in my heart to hold thee by thy nose, or box thy cheeks; it goes against my conscience.

AGATHA
I will not be thus frighted to my death,
Ill search the church record a fortnight;
Tis too little conscience, I cannot be so near.
Oh time, if thou beest kind, lend me but a year.

Exit.

GNOTHOS
What a spites this, that a man cannot persuade his wife to die in any time with her good will! I have another bespoke already. Though a piece of old beef will serve to breakfast, yet a man would be glad of a chicken to supper. The clerk, I hope, understands no Hebrew and cannot write backward what he hath writ forward already, and then I am well enough.
Tis but a month at most; if that were gone
My venture comes in with her two for one.
Tis use enough, a conscience for a [broker],
If he had a conscience.

[Exit.]


Act III Scene 2. 

Lisanders house

[image: img81.jpg]

ENTER EUGENIA AT one door, Simonides, Courtiers, at the other.

EUGENIA
Gentlemen courtiers.

FIRST COURTIER
All your servants
Vowed, lady.

EUGENIA
Oh, I shall kill myself
With infinite laughter! Will nobody take my part?

SIMONIDES
And it be a laughing business,
Put it to me; Im one of the best in Europe.
My father died last too; I have the most cause.

EUGENIA
You have picked out such a time, sweet gentlemen,
To make your spleen a banquet.

SIMONIDES
Oh, the jest!
Lady, I have a jaw stands ready for it;
Ill gape half way and meet it.

EUGENIA
My old husband,
That cannot say his prayers out for jealousy
And madness, at your coming first to woo me — 

SIMONIDES
Well said!

FIRST COURTIER
Go on!

SECOND COURIER
On, on!

EUGENIA
Takes counsel
With the secrets of all art to make himself
Youthful again.

SIMONIDES
How? Youthful! Ha, ha, ha!

EUGENIA
A man of forty-five he would feign seem
To be, or scarce so much, if he might have
His will indeed.

SIMONIDES
Ay, but his white hairs,
Theyll betray his hoariness.

EUGENIA
Why, there
You are wide: hes not the man you take him for;
[Nor] will you know him when you see him again,
There will be five to one laid upon that.

FIRST COURIER
How!

EUGENIA
Nay, you did well to laugh faintly there.
I promise you, I think hell outlive me now
And deceive law and all.

SIMONIDES
Marry, gout forbid!

EUGENIA
You little think he was at fencing school
At four oclock this morning.

SIMONIDES
How, at fencing school!

EUGENIA
Else give no trust to woman.

SIMONIDES
By this light
I do not like him, then; hes like to live
Longer than I, for he may kill me first, now.

EUGENIA
His dancer now came in, as I met you.

FIRST COURTIER
His dancer too!

EUGENIA
They observe turns and hours with him;
The great French rider will be here at ten
With his curvetting horse.

SECOND COURIER
These notwithstanding,
His hair and wrinkles will betray his age.

EUGENIA
Im sure his head and beard, as he has ordered it,
Looks not past fifty now. Hell bring it to forty
Within these four days, for nine times an hour at least
He takes a black lead comb and kembs it over.
Three-quarters of his beard is under fifty;
Theres but a little tuft of fourscore left
All of one side which will be black by Monday.

Enter Lisander.

And to approve my truth, see where he comes!
Laugh softly, gentlemen, and look upon him.

[They hide.]

SIMONIDES
Now, by this hand, hes almost black in the mouth indeed!

FIRST COURTIER
He should die shortly, then.

SIMONIDES
Marry, methinks he dies too fast already,
For he was all white but a week ago.

FIRST COURIER
Oh, this same coney-white takes an excellent black
Too soon. A mischief on it!

SECOND COURTIER
He will [beguile] us all
If that little tuft northward turn black too.

EUGENIA
Nay, sir, I wonder tis so long a-turning.

SIMONIDES
Maybe some fairys child, held forth at midnight,
Has pissed upon that side.

FIRST COURTIER
Is this the beard?

LISANDER
[Looking in a mirror, to himself] Ah, sirrah! My young boys, I shall be for you.
This little mangy tuft takes up more time
Than all the beard beside! Come you a-wooing
And I alive and lusty? You shall find
An alteration, jack-boys; I have a spirit yet — 
And I could match my hair to it, theres the fault — 
And can do offices of youth yet lightly.
At least I will do, though it pain me a little.
Shall not a man for a little foolish age
Enjoy his wife to himself? Must young court tits
Play tomboys tricks with her and he live, ha?
I have blood that will not bear it, yet, I confess
I should be at my prayers. But wheres the dancer there?

Enter Dancing Master.

DANCING MASTER
Here, sir.

LISANDER
Come, come, come, one trick a day
And I shall soon recover all again.

EUGENIA
Slight, and you laugh too loud, we are all discovered, gentlemen.

SIMONIDES
And I have a scurvy, ginny laugh a mine own
Will spoil all, Im afraid.

EUGENIA
Marry, take heed, sir.

SIMONIDES
Nay, and I should be hanged, I cant leave it.
Pup! There tis! [Bursts out laughing.]

EUGENIA
Peace! Oh, peace!

LISANDER
Come, I am ready, sir.
I hear the church-books lost where I was born too,
And that shall set me back one-and-twenty years;
There is no little comfort left in that.
And, my three court codlings, that look parboiled,
As if they came from Cupids scalding house — 

SIMONIDES
He means me specially, I hold my life.

DANCING MASTER
What trick will your old worship learn this morning, sir?

LISANDER
Marry, a trick! If thou couldst teach a man
To keep his wife to himself, Id fain learn that.

DANCING MASTER
Thats a hard trick for an old man especially;
The horse-trick comes the nearest.

LISANDER
Thou sayest true, ifaith;
They must be horsed indeed, else theres no keeping on em,
And horseplay at fourscore is not so ready.

DANCING MASTER
Look you, heres your worships horse-trick, sir. [Leaps.]

LISANDER
Nay, say not so, tis none of mine; I fall
Down horse and man if I but offer at it.

DANCING MASTER
My life for yours, sir.

LISANDER
Sayest thou me so? [Leaps.]

DANCING MASTER
Well offered, by my viol, sir.

LISANDER
A pox of this horse-trick! It has played the jade with me
And given me a wrench in the back.

DANCING MASTER
Now, heres your inturn, and your trick above ground.

LISANDER
Prithee, no more, unless thou hast a mind
To lay me underground. One of these tricks
Is enough in a morning.

DANCING MASTER
For your galliard, sir,
You are complete enough, ay, and may challenge
The proudest coxcomb of em all, Ill stand to it.

LISANDER
Faith, and Ive other weapons for the rest too.
I have prepared for em, if eer I take
My Gregories here again.

SIMONIDES
Oh, I shall burst,
I can hold out no longer. [Laughs aloud.]

EUGENIA
He spoils all.

[They come forward.]

LISANDER
The devil and his grinners! Are you come?
Bring forth the weapons, we shall find you play!
All feats of youth too, jack-boys, feats of youth,
And these weapons: drinking, fencing, dancing,
Your own roadways, you glisterpipes! Im old, you say?
Yes, parlous old, kids, and you mark me well:
This beard cannot get children, you lank suck-eggs,
Unless such weasels come from court to help us out!
We will get our own brats, you lecherous dog-bolts!

Enter [servants] with [foils, wine and] glasses.

Well said, down with em; now we shall see your spirits.
What, dwindle you already?

SECOND COURTIER
I have no quality.

SIMONIDES
Nor I, unless drinking may be reckoned for one.

FIRST COURTIER
Why, Sim, it shall.

LISANDER
Come, dare you choose your weapon now?

FIRST COURTIER
I? Dancing, sir, and you will be so hasty.

LISANDER
Were for you, sir.

SECOND COURTIER
Fencing, I.

LISANDER
Well answer you too.

SIMONIDES
Im for drinking, your wet weapon there.

LISANDER
That wet one has cost many a princox life,
And I will send it through you with a powder.

SIMONIDES
Let come with a pox, I care not so it be drink.
I hope my guts will hold, and thats even all
A gentleman can look for of such trillibubs.

LISANDER
[To the First Courtier] Play the first weapon; come, strike, strike I say!
Yes, yes, you shall be first; Ill observe court rules.
Always the worst goes foremost, so twill prove, I hope.

[Music. The First Courtier dances a galliard: La Mignarde.]

So, sir, youve spit your poison; now come I.
[Aside] Now forty years go backward and assist me;
Fall from me half my age but for three minutes
That I may feel no crick! I will put fair for it
Although I hazard twenty sciaticas.

[Music. Lisander dances a galliard.]

So, I have hit you!

FIRST COURTIER
Youve done well, ifaith, sir.

LISANDER
If you confess it well, tis excellent,
And I have hit you soundly. I am warm now;
The second weapon instantly!

SECOND COURTIER
What, so quick, sir?
Will you not allow yourself a breathing time?

LISANDER
Ive breath enough at all times, Lucifers muskcod,
To give your perfumed worship three vennies!
A sound old man puts his thrust better home
Than a spiced young man.

[They fence, and Lisander scores the first hit.]

There, ay!

SECOND COURIER
Then have at you, fourscore!

LISANDER
You lie: twenty, I hope, and you shall find it.

SIMONIDES
Im glad I missed this weapon. I had an eye
Popped out ere this time, or my two butter-teeth
Thrust down my throat instead of a flapdragon.

[Lisander scores another hit.]

LISANDER
Theres two, pentweezle!

DANCING MASTER
Excellently touched, sir!

SECOND COURTIER
Had ever man such luck? Speak your opinion, gentlemen.

SIMONIDES
Methinks your lucks good that your eyes are in still;
Mine would have dropped out like a pigs half-roasted.

[Lisander scores another hit.]

LISANDER
There wants a third, and there tis again!

SECOND COURTIER
The devil has steeled him!

EUGENIA
What a strong fiend is jealousy!

LISANDER
Youre dispatched, bear-whelp!

SIMONIDES
Now comes my weapon in.

LISANDER
Here, toadstool, here!
Tis you and I must play these three wet vennies.

SIMONIDES
Vennies in Venice glasses! Let em come;
Theyll bruise no flesh, Im sure, nor break no bones.

FIRST COURTIER
Yet you may drink your eyes out, sir.

SIMONIDES
Ay, but thats nothing: then they go voluntarily;
I do not love to have em thrust out
Whether they will or no.

LISANDER
Heres your first weapon, ducks meat!

[Drinks, then hands Simonides a full glass.]

SIMONIDES
How? A Dutch what-you-call-em
Stead of a German faulchion? A shrewd weapon,
And, of all things, hard to be taken down.
Yet, down it must. [Drinks.] I have a nose goes into it;
I shall drink double, I think.

FIRST COURTIER
The sooner off, Sim.

LISANDER
Ill pay you speedily [ ] with a trick
I learned once amongst drunkards. Heres half-pike.

[Drinks again.]

SIMONIDES
Half-pike comes well after Dutch what-you-call-em;
Theyd never be asunder by their good will.

FIRST COURTIER
Well pulled of an old fellow!

LISANDER
Oh, but you fellows pull better at a rope.

[Hands Simonides another glass.]

FIRST COURTIER
Theres a hair, Sim, in that glass.

SIMONIDES
And it be as long as a halter, down it goes:
No hair shall cross me. [Drinks.]

LISANDER
I[ll] make you stink worse than your polecats do.
Heres longsword, your last weapon.

[Drinks, then offers Simonides another glass.]

SIMONIDES
No more weapons.

FIRST COURTIER
Why! How now, Sim? Bear up; thou shamest us all else.

SIMONIDES
Light, I shall shame you worse and I stay longer.
I ha got the scotomy in my head already.
The whimsy, you all turn around! Do not you dance, gallants?

SECOND COURTIER
Pish, whats all this? Why, Sim, look: the last venny!

SIMONIDES
No more vennies go down here, for these two are coming up again.

SECOND COURTIER
Out! The disgrace of drinkers!

SIMONIDES
Yes, twill out. Do you smell nothing yet?

FIRST COURTIER
Smell?

SIMONIDES
Farewell quickly, then; it will do if I stay.

Exit.

FIRST COURIER
A foil go with thee!

LISANDER
What! Shall we put down youth at her own virtues?
Beat folly in her own ground? Wondrous much!
Why may not we be held as full sufficient
To love our own wives then, get our own children,
And live in free peace till we be dissolved?
For such spring butterflies that are gaudy-winged,
But no more substance than those shamble-flies
Which butchers boys snap between sleep and waking,
Come but to crush you once; you are all but maggots
For all your beamy outsides!

Enter Cleanthes.

EUGENIA
[To Courtiers] Heres Cleanthes;
He comes to chide. Let him alone a little;
Our cause will be revenged. Look, look, his face
Is set for stormy weather. Do but mark
How the clouds gather in it; twill pour down straight.

CLEANTHES
[To Lisander] Methinks I partly know you, thats my grief.
Could you not all be lost? That had been handsome;
But to be known at all, tis more than shameful!
Why, was not your name wont to be Lisander?

LISANDER
Tis so still, coz.

CLEANTHES
Judgment, defer thy coming,
Else this mans miserable!

EUGENIA
I told you there would be
A shower anon.

SECOND COURTIER
Well in and hide our noddles.

Exeunt Courtiers and Eugenia.

CLEANTHES
What devil brought this colour to your mind,
Which since [my] childhood I neer saw you wear?
You were ever of an innocent gloss
Since I was ripe for knowledge; and would you lose it
And change the livery of saints and angels
For this mixed monstrousness? To force a ground
That has been so long hallowed like a temple,
To bring forth fruits of earth now, and turn black
To the wild cries of lust and the complexion
Of sin in act, lost and long since repented?
Would you begin a work neer yet attempted,
To pull time backward? See what your wife will do!
Are your wits perfect?

LISANDER
My wits?

CLEANTHES
I like it ten times worse; for it had been safer
Now to be mad, and more excusable!
I hear you dance again, and do strange follies.

LISANDER
I must confess I have been put to some, coz.

CLEANTHES
And yet you are not mad? Pray, say not so;
Give me that comfort of you that you are mad,
That I may think you are at worst. For, if
You are not mad, I then must guess you have
The first of some disease was never heard of,
Which may be worse than madness, and more fearful,
Youd weep to see yourself else, and your care
To pray would quickly turn you white again.
I had a father, had he lived his month out,
But to ha seen this most prodigious folly,
There needed not the law to have cut him off;
The sight of this had proved his executioner,
And broke his heart. He would have held it equal
Done to a sanctuary! For what is age
But the holy place of life, chapel of ease
For all mens wearied miseries? And to rob
That of her ornament, it is accursed,
As from a priest to steal a holy vestment;
Ay, and convert it to a sinful covering.

Exit Lisander.

I see it has done him good; blessing go with it,
Such as may make him pure again.

Enter Eugenia.

EUGENIA
Twas bravely touched, ifaith, sir.

CLEANTHES
Oh, youre welcome.

EUGENIA
Exceedingly well handled.

CLEANTHES
Tis to you I come;
He fell but in my way.

EUGENIA
You marked his beard, cousin?

CLEANTHES
Mark me.

EUGENIA
Did you ever see a hair so changed?

CLEANTHES
[Aside] I must be forced to wake her loudly too;
The devil has rocked her so fast asleep. — 
Strumpet!

EUGENIA
Do you call, sir?

CLEANTHES
Whore!

EUGENIA
How do you, sir?

CLEANTHES
Be I neer so well
I must be sick of thee! Thou art a disease
That stickest to the heart, as all such women are.

EUGENIA
What ails our kindred?

CLEANTHES
Bless me, she sleeps still!
What a dead modesty is in this woman!
Will never blush again? Look on thy work
But with a Christian eye, twould turn thy heart
Into a shower of blood to be the cause
Of that old mans destruction. Think upon it!
Ruin eternally! For through thy loose follies
Heaven has found him a faint servant lately.
His goodness has gone backward and engendered
With his old sins again; has lost his prayers,
And all the tears that were companions with em;
And, like a blindfold man, giddy and blinded,
Thinking he goes right on still, swerves but one foot
And turns to the same place where he set out.
So he, that took his farewell of the world
And cast the joys behind him out of sight,
Summed up his hours, made even with time and men,
Is now in heart arrived at youth again,
All by thy wildness. Thy too hasty lust
Has driven him to this strong apostacy.
Immodesty like thine was never equalled!
Ive heard of women, shall I call em so,
Have welcomed suitors ere the corpse were cold,
But thou, thy husband living: thou art too bold!

EUGENIA
Well, have you done now, sir?

CLEANTHES
Look, look, she smiles yet!

EUGENIA
All this is nothing to a mind resolved;
Ask any woman that, shell tell you so much.
You have only shown a pretty saucy wit
Which I shall not forget, nor to requite it
You shall hear from me shortly.

CLEANTHES
Shameless woman!
I take my counsel from thee, tis too honest,
And leave thee wholly to thy stronger master.
Bless the sex of thee from thee; thats my prayer.
Were all like thee, so impudently common,
No man would be found to wed a woman.

Exit.

EUGENIA
Ill fit you gloriously!
He that attempts to take away my pleasure,
Ill take away his joy, and I can, sure.
His concealed father pays for it! Ill even tell
Him that I mean to make my husband next,
And he shall tell the duke.

Enter Simonides.

Mass! Here he comes.

SIMONIDES
Has had a bout with me too.

EUGENIA
What? No! Since, sir?

SIMONIDES
A flirt, a little flirt; he called me strange names,
But I neer minded him.

EUGENIA
You shall quit him, sir,
When he as little minds you.

SIMONIDES
I like that well.
I love to be revenged when no one thinks of me;
Theres little danger that way.

EUGENIA
This is it then:
He you shall strike; your stroke shall be profound,
And yet your foe not guess who gave the wound.

SIMONIDES
A my troth, I love to give such wounds.

Exeunt.


Act IV Scene 1. 

Before a tavern
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ENTER [GNOTHOS THE] Clown, Butler, Bailiff, Tailor, Cook, Drawer, [and Siren the] Wench.

DRAWER
Welcome, gentlemen, will you not draw near? Will you drink at door, gentlemen?

BUTLER
Oh, the summer airs best.

DRAWER
What wine will [it] please you drink, gentlemen?

BUTLER
De Clare, sirrah.

[Exit Drawer.]

GNOTHOS
What! Youre all sped already, bullies?

COOK
My widows a the spit and half ready, lad. A turn or two more, and I have done with her.

GNOTHOS
Then, cook, I hope you have basted her before this time.

COOK
And stuck her with rosemary too, to sweeten her; she was tainted ere she came to my hands. What an old piece of flesh of fifty-nine, eleven months and upwards! She must needs be flyblown.

GNOTHOS
Put her off, put her off, though you lose by her; the weathers hot.

COOK
Why, drawer!

Enter Drawer.

DRAWER
By and by! Here, gentlemen, heres the quintessence of Greece; the sages never drunk better grape.

COOK
Sir, the mad Greeks of this age can taste their Palermo as well as the sage Greeks did before em. Fill, lick-spigot!

DRAWER
Ad imum, sir.

GNOTHOS
My friends, I must doubly invite you all, the fifth of the next month, to the funeral of my first wife and to the marriage of my second. My two to one, this is she!

COOK
I hope some of us will be ready for the funeral of our wives by that time to go with thee; but shall they be both of a day?

GNOTHOS
Oh, best of all, sir! Where sorrow and joy meet together, one will help away with another the better. Besides, there will be charges saved too; the same rosemary that serves for the funeral will serve for the wedding.

BUTLER
How long do you make account to be a widower, sir?

GNOTHOS
Some half an hour; long enough for a conscience! Come, come, lets have some agility: is there no music in the house?

DRAWER
Yes, sir, here are sweet wire-drawers in the house.

COOK
Oh, that makes them and you seldom part; you are wine-drawers and they wire-drawers.

TAILOR
And both govern by the pegs too.

GNOTHOS
And you have pipes in your consort too?

DRAWER
And sack butts too, sir.

BUTLER
But the heads of your instruments differ; yours are hogsheads, their[s] cittern and gitternheads.

BAILIFF
All wooden heads. There, they meet again!

COOK
Bid em strike up, well have a dance. Gnothos, come, thou shall [foot] it too.

[Exit Drawer.]

GNOTHOS
No dancing with me; we have Siren here.

COOK
Siren! Twas Hiren, the fair Greek, man!

GNOTHOS
Five drachmas of that! I say Siren, the fair Greek, and so are all fair Greeks.

COOK
A match! Five drachmas her name was Hiren.

GNOTHOS
Sirens name was Siren for five drachmas.

COOK
Tis done.

TAILOR
Take heed what you do, Gnothos.

GNOTHOS
Do not I know our own countrywomen? Siren and Nell of Greece, two of the fairest Greeks that ever were.

COOK
That Nell was Helen of Greece too.

GNOTHOS
As long as she tarried with her husband, she was Ellen; but after she came to Troy, she was Nell of Troy, or Bonny Nell, whether you will or no.

TAILOR
Why? Did she grow shor[t]er when she came to Troy?

GNOTHOS
She grew longer, if you mark the story. When she grew to be an ell, she was deeper than any yard of Troy could reach by a quarter. There was Cressid was Troy weight, and Nell was haberdepoise; she held more by four ounces than Cressida.

BAILIFF
They say she caused many wounds to be given in Troy.

GNOTHOS
True, she was wounded there herself and cured again by plaster of Paris, and ever since that has been used to stop holes with.

Enter Drawer.

DRAWER
Gentlemen, if you be disposed to be merry, the music is ready to strike up and heres a consort of mad Greeks. I know not whether they be men or women, or between both: they have what-you-call-em, [wizards], on their faces.

COOK
Vizards, goodman lick-spigot.

BUTLER
If they be wise women, they may be wizards too.

DRAWER
They desire to enter amongst any merry company of gentlemen goodfellows for a strain or two.

COOK
Well strain ourselves with em. Say let em come now, for the honour of Epire!

[Enter Agatha and the others wives, masked.]

GNOTHOS
She [is] dancing with me: we have Siren here.

The dance of old women masked; then [they] offer to take the men [out]. They agree all but Gnothos; he sits with his wench, after [the dance] they whisper.

COOK
Ay, so kind! Then everyone his wench to his several room. Gnothos, we are all provided now, as you are.

Exeunt each with his wife; manet [Gnothos, Siren, and Agatha,] Gnothoss wife.

GNOTHOS
I shall have two, it seems. Away! I have Siren here already.

AGATHA
[Unmasks.] What a mermaid!

GNOTHOS
No, but a maid, horse-face! Oh, old woman, is it you?

AGATHA
Yes, tis I! All the rest have gulled themselves and taken their own wives; and shall know that they have done more than they can well answer. But, I pray you, husband, what are you doing?

GNOTHOS
Faith, thus should I do if thou were dead, old Ag, and thou has not long to live, Im sure. We have Siren here.

AGATHA
Art thou so shameless whilst I am living, to keep one under my nose?

GNOTHOS
No, Ag, I do prize her far above thy nose. If thou wouldst lay me both thine eyes in my hand to boot, Ill not leave her. Art not ashamed to be seen in a tavern, and hast scarce a fortnight to live? Oh, old woman, what art thou! Must thou find no time to think of thy end?

AGATHA
Oh, unkind villain!

GNOTHOS
[To Siren] And then, sweetheart, thou shalt have two new gowns, and the best of this old, old womans shall make thee raiments for the working days.

AGATHA
Oh, rascal! Dost thou quarter my clothes already too?

GNOTHOS
Her ruffs will serve thee for nothing but to wash dishes, for thou shalt have nine of the new fashion.

AGATHA
Impudent villain! Shameless harlot!

GNOTHOS
You may hear she never wore any but rails all her lifetime.

AGATHA
Let me come, Ill tear the strumpet from him!

GNOTHOS
Darst thou call my wife strumpet, thou preter-pluperfect tense of a woman? Ill make thee do penance in the sheet thou shalt be buried in. Abuse my choice, my two to one!

AGATHA
[Aside] No, unkind villain, Ill deceive thee yet! — I have a reprieve for five years of life: I am with child!

SIREN
Cud, so, Gnothos; Ill not tarry so long! Five years! I may bury two husbands by that time.

GNOTHOS
Alas, give the poor woman leave to talk. She with child? Ay, with a puppy! As long as I have thee by me, she shall not be with child, I warrant thee.

AGATHA
The law and thou and all shall find I am with child.

GNOTHOS
Ill take my corporal oath I begat it not, and then thou diest for adultery.

AGATHA
No matter, that will ask some time in the proof.

GNOTHOS
Oh, youd be stoned to death, would you? All old women would die a that fashion with all their hearts, but the law shall overthrow you the tother way first.

SIREN
Indeed, if it be so, I will not linger so long, Gnothos.

GNOTHOS
Away, away, some botcher has got it; tis but a cushion, I warrant thee. The old woman is loath to depart; she never sung other tune in her life.

SIREN
We will not have our noses bored with a cushion if it be so.

GNOTHOS
Go, go thy ways, thou old almanac at the twenty-eighth day of December, even almost out of date! Down on thy knees and make thee ready. Sell some of thy clothes to buy thee a deaths head and put upon thy middle finger; your least considering bawd doe[s] so much; be not thou worse, though thou art an old woman as she is. I am cloyed with old stockfish; heres a young perch is sweeter meat by half. Prithee, die before thy day if thou canst, that thou mayst not be counted a witch.

AGATHA
No, thou art a witch and Ill prove it. I said I was with child; thou knewst no other but by sorcery. Thou saidst it was a cushion, and so it is! [Drops the cushion from beneath her gown.] Thou art a witch for it; Ill be sworn to it!

GNOTHOS
Ha, ha, ha; I told thee twas a cushion! Go get thy sheet ready; well see thee buried as we go to the church to be married.

Ex[eunt Gnothos and Siren].

AGATHA
Nay, Ill follow thee and show myself a wife. Ill plague thee as long as I live with thee, and Ill bury some money before I die that my ghost may haunt thee afterward!

Exit.


Act IV Scene 2. 

Outside Leonides lodge in the woods
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Enter Cleanthes.

CLEANTHES
Whats that? Oh, nothing but the whispering wind
Breathes through yon churlish hawthorn that grew rude
As if it chid the gentle breath that kissed it.
I cannot be too circumspect, too careful,
For in these woods lies hid all my lifes treasure,
Which is too much ever to fear to lose,
Though it be never lost. And if our watchfulness
Ought to be wise and serious against a thief
That comes to steal our goods, things all without us,
That proves vexation often more than comfort,
How mighty ought our providence to be
To prevent those, if any such there were,
That come to rob our bosom of our joys
That only makes poor man delight to live!
Pshaw! Im too fearful. Fie, fie, who can hurt me?
But tis a general cowardice that shakes
The nerves of confidence. He that hides treasure
Imagines everyone thinks of that place,
When tis a thing least minded. Nay, let him change
The place continually, whereer it keeps,
There will the fear keep still.

Enter Hippolita.

Yonders the storehouse
Of all my comfort now; and see, it sends forth
A dear one to me. Precious chief of women,
How does the good old soul? Has he fed well?

HIPPOLITA
Beshrew me, sir, he made the heartiest meal today,
Much good may it do his health!

CLEANTHES
A blessing on thee,
Both for thy news and wish.

HIPPOLITA
His stomach, sir,
Is bettered wondrously since his concealment.

CLEANTHES
Heaven has a blessed work in it. Come, were safe here;
I prithee, call him forth, the airs much wholesomer.

HIPPOLITA
Father!

Enter Leonides.

[LEONIDES]
How sweetly sounds the voice of a good woman!
It is so seldom heard, that when it speaks
It ravishes all senses. [To Cleanthes] Lists of honour!
Ive a joy weeps to see you; tis so full,
So fairly fruitful.

CLEANTHES
[Kneels.] I hope to see you often and return
Loaden with blessings still to pour on some.
I find em all in my contented peace,
And lose not one in thousands. Theyre dispersed
So gloriously, I know not which are brighter!
I find em as angels are found, by legions:
First in the love and honesty of a wife,
Which is the first and chiefest of all temporal blessings;
Next in yourself, which is the hope and joy
Of all my actions, my affairs, my wishes;
And lastly, which crowns all, I find my soul
Crowned with the peace of em, the eternal riches,
Mans only portion for his heavenly marriage.

LEONIDES
Rise, thou art all obedience, love, and goodness.
I dare say that which thousand fathers cannot,
And thats my precious comfort: never son
Was in the way more of celestial rising!
Thou art so made of such ascending virtue
That all the powers of hell cannot sink thee.

A horn.

CLEANTHES
Ha!

LEONIDES
What was it disturbed my joy?

CLEANTHES
Did you not hear,
As afar off?

LEONIDES
What, my excellent consort?

HIPPOLITA
I heard a — 

A horn.

CLEANTHES
Hark, again!

LEONIDES
Bless my joy,
What ails it on a sudden?

CLEANTHES
Now, since lately.

LEONIDES
Tis nothing but a symptom of thy care, man.

CLEANTHES
Alas, you do not hear well.

LEONIDES
What was it, daughter?

HIPPOLITA
I heard a sound twice.

A horn.

CLEANTHES
Hark, louder and nearer.
In, for the precious good of virtue, quick, sir!

[Exit Leonides.]

Louder and nearer yet; at hand, at hand!
A hunting here tis strange: I never knew
Game followed in these woods before.

HIPPOLITA
Now let em come and spare not.

Enter Duke [Evander], Simonides, Courtiers, and [Cratilus the] executioner.

CLEANTHES
Ha, tis — Is it not the duke? Look sparingly.

HIPPOLITA
Tis he, but what of that? Alas, take heed, sir,
Your care will overthrow us.

CLEANTHES
Come, it shall not;
Lets set a pleasant face upon our fears
Though our hearts shake with horror. Ha, ha, ha!

EVANDER
Hark!

CLEANTHES
Prithee, proceed.
[Loudly] Im taken with these light things infinitely
Since the old mans decease. Ha, so they parted, ha, ha, ha!

EVANDER
Why, how should I believe this? Look, hes merry
As if he had no such charge. One with that care
Could never be so. Still, he holds his temper,
And tis the same, still with no difference,
He brought his fathers corpse to the grave with.
He laughed thus then, you know.

FIRST COURTIER
Ay, he may laugh, my lord:
That shows but how he glories in his cunning,
And, perhaps, done more to advance his wit
Than to express affection to his father;
That only he has overreached the law.

SIMONIDES
He tells you right, my lord; his own cousin-german
Revealed it first to me, a free-tongued woman,
And very excellent at telling secrets.

EVANDER
If a contempt can be so neatly carried,
It gives me cause of wonder.

SIMONIDES
Troth, my lord,
Twill prove a delicate cozening, I believe.
Id have no scrivener offer to come near it.

EVANDER
Cleanthes.

CLEANTHES
My loved lord!

EVANDER
[Aside] Not moved a whit,
Constant to [lightness] still.— Tis strange to meet you
Upon a ground so unfrequented, sir.
This does not sit your passion; youre for mirth
Or I mistake you much.

CLEANTHES
But, finding it
Grow to a noted imperfection in me,
For anything too much is vicious,
I come to these disconsolate walks of purpose,
Only to dull and take away the edge on it.
I ever had a greater zeal to sadness;
A natural proportion, I confess, my lord,
Before that cheerful accident fell out,
If I may call a fathers funeral cheerful
Without wrong done to duty or my love.

EVANDER
It seems, then, you take pleasure in these walks, sir?

CLEANTHES
Contemplative content, I do, my lord;
They bring into my mind oft meditations
So sweetly precious, that in the parting
I find a shower of grace upon my cheeks
They take their leave so feelingly.

EVANDER
So, sir.

CLEANTHES
Which is a kind of grave delight, my lord.

EVANDER
And Ive small cause, Cleanthes, to afford you
The least delight that has a name.

CLEANTHES
My lord?

SIMONIDES
Now it begins to fadge.

FIRST COURTIER
Peace! Thou art so greedy, Sim.

EVANDER
In your excess of joy, you have expressed
Your rancour and contempt against my law.
Your smiles deserve fining; youve professed
Derision openly, even to my face,
Which might be death, a little more incensed.
You do not come for any freedom here,
But for a project of your own.
But all thats known to be contentful to thee
Shall in the use prove deadly. Your lifes mine
If ever thy presumption do but lead thee
Into these walks again, ay, or that woman.
[To Courtiers] Ill have em watched a purpose.

[Cleanthes and Hippolita step aside.]

FIRST COURTIER
Now, now, his colour ebbs and flows!

SIMONIDES
Mark hers too.

HIPPOLITA
Oh, who shall bring food to the poor old man now?
Speak somewhat good, sir, or were lost forever.

CLEANTHES
Oh, you did wondrous ill to call me again;
There are not words to help us. If I entreat,
Tis found; that will betray us worse than silence.
Prithee, let heaven alone and lets say nothing.

FIRST COURTIER
Youve struck em dumb, my lord.

SIMONIDES
Look how guilt looks!
I would not have that fear upon my flesh
To save ten fathers.

CLEANTHES
He is safe still, is he not?

HIPPOLITA
Oh, you do ill to doubt it.

CLEANTHES
Thou art all goodness.

SIMONIDES
How does your grace believe?

EVANDER
Tis too apparent.
Search, make a speedy search, for the imposture
Cannot be far off by the fear it sends.

CLEANTHES
Ha!

SIMONIDES
Has the lapwings cunning, Im afraid, my lord,
That cries most when shes farthest from the nest.

CLEANTHES
Oh, were betrayed!

HIPPOLITA
Betrayed, sir?

SIMONIDES
See, my lord,
It comes out more and more still.

Exeunt Courtiers and Simonides.

CLEANTHES
Bloody thief!
Come from that place; tis sacred, homicide,
Tis not for thy adulterate hands to touch it!

HIPPOLITA
Oh miserable virtue, what distress
Art thou in at this minute?

CLEANTHES
Help me, thunder,
For my powers lost! Angels, shoot plagues and help me!
Why are these men in health and I so heart-sick?
Or why should nature have that power in me
To levy up a thousand bleeding sorrows,
And not one comfort? Only makes me lie
Like the poor mockery of an earthquake here,
Panting with horror, and have not so much force
In all my vengeance to shake a villain a me!

Enter Courtiers, Simonides, Leonides.

HIPPOLITA
Use him gently and heaven will love you for it.

CLEANTHES
Father, oh father, now I see thee full
In thy affection! Thourt a man of sorrow,
But reverently becomst it, thats my comfort.
Extremity was never better graced
Than with that look of thine. Oh, let me look still
For I shall lose it; all my joy and strength
Is een eclipsd together. [Kneels before Evander.] I transgressed
Your law, my lord; let me receive the sting ont.
Be once just, sir, and let the offender die;
Hes innocent in all, and I am guilty.

LEONIDES
Your grace knows when affection only speaks;
Truth is not always there. His love would draw
An undeserved misery on his youth,
And wrong a peace resolved, on both parts sinful.
Tis I am guilty of my own concealment
And, like a worldly coward, injured heaven
With fear to go to it. Now I see my fault
And am prepared with joy to suffer for it.

EVANDER
Go, give him quick dispatch, let him see his death;
And your presumption, sir, shall come to judgment.

Exeunt [Evander, Simonides, Courtiers and Cratilus] with Leonides.

HIPPOLITA
Hes going! Oh, hes gone, sir!

CLEANTHES
Let me rise.

HIPPOLITA
Why do you not then, and follow?

CLEANTHES
I strive for it.
Is there no hand of pity that will ease me
And take this villain from my heart awhile?

HIPPOLITA
Alas, hes gone.

CLEANTHES
A worse supplies his place then,
A weight more ponderous. I cannot follow.

HIPPOLITA
Oh, misery of affliction!

CLEANTHES
They will stay
Till I can come; they must be so good ever,
Though they be neer so cruel.
My last leave must be taken, think a that,
And this last blessing give. I will not lose
That for a thousand consorts.

HIPPOLITA
That hopes wretched.

CLEANTHES
The unutterable stings of fortune!
All griefs are to be borne, save this alone!
This, like a headlong torrent, overturns
The frame of nature;
For he that gives us life first, as a father,
Locks all his natural sufferings in our blood;
The sorrow that he feels, are our heads,
They are incorporate to us.

HIPPOLITA
Noble sir!

CLEANTHES
Let me behold [thee] well.

HIPPOLITA
Sir!

CLEANTHES
Thou shouldst be good,
Or thou art a dangerous substance to be lodged
So near the heart of man.

HIPPOLITA
What means this, dear sir?

CLEANTHES
To thy trust only was this blessed secret
Kindly committed. Tis destroyed: thou seest
What follows to be thought on it.

HIPPOLITA
Miserable!
Why, heres the unhappiness of woman still,
That having forfeited in old times their trust,
Now makes their faiths suspected that are just!

Enter Eugenia.

CLEANTHES
What shall I say to all my sorrows then,
That look for satisfaction?

EUGENIA
Ha, ha, ha, cousin!

CLEANTHES
How ill dost thou become this time!

EUGENIA
Ha, ha, ha,
Why, thats but your opinion: a young wench
Becomes the time at all times.
Now, coz, were even! And you be remembered
You left a strumpet and a whore at home with me,
And such fine field-bed words which could not cost you
Less than a father.

CLEANTHES
Is it come that way?

EUGENIA
Had you an uncle he should go the same way too.

CLEANTHES
Oh, eternity!
What monster is this fiend in labour with?

EUGENIA
An ass-colt with two heads, thats she and you!
I will not lose so glorious a revenge
Not to be understood in it. I betray him,
And now were even, youd best keep you so.

CLEANTHES
Is there not poison yet enough to kill me?

HIPPOLITA
Oh, sir, forgive me, it was I betrayed him.

CLEANTHES
How!

HIPPOLITA
Ay.

CLEANTHES
The fellow of my heart twill speed me then.

HIPPOLITA
Her tears that never wept, and mine own pity
Even cozened me together and stole from me
This secret, which fierce death should not have purchased.

CLEANTHES
Nay, then were at an end; all we are false ones
And ought to suffer: I was false to wisdom
In trusting woman, thou were false to faith
In uttering of the secret, and thou false
To goodness in deceiving such a pity.
We are all tainted some way, but thou worst;
And for thy infectious spots ought to die first.

[Draws his sword.]

EUGENIA
Pray turn your weapon, sir, upon your mistress;
I come not so ill-friended. Rescue, servants!

Enter Simonides and Courtiers.

CLEANTHES
Are you so whorishly provided?

SIMONIDES
Yes, sir,
She has more weapons at command than one.

EUGENIA
Put forward, man; thou art most sure to have me.

SIMONIDES
I shall be surer if I keep behind, though.

EUGENIA
Now, servants, show your loves!

SIMONIDES
Ill show my love too, afar off.

EUGENIA
I love to be so courted! Woo me, there!

SIMONIDES
I love to keep good weapons though neer fought;
Im sharper set within than I am without.

HIPPOLITA
Oh, gentlemen! Cleanthes!

EUGENIA
Fight! Upon him!

HIPPOLITA
Thy thirst of blood proclaims thee now a strumpet.

EUGENIA
Tis dainty, next to procreation fitting;
Id either be destroying men or getting.

Enter Officers.

FIRST OFFICER
Forbear, on your allegiance, gentlemen!
Hes the dukes prisoner, and we seize upon him
To answer this contempt against the law.

CLEANTHES
I obey fate in all things.

HIPPOLITA
Happy rescue!

SIMONIDES
I would youd seized upon him a minute sooner; it had saved me a cut finger. I wonder how I came by it, for I never put my hand forth, Im sure. I think my own sword did cut it, if truth were known; maybe the wire in the handle. I have lived these five-and-twenty years and never knew what colour my blood was before. I never durst eat oysters, nor cut peck-loaves.

EUGENIA
You have shown your spirits, gentlemen, but you have cut your finger.

SIMONIDES
Ay, the wedding finger too. A pox on it!

FIRST COURTIER
Youll prove a bawdy bachelor, Sim, to have a cut upon your finger before you are married.

SIMONIDES
Ill never draw sword again to have such a jest put upon me.

[Exeunt.]


Act V Scene 1. 

The court
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SWORD AND MACE carried before them, enter Simonides and the Courtiers.

SIMONIDES
Be ready with your prisoner; well sit instantly
And rise before leven, or when we please.
Shall we not follow, judges?

FIRST COURTIER
Tis committed
All to our power, censure, and pleasure, now
The duke hath made us chief lords of this session;
And we may speak by fits, or sleep by turns.

SIMONIDES
Leave that to us, but, whatsoeer we do,
The prisoner shall be sure to be condemned.
Sleeping or waking, we are resolved on that
Before we set upon him?

SECOND COURTIER
Make you question
If not? Cleanthes? And [our] enemy!
Nay, a concealer of his father too,
A vile example in these days of youth.

SIMONIDES
If they were given to follow such examples,
But sure I think they are not; howsoeer,
Twas wickedly attempted, thats my judgment,
And it shall pass while I am in power to sit.
Never by prince were such young judges made;
But now the cause requires it, if you mark it.
He must make young or none, for all the old ones,
[Their fathers], he hath sent a-fishing, and my
Fathers one. I humbly thank his highness.

Enter Eugenia.

FIRST COURTIER
[Widow]!

EUGENIA
You almost hit my name no[w], gentlemen;
You come so wondrous near it, I admire you
For your judgment.

SIMONIDES
My wife that must be, she!

EUGENIA
My husband goes upon his last hour now.

FIRST COURTIER
On his last legs, Im sure.

EUGENIA
September the seventeenth,
I will not bate an hour on it; and tomorrow
His latest hours expired.

SECOND COURTIER
Bring him to judgment;
The jurys panelled and the verdict given
[Ere] he appears, we have taen course for that.

SIMONIDES
And officers to attach the gray young man,
The youth of fourscore. Be of comfort, lady;
We shall no longer bosom January,
For that I will take order and provide
For you a lusty April.

EUGENIA
The month that ought, indeed,
To go before May.

FIRST COURTIER
Do as we have said;
Take a strong guard and bring him into court.
Lady Eugenia, see this charge performed
That, having his life forfeited by the law,
He may relieve his soul.

EUGENIA
Willingly!
From shaven chins never came better justice
Than these new-touched by reason.

[Exit Eugenia.]

SIMONIDES
What you do
Do suddenly, we charge you, for we purpose
To make but a short sessions.

Enter Hippolita.

Ah, new business!

FIRST COURTIER
The fair Hippolita! Now, whats your suit?

HIPPOLITA
Alas, I know not how to style you yet;
To call you judges doth not suit your years,
Nor heads and [beards] show more antiquity.
Yet sway yourselves with equity and truth
And Ill proclaim you [reverend] and repeat,
Once in my lifetime I have seen grave heads
Placed upon young mens shoulders.

SECOND COURTIER
Hark, she flouts us,
And thinks to make us monstrous.

HIPPOLITA
Prove not so,
For yet, methinks, you bear the shapes of men,
Though nothing more than [mercy beautifies]
To make you appear angels. But if [you] crimson
Your name and power with blood and cruelty,
Suppress fair virtue and enlarge of old vice,
Both against heaven and nature draw your sword,
Make either will or humour turn the soul
Of your created greatness, and in that
Oppose all goodness, I must tell you there
Youre more than monstrous. In the very act,
You change yourself to devils.

FIRST COURTIER
Shes a witch!
Hark, she begins to conjure!

SIMONIDES
Time, you see,
Is short; much business now on foot. Shall I
Give her her answer?

SECOND COURTIER
None upon the bench
More learnedly can do it.

SIMONIDES
Hem, hem, hem! Then list:
I wonder at thine impudence, young huswife,
That thou darst plead for such a base offender.
Conceal a father past his time to die!
What son and heir would have done this but he?

FIRST COURTIER
I vow not I.

HIPPOLITA
Because we are parricides!
And how can comfort be derived from such
That pity not their fathers?

SECOND COURTIER
You are fresh and fair, practise young womens ends;
When husbands are distressed, provide them friends.

SIMONIDES
Ill set him forward, fee thee. Without fee?
Some wives would pay for such a courtesy!

HIPPOLITA
Times of amazement, [where doth] goodness dwell?
I sought for charity, but knock at hell!

Exit. Enter Eugenia, with Lisander prisoner, [and] a guard.

SIMONIDES
Eugenia, come! Command a second guard
To bring Cleanthes in. Well not sit long,
My stomach strives to dinner.

EUGENIA
Now, servants, may a lady be so bold
To call your power so low?

SIMONIDES
A mistress may;
She can make all things low, then in that language
There can be no offense.

EUGENIA
The times now come
Of manumissions; take him into bonds,
And I am then at freedom.

SECOND COURTIER
This the man!
He hath left of late to feed on snakes,
His beards turned white again.

FIRST COURTIER
Is it possible these gouty legs danced lately,
And shattered in a galliard?

EUGENIA
Jealousy
And fear of death can work strange prodigies.

SECOND COURTIER
The nimble fencer this, that made me tear
And traverse bout the chamber?

SIMONIDES
Ay, and gave me
Those elbow healths, the hangman take him for it!
They had almost fetched my heart out. The Dutch venny
I swallowed pretty well, but the half-pike
Had almost [pepperd] me. But had I took,
Being swollen, I had cast my lungs out.

A [flourish]. Enter the Duke [Evander].

SECOND COURTIER
Peace, the duke!

EVANDER
Nay, [take] your seats. Whos that?

SIMONIDES
May it please your highness, tis old Lisander.

EVANDER
And brought in by his wife! A worthy precedent
Of one that no way would offend the law,
And should not pass away without remark.
[To Lisander] You had been looked for long.

LISANDER
But never fit
To die till now, my lord; my sins and I
Have been but newly parted. Much ado
I had to get them leave me, or be taught
That difficult lesson, how to learn to die.
I never thought there had been such an act,
And tis the only discipline we are born for.
All studies as are, are but as circular lines
And death the centre where they must all meet.
I now can look upon thee, erring woman,
And not be vexed with jealousy; on young men,
And no way envy their delicious health,
Pleasure and strength, all which were once mine own,
And mine must be theirs one day.

EVANDER
You have tamed him.

SIMONIDES
And know how to dispose him. That, my liege,
Hath been before determined. [To Lisander] You confess
Yourself of full age?

LISANDER
Yes, and prepared to inherit — 

[EUGENIA]
Your place above!

SIMONIDES
Of which the hangmans strength
Shall put him in possession.

[LISANDER]
Tis still
To take me willing and in mind to die,
And such are, when the earth grows weary of them,
Most fit for heaven.

SIMONIDES
The court shall make his mittimus
And send him thither presently. In the meantime — 

EVANDER
Guard! Away to death with him!

[Exit Lisander, led off by guard. Enter a guard with Cleanthes, Hippolita weeping after him.]

SIMONIDES
So! See, another person brought to the bar!

FIRST COURTIER
The arch malefactor!

SECOND COURTIER
The grand offender! The most refractory
To all good order! Tis Cleanthes, he — 

SIMONIDES
That would have sons grave fathers ere their fathers
Be sent unto their graves.

EVANDER
There will be expectation
In your severe proceedings against him,
His act being so capital?

SIMONIDES
Fearful and bloody!
Therefore we charge these women leave the court
Lest they should [swoon] to hear it.

EUGENIA
Ay, in expectation
Of a most happy freedom!

Exit.

HIPPOLITA
Ay, with the apprehension
Of a most sad and desolate widowhood!

Exit.

FIRST COURTIER
We bring him to the bar.

SECOND COURTIER
Hold up your hand, sir.

CLEANTHES
More reverence to the place than to the persons!
To the one I offer up a [spreading] palm
Of duty and obedience showed [th]us to heaven,
Imploring justice which was never wanting
Upon that bench whilst their own fathers sat.
But unto you, my hands contracted, thus,
As threatening vengeance against murderers;
For they that kill in thought, shed innocent blood!
With pardon to your highness, too much passion
Made me forget your presence and the place;
I now am called to.

EVANDER
All [our] majesty
And power we have to pardon or condemn,
Is now conferred on them.

SIMONIDES
And these well use
Little to thine advantage.

CLEANTHES
I expect it.
And as to these, I look no mercy from [them]
And much less mean to entreat it. I thus now
Submit me [to] the emblems of your power, I mean
The sword and bench. But, my most reverend judges,
Ere you proceed to sentence, for I know
You have given me lost, will you resolve me one thing?

FIRST COURTIER
So it be briefly questioned.

SECOND COURTIER
Show your honour,
Day spends itself apace.

CLEANTHES
My lords, it shall
Resolve me then. Where are your filial tears,
Your mourning habits, and sad hearts become,
That should attend your fathers funeral?
Though the stric[t] law, which I will not accuse
Because a subject, snatched away their lives,
It doth not bar [you] to lament their deaths;
Or, if you cannot spare one sad suspire,
It doth not bid you laugh them to their graves,
Lay subtle trains to antedate their years,
To be the sooner seized of their estates.
Oh time of age! Wheres that Aeneas now,
Who, letting all his jewels to the flames,
Forgetting country, kindred, treasure, friends,
Fortunes, and all things save the name of son,
Which you so much forget? Go like Aeneas,
Who took his bedrid father on his back,
And with the sacred load, to him no burden,
Hewed out his way through blood, through fire, through
Even all the armed streets of bright-burning Troy,
Only to save a father.

SIMONIDES
We have no leisure now
To hear lessons read from Virgil; we are passed school
And all this time thy judges.

SECOND COURTIER
Tis fit
That we proceed to sentence.

FIRST COURTIER
You are the mouth,
And now tis fit to open.

SIMONIDES
Justice, indeed,
Should ever be close-eared and open-mouthed,
That is, to hear him little and speak much.
Lo, then, Cleanthes, theres none can be
A good son and a bad subject, for if princes,
Becalled the peoples fathers, then the subjects
Are all his sons, and he that flouts the prince
Doth disobey his father. There ye are gone.

FIRST COURTIER
And not to be recovered.

SIMONIDES
And again — 

SECOND COURTIER
If he be gone once, call him not again.

SIMONIDES
I say again, this act of thine expresses
A double obedience. As our princes
Are fathers, so they are our sovereigns too,
And he that doth rebel against sovereignty
Doth commit treason in the height of degree.
And now thou art quite gone.

FIRST COURTIER
Our brother in commission
Hath spoke his mind both learnedly and neatly,
And I can add but little, howsoever
It shall send him packing.
He that begins a fault that wants example,
Ought to be made example for the fault.

CLEANTHES
A fault! No longer can I hold myself
To hear vice upheld and virtue thrown down.
A fault! Judge, then, I desire, where it lieth,
In those that are my judges or in me.
Heaven stand on my side! Pity love and duty!

SIMONIDES
Where are they, sir? Who sees them but yourself?

CLEANTHES
Not you, and I am sure; you never had
The gracious eyes to see them. You think you arraign me,
But I hope to sentence you at the bar.

SECOND COURTIER
That would show brave!

CLEANTHES
This were the judgment seat.
We [k]now the heaviest crimes that ever made up
Unnaturalness in humanity,
You are found foul and guilty by the jury
Made of your fathers curses which have brought
Vengeance impending on you, and I now
Am forced to pronounce judgment of my judges.
The common laws of reason and of nature
Condemn you ipso facto! You are parricides,
And if you marry will beget the [like],
Who, when grown to full maturity,
Will hurry you, their fathers, to your graves.
Like traitors, you take counsel from the living;
Of upright judgment, you would rob the bench;
Experience and discretion snatch away
From the earths face; turn all into disorder,
Imprison virtue, and enfranchise vice;
And put the sword of justice into the hands
Of boys and madmen.

SIMONIDES
Well, well, have you done, sir?

CLEANTHES
I have spoke my thoughts.

SIMONIDES
Then Ill begin
And end.

EVANDER
Tis time I now begin,
Where your commission ends. Cleanthes,
You come from the bar. Because I know
Youre severally disposed, I here invite you
To an object will, no doubt, work in you
Contrary effects. Music!

Music [sounds], and the old men [Lisander, Leonides, Creon] appear.

CLEANTHES
Pray heaven
I dream not! Sure he moves, talks comfortably
As joy can wish a man. If he be changed
Far above from me, he is not ill-treated.
His face doth promise fullness of content
And glory hath a part in it.

LEONIDES
Oh, my son!

EVANDER
You that can claim acquaintance with these lads,
Talk freely.

SIMONIDES
I can see none there thats worth
One hand to you from me.

EVANDER
These are thy judges, and by their grave law
I find thee clear, but these delinquents guilty.
You must change places, for tis so decreed
Such just preeminence hath thy goodness gained;
Thou art the judge now, they the men arraigned.

[Cleanthes, Lisander, Leonides and Creon change places with Simonides and the Courtiers.]

FIRST COURTIER
Heres fine dancing, gentlemen!

SECOND COURTIER
Is thy father amongst them?

[SIMONIDES]
Oh, a pox! I saw him the first thing I looked on. Alive again! Slight, I believe now a father hath as many lives as a mother.

[CLEANTHES]
Tis full as blessed as tis wonderful!
Oh, bring me back to the same law again,
Im fouler than all these! Seize on me,
Officers, and bring me to new sentence.

[EVANDER]
Whats all this?

CLEANTHES
A fault not to be pardoned!
Unnaturalness is but suns shadow to it.

SIMONIDES
I am glad of that; I hope the case may alter and I turn judge again.

EVANDER
Name your offense.

CLEANTHES
That I should be so vile
As once to think you cruel.

EVANDER
Is that all?
Twas pardoned ere confessed. [To the old men] You that have sons,
If they be worthy, here [may] challenge [them].

[CREON]
I should have one amongst them, had he had grace
To have retained that name.

SIMONIDES
I pray you, father.

[CREON]
That name I know hath been long since forgot.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] I find but small comfort in remembering it now.

EVANDER
Cleanthes, take your place with these grave father[s]
And read what in that table is inscribed.

[He hands him a paper, and points to Simonides and the Courtiers.]

Now set these at the bar, and read, Cleanthes,
To the dread and terror of disobedience and unnatural blood.

CLEANTHES
[Reading] It is decreed by the grave and learned council of Epire, that no son and heir shall be held capable of his inheritance at the age of one-and-twenty unless he be at that time as [mature] in obedience, manners, and goodness.

SIMONIDES
Sure I shall never be at full age then, though I live to an hundred years, and thats nearer by twenty than the last statute allowed.

FIRST COURTIER
A terrible act!

[CLEANTHES]
Moreover is enacted that all sons aforesaid, whom either this law, or their own grace, shall reduce into the true method of duty, virtue, and affection, relate their trial and approbation from Cleanthes, the son of Leonides— From me, my lord?

EVANDER
From none but you as fullest. Proceed, sir.

CLEANTHES
Whom for his manifest virtues, we make such judge and censure of youth, and the absolute reference of life and manners.

SIMONIDES
This is a brave world! When a man should be selling land, he must be learning manners. It is not, my masters?

Enter Eugenia.

EUGENIA
Whats here to do? My suitors at the bar?
The old [band] shines again; oh miserable!

She swoons.

EVANDER
Read the law over to her, twill awake her.
Tis one deserves small pity.

CLEANTHES
Lastly, it is ordained that all such wives now whatsoever that shall design the[ir] husbands death to be soon rid of them and entertain suitors in their husbands lifetime—

SIMONIDES
You had best read that a little louder, for if anything, that will bring her to herself again, and find her tongue.

CLEANTHES
Shall not presume, on the penalty of our heavy displeasure, to marry within ten years after.

EUGENIA
That laws too long by nine years and a half;
Ill take my death upon it, so shall most women.

CLEANTHES
And those incontinent women so offending, to be judge[d] and censured by Hippolita, wife to Cleanthes.

EUGENIA
Of all the rest, Ill not be judge[d] by her.

Enter Hippolita.

CLEANTHES
Ah, here she comes. Let me prevent thy joys,
Prevent them but in part and hide the rest,
Thou hast not strength enough to bear them else.

HIPPOLITA
Leonides!

She faints.

CLEANTHES
I feared it all this while.
I knew twas past thy power, Hippolita.
What contrariety is in womens blood?
One faints for spleen and anger, she for grace.

EVANDER
Of sons and wives, we see the worst and best;
M[a]y future ages yield Hippolitas
Many, but few like thee, Eugenia.
Let no Simonides henceforth have a fame,
But all blest sons live in Cleanthes name.

Music.

Ha, what strange kind of melody was that?
Yet give it entrance, whatsoeer it be.
This day is all devout to liberty.

Enter [Gnothos the] Clown and [Siren the] Wench, the rest [Cook, Butler, Bailiff, Tailor] with the old women and [Agatha] the Clowns wife [accompanied by fiddlers]; music, and a bridecake to the wedding.

GNOTHOS
Fiddlers, crowd on, crowd on; let no man lay a block in your way. Crowd on, I say!

EVANDER
Stay the crowd awhile, lets know the reason of this jollity.

CLEANTHES
Sirrah, do you know where you are?

GNOTHOS
Yes, sir, I am here, now here, and now here again, sir.

LISANDER
Your hats too high-crowned: the duke in presence.

GNOTHOS
The duke? As he is my sovereign, I do give him two crowns for it, and thats equal change all the world over. As I am lord of the day, being my marriage day the second, I do advance bonnet. Crowd on afore!

LEONIDES
Good sir, a few words if youll vouchsafe em, or will you be forced?

GNOTHOS
Forced? I would the duke himself would say so!

EVANDER
I think he dares, sir, and does. If you stay not, you shall be forced.

GNOTHOS
I think so, my lord, and good reason too. Shall not I stay when your grace says I shall? I were unworthy to be a bridegroom in any part of your highness dominions then. Will it please you to taste of the wedlock courtesy?

EVANDER
Oh, by no means, sir. You shall not deface so fair an ornament for me.

GNOTHOS
If your grace be pleased to be cakated, say so.

EVANDER
And which might be your fair bride, sir?

GNOTHOS
This is my two-for-one that must be uxor uxoris, the remedy doloris, and the very syceum amoris.

EVANDER
And hast thou any else?

GNOTHOS
I have an older, my lord, for other uses.

CLEANTHES
My lord,
I do observe a strange decorum here.
These that do lead this day of jollity,
Do march with music and most mirthful cheeks;
Those that do follow, sad and woefully,
Nearer the haviour of a funeral
Than a wedding.

EVANDER
Tis true; pray expound that, sir.

GNOTHOS
As the destiny of the day falls out, my lord, one goes out to wedding, another goes to hanging. And your grace, in the due consideration, shalt find em much alike; the one hath the ring upon her finger, the other a halter about her neck. I take thee, Beatrice, says the bridegroom. I take thee, Agatha, says the hangman. And both say together, To have and to hold till death do part us.

EVANDER
This is not yet plain enough to my understanding.

GNOTHOS
If further your grace examine it, you shall find I show myself a dutiful subject and obedient to the law. Myself, with these my good friends and your good subjects, our old wives whose days are ripe and their lives forfeit to the law: only myself, more forward than the rest, am already provided of my second choice.

EVANDER
Oh, take heed, sir; youll run yourself into danger if the law finds you with two wives at once. Theres a shrewd praemunire.

GNOTHOS
I have taken leave of the old, my lord; I have nothing to say to her: shes going to sea. Your grace knows whither better than I do. She has a strong wind with her; it stands full in her poop. When you please, let her disembogue.

COOK
And the rest of her neighbours with her, whom we present to the satisfaction of your highness law.

GNOTHOS
And so we take our leaves and leave them to your highness. Crowd on!

EVANDER
Stay, stay, you are too forward. Will you marry and your wife yet living?

GNOTHOS
Alas, shell be dead before we can get to church, if your grace would set her in the way. I would dispatch her; I have a venture on it which would return me, if your highness would make a little more haste, two for one.

EVANDER
Come, my lords, we must sit again. Heres
A case craves a most serious censure.

COOK
Now they shall be dispatched out of the way.

GNOTHOS
I would they were gone [at] once. The time goes away.

EVANDER
Which is the wife unto the forward bridegroom?

AGATHA
I am, and it please your grace.

EVANDER
Trust me, a lusty woman,
Able-bodied, and well-blooded cheeks.

GNOTHOS
Oh, she paints, my lord. She was a chambermaid once and learned it of her lady.

EVANDER
Sure, I think she cannot be so old.

AGATHA
Truly, I think so too, and please your grace.

GNOTHOS
Two to one with your grace of that: shes threescore by the book.

LEONIDES
Peace, sirrah, youre too loud!

COOK
[Aside to Gnothos] Take heed, Gnothos, if you move the dukes patience; tis an edge tool: but a work and a blow, he cuts off your head.

GNOTHOS
[Aside to Cook] Cut off my head? Away, ignorant! He knows it costs more in the hair; he does not use to cut off many such heads as mine. I will talk to him too. If he cut off my head, Ill give him my ears. I say my wife is at full age for the law. The clerk shall take his oath and the church-book shall be sworn too.

EVANDER
My lords, I leave this censure to you.

LEONIDES
Then, first, this fellow does deserve punishment
For offering up a lusty, able woman
Which may do service to the commonwealth,
Where the law craves one impotent and useless.

CREON
Therefore, to be severely punished
For thus attempting a second marriage
His wife yet living.

LISANDER
Nay, to have it trebled,
That even the day and instant when he should mourn
As a kind husband to her funeral,
He leads a triumph to the scorn of it,
Which unseasonable joy ought to be punished
With all severity.

BUTLER
The fiddlers will be in a foul case too, by and by.

LEONIDES
Nay, further, it seems he has a venture
Of two for one at his second marriage,
Which cannot be but a conspiracy
Against the former.

GNOTHOS
[Aside] A mess of wise old men!

LISANDER
Sirrah, what can you answer to all these?

GNOTHOS
Ye are good old men and talk as age will give you leave. I would speak with the youthful duke himself; he and I may speak of things that shall be thirty of forty years after you are dead and rotten. Alas, you are here today and gone to sea tomorrow.

EVANDER
In truth, sir, then I must be plain with you.
The law that should take away your old wife
From you, the which I do perceive was your
Desire, is void and frustrate, so for the rest.
There has been since another parliament
Has cut it off.

GNOTHOS
I see your grace is disposed to be pleasant.

EVANDER
Yes, you might perceive that;
I had not else thus dallied with your follies.

GNOTHOS
Ill talk further with your grace when I come back from church. In the meantime, you know what to do with the old women.

EVANDER
Stay, sir, unless in the meantime you mean
I cause a gibbet to be set up in your way,
And hang you at your return.

AGATHA
Oh, gracious prince!

EVANDER
Your old wives cannot die today by any
Law of mine. For aught I can say to em
They may, by a new edict, bury you.
And then, perhaps, you pay a new fine too.

GNOTHOS
This is fine, indeed!

AGATHA
Oh, gracious prince, may he live a hundred years more!

COOK
Your venture is not like to come in today, Gnothos.

GNOTHOS
Give me the principal back.

COOK
Nay, by my troth, well venture still, and Im sure we have as ill a venture of it as you, for we have taken old wives of purpose, where that we had thought to have put away at this market, and now we cannot utter a pennyworth.

EVANDER
Well, sirrah, you were best to discharge
Your new charge, and take your old one to you.

GNOTHOS
Oh music! No music, but prove most doleful trumpets!
Oh bride! No bride, but thou mayest prove a strumpet!
Oh venture! No venture, I have for one now none!
Oh wife! Thy life is savd when I hoped it had been gone!
Case up your fruitless strings; no penny, no wedding!
Case up thy maidenhead; no priest, no bedding!
Avaunt my venture; it can neer be restored
Till Ag, my old wife, be thrown overboard!
Then, come again, old Ag, since it must be so;
Let bride and venture with woeful music go!

COOK
What for the bridecake, Gnothos?

GNOTHOS
Let it be mouldy, now tis out of season;
Let it grow out of date, current and reason!
Let it be chipped and chopped, and given to chickens;
No more is got by that than William Dickens
Got by his wooden dishes!
Put up your plums as fiddlers put up pipes;
The wedding dashed, the bridegroom weeps and wipes!
Fiddlers, farewell, and now, without perhaps,
Put up your fiddles as you put up scraps!

LISANDER
This passion has given some satisfaction yet,
My lord, I think youll pardon him now with all
The rest, so they live honestly with the wives
They have.

EVANDER
Oh, most freely! Free pardon to all!

COOK
Ay, we have deserved our pardons if we can live honestly with such reverend wives that have no motion in em but their tongues.

AGATHA
Heaven bless your grace, youre a just prince.

GNOTHOS
All hopes dashed, the clerks duties lost,
Venture gone, my second wife divorced,
And which is worse, the old one come back again!
Such voyages are made now-a-days.
I will weep two salt of [my] nose, besides these two fountains of fresh water. Your grace had been more kind to your young subjects. Heaven bless and mend your laws that they do not gull your poor country men [in this] fashion. But I am not the first by forty that has been undone by the law; tis but a folly to stand upon terms. I take my leave of your grace, as well as mine eyes will give me leave. I would they had been asleep in their beds when they opened em to see this day! Come, Ag, come, Ag.

[Exeunt Gnothos, Agatha, and the fiddlers.]

CREON
Were not you all my servants?

COOK
During your life, as we thought, sir, but our young master turned us away.

CREON
[To Simonides] How headlong, villain, wert thou in thy ruin!

SIMONIDES
I followed the fashion, sir, as other young men did. If you [were] as we thought you had been, we should neer have come for this, I warrant you. We did not feed, after the old fashion, on beef and mutton and such like.

CREON
[To servants] Well, what damage or charge you have run yourselves into by marriage, I cannot help, nor deliver you from your wives: them you must keep. Yourselves shall again retain to me.

ALL
We thank your lordship for your love, and must thank ourselves for our bad bargains.

[Exeunt the servants and the old wives.]

EVANDER
Cleanthes, you delay the power of law
To be inflicted on these misgoverned men
That filial duty have so far transgressed.

CLEANTHES
My lord, I see a satisfaction
Meeting the sentence, even preventing it,
Beating my words back in their utterance.
See, sir, theres salt sorrow bringing forth fresh
And new duties, as the sea propagates.

[Simonides and the Courtiers kneel.]

The elephants have found their joints too. Why,
Heres humility able to bind up
The punishing hands of the severest masters,
Much more the gentle fathers.

SIMONIDES
I had neer thought to have been brought so low as my knees again, but, since theres no remedy — Fathers, reverend fathers, as you ever hope to have good sons and heirs, a handful of pity! We confess we have deserved more than we are willing to receive at your hands, though sons can never deserve too much of their fathers, as shall appear afterwards.

CREON
And what way can you decline your feeding now?
You cannot retire to beefs and muttons, sure.

SIMONIDES
Alas, sir, you see a good pattern for that! Now we have laid by our high and lusty meats and are down to our mary bones already.

CREON
Well, sir, rise to virtues! [They rise.] Well [bind] you now;
You that were too weak yourselves to govern,
By others shall be governed.

LISANDER
Cleanthes,
I meet your justice with reconcilement.
If there be tears of faith in womans breast,
I have received a myriad which confirms me
To find a happy renovation.

CLEANTHES
[To Leonides] Heres virtues throne,
Which Ill embellish with my dearest jewels
Of love and faith, peace and affection!
This is the altar of my sacrifice,
Where daily my devoted knees shall bend.
Age-honoured shrine! Time still so love you
That I so long may have you in mine eye,
Until my memory lose your beginning.
For you, great prince, long may your fame survive,
Your justice and your wisdom never die!
Crown of your crown, the blessing of your land,
Which you reach to her from your regents hand.

LEONIDES
Oh, Cleanthes, had you with us tasted
The entertainment of our retirement,
Feared and exclaimed on in your ignorance,
You might have sooner died upon the wonder
Than any rage or passion for our loss.
A place at hand we were all strangers in;
So sphered about with music, such delights,
Viands, and attendance, and, once a day
So cheered with a royal visitant,
That ofttimes waking, our unsteady fantasies
Would question whether we yet lived or no,
Or had possession of that paradise
Where angels be the guard.

EVANDER
Enough, Leonides,
You go beyond the praise. We have our end,
And all is ended well. We have now seen
The flowers and weeds that grew about our court.

SIMONIDES
[Aside] If these be weeds, Im afraid I shall wear none so good again as long as my father lives.

EVANDER
Only this gentleman we did abuse
With our own bosom; we seemed a tyrant,
And he our instrument. Look, tis Cratilus,
The man that you supposed had now been travelled,
Which we gave leave to learn to speak
And bring us foreign languages to Greece.
Alls joyed, I see. Let music be the crown
And set it high: the good needs fear no law;
It is his safety, and the bad mans awe.

[Exeunt omnes.]
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A New yeares Guift 

presented to my Lady and Mrs 

the then Lady Katherine Stanhop now Countesse of Chesterfeild.

By Phill Messinger.

Madame
Before I owd to you the name
Of Seruant, to your birth, your worth your fame
I was soe, and twas fitt since all stand bound
To honour Vertue in meane persons found,
Much more in you, that as borne great, are good
Wch is more then to come of noble blood
Or be A Hastings; it being too well knowne
An Empresse cannot challenge as her owne
Her Grandsires glories; And too many staine
Wth their bad Actions the noble straine
From whence they come, But as in you to be
A branch to add fresh honor to the tree
By vertue planted, and adorne it new
Is graunted vnto none or Very few.
To speake you further would appeare in me
Presumption or a seruants flattery
But there may be a tyme when I shall dare
To tell the world and boldly what yu are
Nor sleight it Madame, since what some in me
Esteeme a blemish, is a guift as free
As their best fortunes. this tooke from the graue
Penelopies chastitie, and to it gaue
Still liuing Honors; this made Aiax strong
Vlisses wise: such power lies in a Song
Wch Phæbus smiles on wch can find noe Vrne
While the Sea his course, or starrs obserue their turne.
Yet tis not in the power of tinckling Rime
That takes rash iudgments and deceiues the tyme
Wth Mountebanke showes: a worke that shold indure
Must haue a Genius in it, strong, as pure.
But you beginne to smile, as wondring why
I should write thus much to yu now since I
Haue heretofore been silent: may yu please
To know the cause, it is noe new disease
Growne in my iudgment, nor am I of those
That thinke good wishes cannot thriue in prose
Aswell as Verse: but that this Newyeares day
All in their loues and duties, what they may
Present vnto you; though perhaps some burne
Wth expectation of a glad returne
Of what they Venture for. But such I leaue
To their deceiptfull guiftes giuen to deceiue;
What I giue I am rich in, and can spare,
Nor part for hope wth ought deserues my care.
He that hath little and giues nought att all
To them that haue is truly liberall.


TO SIR FRANCIS FOLJAMBE

Composed in 1623, soon after the publication of The Duke of Milan
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To my Honorable ffreinde 

Sr ffrancis ffoliambe knight and Baronet.

Sr. wth my service I præsent this booke
a trifle I confesse, but pray yow looke
vpon the sender, not his guift, wth your
accustomde favor, and then t will indure
your serch the better. somethinge there may bee
youl finde in the pervsall fit for mee
to gieve to one I honor, and may pleade
in your defence, though yow descende to reade
a Pamplet of this nature. may it prove
in your free iudgement, though not worth your love
yet fit to finde a pardon, and Ill say
vpon your warrant that it is a play.
ever at your comandment
Philip Massinger


LONDONS LAMENTABLE ESTATE

Composed between September 1625 and October 1626, following a terrible plague outbreak
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Londons Lamentable Estate,

in any great Visitation

O London; Where are now those powerfull Charmes
which weake Men (though oft warned by their Harmes)
could not resist? Inforcing them to fill
thy Streetes with Clients (Subiects to thy Will)
and lawles Riots? Where is now that Pride,
Pomp, Brauerie, Circumstance, that did deride
all Citties els, as base? Where that Command
that, from each fruitfull Corner of the Land,
calld, (in full Plentie) every Raritie?
(as the whole Isle paid Tribute vnto thee.)
The Isle (said I?) Alas that was noe Scope
or lymit, to suffice thy narrowest Hope:
From all parts of the World, thou hadst Supplie
of what was wanting to thy Luxurie:
France, Spaine, and her Canaries sent thee Wine:
slavd Cyprus, Sucketts: Stately Florence, fine,
and well-wrought Silkes (rippd from the labouring wombe
of the poore Worme, that should haue byn her Tombe):
Barbary, Sugers: Zant, Oile: Tapistrie
tadorne thy prowd Walls, Brabant made for Thee:
Nor were the Indies slowe to feed thy Sence
with Cassia, Mirrhe (farr-fetchd with deere expence):
The Sea, her Pearle: and many a boystrous knock
compelld the sparckling Diomond, from the Rock,
to deck thy Daughters: In a word thadst All
that could in compasse of thy wishes fall:
But theis great Guiftes (abusd) first bredd in Thee
a stupid Sloth, and dull Securitie
the Parent of Destruction. grym War
from whose rough hand long since thou hadst no Scar,
The Kingdomes walls, the Nauy kepd farr-off,
so what brought dread to others, was thy Scoff.
Famine, the second Scourge of God, by Thee
was slighted: as the Chambers Threasurie
out of the Surplusage of her cramd-Store,
could warrant full Supply from any Shore.
Against the third, Sicknes, Thou didst provide
Colledges of Phisitians: Beside
their Aydes, Chirurgions, Empericques, Montebancks,
some Ladjes too, turnd Doctors, curde for thancks:
So that no new Infection could grow,
but mett a Remedie (at least in showe.)
But He, before whose Breath, heauens Fabric flies
(awakd at length, with thy Impieties)
out of the Store-house of his Vengance, tooke
the Plague; and chargd it, with a dreadfull Looke
to make Such know, that servd not him, for Love,
with trembling Feare, there was a Power aboue.
The great Charge given, like Lightning strayt descends
the Saile-Wingd-Monster. Agents to her Ends
were sent before, which might prepare the way
Where She resolud to make her fatall Stay;
Vnseasond-Weather: Heate in Winter: Cold
in Iulie; the rent Clowdes, in Thunder scold,
and yet not purge the Aire: Vnhollsom Showers
drawne-vp in foggy Mists: Tempestuous howers:
The Sun, with fainting Beames, scarce yeilding Light,
While Natures-self, runs back ward at the sight.
The Plague, (thus guarded) at the first sitts downe,
strongly intrenchd before the Careles Towne:
And, as in War, the Generall doth not vse
his vtmost Forces, till the Foe refuse
Sommons of Mercie; but, with light Assaultes,
Scalados, Skirmishes, and deepe-diggd Vaultes
to blowe-vp all Defences, gives a touch
how sure his Hopes are, if provoakd too much:
But theis, scornd, and contempnd he mounts on high
the roring Cannon, to make Batterie,
and force a bloody Entrance; Then, too late
all Composition comes: Soe, swolne with hate,
this hell-bred-Furie, of her Prey secure,
knowing the Cittie was her owne, and sure:
In Lanes, and obscure Alleys makes Assay,
if yet the Deathes of some few Wretches, may
draw-on Repentance: But when She did see
the Liuing, to disclaime her Liuorie,
the dreadfull Markes; giving them other names,
(as Spotts, and Purples) which, to their owne shames,
some Doctors did maintaine: She then lets flie
her Breath at large; Which, like Artillerie
loaden with Murdring Shott, peircd every Streete,
and laid th opposers dead, at her prowd Feete.
Then (all too late) they doe confesse Shees there:
but to avoyd her, none know how, or where:
All Antidotes forgot, the generall strife
was to fly first, and save a wretched life.
The Rich begin the game: and happy they
esteeme themselues, that can make any way
for Shelter, in the Cuntrie: The nyce Dame
that stopd her nose, not long since, at the name
of a plaine Farme-house, now is glad to be
Cottage-Tenant, and learnes housewifrie:
The Merchants leave their Ware-houses, and range;
their Meetings now forgot, on the Exchange.
Trades-men too beleeue that it may be
that Cosonage is a Sin, and Perjurie,
in venting their Commodities, a Crime,
not an authorizd Fashion of the Time:
Some Aldermen, tis thought too, while they Live
(frighted with others sodaine deathes) will give
to Charitable-vses; and not leave
to their vnmindfull heires, power to deceaue
the Poore of that they did intend should be
full Satisfaction for their Vsurie.
Your Lawyers too, that swore there was no hell
but in a long Vacation, could well
put off the Tearme now, and would gladly pay
treble-Fees back, that they at home might stay:
Nor doe (their haruest in) Litigious Clownes
long to see Westminster, to tender Crownes
at every Barr; but quietly desire
to eate their Labours Fruit, by their owne Fire:
Your Lords too, that could rellish no delight
but Dice, and Drinck, and loosenes of the Night
(and therefore loud the Cittie) now begin
to know their Tenants faces, and would wyn
their good opinion, if it might be
without the charge of Hospitalitie.
Nor King, nor Court secure; (though now it prove
a running-One, and every day Remove,)
Contagion followes still: There is no Guard
of Stall-fedd-yeomen; Nor the vigilant Ward
of the great Porters (though their Courage were
like to their Giant Stature) that can beare
this dreadfull Shock: Nor Pensioners so stowt
that for one howre, dare say theyll keep it out:
No Place can promise Safetie: Not to be
hid in deepe Caves, a certaine Sanctuarie,
the Earth being growne Infectious as the Aire,
Yet, if to London, thou but back repaire,
the Suffrings of the Cuntrie are but slight,
compard with what She groanes for, at the height.
Ô widdowed Towne, late Married to Delight,
but now left desolate, in the Bed of Night:
No beame of Comfort gayning an Accesse
to cheere thy Spirits, or make thy Sorrowes lesse:
Solitude dwells about Thee: Thy lowd Bells
(vsd oft in Triumphes) now sound dolefull knells:
Yeilding noe other Musick, to the eare
that is inforcd vnwillingly to heare
greivd Soules departing hence; and yet to dye
(since to that end we were borne) deserves not why
We should lament, or with continued Teares
strive to deferr, what neither Cares nor Feares
could ere prevent: The Load, to which we bowe
is not to dye, but the strange manner how.
Each Man owes one life, which although he paie
the Debts not fully satisfide: for that daie
he layes it downe, his neere Frends over-fond,
in Death, to serve him, seale to the same Bond.
To be beloud is fatall; Let me Haue
the hate of dying Men, whom for the Graue
this bloodies Furie markes-out; since to be
thought only worthie of a Legacie
is a Disease: but he may well dispaire
of long life, thats Executor, or heire
to the deceasd, since evn the Clothes they weare,
and hold most pretious, still about them beare
deadly Contagion: Iewels, Gold, and Plate
touchd only, hasten on the Owners Fate:
The dying Father, that with his last Breath
would blesse his Son, gives (in his Blessing) death;
Which is the reason, that the Son denies
(though present) to cloase vp his Fathers Eies.
Nay, such as should give Phisique to the Soule
departing hence, pale Feare doth so controule,
that those last pious Duties are forborne,
and wretches, groaning for their Sins, forlorne.
The Crying Infant, that would fayne take rest,
for Milke, sucks Poison, from his Mothers brest:
Nay, often in the Viands, that we eate
to nourish life, wee meete with death: so greate
and generall is the Danger. But the Feare
that waytes vpont, workes Wonders every where:
It hath taught some Religion, that neur knew
what the Word meant: the false way and the trew
duely examind, with the Reasons why
wee choose in this Faith, or in that to dye:
Strumpetts feele Stings with in em: old Bawdes scent
hells plagues (this fraile life pasd) and would repent:
Nay, there are Gamsters, after losse, some say
that (Leaving Dampne-Mees) practise how to pray:
Your Atheist too, but looking on heauns Rod
acknowledges (with Horror) thers a God
that populous Citties can depopulate
without the Sword, or Famine. May thy Fate
Humble Thee (London) and but cast an eie
on the small Remnant of thy numerous-Frie,
Whom nor the Walls, nor Suburbs could containe,
but still incroaching on the Neighbouring-plaine
enlargd thy Vastnes, as they strove to drowne
the name of Midlesex; making It one Towne,
And thou must grant those Multitudes are dead
in this late Visitation; or so fledd
that if thou wert devided, there would be
a want, in all thou hast, to people Thee.
Make the true Vse of this: and not applie
to naturall Causes, thy Calamitie;
but piously confesse, the Plague was sent
from the high Tribunall, as a Punishment
for thy so many Sins: but cheifest, due
to that abhominable Lust, which drue
Consuming Fire on Sodom. May this be
Insculpd in Brasse, to all Posteritie:
and zealously beleeud; Not writt in Sand;
So may th Almightie stay his vengefull hand.

FINIS

Ph. M:


THE VIRGINS CHARACTER

Composed between 1625 and 1630
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The Virgins Character:

Such as doe Trophies striue to raise
to others worth for after dayes,
should in themselues some touches haue
of what they would keepe from the graue,
Since they can neuer truely Iudge of light
who are depriued the power, and use of sight;
yet tis allowd men may admire
that heigth they neuer can aspire,
and things deformd at distance loue
those rare parts which in faire ones moue;
The Sunne, the Starres, the Temples soe are seene,
and soe A Beggar may affect a Queene:
Let none thinke then I ouerdare
presuming to write what you are,
or what you doe deserue to bee
in my free thought held flattery,
Since Enuy dare not say you can inherite
one blessing thats Superiour to your meritt;
for those perfections good, as great
which make a spotlesse maide compleate
As high discent, a heauenly minde
in natures master peece confined,
soe meete in you, that it begets some doubt
which of the three with most grace sett you out;
Yet whilst I write, deare muse, forbeare
all words not suiting a Chast Eare,
it being fitt that I should bee
when shees the subiect, in thought free;
that shee who but to goodnes hath noe will,
and lies euen ignorance it selfe in ill;
And yet that noe Contention bee
among the virgins which is shee,
on whom with Iudgement, I conferre
of vertues selfe this Character;
I doe professe I offer at thy shrine
Kneuets first daughter what is only thine;
If beauty then soe perfect made
in limbe, and feature, noe dimme shade
darkning the splendour, may call on
mens loue with admiration,
make women Iudges, and they will consent
in all they wish for, thou art Excellent;
And yet to sett thy praises forth
I neede not borrow others worth,
as Thetis foote, or Venus hand,
or that maiesticall command
which graced olimpique Iuno at the feast
when Ioue borne Hercules was first her ghest:
But these old flourishes layd by,
a stocke left by Antiquitie
to helpe Invention when tis weake
or teach a muse borne Dumbe to speake;
Ile only fancy what a maide should bee
in all things good, and great and thou art shee:
Ile haue her then of noble bloud,
and faire too must be understood;
And yet that forme which tempts the eye
soe mixt with Saint like modesty,
that she at once might make old nestor younge,
yet from loose accents charme a favourites tongue;
Then to this forme a voice soe cleare
as should enchaunt all such as heare
her well weighed words, which stay too long
by her pronouncd to grace a song
sett soe exactly, as Art then did trye
to Ioyne with nature to make harmony;
And that her chast thoughts may bee knowne
in forraigne parts as in her owne
they should french dressings sometimes weare
as she were borne, and bredd up there,
not as their Garbe shee lightly did affect
but spake it as the English Dialect;
With her choice language her faire hand
bee euer skillfull to commaund
each string and stopp, that may consent
in her to grace the Instrument;
soe Lesbian Sappho could loues sharpe wounds ease
and not alone her selfe, but others please:
In entertainement let her bee
from Courtshipp, and Rusticity
equally distant, not to flye,
nor ouer fond of company,
soe wheresoeuer she shall place her Sceane
her actions still obserue the golden meane:
Or if invited to the court
at some Grand masque, or Royall sport,
there if tooke forth her skill to proue
she should with such proportion moue
as all should sweare, thus on fresh Idas greene
the Graces were ledd by the paphian Queene:
These her exteriour parts thus showne,
what she within is would be knowne,
and there to right her would require
A muse thrice purged with phæbus fire,
and yet with his best aydes twere hard to finde
words worthy to expresse her heauenly minde;
yet as I may, though I shall wrong
such softnesse in my rougher songe,
I will goe on, and yet her store
makes my imagination poore,
all her soules faculties being soe diuine,
and purer farre then I can fancy mine:
That heauenly minde is now my Theame,
which nere thought ill once in a dreame,
nor wakd ere cherishd one intent
white Innocence could ere repent;
Vertue, and that in action, being still
the ready obiects of her power, and will;
And as she nere did Iniury
soe apt to doe a Courtesy
as she esteemes that day quite past
in which none of her bounties taste;
one gracious looke from her, or kinde salute
being a guift that needes noe attribute;
But now admire! these parts that take
most virgins, and selfe louers make
could nere teach her to lay aside
humility to putt on pride;
yet still she so preserues her dignity
that such as serue her thinke themselues most free;
And to crowne all, Religion
the Rocke she strongly builds upon,
against all change a sure defence,
and Rampire to her Innocence
keepes her so firme in her race well begunne
that to the end with glory she must runne:
Duty made up of reuerend feare,
and loue to her that did her beare,
with pious care to be knowne his
whose liuing picture sure shee is
soe winns on both, that as they Ioy in her
their Ioy before her owne shee doth preferre:
Thrice blessed maide, but more blest hee
that is markd out by destinye
Tembrace thee with a lawfull flame,
and soe to Change thy virgin name;
well may Kings enuy him, and hee professe
In her hees circled with true happinesse.

P: M:


TO JAMES SHIRLEY

Composed in 1630, immediately before the publication of James Shirleys The Grateful Servant
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To my Iudicious and learned friend 

the Author upon his ingenious poem 

the Gratefull seruant.

Though I well know, that my obscurer name
Listed with theirs, who heere aduance thy fame
Cannot adde to it, giue me leaue to be
Among the rest a modest votarie
At the altar of thy muse. I dare not raise
Giant Hyperboles vnto thy praise,
Or hope it can find credit in this age
Though I should sweare in each triumphant page
Of this thy worke, thers no line but of weight
And poesie it selfe shewne at the height:
Such common places friend will not agree
With thy owne vote and my integrity.
Ile steere a midde way, haue cleare truth my guide
And vrge a praise which cannot be denyde.
Here are no forcd expressions, no rackd phraze
No Babell compositions to amaze
The torturd reader, no beleeud defence
To strengthen the bold atheists insolence,
No obscene sillable, that may compell
A blush from a chast maide, but all so well
Exprest and orderd, as wise men must say
It is a gratefull Poem, a good play:
And such as read ingenuously shall find,
Few haue out stripd thee, many halt behind.

Philip Massenger.


SERO, SED SERIO

Composed in January 1636, following the untimely death of Charles, Lord Herbert, the fifteen-year-old son of the fourth Earl of Pembroke and Montgomery
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Sero, sed Serio.

To the right ho:ble my most singular good Lord and Patron Philip Earle of Pembrooke and Montgomerye,

Lord Chamberlaine of his Ma:ties Houshould &c.

Vppon The deplorable and vntimely death of

his late truely noble Sonne Charles Lord Herbert &c.

Twas ffate, nott want of dutie did mee wronge,
Or with the rest my Hymeneall songe
Had beene presented, when the knott was tide
That made the Bridegroome and ye virgin Bride
A happie paire. I cursd my absence then
That hindred itt, and bitt my Star-crost pen
Too busie in Stage-blanks, and trifeling Rime
When such a Cause calld, and soe apt a time
To pay a generall debt, mine being more
Then they could owe, who since or heretofore
Haue labourd with exalted Lines to raise
Brave Piles, or rather Pyramids of praise
To Pembroake, and his ffamilie, and dare I
Being silent then, aime att an Elegie
Or hope my weake Muse can bring forth one Verse
Deserveing to waite on the Sable Herse
Of your late hopefull Charles? his obsequies
Exact the mourning of all Hearts and Eyes
That knew him; Or lovd vertue: hee that would
Write what hee was to all posteritie, should
Haue ample Creditt in himselfe to borrowe
(Nay make his owne) the saddest accents Sorrowe
Ever exprest, and a more movinge Quill
Then Spencer vsd, when hee gave Astrophill
A liveing Epicedium. For poore Mee
By Truthe I vowe, itt is no fflatterie
I from my Soule wishe (if itt might remove
Greefes Burthen, w:ch too feelinglie you proove)
Though I have beene ambitious of ffame
As Poets are, and would preserve a Name,
That my Toyes burnt, I had liud vnknowne to men
And nere had writt, nor nere to write againe.
Vaine wishe, and to bee scornd! can my foule drosse
With such pure Gold bee valud? or the Losse
Of Thousand Lives like mine meritt to bee
The same age thought on, when his Destinye
Is only mentiond? No, My Lord, his ffate
Is to bee prised att a higher rate;
Nor are the groanes of common men to bee
Blended with those, w:ch the Nobilitie
Vent howerly for him. That great Ladyes mourne
His suddaine death, and Lords vie att his vrne
Dropps of Compassion; that true Sorrowe fed
W:th showers of Teares still bathe ye widdowed Bed
Of his deare Spouse; That our great King & Queene
(To grace your Greefe) disdaind not to be seene
Your Royall Comforters: These well become
The losse of such a Hope, and on his Tombe
Deserve to Hue; But since no more could bee
Presented to sett of his Tragedie,
And with a generall sadnes, why should you
(Pardon my boldnes) pay more then is due,
Bee the debt nere soe great? No Stoicke can
As you were a loveing Father, and a Man
Forbid a moderate sorrowe, but to take
Too much of it, for His or your owne sake
If wee may trust Divines, will rather bee
Censurd repineing then true Pietie.
I still presume too farre, and more then feare
My dutie may offend, pressing too neere
Yo:r private passions. I thus Conclude
If now you shewe your passive ffortitude
In bearing this affliction, and prove,
You take itt as a Triall of Heavens love,
And ffavo:r to you, you ere longe shall see
Yo:r second Care retornd from Italie
To blesse his native England, each rare part
That in his Brother livd and ioyd your heart
Transferd to him, and to the world make knowne
Hee takes possession of whats now his owne.
Yo:r Hono:ra
most humble
and faithfull Servant
Philip Massinger.


TO HIS SON, UPON HIS MINERVA

Composed in c. 1638, commemorating James Smiths poem The Innovation of Penelope and Ulysses: A Mock-Poem
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To his Sonne, upon his Minerva.

Thou art my son, in that my choyse is spoke;
Thine with thy fathers muse strikes equall stroke.
It shewd more art in Virgil to relate,
And make it worth thheareing, his Gnats fate;
Then to conceive what those great mindes must be
That sought and found out fruitfull Italie.
And such as read and do not apprehend
And with applause the purpose and the end
Of this neat Poem, in themselves confesse
A dull stupiditie and barrennesse.
Methinks I do behold in this rare birth
A temple built up to facetious mirth,
Pleasd Phœbus smiling on it; doubt not then,
But that the suffrage of juditious men
Will honour this Thalia; and for those
That praise Sir Bevis, or whats worse in prose,
Let them dwell still in ignorance. To write
In a new strain, and from it raise delight
As thou in this hast done, doth not by chance
But merit, crowne thee with the laurell branch.

Phillip Massenger.


THE COPY OF A LETTER

Date of composition unknown
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The Copie of a Letter

written vpon occasion 

to the Earle of Pembrooke Lo: Chamberlaine.

My Lord
Soe subiect to the worser fame
Are euen the best that clayme a Poets name,
Especially poore they that serue the stage
Though worthily in this Verse-halting Age,
And that dread curse soe heauie yet doth lie
Wch the wrongd Fates falne out wth Mercurie
Pronouncd foreuer to attend vpon
All such as onely dreame of Helicon,
That durst I sweare cheated by selfe opinion
I were Apolloes or the Muses Mynion
Reason would yet assure me, tis decreed
Such as are Poets borne, are borne to need.
If the most worthy then, whose pays but praise
Or a few spriggs from the now withering bayes
Grone vnderneath their wants what hope haue I
(Scarce yet allowed one of the Company)
Of better fortune, That wth their good parts
Euen want the wayes, the bold and thriuing arts
By wch they grow remarkeable and are prizd;
Since sure I could not liue a thing despizd
Durst I professe twere in my power to giue
A patron that should euer make him Hue
Or tell great Lords that the maine Reason why
They hold A Poets prayses flatterie
Is their owne guilt, that since they left to doe
Things worthy praise euen praise is odious too!
Some few there are that by this boldnes thriue
Wch yet I dare not follow; others striue
In some high mynded Ladies grace to stand,
Euer prouided that her liberall hand
Pay for the Vertues they bestow vpon her
And soe long shees the miracle and the honor
Of her whole Sex, and has forsooth more worth
Then was in any Sparta ere brought forth;
But when the Bounty failes a change is neare
And shees not then what once shee did appeare,
For the new Giuer (shee dead) must inherit
What was by purchase gott and not by merit.
Lett them write well that doe this and in grace,
I would not for a pension or A place
Part soe wth myne owne Candor; lett me rather
Liue poorely on those toyes I would not father,
Not knowne beyond A Player or A Man
That does pursue the course that I haue ran,
Ere soe grow famous: yet wth any paine
Or honest industry could I obteyne
A noble Fauorer, I might write and doe
Like others of more name and gett one too
Or els my Genius is false. I know
That Iohnson much of what he has does owe
To you and to your familie, and is neuer
Slow to professe it, nor had Fletcher euer
Such Reputation, and credit wonne
But by his honord Patron, Huntington;
Vnimitable Spencer nere had been
Soe famous for his matchlesse Fairie Queene
Had he not found a Sydney to preferr
His plaine way in his Shepheards Calender,
Nay Virgills selfe (or Martiall does lye)
Could hardly frame a poore Gnatts Elegie
Before Mecænas cherisht him; and then
He streight conceiud Aeneas and the men
That found out Italic These are Presidents
I cite wth reuerence: my lowe intents
Looke not soe high, yet some worke I might frame
That should nor wrong my duty nor your Name,
Were but your Lo:pp pleasd to cast an eye
Of fauour on my trodd downe pouertie.
How euer I confesse myselfe to be
Euer most bound for your best charitie
To others that feed on it, and will pay
My prayers wth theirs that as yu doe yu may
Liue long, beloud and honord: doubtles then
Soe cleere a life will find a worthier Penn.
For me I rest assurd besides the glory
Twold make a Poet but to write your story.

Phill: Messinger.


The Biographies
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Philip Massinger, copper-engraving portrait by Charles Grignion the Elder, c. 1800
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An anonymous biography, published by John Murray, London

VERY FEW MATERIALS exist for a life of Massinger beyond the entries of the Parish Register or the College Books, and a few slender intimations scattered here and there in the dedications to his plays. From these scanty sources the following brief memoir is derived.

Our author was born at Salisbury1 in the year 1584: he was the son of Arthur Massinger, a gentleman in the service of Henry, the second Earl of Pembroke2. We must not suppose, from his being thus attached to the family of a nobleman, that the father of our poet was a person of inferior birth and station. In those days the word servant carried with it no sense of degradation. The great lords and officers of the court numbered inferior nobles among their followers. We read, in Cavendishs Life of Wolsey, that my Lord Percy, the son and heir of the Earl of Northumberland, attended upon and was servitor to the lord-cardinal3: and from the situation which Arthur Massinger held in the household of so high and influential a person as the Earl of Pembroke, we might be justly led to argue rather favourably than unfavourably of his family and his connexions. There were, says Mr. Gifford, many considerations which united to render this state of dependance respectable and even honourable. The secretaries, clerks, and assistants, of various departments, were not then, as now, nominated by the government, but left to the choice of the person who held the employment; and as no particular dwelling was officially set apart for their residence, they were entertained in the house of their principal. That communication, too, between noblemen of power and trust, both of a public and private nature, which is now committed to the post, was in those days managed by confidential servants, who were despatched from one to the other, and even to the sovereign4; and, indeed, the father of our poet himself was, we know, in one instance thus employed as the bearer of communications from his patron to Elizabeth. We read in The Sidney Letters5, Mr. Massinger is newly come up from the Earl of Pembroke with letters to the queen for his lordships leave to be away this St. Georges Day. This was an errand which would not have been intrusted to the execution of any inconsiderable person: unimportant as the occasion may appear to us, it would not have been regarded in that light by Elizabeth; for no monarch ever exacted from the nobility, and particularly from her officers of state, a more rigid and scrupulous compliance with stated order than this princess.

With regard to the early youth of Massinger, we possess no information whatever. Mr. Gifford supposes that it might have been passed at Wilton, a seat belonging to the Earl of Pembroke, in the neighbourhood of Salisbury; but this mode of disposing of his early years rests on a very improbable conjecture. It may occasionally have happened that the child of a favourite dependant was admitted as the companion of the younger branches of the patrons family, and allowed to receive his education among them; but this was certainly not an ordinary case; and, like Cavendish, a large majority of the great mans servants and dependants left wife and children, home and family, rest and quietness, only to serve him6. — Massinger was most likely educated at the grammar-school of Salisbury, where many distinguished characters have received the rudiments of their education, among whom the elegant and accomplished Addison is to be numbered. But wherever the first years of our poets life may have been spent, and whatever may have been the nature of his education, we know that at the age of eighteen (May 14, 1602) he was entered at the university of Oxford, and became a commoner of St. Albans Hall7.

Massinger resided at Oxford about four years, and then abruptly left it, without taking any degree. The cause of this sudden departure is ascribed by Mr. Gifford to the death of his father, from whom his supplies were derived: but Davies relates a very different story, and asserts that the Earl of Pembroke, who had sent him to the university and maintained him there, withdrew the necessary allowance in consequence of his having misapplied the time demanded for severer studies, in the pursuit of a more attractive but less profitable description of literature. Each opinion is equally ungrounded on the basis of any substantial evidence, and rests almost entirely on the imagination of the biographer: what slight authority there is favours the latter supposition, which, perhaps, on the whole, is most consistent with the known circumstances of the case. Anthony Wood, who was born, lived, and died at Oxford; who spent his time in collecting and recording the gossip which circulated in the university respecting the characters and conduct of its more distinguished sons; and whose evidence, however indifferent it may be, is the best that can be obtained upon the subject, confirms the representation of Davies:— Massinger, says Wood, gave his mind more to poetry and romance, for about four years or more, than to logic and philosophy, which he ought to have done, as he was patronised to that end. This passage corroborates the account of Davies so far as to intimate that patronage was afforded to our author, and that cause of dissatisfaction was given to the patron; but it goes no farther: it does not even state to whom the poet was indebted for assistance, nor that the misapplication of his academic hours was at all resented by the friend from whom the assistance was received: but still Wood is very probably correct in his information that other than his paternal funds were depended upon for maintaining Massinger at the university; and if such was the case, there can be no question from whose hands they must have proceeded; while the simple fact of his having been totally neglected, from the time of his fathers death, by the whole of the Pembroke family, till after the demise of the earl, carries with it a strong suspicion that some offence was committed on the side of the poet, and tenaciously remembered on the side of the peer. Henry, the second Earl of Pembroke, died (1601) the year before Massinger was admitted at Oxford; and William, the third earl, to whom the father of Massinger continued attached during life, is universally and justly considered one of the brightest ornaments of the courts of Elizabeth and James. He was a man of generous and liberal disposition; the distinguished patron of arts and learning; and a lover of poetry, which he himself cultivated with some degree of success. It is not probable — it is impossible — that such a man should have allowed the highly talented son of an old and faithful servant of his family to be checked in his course of study, and abandoned to maintain, through the early years of life, a single-handed contest with adversity, for the want of that pecuniary aid which he could have yielded and never missed, unless some strong and decided cause of displeasure had existed. Had Massinger been merely forced to leave the university, as Mr. Gifford supposes, because the funds necessary to maintain him there had failed with the life of his father, we impute an act of illiberality to the Earl of Pembroke which is inconsistent with the whole tenor of his life and character. From whatever source the expenses of our authors education were originally defrayed, their suddenly ceasing argues in favour of the account intimated by Wood and detailed by Davies. If his father had, during his life, supported him at the university, there must have been some reason for the earls not continuing that support when the father of Massinger was no more; and perhaps the most honourable supposition for both parties is that which represents the earl as offended by the bent of our authors studies and pursuits. By adopting this view of the case we are saved from the painful necessity of either assuming, on the one hand, that a nobleman distinguished among the most amiable characters of his age allowed a highly gifted and meritorious young man, a natural dependant of his house, to languish in the want of that countenance and protection on which he had an hereditary claim; or, on the other hand, that Massinger had incurred the displeasure of his natural and hereditary patron by the commission of some more crying offence.

Every, even the slightest, surmise of Mr. Gifford is deserving attention and respect; but I cannot admit the supposition by which he would account for the alienation that subsisted between the Earl of Pembroke and our author. That distinguished critic has inferred, from the religious sentiments contained in The Virgin Martyr, that Massinger was a Roman catholic, and for that cause neglected by the protector of his father. But if the intimations scattered through this play and others should be received as sufficient evidence of the faith of Massinger, we must, on similar evidence — the intimations contained in Measure for Measure, for instance — conclude that the religion of Shakspeare was the same; and then we are cast back upon our old difficulty, and have to explain why William Earl of Pembroke, a celebrated patron of literary men, and of dramatists in particular, scorned to yield his notice to the catholic Massinger, while (to use the expression of Heminge and Condell) he prosequuted the catholic Shakspeare and his works with so much favour8? There are many reasons for believing Shakspeare to have been a member of the church of Rome; and the patronage afforded him by the Earl of Pembroke proves, that that nobleman extended his liberality to men of genius without any regard to distinctions of faith; but, on the other hand, we have no just grounds for assuming that Massinger really did hold the same opinions. The only evidence we have upon this point, that afforded by the general tone of his writings, is of a most vague and superficial description. What, in fact, can be inferred from it? We may from such a source derive very satisfactory information respecting the sentiments which would be favourably received by the audience, but very little respecting those of the author. The truth is, that though the national religion was reformed in its liturgy and articles, the feelings, prejudices, and superstitions of the people were still almost entirely catholic; and Massinger, like any other dramatic author, writing for the amusement of the people, necessarily addressed them in a language they would understand, and with sentiments that accorded with their own. Besides, as a poet, he would never carry his theological distinctions to his literary labours: Voltaire himself is catholic in his tragedies; and Massinger naturally adopted the creed which was most suitable to the purposes of poetry, and afforded the most picturesque ceremonies and romantic situations. I feel inclined, therefore, to dismiss entirely the theory suggested by Mr. Gifford, for these two reasons; first, supposing our author to have been a catholic, we have no reason for condemning the Earl of Pembroke as a bigot and a persecutor, who would close his eyes to the merits of so great an author, because his faith did not tally with his own; and, secondly, we have no sufficient grounds for supposing him to have been a catholic at all. But with regard to all such visionary conjectures, thinking is literally a waste of thought.

Whatever may have been the nature of Massingers studies at Oxford, it is quite certain, from the general character of his works, that his time could not have been wasted there; and his literary acquirements, at the period of his leaving the university, appear to have been multifarious and extensive. He was about two-and-twenty (1606) when he arrived in London, where, as he more than once observes, he was driven by his necessities, and somewhat inclined, perhaps, by the peculiar bent of his talents, to dedicate himself to the service of the stage.

The theatre, when Massinger first took up his abode in the metropolis, must have presented attractions of all others the most calculated to excite the interest, and inspire the imagination, of a young man of sensibility, taste, and education like our poet. No art ever attained a more rapid maturity than the dramatic art in England. The people had, indeed, been long accustomed to a species of exhibition, called Miracles or Mysteries, founded on sacred subjects, and performed by the ministers of religion themselves, on the holy festivals, in or near the churches, and designed to instruct the ignorant in the leading facts of sacred history9. From the occasional introduction of allegorical characters, such as Faith, Death, Hope, or Sin, into these religious dramas, representations of another kind, called Moralities, had by degrees arisen, of which the plots were more artificial, regular, and connected, and which were entirely formed of such personifications: but the first rough draught of a regular tragedy and comedy — Lord Sackvilles Gorboduc, and Stills Gammer Gurtons Needle10 — were not produced till within the latter half of the sixteenth century, and little more than twenty years before the stage acquired its highest splendour in the productions of Shakspeare.

About the end of the sixteenth century, the attention of the public began to be more generally directed to the drama; and it throve most admirably beneath the cheering beams of popular favour. The theatrical performances which in the early part of Elizabeths reign had been exhibited on temporary stages, erected in such halls or apartments as the actors could procure, or, more generally, in the yards of the larger inns, while the spectators surveyed them from the surrounding windows and galleries, began to find more convenient and permanent habitations. About the year 1569, a regular playhouse, under the appropriate name of The Theatre, was erected. It is supposed to have stood somewhere in Blackfriars; and, three years after the commencement of this establishment, the queen, yielding to her own inclination for such amusements, and disregarding the remonstrances of the Puritans, granted licence and authority to the servants of the Earl of Leicester (for the recreation of her loving subjects, as for her own solace and pleasure when she should think good to see them) to exercise their occupation throughout the whole realm of England. From this time the number of theatres increased with the increasing demands of the people. Various noblemen had their respective companies of performers, who were associated as their servants, and acted under their protection; and when Massinger left Oxford, and commenced dramatic author, there were no less than seven principal theatres open in the metropolis.

With respect to the interior arrangements, there were very few points of difference between our modern theatres and those of the days of Massinger. The prices of admission, indeed, were considerably cheaper: to the boxes the entrance was a shilling; to the pit and galleries only sixpence. Sixpence also was the price paid for stools upon the stage; and these seats, as we learn from Deckers Gulls Hornbook, were particularly affected by the wits and critics of the time. The conduct of the audience was less restrained by the sense of public decorum, and smoking tobacco, playing at cards, eating and drinking, were generally prevalent among them. The hours of performance were also earlier: the play commencing at one oclock. During the representation a flag was unfurled at the top of the theatre; and the stage, according to the universal practice of the age, was strewn with rushes; but, in all other respects, the theatres of Elizabeth and Jamess days seem to have borne a perfect resemblance to our own. They had their pit, where the inferior class of spectators, the groundlings, vented their clamorous censure or approbation; they had their boxes — rooms as they were called — to which the right of exclusive admission was engaged by the night, for the more affluent portion of the audience; and there were again the galleries, or scaffoldings above the boxes, for those who were content to purchase less commodious situations at a cheaper rate. On the stage, in the same manner, the appointments appear to have been nearly of the same description as at present. The curtain divided the audience from the actors, which, at the third sounding, not indeed of the bell, but of the trumpet, was drawn for the commencement of the performance. Malone, in his account of the ancient theatre, supposes that there were no moveable scenes; that a permanent elevation of about nine feet was raised at the back of the stage, from which, in many of the old plays, part of the dialogue was spoken; and that there was a private box on each side this platform. Such an arrangement would have destroyed all theatrical illusion; and it seems extraordinary that any spectators should desire to fix themselves in a station where they could have seen nothing but the backs and trains of the performers; but, as Malone himself acknowledges the spot to have been inconvenient, and that it is not very easy to ascertain the precise situation where these boxes really were11, it may very reasonably be presumed, that they were not placed in the position that the historian of the English stage has supposed. As to the permanent floor, or upper stage, of which he speaks, he may or may not be correct in his statement. All that his quotations upon the subject really establish is, that in the old, as in the modern theatre, when the actor was to speak from a window, or balcony, or the walls of a fortress, the requisite ingenuity was not wanting to contrive a representation of the place. But with regard to the use of painted moveable scenery, it is not possible, from the very circumstances of the case, to believe him correct in his theory. Such a contrivance could not have escaped our ancestors. All the materials were ready to their hands. They had not to invent for themselves, but merely to adapt an old invention to that peculiar purpose; and at a time when every better-furnished apartment was adorned with tapestry; when even the rooms of the commonest taverns were hung with painted cloths; while all the materials were constantly before their eyes, we can hardly believe our forefathers to have been so deficient in ingenuity, as to have missed the simple contrivance of converting the common ornaments of their walls into the decorations of their theatres. But, in fact, the use of scenery was almost co-existent with the introduction of dramatic representations in this country. In the Chester Mysteries (1268), the most ancient and complete collection of the kind which we possess, is found the following stage direction: Then Noe shall go into the arke with all his familye, his wife excepte. The arke must be boarded round about; and upon the boardes all the beastes and fowles, hereafter rehearsed, must be painted, that their wordes may agree with their pictures12. In this passage we have a clear reference to a painted scene. It is not likely that, in the lapse of three centuries, while all other arts were in a state of rapid improvement, and the art of dramatic writing, perhaps, more rapidly and successfully improved than any other, the art of theatrical decoration should have alone stood still. It is not improbable that their scenes were few; and that they were varied, as occasion might require, by the introduction of different pieces of stage furniture. Mr. Gifford, who adheres to the opinions of Malone, says, A table with a pen and ink thrust in, signified that the stage was a counting-house; if these were withdrawn and two stools put in their place, it was then a tavern13. And this might be perfectly satisfactory as long as the business of the play was supposed to be passing within doors; but when it was removed to the open air, such meagre devices would no longer be sufficient to guide the imagination of the audience, and some new method must have been adopted to indicate the place of action. After giving the subject very considerable attention, I cannot help thinking that Steevens was right in rejecting Malones theory, and concluding that the spectators were, as at the present day, assisted in following the progress of the story by means of painted moveable scenery. This opinion is confirmed by the ancient stage directions. In the folio Shakspeare, 1623, we read Enter Brutus in his orchard; Enter Timon in the woods; Enter Timon from the cave. In Coriolanus, Marcius follows them to the gates and is shut in. Innumerable instances of the same kind might be cited to prove that the ancient stage was not so defective in the necessary decorations as some antiquaries of great authority would represent. It may be added, says Steevens, that the dialogue of our old dramatists has such perpetual reference to objects supposed visible to the audience, that the want of scenery could not have failed to render many of the descriptions absurd. Banquo examines the outside of Inverness castle with such minuteness, that he distinguishes even the nests which the martens had built under the projecting part of its roof. Romeo, standing in a garden, points to the tops of fruit-trees gilded by the moon. The prologue speaker to the second part of Henry the Fourth expressly shows the spectators This worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, in which Northumberland was lodged. Iachimo takes the most exact inventory of every article in Imogens bed-chamber, from the silk and silver of which her tapestry was wrought, down to the Cupids that support her andirons. Had not the inside of the apartment, with its proper furniture, been represented, how ridiculous must the action of Iachimo have appeared! He must have stood looking out of the room for the particulars supposed to be visible within it. The works of Massinger would afford innumerable instances of a similar kind to vindicate the opinion which Steevens has asserted on the testimony of Shakspeare alone. But on this subject there is one passage which appears to me quite conclusive. Must not all the humour of the mock play in The Midsummer Nights Dream have been entirely lost, unless the audience before whom it was performed were accustomed to all the embellishments requisite to give effect to a dramatic representation, and could consequently estimate the absurdity of those shallow contrivances and mean substitutes for scenery devised by the ignorance of the clowns14?

In only one respect do I perceive any material difference between the mode of representation at the time of Massinger and at present: in his day, the female parts were performed by boys. This custom, which must in many cases have materially injured the illusion of the scene, was in others of considerable advantage: it furnished the stage with a succession of youths, regularly educated for the art, to fill, in every department of the drama, the characters suited to their age. When the lad had become too tall for Juliet, he had acquired the skill, and was most admirably fitted, both in age and appearance, for performing the part which Garrick considered the most difficult on the stage, because it needed an old head upon young shoulders, the ardent and arduous character of Romeo. When the voice had the mannish crack, that rendered the youth unfit to appear as the representative of the gentle Imogen, the stage possessed in him the very person that was wanting to do justice to the princely sentiments of Arviragus or Guiderius15.

Such was the state of the stage when Massinger arrived in the metropolis, and dedicated his talents to its service. He joined a splendid fraternity, for Shakspeare, Jonson, Beaumont, Fletcher, Shirley, were then flourishing at the height of their reputation, and the full vigour of their genius. Massinger came among them no unworthy competitor for such honours and emoluments as the theatre could afford. Of the honours, indeed, he seems to have reaped a very fair and equitable portion; of the emoluments, the harvest was less abundant. In those days, very little pecuniary reward was to be gained by the dramatic poet, unless, as indeed was most frequently the case, he added the profession of the actor to that of the author, and recited the verses which he wrote. The distinguished performers of that time, Alleyn, Burbage, Heminge, Condell, Shakspeare, all appear to have died in independent, if not affluent, circumstances; but the remuneration obtained by the poet was most miserably curtailed. The price given at the theatre for a new play fluctuated between ten and twenty pounds; the copyright, if the piece was printed, might produce from six to ten pounds more; in addition to these sums, the dedication-fee may be reckoned, the usual amount of which was forty shillings. Our author appears to have produced about two or three plays every year. Most of them were successful; but, even with this industry and good fortune, his annual income would rarely have exceeded fifty pounds: and we cannot, therefore, feel surprised at finding him continually speaking of his necessities; or that the only existing document connected with his life should be one that represents him in a state of pecuniary embarrassment.

Among the papers of Dulwich College, the indefatigable Mr. Malone discovered the following letter tripartite, which, coming from persons of such deserved celebrity, cannot fail of interesting the reader.

To our most loving friend, Mr. Phillip Hinchlow, esquire, these.

Mr. Hinchlow,

You understand our unfortunate extremitie, and I doe not thincke you so void of Christianitie but that you would throw so much money into the Thames as wee request now of you, rather than endanger so many innocent lives. You know there is xl. more, at least, to be receaved of you for the play. We desire you to lend us vl. of that, which shall be allowed to you; without which, we cannot be bayled, nor I play any more till this be dispatchd. It will lose you xxl. ere the end of the next weeke, besides the hindrance of the next new play. Pray, sir, consider our cases with humanity, and now give us cause to acknowledge you our true freind in time of neede. Wee have entreated Mr. Davison to deliver this note, as well to witness your love as our promises, and alwayes acknowledgement to be ever

Your most thankfull and loving friends,

Nat. Field16.

The money shall be abated out of the money remayns for the play of Mr. Fletcher and ours.

Rob. Daborne17.

I have ever found you a true loving friend to mee, and in soe small a suite, it beinge honest, I hope you will not fail us.

Philip Massinger.

Indorsed.
Received by mee, Robert Davison, of Mr. Hinchlow, for the use of Mr. Daboerne, Mr. Feeld, Mr. Messenger, the sum of vl.

Rob. Davison18.

The occasion of the distress in which these three distinguished persons were involved it is not possible to fathom. We may imagine a thousand emergencies, either creditable or discreditable to the fame of the writers, with which the letter would perfectly tally; but, on such slight and vague intimations, no ingenuity could determine which was most likely to be correct. But from the document a circumstance is ascertained, which, before its discovery, had been called in question. Sir Aston Cockayne, a friend of Massinger, had asserted in a volume of poems, published in 1658, that our author had written in conjunction with Fletcher; Davies doubted this report, but the above letter establishes the fact beyond the possibility of dispute.

Massinger is known to have produced thirty-seven plays for the stage, a list of which is given at the conclusion of this memoir. Sixteen entire plays and the fragment of another, The Parliament of Love, alone are extant. No less than eleven of his productions, in manuscript, were in possession of Mr. Warburton (Somerset Herald), and destroyed with the rest of that gentlemans invaluable collection by his cook, who, ignorant of their worth, used them as waste paper for the purposes of the kitchen.

The great and various merits of the works of Massinger will be better seen in the following volumes than in any elaborate, critical dissertation. If our author be compared with the other dramatic writers of his age, we cannot long hesitate where to place him. More natural in his characters and more poetical in his diction than Jonson or Cartwright, more elevated and nervous than Fletcher, the only writers who can be supposed to contest his pre-eminence, Massinger ranks immediately under Shakspeare himself. Our poet excels, perhaps, more in the description than in the expression of passion; this may in some measure be ascribed to his attention to the fable: while his scenes are managed with consummate skill, the lighter shades of character and sentiment are lost in the tendency of each part to the catastrophe. The melody, force, and variety of his versification are always remarkable. The prevailing beauties of his productions are dignity and elegance; their predominant fault is want of passion.

Massingers last play — which is unfortunately lost — The Anchoress of Pausilippo, was acted Jan. 26, 1640, about six weeks before his death, which happened on the 17th of March, 1640. He went to bed in good health, says Langbaine, and was found dead in the morning, in his own house on the Bankside. He was buried in the churchyard of St. Saviours, and the comedians paid the last sad duty to his name, by attending him to the grave.

It does not appear, though every stone and every fragment of a stone has been carefully examined, that any monument or inscription of any kind marked the place where his dust was deposited. The memorial of his mortality, says Gifford, is given with a pathetic brevity, which accords but too well with the obscure and humble passages of his life: March 20, 1639-40, buried Philip Massinger, A STRANGER.

Such is all the information that remains to us of this distinguished poet. But though we are ignorant of every circumstance respecting him but that he lived, wrote, and died, we may yet form some idea of his personal character from the recommendatory poems prefixed to his several plays, in which, as Mr. Gifford justly observes, the language of his panegyrists, though warm, expresses an attachment apparently derived not so much from his talents as his virtues: he is their beloved, much-esteemed, dear, worthy, deserving, honoured, long-known, and long-loved friend. All the writers of his life represent him as a man of singular modesty, gentleness, candour, and affability; nor does it appear that he ever made or found an enemy.

ENDNOTES.

1 The register of his birth is not to be found, but all writers of his life agree in naming this city as the place of his nativity; and their account is corroborated by the college entry, which styles him Salisburiensis.
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15 The first woman who appeared in a regular drama, on a public stage, played Desdemona, about the year 1660. Her name is unknown.

16 Nat. Field. This celebrated actor played female parts. He was the author of two comedies: A Womans a Weathercock, 1612, and Amends for Ladies, 1618. He also assisted Massinger in The Fatal Dowry.

17 Robert Daborne was the author of two plays: The Christian turned Turk, 1612, and The poor Mans Comfort, 1655. He was a gentleman of liberal education, master of arts, and in holy orders. It is supposed that he had preferment in Ireland. A sermon by him, preached at Waterford, in 1618, is extant.

18 Additions to Malones Hist. Account of Eng. Stage, p. 488.
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IN CONFESSING THAT the war made me write a book I do not stand alone. Sensible as I am of its defects, I trust it will help to spread the knowledge of Massingers works, and will invite others to deal on similar lines with the other dramatists of the great age. The design widened as it went on, and was then contracted. In the end I thought it wiser to confine myself to digesting the knowledge which I had of Massingers text.

The Clarendon Press undertook to publish this book, but as, owing to war-work, they could fix no date, I asked them to release me. There would be no occasion to mention this fact were it not that it was owing to the original arrangement that I received much valuable help and advice from Mr. Percy Simpson. Many other scholars and friends have kindly aided me in various matters, among whom I should like to mention: Mr. J. C. Bailey, Mr. P. James Bayfield (photographer to Dulwich College), Dr. A. C. Bradley, Mr. Robert Bridges, Mr. A. H. Bullen, Mr. A. K. Cook, Professor W. Macneile Dixon, Mr. H. H. E. Gaster, the Dean of Gloucester, Mr. E. Gosse, Sir W. H. Hadow, Archdeacon Hobhouse, Sir Sidney Lee, Mr. C. Leudesdorf, Dr. Falconer Madan, Mr. A. W. Pollard, Dr. P. G. Smyly, the Master of University College, Durham, Sir A. Ward, and Sir George F. Warner. Last, but not least, I thank my wife for her skilful and ready help with the proofs.
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Philip Massinger
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IT IS INTERESTING to revise the literary judgments of youth; it is pleasant to find them confirmed by a more mature judgment. This train of thought has led me to read Massinger once more; and as I read, the desire arose to treat his works, to the best of my ability, with the attention to detail which modern scholarship requires. A great amount of valuable work has been done in the last fifty years on the writers of the Elizabethan and Jacobean ages; but no one, perhaps with the exception of Boyle, has applied to Massinger the care which Shakspere, Marlowe, and Ben Jonson, to name no others, have secured. There is no reason why any of our great dramatists should be treated with less respect than those of Greece and Rome, of France and Germany.

The first thing to be done was to facilitate references by numbering the lines of Massingers plays;1 the next was to investigate once more the facts of his life, and to correlate them with the period in which he lived; the third was to read typical plays of the period, so as to arrive at a just estimate of our author.

His life will not detain us long. We know far less of him than we do of Shakspere. None of his sayings have been preserved to us; hardly any incidents of his career. His father was house-steward to two of the Earls of Pembroke, first to Henry Herbert, then to William Herbert,2 Shaksperes friend. The elder Massinger was a Fellow of Merton College, Oxford, and for several years a Member of Parliament. Philip Massinger, the dramatist, was born at Salisbury in 1584. In 1602 he went up to St. Albans Hall, Oxford, where his father had been an undergraduate. We are told by A. à Wood that he went at Lord Pembrokes expense, but that he did not work hard at the University, and took no degree.3 In or after the year 1606 he seems to have gone to London, and to have speedily engaged in the work of writing plays.4 The wide reading which his plays presuppose probably began at Oxford.

It was the custom in those days, as in the time of Plautus at Rome,5 for playwrights to revise old plays; and still more was it usual for them to collaborate.6 We find Massinger at work in this way with Field,7 Daborne,8 Dekker, Tourneur, and above all, with Fletcher. With the latter he worked from 1613 to 1623. In that year, for some unknown reason, he seceded from the service of the leading company of actors of the day, who went by the name of the Kings men, and wrote unaided three plays for the Queens men, The Parliament of Love, The Bondman, and The Renegado. After Fletchers death, in 1625, Massinger rejoined the Kings men, and wrote for them until his death in 1640.

It has been surmised from the vivid colouring of The Virgin Martyr9 and the plot of The Renegado,10 where a Jesuit plays a leading part and is portrayed in a pleasing light, that Massinger turned Roman Catholic. The evidence for this theory is quite inadequate. Indeed, we might as well argue from Gazets language that the author followed the Anglican via media.11 Plots derived from French, Spanish, and Italian sources would naturally contain Roman Catholic machinery. We might as well infer that Shakspere was a Roman Catholic because Silvia goes to Friar Patricks cell,12 or because Friar Laurence is prominent in Romeo and Juliet.13



We know that Massinger lived a life of comparative poverty; on one occasion we find him, with two other dramatic authors, asking for a loan of £5.14

The person who thus obliged the three writers was Philip Henslowe, a dyer, theatrical lessee, and speculator, who acted as a kind of broker between actors and authors, buying from the one and selling to the other; we still possess his diary, containing information as to the prices which he gave for plays.15 The prologue of The Guardian shows us that for two years before 1633 Massinger had been under a cloud, and had abstained from writing. Two of his plays had failed in 1631 — The Emperor of the East16 and Believe as You List17 — so he appears to have put forth his full strength in The Guardian.
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The dedications of Massingers plays which have been preserved show that he was often dependent for support on the leaders of what he once or twice calls the nobility.18

The connexion of the poet with the family of which his father was the loyal and trusted servant has been exaggerated by some;19 in the dedication of The Bondman, written in 1623, to Philip, Earl of Montgomery,20 the poet distinctly states that though the Earl had helped the play at its first performance by his liberal suffrages yet he was personally unknown to him.21 Amongst others to whom we find dedications is George Harding, Baron Berkeley, to whom Webster inscribed The Duchess of Malfi. It is pleasant to read in the dedication of The Picture to my honoured and selected friends of the Noble Society of the Inner Temple that Massinger received frequent bounties from them.

The plays give us no clear evidence that Massinger ever travelled abroad,22 though such a passage as The Great Duke of Florence, II., 2, 5-21, rather suggests a visit to Italy. Nor have we any ground for supposing that he was, like Shakspere, an actor, unless indeed an obscure reference in the Dublin poem to the Earl of Pembroke be so interpreted.23 In London he lived on the Bankside, Southwark. The story of his death is told us by our gossiping old friend Anthony à Wood, in his Athenae Oxonienses.24 Massinger went to bed one night well, and was found dead the next morning. He was buried at St. Saviours on March 18th, 1639/40.25 The funeral was accompanied by comedians, a phrase which seems to show that his professional friends did him honour at the last; he is described in the monthly accounts of St. Saviours as a stranger — that is to say, a non-parishioner. His intimate friend Sir Aston Cokaine tells us that he shared the grave of his friend John Fletcher;26 and in 1896 a window in the south aisle of the nave of Southwark Cathedral was unveiled in his honour by Sir Walter Besant.27

What was the atmosphere in which Massinger lived? The days of James I. and Charles I. were less heroic than those of Elizabeth. In foreign politics England intervened once or twice in an ineffective way, and a good deal of sympathy was shown, much of it in a practical fashion, for the cause of the Protestant King of Bohemia. Gardiner28 has pointed out that Charles I. gave permission to the Marquis of Hamilton to carry over volunteers in aid of Gustavus Adolphus just as James I. had allowed Vere to carry over volunteers to the Palatinate. Hamilton sailed in July, 1631, and The Maid of Honour was printed in 1632. The whole plot of this play recalls the relations of England to the Protestant cause on the Continent. Thus, William. Lord Craven, to whom Fords Broken Heart is dedicated, and who was knighted at the age of seventeen, after his valiant adventures in the Netherlands under Henry, Prince of Orange, went to the assistance of Gustavus Adolphus in 1631, when only twenty-two years old.

Wars in the Low Countries are vaguely referred to in various passages, as, e.g., in The Fatal Dowry:29

Novall Jun. Oh, fie upon him, how he wears his clothes!

As if he had come this Xmas. from S. Omers

To see his friends, and returnd after Twelfth-tide.

The date of the play is uncertain, but it must have been written some considerable time before being printed in 1632.30 In The New Way to pay Old Debts Lord Lovell has purchasd a fair name in the wars.31 In The Fatal Dowry, The Picture, and The Unnatural Combat, we have the familiar type of the brave soldier who is disregarded in time of peace, and has come down to poverty and old clothes.



In the wider world of Europe the Turk and the Algerine pirate are still grim realities enough to form an effective scenic background.32 Indeed, it was not so very long since the Battle of Lepanto. We find constant references to galley-slaves,33 to the slave market,34 and to apostates to Islam.35 In the opening scene of The Picture the soldier husband parts from his wife on the frontier of Bohemia not distant from the Turkish camp above five leagues. One of the objections urged against the new custom of fighting duels is that thereby lives are lost which might have done service against the Turk.36 The age of chivalry has its faint reflection in schemes to redeem Christian slaves chaind in the Turkish servitude by force of arms, and in the prowess of the Knights of Malta.37 The wealth and power of Turkey are taken for granted. When Malefort senior vows vengeance on Montreville, he cries out:

The Turkish Empire offerd for his ransom

Should not redeem his life.38

At home we find the vices of a prolonged peace lending opportunity for some easy satire. On the whole, we may say that we do not learn very much about our country from the poet which we could not find in the other playwrights of the day. Let us rapidly put together some of his references. There were two Englands at this time, drifting inevitably apart, only to clash in fratricidal war under Charles I. The drama was becoming less and less national, more and more an affair of aristocratic patronage. Massinger does not often refer to the Puritans;39 there is nothing so amusing in his plays as the passage in Fletchers Fair Maid of the Inn, where the Pedant solicits the advice of Forobosco the quack about erecting four new sects of religion at Amsterdam.40 The fashionable love of astrology is satirized in The City Madam. The England of Massingers plays is an England which loves expense,41 amusements, Greek wines,42 masques,43 new clothes,44 and foreign fashions.45 London is a great port, with trade to the Indies and aspirations after the North passage. The jealousy of the City and the Court, the ostentations of the one and the refinement of the other, point the moral of The City Madam.46 The high-spirited prentices of the City of London take the law into their own hands in days when there are no police,47 and their vices are satirized after the manner of Ben Jonson in the same play. Horse-play, such as tossing in a blanket, is considered a great joke.48 The balladmonger so often referred to in Shakspere is much in evidence,49 though indeed it was an age in which everyone wrote poetry.50 In rural England we find the possibility of an unscrupulous local tyrant, such as is depicted to us in Massingers masterpiece, Sir Giles Overreach, aided by his jackal, Mr. Justice Greedy.51 That our poet had a keen eye for social evils, for the man who sells food at famine prices, the encloser of commons, the usurer, the worker of iron, the cheating tradesman, is clear from a passage in The Guardian.52 The beautiful description in the same play of the amusements of country life, the hunting and the hawking, with which Durazzo seeks to console his love-sick ward Caldoro,53 probably takes one back to Massingers own boyhood in Wiltshire. As we should expect, there is a good deal of riding in the country scenes.54 The characters of Sir John Frugal, the successful merchant, and Mr. Plenty, the country gentleman,55 show us that the John Bull type of Englishman existed in those days.

The temptation to give a back-hand blow to ones own country in the course of a plot laid abroad is obvious and irresistible; where Shakspere had set the example others were sure to follow,56 and Massinger does not spare the female sex of England. To judge by the passage in The Renegado,57 the women of his day loved expense and luxury, and were very independent in their attitude to their husbands.58 The humiliation of Lady Frugal and her two daughters after their extravagant ambitions is the point of The City Madam. The contrast between a uxorious husband and an imperious wife is one of Massingers favourite effects.59 Donusas speech in her own defence in The Renegado might have been written by a suffragette of our own day.60

We do not get much direct evidence as to the characteristics of the playwrights audiences; Dr. Bradley has some good remarks on this subject.61 Nor is it credible that an appreciation of the best things was denied to the mob, which doubtless loved what we should despise; but appears also to have admired what we admire, and to have tolerated more poetry than most of us can stomach; the mass of the audience must have liked excitement, the open exhibition of violent and bloody deeds, and the intermixture of seriousness and mirth. Dr. Bradley points out elsewhere62 that the Elizabethan actor probably spoke more rapidly than our modern actors. This would make soliloquies less tedious.

To turn to the politics of the age; the rift between the dynasty and the nation grew wider as the century advanced. Though Massinger died before the days of the Long Parliament, we can imagine that he would have been one of those who eventually fought under protest for the King. We find evidence in his plays for supposing that he belonged to the Conservative Opposition, like his patron Philip, the fourth Earl of Pembroke and Montgomery. He was a lover of liberty, and there are one or two indications that his plays offended the strict ideas of Charles I.s censorship.

Sir Henry Herbert, the Master of the Revels, refused on January 11th, 1630/31, to license one of his plays63 because it did contain dangerous matter, as the deposing of Sebastian King of Portugal by Philip II., and there being a peace sworn twixt the Kings of England and Spain.64 The same worthy records that King Charles I. himself read another of his plays,65 while staying at Newmarket, and wrote against one passage, This is too insolent, and to be changed. The passage, which is put into the mouth of a King of Spain, runs as follows:

Monies! well raise supplies what way we please

And force you to subscribe to blanks, in which

Well mulct you, as we think fit. The Caesars

In Rome were wise, acknowledging no laws

But what their swords did ratify; the wives

And daughters of the senators bowing to

Their will as deities.66

These lines clearly reflect on the autocratic methods which prevailed in England from 1629 to 1640.

There is much in Timoleons speeches in the senate67 which seems to contain covert references to the England of the day, and notably in lines 203-213, where the unprepared state of the army and navy is referred to.

It has been thought with much probability that the Duke of Buckingham is satirized in the slight sketch of Gisco in The Bondman,68 and in the more fully drawn character of Fulgentio in The Maid of Honour:69

Adorni. Pray you, sir, what is he?

Astutio. A gentleman, yet no lord. He hath some drops

Of the kings blood running in his reins, derived

Some ten degrees off. His revenue lies

In a narrow compass, the kings ear; and yields him

Every hour a fruitful harvest. Men may talk

Of three crops in a year in the Fortunate Islands,

Or profit made by wool; but, while there are suitors,

His sheepshearing, nay, shaving to the quick

Is in every quarter of the moon, and constant.

In the time of trussing a point, he can undo

Or make a man; his play or recreation

Is to raise this up, or pull down that, and though

He never yet took orders, makes more bishops

In Sicily than the Pope himself.

The grumbling of the professional soldier against the royal favourite inspires a passage in The Duke of Milan.70 A similar freedom of speech is found in The Maid of Honour; for instance, in the following passages:

Gasparo. When you know what tis,

You will think otherwise; no less will do it

Than fifty thousand crowns.

Camiola. A pretty sum,

The price weighed with the purchase; fifty thousand!

To the king tis nothing. He that can spare more

To his minion for a masque, cannot but ransom

Such a brother at a million.71



Camiola. With your leave, I must not kneel, sir,

While I reply to this, but thus rise up

In my defence, and tell you, as a man

(Since, when you are unjust, the deity,

Which you may challenge as a king, parts from you,)

Twas never read in holy writ, or moral,

That subjects on their loyalty, were obliged

To love their sovereigns vices; your grace, sir,

To such an undeserver is no virtue.72

There are also passages in The Emperor of the East which seem to attack the Government of the day and its agents.73 I will quote the chief of these as a specimen of honest indignation:

Pulcheria. How I abuse

This precious time! Projector, I treat first

Of you and your disciples; you roar out,

All is the kings, his will above his laws;

And that fit tributes are too gentle yokes

For his poor subjects; whispering in his ear,

If he would have their fear, no man should dare

To bring a salad from his country garden,

Without the paying gabel; kill a hen,

Without excise; and that if he desire

To have his children or his servants wear

Their heads upon their shoulders, you affirm

In policy tis fit the owner should

Pay for them by the poll74; or, if the prince wants

A present sum he may command a city

Impossibilities, and for non-performance

Compel it to submit to any fine

His officers shall impose. Is this the way

To make our emperor happy? Can the groans

Of his subjects yield him music? Must his thoughts

Be washd with widows and wrongd orphans tears,

Or his power grow contemptible?75



The Englishmans love of liberty inspires a vigorous speech delivered by the British slave in The Virgin Martyr.76

Further, the impatience which Englishmen felt from time to time at the poor part played by their country in the Thirty Years War is reflected in The Maid of Honour. Bertoldo there gets leave from the King of Sicily to go to help the beleaguered Duke of Urbin. He is, however, disavowed by the crafty, peace-loving king. In the debate Bertoldo describes Sicily in language which might easily be applied to England, and then proceeds in an eloquent passage to refer to Englands glorious naval tradition in the past:

Bertoldo. If examples

May move you more than arguments, look on England,

The empress of the European isles,

And unto whom alone ours yields precedence:

When did she flourish so, as when she was

The mistress of the ocean, her navies

Putting a girdle round about the world?

When the Iberian quaked, her worthies named;

And the fair flower-de-luce grew pale, set by

The red rose and the white! Let not our armour

Hung up, or our unriggd Armada make us

Ridiculous to the late poor snakes, our neighbours,

Warmd in our bosoms, and to whom again

We may be terrible.77

Here, at any rate, Massinger differs from Shakspere, who makes no reference to the exploits of our sailors; indeed, it would seem that, like Trafalgar, the defeat of the Armada had no significance for its own generation.78 But we must not forget that Massinger was the bosom friend of Fletcher, in whose plays sailors occur again and again.79

The fact that Massinger was a Cavalier Radical, a free lance and grumbler of the Opposition, may in part explain his struggles and his poverty. His natural patrons may have looked askance at his independent attitude, so alien to the passive obedience preached by Fletcher. But, whatever were his politics, it is clear that he was no Puritan. Brought up in close contact with a noble house, educated at Oxford, and well versed in the classics,80 as many allusions in his works testify, he shows alike in his merits and his faults the Cavalier mind. To this extent he may be judged felix opportunitate mortis, for of all sections of the nation those whose hearts were with the King, and their reason with the Opposition, had the hardest part to play after 1640.

In the department of literature the talent of the country had concentrated itself more and more on play-writing. Among Massingers contemporaries we note Jonson, Chapman, Fletcher, Beaumont, Webster, Middleton, Dekker, Heywood, Rowley, Tourneur, Shirley — all keen and able dramatists. Massinger, in his grasp of stagecraft, his flexible metre, his desire in the sphere of ethics to exploit both vice and virtue, is typical of an age which had much culture, but which, without being exactly corrupt, lacked moral fibre.

His plays may be divided into three classes: first, those which have come down to us under his name; secondly, those which he wrote with Fletcher or other authors; and, thirdly, those which have disappeared. It is not easy to draw the border-line between the first and second classes. In the last forty years the students of English literature have devoted much attention to verse and other tests, and there are those who profess themselves competent to decide which parts of a composite play were written by the various collaborators. It is clear that the use of these tests requires caution. An author may sometimes experiment in the style of somebody else; it has been held that Shakspere wrote Henry VIII in the manner of Fletcher, his younger rival; and Delius was of opinion that The Two Noble Kinsmen is due to two imitators, one of Shakspere and one of Fletcher. Boyle speaks confidently as follows:81 Mr. Fleay used almost exclusively versification to distinguish author from author. Nor is this by any means so bold an undertaking as it seems. I have used other tests apart from the versification, and have almost uniformly found the impressions derived from the latter correct. Our confidence in Boyle is shaken when he attributes82 the first two acts of A New Way to pay Old Debts to Fletcher on the evidence of the double endings. He points out that the allusion to the taking of Breda on July 1st, 1625,83 is just possible, as Fletcher was buried on August 29th, 1625. This is clearly a case where we must take other than metrical considerations into account. Has the comedy the sparkle, the bustle, and the improbability of Fletcher?

Again, it is not too much to say that it is a waste of time to apply verse tests to Tourneur; a great part of the Atheists Tragedy is not poetry at all, but prose measured off in lengths.

The Virgin Martyr states on its title-page that Dekker was part author. Similarly, The Fatal Dowry was partly due to Field. Part of A Very Woman84 is held by many critics to be written by Fletcher; certainly the style of the play is in places more tender and more racy than we should expect from Massinger. The Old Law is said to have been written by Massinger, Middleton, and Rowley. It was a popular play, and often revived; its first appearance was in 1599,85 when our poet was but fifteen years old. His share in it must therefore consist of additions or modifications at a later date. Certainly there is little in the play which reminds one of him; original as is its plot, and tender its pathos, both its tragedy and comedy are in a simpler manner than his.86

On the other hand, Boyle arrives at some startling results when he investigates the works of Fletcher.87 He attributes to Massinger parts of Thierry and Theodoret, The Queen of Corinth, The Knight of Malta, The Custom of the Country, The Little French Lawyer, The Fair Maid of the Inn, and of several other plays.88

It may appear strange that in order to estimate Massinger we should have to read Fletcher as well; but to this the scientific study of English brings us.89 Boyle declares that we ought in future to have no more editions of Beaumont and Fletcher, but the plays of Beaumont, Fletcher, and Massinger arranged in nine groups.90 The verdict of experts cannot be disregarded in this matter; there is a real danger that Massingers merits will be underrated if we do not attempt to estimate the share which he took in writing the plays attributed to Fletcher. His friend Sir Aston Cokaine might have done us a great service here, but, unfortunately, he missed his opportunity. In a poem91 relating to Shirleys edition of Beaumont and Fletchers works published in 1647,92 he points out that the title is inaccurate for two reasons: first, because many of the plays were written after Beaumonts death; secondly, because Massinger wrote parts of some of them; it is a great pity that he did not tell us which these plays were.

But worse still remains behind; if we are to believe Boyle, it is practically certain that Massinger and Fletcher wrote Henry VIII93 and The Two Noble Kinsmen.94 It must be pointed out that there are still good critics who attribute a large part of Henry VIII to Shakspere, and a small part of The Two Noble Kinsmen. It would take us too far from our subject to enter in detail on these two difficult problems.

Then, in the third place, there are the plays that are lost. In the eighteenth century there was a certain John Warburton, F.R.S. and F.S.A., Somerset herald, who collected no fewer than fifty-five genuine unpublished dramas of the golden period, which he handed over to the care of his cook until he could find someone to publish them. The cook appropriated these plays leaf by leaf for coverings for her pastry, and a certain number of Massingers — possibly as many as ten — perished among them. Here are the names of some of them: The Forced Lady, a tragedy; The Noble Choice, a comedy; The Wandering Lovers, a comedy; Philenzo and Hippolita, a tragi-comedy.95

It may be a consolation when we grieve over this disaster96 to reflect that many of the fifty-five plays may not have been worth reading; eight of them were early works of Massingers, and may have been immature or even unsuccessful. There is a presumption in favour of this supposition, for his more famous plays appeared separately in quarto, and most of them can still be procured from dealers in that form; we must suppose that Mr. Warburton had only what are called actors — i.e., manuscript — copies. If a play never attained the distinction of being printed there may have been some defect which militated against its success.

Colonel Cunningham in his edition gives us the names of thirty-seven plays in all from Massingers pen; if the many be added to this total in which he joined with other writers, we have a considerable literary output for a life of fifty-five years.

Massinger, like Shakspere, fell into disfavour after the Restoration, when Beaumont and Fletcher carried everything before them. We learn from Malones Preface97 that The Bondman was acted in 1661 and The Virgin Martyr on January 10th, 1662; The Renegado on June 6th in the same year. Pepys saw The Virgin Martyr, and liked it,98 more, however, for the music than the words. Dryden and Jeremy Collier never mention Massinger. Selections from The Guardian appeared in prose form, with insertions from A Very Woman, in 1680, under the title Love Lost in the Dark, or the Drunken Couple. Adorio and the other names are the same, but the Guardians part disappears, and his remarks are put in Adorios mouth. A servant, Calandrino, is brought in, whose name is borrowed from The Great Duke of Florence, and Muggulla, a nurse, is added to be Calandrinos bride. The contents are worthy of the title. Monck Mason deplores the fact that Johnsons dictionary does not once quote Massinger or Beaumont and Fletcher. They are more correct, he says, and grammatical than Shakspere, and appear to have had a more competent knowledge of other languages, which gave them a more accurate idea of their own. There was a great reaction in the eighteenth century in favour of Massinger. Brander Matthews points out that The New Way is the only Elizabethan or Jacobean play, except Shaksperes, which held the stage until the first quarter of the nineteenth century,99 and gives a good history of its illustrious career on the English and American stages.

The critics have differed much about Massinger. Gifford100 and Hallam were enthusiastic in their support; Charles Lamb and Hazlitt101 were against him, perhaps because they disliked his able Tory editor. The eighteenth-century writers regarded him as the champion of female virtue; and in our own time Sir A. Ward has defended his manly and sane morality in unhesitating language.102 On the other hand, Boyle deems his heroines to be corrupt and his heroes the victims of one devouring passion, often in a state of incipient madness, alternately raging and melancholy.103

Like Euripides, Ovid, and Juvenal, Massinger is a writer whose faults are patent; all the more important, therefore, is it to make his merits quite clear. We cannot convince the world if we adopt the famous line of Goethes heroine:

I cannot reason, I can only feel.104

I do not indeed claim to discover much that is new about Massinger, nor to reverse the judgment of time. He is, and he remains, in the second rank of English writers. But it would be a misfortune if undue obscurity were to befall an author who was at once so manly and so skilful. I take up the cudgels for him, partly because the balance of critical judgment has of late gone too far against him; and yet in a sense he has only come into his own in the last thirty years, by reason of the unanimity with which so much good strong work in Fletchers plays is now deemed to be due to him. He has received much praise and much blame; I should like by careful analysis of the problem to arrive at a juster judgment. But in the main, I must confess, I plead for Massinger because I love him.

What, then, are the chief merits of our author? They are three: his stagecraft, his style, and his metre. And, first, his command of stagecraft has been universally conceded.105 This is an important point; it is as much as to say that the plays are readable and would act well;106 when you begin one of them you wish to know what is going to happen. The first act has usually a great breadth and swing; it is admirably proportioned and dignified. The chief characters are introduced, and the train is well laid, without stiffness or delay. Good examples of this fact are to be found in The Bondman and The Emperor of the East. In The Renegado the first scene at once reveals the object of the plot, the rescue of Paulina. In The Bondman Marullo enters at line 38, and our attention is called to him by Leosthenes. As the play progresses you feel that it is what the French call bien charpenté — well constructed. If, as is often the case, there is a mystery or a secret, it is sufficiently well kept to excite the curiosity. The author does not depend very much on soliloquies or disguises; he does not, as a rule, complicate matters by underplots and cross-interests. The stage is not overcrowded; you do not feel the need of constantly referring to the list of dramatis personae. A curious instance of this economy is The Maid of Honour, where there is no Queen of Sicily. Minor characters when they reappear are recognized and provided for, as, for example, Calypso in The Guardian (IV., 3). The conscientious author forgets no detail in order to round off his plot; thus in the same play the blow struck at the beginning is apologized for in V., 3, 250. Nor is there a reckless change of scene. Moreover, a lifelike effect is given by the fact that speeches generally end in the middle of a line. As so often in Euripides, the people say the sort of things that under the circumstances you would expect them to say in real life.107 A comparison of Massinger with Ben Jonson will make this ease of construction clear at once. Köppel has noted the skill with which the narratives of Suetonius and Dion Cassius are combined in The Roman Actor. It may sound obvious to add that the titles of the plays correspond to the chief subject-matter, were it not that in so many of the Elizabethan plays this is not the case. Take as examples Middletons Changeling and Mayor of Queenborough.

Yet it would be too much to say that all Massingers plays are equally successful in this respect. The plot of The Guardian, for example, is unusually intricate. Like Shakspere, he occasionally crowds too much into the fifth act — for instance, in The Unnatural Combat. The device of the apple which produces so much jealousy and trouble in The Emperor of the East is rather trivial for a tragi-comedy.108 The promise of Cleora to wear a scarf over her eyes until her jealous lover returns from the war is exasperating.109 Again, Camiola in The Maid of Honour (III., 3, 200) forgets that Bertoldo is bound to a single life, as she had herself pointed out to him (I., 2, 148). Nor does Bertoldo (IV., 3, 100) in his acceptance of her offer say anything about the necessary dispensation. On the other hand, Massinger avoids those scenes on board ship of which Fletcher is so fond, and which on the Jacobean stage must have been ineffective to the spectators, and indeed, are so on any stage.110

Similarly, it is clear that torture on the stage can hardly be made effective.111



One of Massingers favourite devices is to combine subordinates. He has learnt from Hamlet the lesson of Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. He has studied the method of such scenes as Henry V., I., 2, 97-135; II., 2; III., 5; III., 7. If something has to be done, two or three people express their eagerness to do it. If someone has to be persuaded, two or three of the characters press home the various arguments. This all works for lucidity and ease, and presents a lifelike combination on the stage.112 Instances of the device abound; let us take one from The Picture.113 The great soldier Ferdinand, on his return from the wars, is received courteously by the old Counsellor Eubulus, but the fashionable young men, Ubaldo and Ricardo, think they can do the thing better; the passage runs thus:

Ricardo. This was pretty;

But second me now; I cannot stoop too low

To do your excellence that due observance

Your fortune claims.

Eubulus. He neer thinks on his virtues!

Ricardo. For, being as you are, the soul of soldiers,

And bulwark of Bellona —— 

Ubaldo. The protection

Both of the court and king —— 

Ricardo. And the sole minion

Of mighty Mars —— 

Ubaldo. One that with justice may

Increase the number of the worthies —— 

Eubulus. Heyday!

Ricardo. It being impossible in my arms to circle

Such giant worth —— 

Ubaldo. At distance we presume

To kiss your honourd gauntlet.

Eubulus. What reply now

Can he make to this foppery?

Ferdinand. You have said,

Gallants, so much and hitherto done so little,

That till I learn to speak and you to do,

I must take time to thank you.

Eubulus. As I live,

Answerd as I could wish, how the fops gape now!

Ricardo. This was harsh and scurvy.

Ubaldo. We will be revenged,

When he comes to court the ladies, and laugh at him.

Another of Massingers effective devices is to sustain the interest of the spectators by concealing characters and facts; thus, in The Duke of Milan we do not fathom for some time the villainy of Francisco; in The City Madam we ponder from the beginning over the obscure character of Luke. The best instances of this expedient are to be found in The Unnatural Combat and The Bondman. The air of gloom which overhangs the former tragedy is as great in its way as anything which our author has attained; and though the play is what we may call Elizabethan rather than for all time, yet it is in some sense the best specimen of his serious work. The desire of Malefort is that of the father in Shelleys Cenci; and perhaps the only way to prevent the theme from being intolerable was to veil it as long as possible, and to raise the spectators sympathy at first for a man who had fought well for the State, and who to all appearance was badly treated by his pirate son.114 In The Bondman, Marullo and Timandra, the brother and sister, are concealed till the very end, when they reveal themselves to be Pisander and Statilia — thereby bringing to an unexpected conclusion a plot which seemed to offer no solution.115

In The City Madam the method is varied a little: here we have one of Massingers greatest creations, the fawning hypocrite, Luke. Indications of his future development are skilfully given from time to time, so that when this alarming person at length shows himself in his true colours we shiver without being surprised. The same idea shows itself in The Renegado,116 in the skill with which Donusa leads up to her proposal that Vitelli should turn Mahometan; and in The Virgin Martyr,117 where Artemia prepares the way for the offer of her hand to Antoninus.



Massinger is never so happy as when he has an opportunity in his well-proportioned scenes for displays of rhetoric, such as we find in Euripides, where character argues against character.118 These scenes are often thrown into the form of a trial at law or a debate in the Senate.119

The plays end well and effectively; our author excels in the tragi-comedy, a type much affected by Fletcher. Like all his contemporaries, he felt that the intermixture of a lighter element in a play which ended happily was justifiable.120 The haste which Shakspere sometimes shows in his fifth act is, as a rule, not apparent in Massinger. For example, in The Virgin Martyr, the death of the heroine occurs at the end of the fourth act. To all appearance there is bound to be an anticlimax in the fifth act. But there is not; on the contrary, the appearance of the heavenly messenger, bearing the fruits of Paradise to the cruel persecutor Theophilus, elevates the mind into a state of surprise and admiration. It has often been pointed out that the appearance of a deity to cut the knot at the end of a play of Euripides, which sometimes irritates the thinker in his study, and provokes him to write essays on the bad art and theology of the poet, is dazzlingly beautiful on the stage, and raises associations of sublimity and awe; it may in the same way be imagined how effective must have been the procession at the end of The Virgin Martyr. The stage directions run as follows: Enter Dorothea in a white robe, crownes upon her head, led in by Angels, Antoninus, Caliste, and Christeta following, all in white, but lesse glorious, the Angell with a Crowne for him (i.e., Theophilus). At the sight of the glorious vision the persecutor dies, converted to the Christian faith, and the evil spirit, which has prompted his cruel acts, sinks to his own place with thunder and lightning, while Diocletian and his court look on in amazement. Similarly, in The Roman Actor there is no anticlimax; though Paris dies in the fourth act,121 we feel that the tragedy is incomplete until it is rounded off by the punishment of the Emperor Domitian, which we breathlessly await.

Secondly, Massinger has a beautiful style. This point again is conceded by all the critics. The elegance of his dedications shows that had he wished he could have written excellent prose.122 One who depreciates him allows that his style is pure and free from violent metaphors and harsh constructions.123 It has the grace and balance which one would expect from a well-bred and educated man, owing little to ornament or epithets or images. It serves its purpose, which is to tell a story rapidly, and to unfold character rather than to display the authors command of language or subtlety of thought and expression. Seldom trivial, it is never prosaic, and yet it is constantly on the border-line of prose. Massinger thought in blank verse because he was a dramatist rather than because he was a poet. Hence his enemies might say that his lines are prose in lengths; yet that would be an unjust accusation. The poetical colour is here, the ideal dignity, the atmosphere, although they obtrude themselves less on the reader than in most poets. Like Ovid, Massinger is one whose amazing facility carries us along like a flood — a writer who should be read in large quantities at a time,

Whose easy Pegasus will amble oer

Some three-score miles of fancy in an hour.124

It needs little argument to show that a poet of this order can easily secure the effect of verisimilitude to life, and will owe much of his success to that fact. Style naturally appeals differently to different people; there are those who are captivated by the glamour of Shelley and Swinburne, or the pomp of Jeremy Taylor; there are also those who enjoy the severity of Paradise Regained, and the simplicity of Newmans Sermons. In an age like the present, when many of our poets, like our musicians, whatever else they are, either will not or cannot be simple, it is refreshing to turn to an author who is always lucid, and who is content to tell a story to the best of his ability.

There are times when the style of Massinger rises into solemn eloquence, especially when he indulges in the moralizing vein. Unlike some of his literary contemporaries, Massinger wishes to show Virtue triumphant and Vice beaten. Vice is never glorified in his pages, or condoned. Honest indignation is perhaps the emotion which he handles best. The uncontrollable anger which meanness and unworthiness provoke expresses itself in lofty language. Forcible and plain-spoken rebukes are found, which show that Massinger could be curt when he pleased. The plays are full of high-spirited passages, affording admirable opportunities for a master of elocution.

Let me give a specimen of just anger in the speech of Marullo. Marullo is the leader of the revolt of the slaves at Syracuse, and he is addressing their former lords and masters:

Briefly thus then,

Since I must speak for all, — your tyranny

Drew us from our obedience. Happy those times

When lords were styled fathers of families,

And not imperious masters! when they numberd

Their servants almost equal with their sons,

Or one degree beneath them! when their labours

Were cherishd and rewarded, and a period

Set to their sufferings; when they did not press

Their duties or their wills, beyond the power

And strength of their performance! all things orderd

With such decorum, as wise lawmakers

From each well-governd private house derivd

The perfect model of a Commonwealth.

Humanity then lodged in the hearts of men,

And thankful masters carefully provided

For creatures wanting reason. The noble horse

That, in his fiery youth, from his wide nostrils

Neighd courage to his rider, and brake through

Groves of opposed pikes, bearing his lord

Safe to triumphant victory, old or wounded,

Was set at liberty and freed from service.

The Athenian mules that from the quarry drew

Marble, hewd for the temples of the gods,

The great work ended, were dismissd and fed

At the public cost; nay, faithful dogs have found

Their sepulchres; but man to man more cruel,

Appoints no end to the sufferings of his slave;



Since pride steppd in and riot, and oerturned

This goodly frame of concord, teaching masters

To glory in the abuse of such as are

Brought under their command; who grown unuseful,

Are less esteemd than beasts. This you have practisd,

Practisd on us with rigour; this hath forced us

To shake our heavy yokes off; and, if redress

Of these just grievances be not granted us,

Well right ourselves, and by strong hand defend

What we are now possessd of.125

In a lower key of manly dignity is the speech of Charalois before the Judges in The Fatal Dowry. It begins thus:

Thus low my duty

Answers your lordships counsel. I will use,

In the few words with which I am to trouble

Your lordships ears the temper that you wish me;

Not that I fear to speak my thoughts as loud,

And with a liberty beyond Romont;

But that I know, for me that am made up

Of all thats wretched, so to haste my end,

Would seem to most rather a willingness

To quit the burden of a hopeless life

Than scorn of death or duty to the dead.126

As an example of a high-spirited passage, a speech may be given from The Bondman. Cleora, the heroine, comes forward in a meeting of the Senate to urge patriotic effort on her fellow-countrymen. Timoleon, the general, is in the chair, and she addresses him first:

Cleora. If a virgin,

Whose speech was ever yet ushered with fear;

One knowing modesty and humble silence

To be the choicest ornaments of our sex

In the presence of so many reverend men,

Struck dumb with terror and astonishment,

Presume to clothe her thought in vocal sounds,



Let her find pardon. First to you, great sir,

A bashful maids thanks, and her zealous prayers,

Wingd with pure innocence, bearing them to heaven,

For all prosperity that the gods can give

To one whose piety must exact their care,

Thus low I offer.

Timoleon. Tis a happy omen.

Rise, blest one, and speak boldly. On my virtue

I am thy warrant, from so clear a spring

Sweet rivers ever flow.

Cleora. Then thus to you,

My noble father, and these lords, to whom

I next owe duty; no respect forgotten

To you my brother, and these bold young men

(Such I would have them) that are, or should be,

The citys sword and target of defence,

To all of you I speak; and if a blush

Steal on my cheeks, it is shown to reprove

Your paleness, willingly I would not say,

Your cowardice or fear; think you all treasure

Hid in the bowels of the earth, or shipwreckd

In Neptunes watry kingdom, can hold weight,

When liberty and honour fill one scale,

Triumphant Justice sitting on the beam?

Or dare you but imagine that your gold is

Too dear a salary for such as hazard

Their blood and lives in your defence? For me,

An ignorant girl, bear witness! heaven, so far

I prize a soldier, that to give him pay,

With such devotion as our flamens offer

Their sacrifices at the holy altar,

I do lay down these jewels, will make sale

Of my superfluous wardrobe, to supply

The meanest of their wants.127

This passage is printed in a broadside (headed Countrymen) relating to the expected invasion of England by Bonaparte, to be found at the British Museum. A short statement of the plot of The Bondman is followed by a quotation of Act I., 3, 213-368, with one or two slight omissions. Possibly Gifford inspired its publication.

Perhaps the most eloquent passage in Massinger is the speech of Paris, the Roman actor, before the Senate, in defence of his profession:

Aretinus. Are you on the stage,

You talk so boldly?

Paris. The whole world being one,

This place is not exempted; and I am

So confident in the justice of our cause,

That I would wish Cæsar, in whose great name

All kings are comprehended, sate as judge

To hear our plea, and then determine of us.

If to express a man sold to his lusts,

Wasting the treasure of his time and fortunes

In wanton dalliance, and to what sad end

A wretch thats so given over does arrive at;

Deterring careless youth by his example,

From such licentious courses; laying open

The snares of bawds, and the consuming arts

Of prodigal strumpets, can deserve reproof;

Why are not all your golden principles

Writ down by grave philosophers to instruct us,

To choose fair virtue for our guide, not pleasure,

Condemnd unto the fire?

Sura. Theres spirit in this.

Paris. Or if desire of honour was the base

On which the building of the Roman empire

Was raised up to this height; if, to inflame

The noble youth with an ambitious heat

Tendure the frosts of danger, nay, of death,

To be thought worthy the triumphal wreath,

By glorious undertakings, may deserve

Reward, or favour from the commonwealth;

Actors may put in for as large a share

As all the sects of the philosophers;

They with cold precepts (perhaps seldom read)



Deliver, what an honourable thing

The active virtue is; but does that fire

The blood, or swell the veins with emulation,

To be both good and great, equal to that

Which is presented in our theatres?

Let a good actor, in a lofty scene,

Show great Alcides honourd in the sweat

Of his twelve labours; or a bold Camillus

Forbidding Rome to be redeemd with gold

From the insulting Gauls; or Scipio,

After his victories, imposing tribute

On conquerd Carthage; if done to the life,

As if they saw their dangers, and their glories,

And did partake with them in their rewards,

All that have any spark of Roman in them,

The slothful arts laid by, contend to be

Like those they see presented.

Rusticus. He has put

The consuls to their whisper.

Paris. But, tis urged

That we corrupt youth and traduce superiors.

When do we bring a vice upon the stage,

That does go off unpunishd? Do we teach,

By the success of wicked undertakings,

Others to tread in their forbidden steps?

We shew no arts of Lydian panderism,

Corinthian poisons, Persian flatteries,

But mulcted so in the conclusion, that

Even those spectators that were so inclined,

Go home changed men. And for traducing such

That are above us, publishing to the world

Their secret crimes, we are as innocent

As such as are born dumb. When we present

An heir, that does conspire against the life

Of his dear parent, numbering every hour

He lives, as tedious to him; if there be,

Among the auditors, one whose conscience tells him

He is of the same mould, we cannot help it.

Or, bringing on the stage a loose adulteress,

That does maintain the riotous expense



Of him that feeds her greedy lust, yet suffers

The lawful pledges of a former bed

To starve the while for hunger; if a matron

However great in fortune, birth, or titles,

Guilty of such a foul, unnatural sin,

Cry out tis writ for me, we cannot help it.

Or when a covetous mans expressd, whose wealth

Arithmetic cannot number, and whose lordships

A falcon in one day cannot fly over;

Yet he so sordid in his mind, so griping,

As not to afford himself the necessaries

To maintain life; if a patrician

(Though honourd with a consulship) find himself

Touchd to the quick in this, we cannot help it.

Or, when we shew a judge that is corrupt,

And will give up his sentence, as he favours

The person, not the cause; saving the guilty,

If of his faction, and as oft condemning

The innocent, out of particular spleen;

If any in this reverend assembly,

Nay, even yourself, my lord, that are the image

Of absent Cæsar, feel something in your bosom

That puts you in remembrance of things past,

Or things intended, tis not in us to help it.

I have said, my lord; and now as you find cause,

Or censure us, or free us with applause.128

I will quote three more passages: one to show how lifelike in description Massinger can be; the second, to show how he can ennoble the expression of love; the third, to show how tender he is at his best.

The first is from The Maid of Honour. A soldier comes in with news for the besieged general, who is standing on the walls of Siena, looking for aid from his friends:

Enter a Soldier.

Ferdinand. What news with thee?

Soldier. From the turret of the fort,



By the rising clouds of dust, through which, like lightning

The splendour of bright arms sometimes brake through,

I did descry some forces making towards us;

And from the camp, as emulous of their glory,

The general, for I know him by his horse,

And bravely seconded, encounterd them.

Their greetings were too rough for friends; their swords,

And not their tongues, exchanging courtesies.

By this the main battalias are joind;

And if you please to be spectators of

The horrid issue, I will bring you where,

As in a theatre, you may see their fates

In purple gore presented.129

The second is from The Duke of Milan, where Marcelia expresses her love for her lord, Sforza, the Duke of Milan.

Marcelia. My worthiest lord!

The only object I behold with pleasure,

My pride, my glory, in a word, my all!

Bear witness, heaven, that I esteem myself

In nothing worthy of the meanest praise

You can bestow, unless it be in this,

That in my heart, I love and honour you.

And, but that it would smell of arrogance

To speak my strong desire and zeal to serve you,

I then could say, these eyes yet never saw

The rising sun, but that my vows and prayers

Were sent to heaven for the prosperity

And safety of my lord, nor have I ever

Had other study, but how to appear

Worthy your favour; and that my embraces

Might yield a fruitful harvest of content

For all your noble travail, in the purchase

Of her thats still your servant; by these lips,



Which pardon me that I presume to kiss —— 

Sforza. O swear, for ever swear!

Marcelia. I neer will seek

Delight but in your pleasure; and desire,

When you are sated130 with all earthly glories,

And age and honours make you fit for heaven,

That one grave may receive us.

The third is from A Very Woman; the disguised John Antonio is telling his story at Almiras request:

Not far from where my father lives, a lady,

A neighbour by, blest with as great a beauty

As nature durst bestow without undoing,

Dwelt, and most happily, as I thought then,

And blessd the house a thousand times she dwelt in.

This beauty, in the blossom of my youth,

When my first fire felt no adulterate incense,

Nor I no way to flatter, but my fondness;

In all the bravery my friends could show me,

In all the faith my innocence could give me,

In the best language my true tongue could tell me,

And all the broken sighs my sick heart lend me,

I sued and servd; long did I love this lady,

Long was my travail, long my trade to win her;

With all the duty of my soul I servd her.131

At times the poet rises to what is not far removed from inspiration; and such lines as the following from The Parliament of Love make good the claim of English to be the imperial language of the world. King Charles seeks to justify the honours which he, the most Christian king, gives to the statue of Cupid; he then continues thus:

Charles. Tis rather to instruct deceived mankind,

How much pure love that has his birth in heaven,

And scorns to be received a guest, but in

A noble heart prepared to entertain him,



Is by the gross misprision of weak men,

Abused and injured. That celestial fire,

Which hieroglyphically is described

In this his bow, his quiver, and his torch,

First warmd their bloods, and after gave a name

To the old heroic spirits; such as Orpheus,

That drew men, differing little then from beasts,

To civil government; or famed Alcides

The tyrant-queller, that refused the plain

And easy path leading to vicious pleasures,

And ending in a precipice deep as hell,

To scale the rugged cliffs on whose firm top

Virtue and Honour, crownd with wreaths of stars,

Did sit triumphant.132

But there is another characteristic of Massingers style and that perhaps more obvious still; it is full of courtliness and grace. A perusal of The City Madam, where the subject is the absurdity of the ladies of the Mansion House who ape the manners of the West End, suggests the question whether Massinger was ever attached to the Court. We do not know. He must, at any rate, have moved amongst refined and educated people. Napoléon said that Corneilles plays ought to be performed to an audience of ambassadors and ministers of state;133 in the same way, in reading Massinger, we feel that we are moving freely in the palaces of the great. There is comparatively little here of dialect134 or low life; we are at once taken up into high life with all its virtues and its faults. The kings and courtiers behave and express themselves as we should expect them to do; the politeness and the compliments which we hear on every side have the merit of being entirely natural. And if there is little to remind us of Dickens, there is still less to recall Thackeray. There is no air of snobbishness; such is the dexterity of our author that we do not feel like Jeames Yellowplush, that we are awkward menials watching the doings of the titled and the great. Not only do the characters move with an inborn grace which is free from self-analysis and self-contempt, but they take the audience up into their company; and as the gallants of that era used sometimes to sit upon the stage, close among the actors,135 so in reading Massinger we feel that we are unconsciously present at the scenes he portrays.

This is as much as to say that the stage of those days responded to a real and living need in the minds of the audience; there was nothing exotic or artificial about it, as there seems to have been about our plays ever since the Puritans turned things upside down. It will be said that this enchanted atmosphere belongs to all the greater playwrights of the age alike. And this is true; it is one of the secrets of their abiding charm. Brander Matthews, in dealing with the unreality of Massingers atmosphere, says that some of Shaksperes most delightful plays, The Merchant of Venice for one, and Much Ado for another, are charming to us now only because we are quite willing to make believe with the poet (op. cit., p. 311). And so, when Leslie Stephen asks if we are invigorated by the perusal of Massingers plays,136 I reply to that apostle of common sense that I am not only charmed and delighted, but invigorated. And why? Because I am admitted to a world of heroism and romance.

But may we not put the matter more broadly still? When we read the Cavalier lyrics of Suckling, Herrick, and Lovelace, when we think of Falkland, when we stand before the portraits of Vandyck, do we not feel that modern England was in danger until lately of losing something? There is an aroma there of chivalry which had almost faded from our ken. And yet there is an element in our shy and dumb English nature to which this atmosphere is congenial, however overgrown with money-making our minds had seemed to be. Nor, as the student of history knows well, had the Puritans in the Civil War the monopoly of religion and duty. Indeed, the Civil War was a true tragedy, because both sides had right, both fought and bled for what they believed to be the truth. To-day, in spite of our many domestic discords, no party spirit discounts the gallant deeds of which we have read daily, and of which of necessity only a fraction has been publicly rewarded. Perhaps the flame of romance will breathe once more in our midst, now the War is over, purified by suffering, and quickened by the memory of those serene yet manly spirits whom we have lost on the battlefield, whose departure in the dayspring of life seems, as it were, to have extinguished so many stars in the vault of heaven. They put aside the calls of culture and pleasure, and the natural ambition to do something in the world before they were abolished by death. They have willingly given for their country all that they had; they have given themselves. If we remember their devotion with gratitude it may purify us from the commonplace, the vulgar, and the selfish. They, at any rate, can address the power of evil, which for the moment seemed to triumph, in the words of Dorothea:

What is this life to me? Not worth, a thought:

Or, if it be esteemd, tis that I lose it

To win a better; even thy malice serves

To me but as a ladder to mount up

To such a height of happiness, where I shall

Look down with scorn on thee and on the world;

Where, circled with true pleasures, placed above

The reach of death or time, twill be my glory

To think at what an easy price I bought it.

Theres a perpetual spring, perpetual youth;

No joint-benumbing cold, or scorching heat,

Famine, nor age, have any being there.

Forget for shame your Tempe; bury in

Oblivion your feignd Hesperian orchards;

The golden fruit, kept by the watchful dragon,

Which did require a Hercules to get it,

Compared with what grows in all plenty there,

Deserves not to be named. The Power I serve

Laughs at your happy Araby, or the



Elysian shades; for He hath made His bowers

Better in deed than you can fancy yours.137

As an instance of Massingers courtliness I will quote a short passage from The Great Duke of Florence: Contarino has come from the court of the Duke to fetch his nephew Giovanni, who has been brought up by a tutor, Charomonte by name, in the country. As the prince comes in, Charomonte addresses Contarino:

Charomonte. Make your approaches boldly; you will find

A courteous entertainment. (Contarino kneels.)

Giovanni. Pray you, forbear

My hand, good signior; tis a ceremony

Not due to me. Tis fit we should embrace

With mutual arms.

Contarino. It is a favour, sir,

I grieve to be denied.

Giovanni. You shall oercome;

But tis your pleasure, not my pride, that grants it.

Nay, pray you, guardian and good sir, put on;

How ill it shews to have that reverend head

Uncoverd to a boy!

Charomonte. Your excellence

Must give me liberty, to observe the distance

And duty that I owe you.138

Take another instance, from The Duke of Milan:

Sforza. Excuse me, good Pescara.

Ere long I will wait on you.

Pescara. You speak, sir,

The language I should use.139



And this, from The Bashful Lover:

Farnese. Madam, I am bold

To trench so far upon your privacy

As to desire my friend (let not that wrong him,

For hes a worthy one) may have the honour

To kiss your hand.

Matilda. His own worth challenges

A greater favour.

Farn. Your acknowledgment

Confirms it, madam.140

I have used the word lucid of Massingers style; perhaps a more appropriate word would be dexterous; not that he is obscure like Chapman, or like Shakspere in his later manner, far less turgid, but he is not afraid of somewhat long sentences. What he is really afraid of, unlike Fletcher, is a full-stop at the end of the verse. There are two devices which the reader will notice, often in combination; in the first place, Massinger is very fond of the absolute construction, and loves to multiply parentheses. The following passages from A New Way will serve as illustrations:

Furnace. She keeps her chamber, dines with a panada,

Or water gruel, my sweat never thought on.141

Woman. And the first command she gave, after she rose,

Was, her devotions done, to give her notice

When you approachd here.142

Or again, from The Emperor of the East:

Astraea once more lives upon the earth,

Pulcherias breast her temple.143

Or from The Bondman:



And, to those that stay,

A competence of land freely allotted

To each mans proper use, no lord acknowledged.144

We find the absolute construction occasionally in Shakspere, as in The Merchant of Venice:

So are those crisped snaky golden locks

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind,

Upon supposed fairness, often known

To be the dowry of a second head,

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre.145

Or in Hamlet:

Folded the writ up in form of the other,

Subscribed it, gavt th impression, placed it safely,

The changeling never known.146

A passage from The Fatal Dowry will show an elaborate use of parenthesis:

What though my father

Writ man before he was so, and confirmd it,

By numbering that day no part of his life

In which he did not service to his country;

Was he to be free therefore from the laws

And ceremonious form in your decrees?

Or else because he did as much as man,

In those three memorable overthrows,

At Granson, Morat, Nancy, where his master,

The warlike Charalois, with whose misfortunes

I bear his name, lost treasure, men, and life,

To be excused from payment of those sums

Which (his own patrimony spent) his zeal

To serve his country forced him to take up!147

Compare also these lines from The Guardian:

And if you shew not

An appetite, and a strong one, Ill not say

To eat it, but devour it, without grace too,



For it will not stay a preface, I am shamed,

And all my past provocatives will be jeerd at.148

From The Picture:

Honoria. That you please, sir,

With such assurances of love and favour,

To grace your handmaid, but in being yours, sir,

A matchless queen, and one that knows herself so,

Binds me in retribution to deserve

The grace conferrd upon me.149

From A Very Woman:

Paulo. This friend was plighted to a beauteous woman,

(Nature proud of her workmanship) mutual love

Possessed them both, her heart in his heart lodged

And his in hers.150

From The Bashful Lover:

Alonzo. By me, his nephew,

He does salute you fairly, and entreats

(A word not suitable to his power and greatness)

You would consent to tender that, which he

Unwillingly must force, if contradicted.151

From The Parliament of Love:

What coy she, then,

Though great in birth, not to be paralleld

For natures liberal bounties, (both set off

With fortunes trappings, wealth); but, with delight,

Gladly acknowledged such a man her servant?152

It has been pointed out by Zielinski that the perfection of language in regard to the formation of periods depends upon the presence and prevalence of abbreviated by-sentences,153 by which expression he describes absolute constructions.

Secondly, he delights in an expedient which the poems of Robert Browning have made familiar to this generation, the frequent omission of the relative pronoun.154 And so his sentences meander with a seemingly negligent grace to an unexpected conclusion. It is clear that such a style both requires and repays a careful study of the rhetorical art.

I give as an instance of this combination the words of Paulinus in The Emperor of the East. He is talking of the Emperors sister and Prime Minister Pulcheria:

She indeed is

A perfect phœnix, and disdains a rival.

Her infant years, as you know, promised much,

But grown to ripeness she transcends, and makes

Credulity her debtor. I will tell you

In my blunt way, to entertain the time

Until you have the happiness to see her,

How in your absence she hath borne herself,

And with all possible brevity; though the subject

Is such a spacious field, as would require

An abstract of the purest eloquence

(Derivd from the most famous orators

The nurse of learning, Athens, shewd the world)

In that man that should undertake to be

Her true historian.155

The style of Massinger is not only lucid and dexterous; it is strong, partly because of its ease, and more mature and modern than that of many of his contemporaries. Miltons prose would have gained much in directness if he had studied Massinger. This strength does not show itself so much in isolated fine lines, for, as we have already seen, epigram was foreign to his nature, though from time to time we get such lines, as, for example, in The Duke of Milan:

One smile of hers would make a savage tame;

One accent of that tongue would calm the seas,

Though all the winds at once strove there for empire.156

Or, again, in the same play:

How coldly you receive it! I expected

The mere relation of so great a blessing,

Borne proudly on the wings of sweet revenge,

Would have calld on a sacrifice of thanks.157

Or, again, in A New Way:

Overreach. The garments of her widowhood laid by,

She now appears as glorious as the spring.158

Or in The Roman Actor:

Could I imp feathers to the wings of time,

Or with as little ease command the sun

To scourge his coursers up heavens eastern hill.159

We may remark in passing that Massingers best single lines are usually decasyllabic.

It has been remarked by Mr. Swinburne, whose discerning judgment of the Jacobean dramatists has lavished just praise on Massingers art and style, that in the second act of Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt, the student will say, This tune goes manly,  and it is remarkable that our poet had formed in 1619 the style which marked him to the end of his life.160

An instance of this simple strength may be given from The City Madam, where Luke debates whether he shall agree to the proposition of the pretended Indians:

Luke. Give me leave — (walks aside)

I would not lose this purchase. A grave matron!

And two pure virgins! Umph, I think my sister,

Though proud, was ever honest, and my nieces

Untainted yet. Why should not they be shippd

For this employment? They are burthensome to me,

And eat too much.161

When rudeness is necessary it is uttered with some vigour, as in The Fatal Dowry, where this is what Romont gets for his well-meant pains:

Rochfort. Sir, if you please

To bear yourself as fits a gentleman,

The house is at your service; but if not,

Though you seek company elsewhere, your absence

Will not be much lamented.162

The rejected lover in such a scene as the following has no illusions left him:

Mustapha. All happiness — 

Donusa. Be sudden.

Twas saucy rudeness in you, sir, to press

On my retirements; but ridiculous folly

To waste the time that might be better spent,

In complimental wishes.

Corisca. Theres a cooling

For his hot encounter! (aside)

Donusa. Come you here to stare?

If you have lost your tongue and use of speech,

Resign your government; theres a mutes place void

In my uncles court, I hear; and you may want me

To write for your preferment.163

Two minor features of Massingers style may be mentioned here:



1. The catalogue line, so familiar to the student of Lucretius — e.g.:

Believe as You List, I., 2, 85. The sapphire, ruby, jacinth,

amber, coral.

Believe as You List II, 2, 312. All circumstances,

Answers, despatches, doubts, and difficulties.

Picture, V., I, 59. The comfortable names of breakfasts,

dinners,

Collations, supper, beverage.

Emperor of East, 2 Prol., 8. With his best of fancy, judgment,

language, art.

I., 2, 194. To his merchant, mercer, draper,

His linen-man, and tailor.

V., 2, 88. As sacred, glorious, high, invincible.

City Madam, II., 1, 72. Tissue, gold, silver, velvets, satins,

taffetas.

IV., 3, 69. Entreaties, curses, prayers, or imprecations.

Unnatural Combat, II., 1, 128. All respect,

Love, fear, and reverence cast

off.

Great Duke of Florence, II., 1, 7. We of necessity must be

chaste, wise, fair.

2. A more marked feature is the repetition of words or short phrases in various parts of the line.164 The following instances may be given from (a) The Great Duke of Florence:

I., 1, 154. It is the duke!

The duke.

I., 2, 41. Our duchess; such a duchess.

I., 2, 95. See, signiors, see our care.

I., 2, 131. Take up, take up.

II., 1, 71. Fie! fie! the princess.

III., 1, 102. Tells

His son, this is the prince, the hopeful prince.



(b) The City Madam:

II., 1, 58. I blush for you,

Blush at your poverty of spirit.

III., 1, 11. I am starvd,

Starvd in my pleasures.

V., 1, 12. Far, far above your hopes.

V., 1, 81. The height

Of honour, principal honour.

V., 2, 67. A manor pawnd,

Pawnd, my good lord.

And, thirdly, the versification of Massinger is musical and melodious. Boyle says that Miltons blank verse owes much to the study of it. In the indefinable touches which make up the music of a verse, in the artistic distribution of pauses, and in the unerring choice and grouping of just those words which strike the ear as the perfection of harmony, there are, if we leave Cyril Tourneurs Atheists Tragedy out of the question, only two masters in the drama, Shakspere in his latest period and Massinger.165 Coleridge says that it is an excellent metre, a better model for dramatists in general to imitate than Shaksperes. Read Massinger aright, and measure by time, not syllables, and no lines can be more legitimate, none in which the substitution of equipollent feet, and the modifications by emphasis, are managed with such exquisite judgment.166 Be it noted that this praise comes from a master of his art, for no one who has once appreciated Coleridges command of vowel-syzygy and the velvet-like texture of his blank verse can refuse him that title.

Massingers blank verse is equal to all the emotions which the author can express and kindle. It never fails him, nor, on the other hand, does it obtrude itself unduly on the sense conveyed. Only after reading a considerable passage of our poet do we understand how much the versification contributes to his lifelike and dignified atmosphere.

Moreover, the metre of Massinger is admirably suited to his style. There seems a hidden but real harmony between them. Some might call his metre at times slipshod and undignified, from the fact that, except in elevated passages, the characters speak in rhythmical sentences which approximate to prose. Boyle, who declares that Marlowe and Massinger are the two extremes of the metrical movement in the dramatists,167 has pointed out that Massingers blank verse shows a larger proportion of run-on lines and double endings in harmonious union than any of his contemporaries.168 Cartwright and Tourneur have more run-on lines, but not so many double endings. Fletcher has more double endings, but very few run-on lines. Shakspere and Beaumont alone exhibit a somewhat similar metrical style.169 This is interesting, because we shall see later on that Massinger was a devoted admirer and imitator of Shakspere in thought, device, and expression. It is not strange, therefore, that he should also copy his metre, or rather, develop his own on the same lines. To show how flexible and dexterous the metre of Massinger is, I will give two instances from The Bashful Lover. In the first Uberti encourages Gonzaga to persevere with the contest:

Uberti. Sir, these tears

Do well become a father, and my eyes

Would keep you company as a forlorn lover,

But that the burning fire of my revenge

Dries up those drops of sorrow. We, once more,

Our broken forces rallied up, and with

Full numbers strengthend, stand prepared t endure

A second trial; nor let it dismay us

That we are once again t affront the fury

Of a victorious army; their abuse

Of conquest hath disarmd them, and calld down



The Powers above to aid us. I have read

Some piece of story, yet neer found but that

The general, that gave way to cruelty,

The profanation of things sacred, rapes

Of virgins, butchery of infants, and

The massacre in cold blood of reverend age,

Against the discipline and law of arms,

Did feel the hand of heaven lie heavy on him

When most secure.170

In the second Gonzaga refuses the hand of his daughter Matilda to Lorenzo:

Gonzaga. Two main reasons

(Seconding those you have already heard)

Give us encouragement; the duty that

I owe my mother country, and the love

Descending to my daughter. For the first,

Should I betray her liberty, I deservd

To have my name with infamy razed from

The catalogue of good princes; and I should

Unnaturally forget I am a father,

If, like a Tartar, or for fear or profit,

I should consign her, as a bondwoman,

To be disposed of at anothers pleasure;

Her own consent or favour never sued for,

And mine by force exacted. No, Alonzo,

She is my only child, my heir; and if

A fathers eyes deceive me not, the hand

Of prodigal nature hath given so much to her,

As, in the former ages, kings would rise up

In her defence and make her cause their quarrel;

Nor can she, if that any spark remain

To kindle a desire to be possessd

Of such a beauty, in our time, want swords

To guard it safe from violence.171

Anyone who compares the metre of Massinger with that of Fletcher will find that our author observes far stricter laws than his friend. The plays of Massinger abound in lines divided between two speakers, or even three, which, nevertheless, observe the strict rule of the metre.172

The way in which Massingers style and metre suit one another can best be illustrated by a passage or two from The Parliament of Love; the first is where Bellisant speaks about the decay of chivalry.

Bellisant. Ere they durst

Presume to offer service to a lady,

In person they performd some gallant acts

The fame of which prepard them gracious hearing,

Ere they made their approaches; what coy she, then,173

Though great in birth, not to be paralleld

For natures liberal beauties (both set off

With fortunes trappings, wealth); but with delight,

Gladly acknowledgd such a man her servant,

To whose heroic courage and deep wisdom,

The flourishing commonwealth, and thankful king,

Confessd themselves for debtors? Whereas, now,

If you have travelled Italy, and brought home

Some remnants of the language, and can set

Your faces in some strange and neer-seen posture,

Dance a la volta, and be rude and saucy,



Protest and swear and damn (for these are acts

That most think grace them), and then view yourselves

In the deceiving mirror of self-love,

You do conclude there hardly is a woman

That can be worthy of you.174

The second is a speech of Leonora exposing Cleremonds baseness:

I, burning then with a most virtuous anger,

Razed from my heart the memory of his name,

Railed and spit at him; and knew twas justice

That I should take those deities he scornd,

Hymen and Cupid, into my protection,

And be the instrument of their revenge;

And so I cast him off, scornd his submission,

His poor and childish winnings, willd my servants

To shut my gates against him; but, when neither

Disdain, hate, or contempt could free me from

His loathsome importunities, and fired too

To wreak mine injurd honour, I took gladly

Advantage of his execrable oaths,

To undergo what penance I enjoind him;

Then, to the terror of all future ribalds,

That make no difference between love and lust,

Imposed this task upon him. I have said, too;

Now, when you please, a censure.175

The critics may differ in their estimate of Massingers style and metre; but it is simple truth to say that they are unique in our literature, in their correctness, dignity, ease, and classical frugality.

Let us now turn to the poets faults. It is said that his range of thought is limited, and this may be at once conceded. It might also be said that Greek tragedy is limited, and the statement is true of all our Elizabethan playwrights; yet we return to them again and again, for they have something to give us which we cannot do without. It is idle to depreciate one period of our literature at the expense of another. Are not the old madrigal writers limited, and Farrant and Byrd, Orlando Gibbons and Blow? and yet we enjoy them; nay, to take even Purcell himself, when we confess that the pleasure he gives us is due to the fact that he is more daring, less shackled than his generation, so modern as we say, are we not in the end forced to confess that he too is unmistakably limited, bewrayed by his quaint and stately rhythms to be one of the seventeenth century?

Our age has a wider and subtler range of psychology; to revert from The Georgian Poets of 1911 to Massinger is like going back from the films of a cinema palace to a tondo of Luca Signorelli. Both films and tondo have their uses. We may take a single illustration of this point from The Brothers Karamazov. The great Russian novelist, among other problems, deals in that book with the case of the young man who is in love with two women at once. That is the sort of complicated interest which we do not expect our Elizabethan writers to cope with, in as great detail as a modern writer uses. The problem occurs in The Bondman, where the heroine, Cleora, is distracted between her plighted love to Leosthenes and her warm sense of obligation to Marullo;176 it is interesting and instructive to see how simply the whole thing is touched upon, and how soon the doubt is solved by the discovery of Leosthenes former intrigue with Statilia. May we not say, with Aristophanes, in comparing Massinger and Dostoevsky:

Τὸν μὲν γὰρ ἡγοῦμαι σοφόν, τῷ δ ἥδομαι.177

Then it is said that Massingers work is not free from coarseness. The answer to this accusation may be made in more ways than one. I might with confidence reply to such critics: If you wish for real vulgarity of diction, read Marston; if you wish for real vulgarity of mind, read Middleton; if you wish for poisoned morals, read Ford and Tourneur; and then revise your judgment of Massinger. It is notorious that all the stage writers of the Elizabethan age are tarred with the same brush; there is much in Shakspere himself that we wish he had not written; still more is this true of Ben Jonson. In The Virgin Martyr, where we have the odious servants, Hircius and Spungius, it is generally believed that the parts of the play in which they appear are due to Dekker, not to Massinger, whose other works present nothing so disgusting. There are, at any rate, no lapses of taste in Massinger like those which we find in Fletcher; nothing like the fate of Rutilio in The Custom of the Country, or of Merione in The Queen of Corinth, or of the Father in The Captain. It must be confessed that Massingers conception of love is apt to be earthly, physical, sensuous; there is but little in his plays about the marriage of true minds,178 too much about Hymens taper and virgin forts. Captivated by the charms of female beauty, his intellect is too concrete in its ideals to rise above mere morality to the mysteries of the diviner love. So far it must be allowed that his art interests and stimulates the passions of his audience without elevating them. But if at times we feel a monotonous limitation in his outlook in these matters, if we miss the healthy breezes of bracing commonsense and cheerful self-restraint, we are never pained by the triumph of what is low, corrupt, or morbid.

When it is said that his women are impure it is necessary to enter a clear protest.179 There are offensive and heartless women in Massinger, such as Domitia in The Roman Actor, and Beaumelle in The Fatal Dowry;180 there are odious old women, like Borachia and Corisca. There are pert and vulgar ladies maids; but you have only to read The Bondman, The Bashful Lover, A Very Woman, The Maid of Honour, The Great Duke of Florence, The Emperor of the East, The Picture, to see that his world includes some charming female characters — not, indeed, so lovely as those of Shakspere, but still, types which show that he had not lost his faith in human nature, as, when we read Fielding, we feel regretfully almost obliged to allow, in spite of Sophia Western and Amelia, is the case with our great novelist.

It is true that there are ladies in Massingers plays who offer their hands in marriage to the men they love, and very charmingly the thing is done, though there is nothing equal to the scene between the Duchess and Antonio in Websters masterpiece; as, for example, Artemia in The Virgin Martyr, the Duchess of Urbin in The Great Duke, Calista in The Guardian.181 This feature is not confined to Massinger among the writers of his age; to mention no other instances, what about Arethusa in Philaster, Bianca in The Fair Maid of the Inn, Beliza and the Queen in The Queen of Corinth,182 Frank in The Captain, Clara in Loves Cure (IV., 2), Martia in The Double Marriage (II., 3), Lamira in The Honest Mans Fortune (V., 3), Erota in The Laws of Candy? Or, what about Desdemona in Othello,183 or Olivia in Twelfth Night?184 What about the plot of Alls Well that Ends Well? To the vulgar mind all things are vulgar. Honi soit qui mal y pense.185 It may certainly be conceded that in some of Massingers plays, as, for instance, The Unnatural Combat and Believe as You List, the feminine interest is comparatively slight. Brander Matthews tells us that Massingers women are all painted from the outside only;186 they are not convincing; they lack essential womanliness. This may be due to the fault which the same critic points out in our author, that he is heavy-handed and coarse-fibred ethically as well as æsthetically. One may reply that if the theatre be the mirror of life Massinger had an undoubted right to bring bad women on the stage; there are good and noble women also among his characters, and if they are not convincing, perhaps we may quote Coleridges remark about Shakspere, that he saw it was the perfection of women to be characterless. However far our author may fall short of his great model in grace, charm, and delicacy, he at any rate deserves credit for having imagined female characters who are full of passions and made of flesh and blood.187

Massinger resembles other dramatists of his age; at times we feel that they talk like the little boys on the links in Stevensons Lantern-Bearers. But Massinger is a robuster mind than Fletcher, for example; if he brings vice upon the stage, and if he speaks too freely about things which we prefer not to have mentioned, if like Hogarth, he enjoys his own portrayal of degrading vice and its appalling consequences,188 we must, to do him justice, take his work as a whole. Indeed, most of the critics have singled out as one of his special claims to praise his sturdy morality,189 and the general effect on any fair mind of a perusal of his plays is a conviction that he loved virtue. Vitelli190 may make the best of both worlds, but he converts Donusa, and faces death and torture with fortitude. Goodness emerges from Massingers plays, sometimes compromised for the moment, but always triumphant in the end. There is considerable outspokenness, but not much lubricity, and no perverted morality. Passages which offend can nearly always, as in Shakspere, be omitted without damaging the course of the plot. Moreover, as has often been pointed out, the works of Massinger are almost wholly free from blasphemy and profanity, and attacks on the clergy, such as moved the wrath of Jeremy Collier in later times.

It may be a fanciful suggestion, but it is possible that the drama of that day suffered from the fact that boys took the female parts.191 No one would deny the artistic loss thereby involved, but there was a moral loss as well. It made it possible for things to be said that would not have been said by men to women, still less by women to men. It unconsciously invested the love-scenes with an air of unreality and grossness. It prevented the relation of the sexes from being depicted with that union of passion and purity which, though difficult, is possible.

It has been said that Massinger is hard and metallic, and devoid of pathos. This charge, again, is largely true. You will not find in him scenes which clutch the heart like those of Dr. Faustus, or The Duchess of Malfi, or The Broken Heart, or The Maids Tragedy, or The Wife for a Month; you will not find the sublimity of Ordellas self-sacrifice in Thierry and Theodoret, or the chivalry of A Fair Quarrel; still less will you find anything so appalling as the end of King Lear, or Othello, or Romeo and Juliet. There is plenty of passion in Massinger; like the legendary lion, he lashes with his tail, and you can almost see him in the act; but his rhetoric does not entirely carry you away. Let me recall the fine passage which was quoted just now from The Roman Actor.192 I hope everyone will allow its eloquence; but the repetition of the commonplace phrase, we cannot help it,193 natural and forcible as it is, falls short of the ideal grandeur at which the passage aims. We feel that Fletcher could have made a finer thing of the prison-scene in The Emperor of the East.



It is significant that the most tender passage in Massinger,194 where Leonora bids Almira take consolation, has been assigned by some to Fletcher. In other words, Massinger is not in the front rank of genius, but no one would claim for him such a place.

Again, one might urge that his plays are not stores of worldly wisdom, like Shaksperes; his aphorisms are not deep; they do not bite.195 Consequently he does not lend himself to quotation. Yet this does not of necessity detract from his greatness. No one would question the excellence of the Waverley Novels, but Leslie Stephen has pointed out that we only make one quotation from Scotts novels.196 Aristotle has told us that excessive brilliance of diction obscures characters and sentiments.197 There are few passages of high poetical emotion in Massinger; there is little magic in the rhythm of individual lines. Like most of his contemporaries he shows at times a strange insensibility to smooth rhythm in the heroic couplet. He has an anapæstic lilt in various parts of the line, inherited from Shakspere, and found in Miltons early poems, which is not ineffective in its way, and which seems to have aimed at varying the monotony of the ten-syllable line.198 He has not much power of rhyme,199 nor are his plays studded with such lyrics as Shakspere and Fletcher could write upon occasion.200

Again, the comic element in Massinger is at times dull, forced, and ordinary; it does not take us very far to label a foolish Florentine gentleman with the name of Sylli;201 the hungry soldier is rather a time-worn type,202 nor can Greedy compare with Lazarillo. Though the situations are humorous, we do not split with laughter over Massinger, as we do in reading Aristophanes, or Shakspere, or Molière.203 We do not find in him the mercurial lightness of A Trick to Catch the Old One, or the invincible absurdity of The Roarers in The Fair Quarrel. But it is necessary to remember that the comic business is of the kind which gains by acting, or indeed requires it, and to allow that towards the end of his life Massinger came forward as a grave and powerful satirist of contemporary men, reminding us of Ben Jonson, but, to my mind, excelling him; for he shows less asperity with greater lucidity and ease.204 He is not unduly morose or bitter, yet he wins conviction with an admirable sanity and sobriety. The plays will repay good acting, and, after all, plays are meant to be acted; it is significant that the last of Massingers plays to hold the stage was his comedy, The New Way to pay Old Debts, and it is very much to be wished that it should be revived in England.205

Some critics have accused Massinger of redundancy in style, a characteristic which clearly will strike different people in different ways. Thus, Hallam regards this feature as on the whole meritorious, giving fulness, or what the painters would call impasto, to his style, and if it might not always conduce to effect on the stage, suitable on the whole to the character of his composition. Mr. Bullen,206 after an eloquent tribute to Massingers admirable ease and dignity, and to his rare command of an excellent work-a-day dramatic style, clear, vigorous, and free from conceit and affectation, proceeds to allow that he is apt to grow didactic and tax the readers patience; and there is often a want of coherence in his sentences, which amble down the page in a series of loosely linked clauses. I do not myself feel that this charge comes to very much.

The real fault of Massinger lies in an imperfect presentation of character. This point has been felt by many writers, and put in various ways. Coleridge bluntly says: Massingers characters have no character.207 Brander Matthews puts it in another way when he observes that the plots are not the result of the characters, but the work of the playwright,208 a criticism we may remark in passing eminently applicable to Fletcher. It has been said that the characters are conventional, like those in the Italian or Spanish sources from which they are derived; the violent tyrant and the arrogant queen are the most familiar of these types. I do not think this statement arrives at the root of the matter. Characters may be conventional and yet interesting and lifelike. A great many of the personages in Massingers plays, important and unimportant alike, act reasonably; he takes great pains to discriminate them, and the effect is successful and consistent. Let us recall the great characters in Massinger; they are Paris, Luke, Sir Giles Overreach, Durazzo, Marullo, Malefort, Charalois, Antiochus, Camiola, Dorothea, Donusa, Almira. In the second rank we may put Timoleon, Romont, Bertoldo, John Antonio, Mathias, Wellborn, Athenais, Marcelia, Sophia, Cleora. Of these persons, the two that I think most men would like to have known best are Paris and Camiola. Notice, by the way, that there is seldom more than one great character in a play. Now, in Henry VIII there are three, the King, Catherine, and Wolsey. The question arises whether Massinger, even with Fletchers help, could have worked on this scale. If Massinger wrote Henry VIII it is certainly, with all its faults, his most remarkable achievement.

The point which I wish to emphasize is that there are many characters in Massinger drawn with care and ability. Think, for example, of the skilful contrast between Pulcheria and Athenais in The Emperor of the East, showing how easy it is for two good women to quarrel. Further, it is clear that the attempt to produce composite and developing characters is praiseworthy, even if it be not always successful, because it is more true to life than Ben Jonsons brilliant but illusory delineation of humours. Human beings are too complex to be labelled in this slapdash way, however amusing it may be on the stage.

And yet we must allow that a certain number of the more important characters act outrageously; the explanation being that the faults which Massinger loves to portray and censure are such as show themselves in outrageous ways — such as anger, pride, impotence in the Latin sense, uxoriousness, and above all jealousy.209 Take the case of Theophilus in The Virgin Martyr, who kills his daughters because they have been reconverted to Christianity; or of Domitian in The Roman Actor, who goes through life killing people as he would kill flies. It is not enough to say that there are such people in the world; the point is, that in Massinger they shock us without appalling us. Sforza behaves to Marcelia much as Othello behaves to Desdemona; we feel at once a difference of power in the two plays.210 Massinger has many villains, but Shakspere manages better with Richard III and Iago. Think again of the uxoriousness of Ladislas, Theodosius, Domitian, which some have held to be a covert satire on Charles I. We despise these weak and servile husbands.



Now, is there anything we can urge in Massingers justification? I think there is. We read his plays nowadays, we do not see them acted. We are therefore apt to forget how impressive and vigorous good acting is. The display of passion on the stage with gesture, attitude, frown, and scorn, would render more tolerable some of these scenes which offend us in the study by their crudeness. Such a part, for instance, as Leosthenes in The Bondman, the jealous and yet guilty lover, has great opportunities for the actor. It might even be urged that Massinger wrote thus because he knew the capabilities of the actors who were going to perform his plays.

The same consideration applies to a feature in Massinger which will strike every reader. He sets himself at times to represent growth, or, at any rate, change, of character. Even Shakspere seldom tries to do this,211 and it was too hard a task for his pupil. His most ambitious venture in this direction is in The Picture. In that play Mathias has a magic portrait, which shows him whether his wife is faithful to him or not in his absence; and the alternations of the mind in husband and wife alike are drawn with considerable power. Luke in The City Madam is perhaps the most skilfully drawn example of a development of character. The hypocrite is quite carried away by the riches to which he unexpectedly succeeds.212 Another successful conversion is that of Theophilus at the end of The Virgin Martyr. It is due partly to his eating the heavenly fruit, for which he had asked Dorothea at her death, partly to the effect which the grace and beauty of Angelo produce on his mind. The gradual growth of his new belief, in spite of all that Harpax can do, is managed with much skill, and it is in itself true to nature that the man who had been violent in one direction should ultimately be violent in another. Moreover, we are bound to remember that when people are soon persuaded, the play gets on. Indeed, I think we have in this consideration the clue to the whole matter; the Stage Poet had a practical mind.

Change of mood and vacillation of purpose, under the stress of temptation, or due to the conflict of contrary impulses, are features of some of Massingers best scenes. The wavering of the love-sick Caldoro while Durazzo is abusing him is very true to life.213 The skill with which the melancholy Vitellis changes of mood are depicted in The Renegado214 suggests the theory that Massinger is drawing his own portrait. The alternation of pride and humility in Honoria in The Picture215 is forcibly shown. The just anger of Sophia at the end of the same play yields skilfully to a combined intercession.

As a rule, however, the changes are too rapid. Thus, in The Maid of Honour, Aurelia, when she hears that Camiola has ransomed Bertoldo and bound him with a promise to marry her, suddenly changes her mind; she has been on the point of marrying the faithless soldier, but, as she says:

On the sudden

I feel all fires of love quenchd in the water

Of my compassion.216

Though the change is natural, it is inartistically effected; it comes too suddenly. Think, however, what an opportunity this would be for a great actress. If we were in the audience, we should see the gradual development reflected in her expression and bearing long before she utters the words which embody her thought.



Other instances of the same thing are to be found in Donusas conversion to Christianity in The Renegado,217 in the change of faith effected in Calista and Christeta by Dorotheas story of the King of Egypt and Osiris image,218 and in the indecision of Lorenzo about matrimony in The Bashful Lover.219

Change of mind is an ungrateful and inartistic experience. It has landed many honest politicians in bitter and undeserved reproaches. From Aristotles time onwards Euripides has been blamed for his Iphigenia at Aulis, who first feared to die, and then offered herself for her country.220 We certainly feel that in Massinger there are occasionally instances of cheap repentance which do not seem real. Take the case of Corisca in The Bondman; a bad woman repents, but though convinced we are not pleased at the spectacle.221 If Massinger had ever read the Poetics of Aristotle, he forgot or ignored the precept that a character should be ὁμαλόν, or consistent.222 If this is not the case there is a danger that the effect will be μιαρόν, or odious, to use a word of which Aristotle is fond. I think, then, that this charge is proven. Massinger saw how effective on the stage a sudden change of character might be, but lacked the necessary art to make it convincing. Hence some of his characters are not even ὁμαλῶς ἀνώμαλοι.223 Perhaps the explanation is this, that, being a master of language, he overvalued the persuasiveness of rhetoric.224 It is not enough to portray the varying emotions which sway the mind at a particular moment; to produce a satisfactory whole they have to be fused together. The reader should not feel that the characters are at the mercy of the situations in which they are placed, or they will appear to be lay-figures or puppets, rather than live flesh and blood.

Yet even here a defence of some sort can be set up for our poet. I will endeavour to make my meaning clear by an analogy from music. It may have occurred to someone to ask what the music of Mozart would have been like if he had lived after Beethoven. Would it have been more serious and sublime than it is? The question is worth asking, even if the only answer to it be this, that without Mozart Beethoven would never have existed. I think it is fair to argue that Massinger, in his constant effort after the representation of change of character, was before his time; he was seeking after a complex but possible effect, which the novelist can undertake but which the limitations of the stage render almost impossible.225



Is it fanciful to say that if he had lived in the eighteenth century, if he had had before his eyes the work of Fielding, Richardson, and Smollett, he would have been a good novelist, less cynical than Fielding, more concise than Richardson, more ideal than Smollett? There are authors like Euripides and Virgil whose very failures by a strange paradox seem part of their greatness; and we may perhaps say that Massinger, by pointing the way somewhat tentatively and blindly to subtle psychological studies, has helped to build up the noble fabric of the English novel.

Let us now turn to some miscellaneous points of interest in Massinger; and first, let us note his imitation of Shakspere. It is tempting to suppose that as he was at one time a dependent of a family which was intimate with Shakspere he may have come across the man himself;226 it is, at any rate, simpler to remember that as he was thirty-two years of age when Shakspere died, he can hardly have failed to meet him in his professional relations. But we have no evidence of the fact. All we can say is that his plays, like those of Fletcher, Webster, Tourneur, and others,227 show a constant study of Shakspere.228



First let me give a few examples of the imitation of incidents. In The Roman Actor,229 Paris refers to a tragedy in which a murder was acted to the life, which forced a guilty hearer to make discovery of his secret; this recalls the play scene in Hamlet.230 In A Very Woman231 Almira makes Antonio tell her his history. The hint of this is taken from Othello.232 In The Fatal Dowry233 Beaumelle and her maid arrange to be overheard, like Hero and Ursula in Much Ado about Nothing.234 The device by which Beaupré recovers her husband in The Parliament of Love is imitated from Alls Well that Ends Well and Measure for Measure. The banditti in The Guardian235 respect the poor like the outlaws in The Two Gentlemen of Verona.236 The forest scenes in the same play recall As You Like It and Midsummer-Nights Dream.237 In The Bashful Lover238 the pretty tale of a sister which Ascanio tells is a reminiscence of Twelfth Night.239 The incident in the same play of Hortensio with Ascanio in his arms240 is modelled on As You Like It.241 Maleforts behaviour to the tailor242 is imitated from Petruchios in The Taming of the Shrew.243 The gibberish of the pretended Indians in The City Madam244 reminds us of Parolles adventure in Alls Well.245 The scene in The Emperor of the East246 where Eudocia professes to have eaten the apple is modelled on Othello247, where Desdemona asserts that the handkerchief is not lost. In The Bondman248 Zanthia overhears Coriscas confession of love in her sleep, as Iago does Cassios.249 In A New Way to pay Old Debts250 Sir Giles Overreach, is carried off for treatment to a dark room like Malvolio in Twelfth Night.251 Almira in A Very Woman252 reminds us of the sleep-walking scene in Macbeth. The ghosts in The Unnatural Combat253 and The Roman Actor254 are used like those in the finale of Richard III.

Parallels in thought and diction are also numerous. Take The Roman Actor255:

Aretinus. Are you on the stage,

You talk so boldly?

Paris. The whole world being one,

This place is not exempted.

This goes back to Jaques in As You Like It.256 In The Maid of Honour257 Jacomo talks of trailing the puissant pike; the phrase of Pistol in Henry V.258 In The Emperor of the East259 Athenais makes use of the phrase prophetic soul, which we remember in Hamlet.260 Leosthenes uses the same phrase in The Bondman261 when the mutinous slave Cimbrio boasts of the excesses of his friends. The pun which Hircius makes on the cobblers awl262 occurs in the first scene of Julius Cæsar. The madness of the English slave in A Very Woman263 comes from the grave-diggers scene in Hamlet.264 The many-headed monster, multitude of Theodosius in The Emperor of the East265 takes us back to Coriolanus beast with many heads;266 while the reference in the same play267 to the stomach reminds us of the fable of Menenius.268 In The Bashful Lover269 Uberti discourses thus:

I look on your dimensions, and find not

Mine own of lesser size; the blood that fills

My veins, as hot as yours, my sword as sharp,

My nerves of equal strength, my heart as good.

This reminds us of Shylock in The Merchant of Venice270 and the King in Henry V.271 Clarindores language in The Parliament of Love272 is modelled on Malvolio in Twelfth Night.273 The same is true of Sir Giles Overreach in A New Way.274 Shaksperes dislike of spaniels reappears in the same play.275

No doubt we must make deductions for the common idioms of the day,276 but the cumulative evidence of these parallels with the elder dramatist is overwhelming.277

Massinger is very fond of introducing doctors in his plays; so no doubt are the other dramatists of this period. It is interesting to compare Paulo in A Very Woman with Corax in The Lovers Melancholy of Ford, who deals successfully with two cases of mental derangement. Ford is more subtle, Massinger more dignified. Thus we find in The Virgin Martyr278 a consultation about Antoninus health. Sapritius, the afflicted father, hails the doctors thus:

O you that are half gods, lengthen that life

Their deities lend us; turn oer all the volumes

Of your mysterious Æsculapian science

T increase the number of this young mans days.279

Compare with this another passage in The Duke of Milan:

Sforza. O you earthly gods,

You second natures, that from your great master,

Who joind the limbs of torn Hippolytus,

And drew upon himself the Thunderers envy,

Are taught those hidden secrets that restore

To life death-wounded men!280

In A Very Woman281 Paulo, on entering with two surgeons, is thus addressed:

Duke. My hand! You rather

Deserve my knee, and it shall bend as to

A second father, if your saving aids

Restore my son.



Viceroy. Rise, thou bright star of knowledge,

Thou honour of thy art, thou help of nature.

Thou glory of our academies!

The old saying, Ubi tres medici ibi duo athei, referred to by Sir T. Browne in Religio Medici is recalled to us by these lines:

Viceroy. Observe his piety; I have heard, how true

I know not, most physicians, as they grow

Greater in skill, grow less in their religion;

Attributing so much to natural causes,

That they have little faith in that they cannot

Deliver reason for; this doctor steers

Another course.282

We find them again in The Emperor of the East,283 where a surgeon is contrasted with an empiric who vends his wares and talks much Latin, like the quack in Ben Jonsons Alchemist, while Paulinus complains of the many medical impostors who prey upon the rich. The crisis of The Duke of Milan284 owes much to the action of doctors. The plot of A Very Woman hinges largely on the skill of the doctor Paulo, to whom we have referred above. In this play we have two victims of melancholy, Almira and Cardenes; the former is cured by falling in love with the disguised John Antonio; the latter is Paulos patient. The recovery of the avaricious father in The Roman Actor285 is due to Paris acting in the part of a doctor. The physician Dinant in The Parliament of Love gives the gallants a good lesson (IV., 5). And in The Picture286 we find an elaborate simile, in which soldiers are said to be the surgeons of the State. In the same play Hilario,287 when on starvation fare, is accosted by a surgeon, who invites him to sell himself for a living anatomy to be set up in the surgeons hall. Such passages,288 and the zest with which Massinger refers to potatoes, eringos, and the like,289 together with the rather wearisome allusions which he makes to caudles and cullises,290 lead us to wonder whether at one time of his life he may have seriously studied medicine. There is a significant passage in The Parliament of Love,291 where Chamont says to the doctor Dinant,

Good master doctor, when your leisure serves,

Visit my house; when we least need their art,

Physicians look most lovely.

And close intercourse with doctors may have suggested the lines immediately below:

Novall. The knave is jealous.

Perigot. Tis a disease few doctors cure themselves of.

At the same time, let us not forget the passages where he shows a knowledge of the law;292 nor the fact that books have been written to prove that Shakspere must have had a training in this or that profession.293 The really interesting point about the doctors in Massinger is that they are so often praised as the healers of the mind; the dramatist who delights in drawing gloomy, passionate characters seems to have a high opinion for the profession which undertook to cure melancholy.294 In A Very Woman he takes care to praise and reward the doctor more highly than the surgeons. On the other hand, like most of his contemporaries, he naturally makes the physician a part of the machinery rather than an individual character. Even the doctor in A Fair Quarrel, who takes an unusually large part in the plot, can hardly be said to be more than a carefully drawn lay figure. The same remark applies to the friars of Shakspere.

The chief question about Massinger which interests the student of English is the authorship of Henry VIII. Did he take part in writing that play with Fletcher? There is a great mass of literature on this subject. As one who has read the undoubted plays of Massinger many times, I am bound to say that while there is much in the play which reminds one of Shakspere and Fletcher, I find little trace of Massingers style. I do not deny that there are one or two slight reminiscences; thus the word file295 is a favourite one with Massinger. We find blushing in the play once or twice,296 but then we find it elsewhere in Shakspere. Annes remark to the old lady, Come, you are pleasant,297 is in Massingers manner, but he may have taken the turn from Shakspere. The strict metre of such a line as this is like Massinger;298 the same remark applies again:



Surrey. Has the King this?

Suffolk. Believe it.

Surrey. Will this work?

The fourth scene of the second act is a great law-court Scene, and Massinger has several such, in which he may be copying Shakspere. The combination of courtiers in dialogue which we get in various parts of Henry VIII is like Massinger;299 but, to my mind, the scenes are more clumsy than their parallels in Massinger. Sudden changes of mind are found in Henry VIII;300 and this is probably the strongest bit of evidence in favour of Massingers authorship. The characters are not harmoniously rounded off: Buckinghams prayers for the King301 do not please us; the Kings scruples of conscience are not convincing;302 Wolseys meekness303 and piety304 do not ring true, though they anticipate the picture of his last year which we get in Cavendishs Life — but all these blemishes may be due to hasty work or dual authorship. Failure in representing vacillation and complexity of character is, as we have seen above, a note of Massinger, but the failures of this kind in Henry VIII are marked by a sentimentality which reminds us of Fletcher.

Let us see now what there is in the play unlike Massinger. To begin with, there are many passages in Shaksperes difficult later style,305 and there is a complete absence of Massingers sinuous sentences and frequent parentheses, as also of his peculiar vocabulary; there are many flights of high and tender poetry which are beyond his compass; there are brilliant γνῶμαι, such as — 

Griffith. Noble madam,

Mens evil manners live in brass, their virtues

We write in water,306



or,

Chancellor. But we are all men,

In our own natures frail, and capable

Of our flesh; few are angels,307

which are quite out of his range of power.

Again, there is a curious series of links in the play, by which characters who are to come on later are introduced; it seems to be an attempt to give unity to a disconnected work. Thus, the Kings belief in Cranmer is early indicated;308 Cromwells future success is foreshadowed by Wolsey;309 Gardiners dislike of Cranmer is brought before us.310 This is a method of which I can recall no instance in Massingers undoubted plays.

In spite of his roughness and ferocity, Henry is more of a man than any of Massingers tyrants; there is no parallel in Massinger to Anne Boleyn, slight as her portrait is; while Katherine and Wolsey are alike far superior to anything of his. Lastly, the pageantry and processions of the play do not appear in Massingers simple designs.

The authors of Henry VIII were essaying an impossible task. They were trying to construct an historical play out of materials which were too various to make artistic unity feasible, and they had to make an unattractive character the centre of the piece. Consequently, they decided to end the play at the christening of Elizabeth, and to cover their retreat with gorgeous rhetoric about the Virgin Queen311 and her Stuart successor. It would have been quite impossible to introduce the death of Anne Boleyn, or any further incident of the reign, without harrowing the feelings of the spectator and losing all sense of proportion. But they do make a desperate effort to centre our attention on the King as a commanding figure; he comes before us as the first gentleman in Europe, and as the anxious lover of his people; he is represented as torn by conflicting emotions about the divorce, and as badly treated by Rome; all we can say is, these facts are true, however unskilfully the play brings them before us. Whatever the King does, we are meant to like him. His victims all conspire to invoke the blessings of Heaven on his head; Buckingham,312 Wolsey,313 Katherine,314 all agree in this, reminding us of John Stubbs the Puritan, who, when his right hand was cut off for writing a book against Elizabeths proposed marriage, put off his hat with his left, and said with a loud voice, God save the Queen. The christening scene in Act V. is skilfully constructed so as to concentrate our interest on Henry; we feel that he is a royal and heroic figure, whose faults may in the last resort be palliated by the consideration that he is the father of Elizabeth.

I agree with the critics who regard the play as a failure from the artistic point of view; it lacks unity, and it moves awkwardly. It might even be called a spectacular experiment. But I rate it higher than they seem to do; its faults are largely due to the subject; it has much of Shakspere in it, as for example, the conscientious way in which the historical details are introduced.315 It is full of superb and moving passages, and it uses the eleven-syllable line with skill and tenderness. If some of its defects remind us faintly of Massinger, its excellences are altogether beyond his abilities. Doubtless, it is natural to wish that each play of Shakspere should excel its predecessor, and to be unwilling to confess that he ended his career with something that was not supremely excellent. In the same way we may be sorry that one of Mozarts last works, Titus, was a failure. But it is better to take things as we find them than to seek to twist them into something else on inadequate grounds.

Boyles attribution of Henry VIII to Fletcher and Massinger316 was coldly received by the New Shakspere Society.317 Let us look at his arguments. I trust that condensation will do them no injustice.

1. There is a change in the conception of the character of Buckingham. Such changes constantly occur in the plays which Fletcher and Massinger wrote together, notably in the character of Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt. Therefore Massinger wrote part of Henry VIII. This line of argument, even if valid, would only prove collaboration by Fletcher with someone else.

2. The Shakspere play All is True may have perished in the Globe fire of 1613. Henry VIII was written to take its place, but not produced before 1616. The evidence quoted for the date 1616-17 is very weak, and does nothing to prove Massingers co-operation.

3. If it be urged that the reputed authors of the play were alive in 1623, when it was published as Shaksperes work in the Folio, Boyle replies,318 that, with the exception perhaps of Ben Jonson, it would never have occurred to a dramatist of that age to claim as his property what was published under anothers name. This is a bold statement. Can an instance of such indifference be quoted? Or are we merely bidden to remember that Massinger was poor?

4. Boyle then works through the scenes which he ascribes to Massinger.

I., 1. — The opening is like The Emperor of the East, III., 1. An untimely ague corresponds to a sudden fever. The resemblance of the scenes is undoubted, and the parallel phrases are remarkable. Note, however, that the writer says the same thing twice (lines 4 and 13), while lines 9-12 are not like Massinger.

I., 4. — Lines 1-18, and 60 to the end. I find no trace of Massingers style in these passages. He never wrote lines 75-6:

The fairest hand I ever touchd! O beauty,

Till now I never knew thee!

or such a phrase as let the music knock it ad finem.

II., 1. — Lines 1-54, and 136 to the end. I find no trace of Massingers style in these passages. Boyle has to allow that Fletcher altered several lines in 1-54; this is precarious and subjective reasoning.

II., 3. — Lines 1-11 are in the parenthetic manner, but quite unlike Massingers. Soft cheveril conscience in line 31, and youd venture an emballing in line 47, are instances of the strong vocabulary which marks the play.319 Picturesque phrases of this kind are not characteristic of Massingers style.

Nor did Massinger ever sink so low as line 64:

A thousand pound a year, annual support.320

II., 4. — No doubt Massinger loves a forensic scene, but this one leads to nothing and leaves the mind in confusion. Now, Massinger was too good an artist to do that. The things the people say in this scene must have passed through their minds in real life, but they are combined in such a way as to be true to history rather than to dramatic propriety. The author aims at telling what happened, and what happened does not always make a good play. It might even be urged from what we know of Massinger that he was too good a stage-poet to undertake an English historical play with its necessary limitations.

III., 2, 1-203. — The scene, like so much else in the play, lacks the refinement and courtliness which Massinger always has at his command. It may be noted that the bluff, coarse atmosphere of the Shaksperian scenes is very suitable to the central figure of the play.321 Henry VIII infects his surroundings with himself, and this might be quoted as an indication of Shaksperian skill.

IV., 1. — The prosaic details of this scene are unlike anything in Massinger.322

V., 1. — The point of this scene is to concentrate our attention on Elizabeths birth. The scene sprawls sadly, to use Boyles description of Fletchers method. First we have Gardiner and Lovell, then Henry and Suffolk, then Henry and Cranmer, then Henry and the old lady. Massinger constructed better than this.

V., 3, 1-113. — Such a speech as Cranmer makes (lines 58-69) is too short for Massingers ample method, and its terse, broken style is singularly unlike his.

5. The few parallels of diction which Boyle brings forward are either from plays which are not certainly by Massinger, or may be explained as due to reminiscence or common phraseology.

6. Boyle has much of value to say in his criticisms of the characters. But again and again he seems to forget that the author is hampered by the story. He could not treat Henry VIII as Schiller treated Mary Stuart; to idealize the events would have been an act of lèse-majesté.

It is true that Anne Boleyn is not a creation of the same order as Shaksperes later heroines — Imogen, Miranda, Marina, Perdita. Though beautiful and charming, she is shallow and commonplace. Is not this, however, the Anne Boleyn of real life?

Katherine is inferior to Hermione in The Winters Tale. But why should not her portrait be drawn on different lines? Is she not a proud Spanish princess? She is certainly one of the great figures of English Tragedy.

Wolsey is meant to be great but is really vulgar, while his utter collapse after disgrace is unnatural. The reply is that Wolsey is a mixed character, and none the worse dramatically for that; very able, very unscrupulous in his use of the courtiers tricks, very fond of power; but not wholly bad. His repentance is true at once to human nature and to history.

The king is unintelligible. The fact is, it was impossible to make a hero of Henry VIII; it does not, therefore, follow that Massinger helped to write the play! Boyle is correct when he says that it is with Henry as it is with Wolsey: we receive our impressions of the characters from the opinions formed of them by others. In other words, the characterization of the play is faulty. Some critics have supposed that this fact is due to loss of mental power by Shakspere; it is simpler to hold the collaboration with Fletcher as responsible for the jolts and jars which the play gives the reader. If anyone still holds that Shakspere wrote the whole play, he might plausibly take the line that Shakspere was experimenting in the new style and metre of his popular young rival Fletcher. If, however, Shakspere in his retreat at Stratford, in days when posts were infrequent and locomotion slow, forwarded scenes and suggestions for Fletcher to work up at his own sweet will, something like what we have would be the result. Fletcher was evidently on his mettle on this occasion. I cannot prove that Fletcher did not invite Massinger to help him in such an enterprise, and I know how fond Massinger was of studying Shakspere. The latter argument, however, cuts both ways. Again, Massinger may have had an earlier Shaksperian style, very unlike his mature style; but this is pure hypothesis. The evidence which we have does not justify us in saying more than this, that he knew the play of Henry VIII well.323



It would take me too far from my purpose to discuss the authorship of The Two Noble Kinsmen in detail, interesting as the problem is, but as many critics have assigned the un-Fletcherian parts of the play to Massinger, I have, as in duty bound, read the play carefully several times. There is very little trace of his style, or method, or metre. The only passage which reads to me like Massinger is assigned by Boyle to Fletcher.324 Mr. Dugdale Sykes, in an acute article,325 has produced some parallels between Massinger and The Two Noble Kinsmen; but though one or two of them are striking, they do not prove his case when they are looked at in connexion with the context.

Take, for example:

3rd Queen. He that will all the treasure know o th earth

Must know the centre too.326

Mr. Sykes compares these lines in The Parliament of Love:

Cleremond. And I should gild my misery with false comforts,

If I compared it with an Indian slaves,

That with incessant labour to search out

Some unknown mine, dives almost to the centre.327

On this passage I make two remarks: first, such similarity of thought as is found here may be due to imitation or unconscious reminiscence of The Two Noble Kinsmen. A man who constantly repeats himself is surely the sort of person who would delight to borrow thoughts and phrases from other writers, and to imitate whole scenes and incidents. Are we to suppose that Massinger confined his studies to Shakspere?

Secondly, let us judge the passage as a whole; it runs thus:

He that will all the treasure know o th earth

Must know the centre too; he that will fish

For my least minnow, let him lead his line

To catch one at my heart.

Anything more unlike Massinger than this fishing for minnows cannot be imagined.

Take again the parallel,328 which alone should be conclusive of Massingers authorship:

Pirithous. Though I know

His ocean needs not my poor drops, yet they

Must yield their tribute there. My precious maid,

Those best affections, that the heavens infuse

In their best temperd pieces, keep enthroned

In your dear heart.329

In Believe as You List we have:

Though I know

The ocean of your apprehensions needs not

The rivulet of my poor cautions, yet,

Bold from my long experience, I presume, etc.330

Though the similarity of thought and expression in the first three lines is manifest, the archaic simplicity of the first passage differs greatly from the mature flow of the second.

What is Mr. Sykes theory? If we admit Massingers collaboration in this play, at the very outset of his literary career, before his style was definitely formed, and when the influence of the foremost dramatist of the age was strongest upon him, the apparently Shaksperian quality of its verse can readily be explained. On this proposition I make two remarks; first, that as we have none of Massingers early works, I cannot prove that he never wrote in the style of The Two Noble Kinsmen; I can only assert with absolute certainty that none of his extant works has the least resemblance to it. Secondly, as to the supposed Shaksperian colour of the play, this is a point on which ones judgment varies each time one reads it. There is a great deal in the un-Fletcherian parts which reminds one of Shakspere; some of it is so like his later style that it is not surprising to find that many great critics have assigned it to him; many other passages, however, seem just not to ring true; they are obscure because they have little meaning. For let not the fact be disguised, in spite of one great lyric, several splendid scenes, and some fine speeches, there is much poor stuff in The Two Noble Kinsmen.

The simplest explanation of the double ascription in the quarto of 1634 is to suppose that Shakspere helped Fletcher in some way. He may even have written the un-Fletcherian parts,331 though, personally, I find traces of Fletcher in them also; he may have left material which Fletcher worked up; he may have merely suggested the construction of the plot, a department in which Fletcher is weak.

If, however, the Shaksperian parts be deemed unworthy of Shakspere, why assign them to Massinger, whose work they do not resemble? Could no one else have imitated Shakspere except Massinger? Why should not Fletcher himself for once have caught the Shaksperian manner? Why should he not have confided the execution of a part to someone else who was soaked in Shaksperes style? Why should not Beaumont have helped him here as elsewhere,332 or possibly Heywood?

The archaic flavour of the play is to me the outstanding fact about it; we know that plays on this subject were acted in 1566 and 1594. The archaic flavour may be due to the influence of Chaucer on the writers; it is more likely to be due to an earlier play having been taken and altered. It might also be due to the collaboration of someone like Heywood, who, though late in time, is surprisingly simple and early in style. The rustic scenes are an instance of this very early manner.333 If Shakspere and Fletcher took an old play, and the former contributed a few turns to the revised edition, then everything would be accounted for.334 It will be said that there are scenes which remind us of Lady Macbeth and Ophelia; why should not an already existing play have suggested to Shakspere something which he worked up in those two characters into a far finer result? We know for a fact that much of his best work is based on older plays. This random hypothesis is quite as probable as the supposition that Massinger had anything to do with The Two Noble Kinsmen.

Let us next consider Mr. Tucker Brookes position.335 After a searching and masterly analysis of the merits and defects of the play, he ends with a guarded tendency towards assigning the un-Fletcherian parts to Massinger on the following grounds: The metrical tests give him an even better title than his master [i.e., Shakspere] to the doubtful parts of our play. To this I reply that style is a more important test than metre. There are, secondly, the structural and psychological imperfections of the work; thirdly, the tendency to unnecessary coarseness of language; fourthly, the feeble imitation of Shakspere; fifthly, the frequent similarity to Massingers acknowledged writings. The only serious argument against the assumption is that there is nothing in Massinger to compare with the magnificent poetry of the un-Fletcherian part.

Let us briefly look at these arguments. The work is structurally and psychologically imperfect. True, and this point might be quoted to support the theory that the play is based on an old and immature tragedy. As far as concerns structure, Massingers plays are always strong; so that part of the argument falls to the ground. No doubt his psychology is his weak point, but its weakness is of a different kind from that which we find in The Two Noble Kinsmen. There are no violent emotions of the sort in which he rejoices in it. There are no characters in Massinger resembling Palamon and Arcite. Mr. Brooke refers to their spinelessness, and it is true that they are not much differentiated. I suppose, however, that he would allow that they start by being a romantic pair of friends, that their quarrel when they first see Emilia is lifelike, and that their subsequent behaviour is chivalrous. When he refers to the really revolting wishy-washiness and ingrained sensuality of Emilia he uses exaggerated language. The fact is, that Emilia is in a very difficult position, and if her character is ambiguous it is the fault of the story rather than of the author.

The tendency to unnecessary coarseness of language. This is based in the main on Hippolytas language,336 with which Mr. Sykes compares a passage in The Unnatural Combat.337 I have discussed the supposed coarseness of Massingers heroines elsewhere. In spite of everything that Boyle can say, with his catalogue of twenty-two passages, I wonder who is right about Massingers women, Boyle or Courthope, who says that his portraits of women show more delicacy of feeling and imagination than those of any English dramatist with the exception of Shakspere.338 I, at any rate, feel that Courthope is nearer the truth than Boyle and his followers.

Feeble imitation of Shakspere. That there is imitation of Shakspere in Massinger we all know; but I deny that it is feeble, and we know that others of the same age, like Fletcher, Webster, and Tourneur, have delighted to imitate him.

The frequent similarity to Massingers writings. In the first place, I do not feel that the similarity is frequent; and secondly, as has already been pointed out, what similarity there is may be due to imitation of The Two Noble Kinsmen by Massinger. Are we to suppose that the only author he imitated or borrowed from was Shakspere?

The final reservation raises mixed feelings. I am tired of those writers who grudgingly attribute to Massinger the leavings of other playwrights, making him the whipping boy of his age, and who proceed to qualify their theories by doubts as to his ability to attain to the excellences which they perforce discover in them. I will be so far generous to Mr. Brooke as to allow that the magnificent poetry of the un-Fletcherian parts is unlike Massinger, because there is no reason for supposing that he wrote any of these parts. Massingers fame can stand on its own merits without these churlishly conceded ascriptions of doubtful work.

And now let us pass to Boyles notable article on this subject.339 Much as I admire his learning and zeal, I am amazed at the perversity of his judgment and the thinness of his arguments. Let us take them in order. There is a want of development in the dramatic character340 of The Two Noble Kinsmen. This Boyle ascribes to the fact that, as elsewhere, Massingers conceptions were blurred by Fletchers co-operation in other parts of the play. As this argument begs the question it has no weight. Allusions to Shakspere are characteristic both of Massinger and The Two Noble Kinsmen.341 Are we to suppose that no one imitated Shakspere except Massinger? The metrical structure of the play corresponds closely with Massingers general style.342 Here, however, Boyle has to allow that the percentages for double endings are not what you would expect. And I look with suspicion on a writer who professes to be so certain of these tests that he can assign I., 1-40, and V., 1-19, to Fletcher. Massinger is fond of classical allusions, as is the author of The Two Noble Kinsmen.343 This argument deserves no consideration when we remember that the fact is true of other Elizabethan writers. For example, we find the helmeted Bellona,344 and Massinger is fond of the sonorous word.345 Yes, but Bellona is not unknown in Shakspere. M. Arnold has pointed out that she occurs in a weak passage of Macbeth.346 Medical and surgical similes occur in both.347 When we come to investigate these we find that the remarks in question are of a commonplace kind. The characters of The Two Noble Kinsmen resemble those of Massinger.348 Theseus, for example, resembles Lorenzo in The Bashful Lover. I see no resemblance. Palamon and Arcite may be met with in many of Massingers plays.349 I fail to find them anywhere. The three ladies are grossly sensual in their remarks.350 I have dealt with this point before, and it really amounts to a mischievous obsession in Boyles mind. Let us take the passages seriatim; Emilia is talking privately to Hippolyta351 about a dead girl friend to whom she was devoted when young. In the course of this beautiful passage she says:

The flower that I would pluck

And put between my breasts, then but beginning

To swell about the blossom, oh! she would long

Till she had such another, and commit it

To the like innocent cradle, where phœnix-like

They died in perfume.



I am ashamed to waste words in vindicating this passage, which Boyle sets by the language of Iachimo in Cymbeline in describing the mole on Imogens breast352 to a company of gentlemen.

The next one is decisive of the question of the authorship of our play.

1st Queen. When her arms,

Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall

By warranting moonlight corslet thee, O when

Her twinning cherries shall their sweetness fall353

Upon thy tasteful lips, what wilt thou think

Of rotten kings and blubbered queens? What care

For what thou feelst not, what thou feelst being able

To make Mars spurn his drum? O, if thou covet

But one night with her, every hour int will

Take hostage of thee for a hundred, and

Thou shalt remember nothing more than what

That banquet bids thee to.354

Though there are passages in Massinger of which the thought is similar to that presented here, I do not judge it or them as severely as Boyle. The point, however, which I wish to make is this: these lines are typical of what I have called the archaic flavour of the play. Where in Massingers works will you find warranting moonlight, tasteful lips, twinning cherries, rotten kings and blubbered queens, or Mars drum? The idea that Massinger wrote this passage is quite preposterous; the only thing in it which reminds one of him is the and at the end of line 204.

Lastly, we have Hippolytas words in the same scene:

Yet I think

Did I not by the abstaining of my joy,

Which breeds a deeper longing, cure their surfeit



That craves a present medicine, I should pluck

All ladies scandal on me.355

Hippolyta agrees in these lines to postpone her wedding in order that the Queens should be avenged on Creon. No doubt the lines are crude, but Boyle goes too far with his cloven hoof, his effluvia of social corruption, his thick miasma.

There is a close parallel between The Two Noble Kinsmen and A Very Woman in the treatment of madness.356 I do not see much similarity between the prose of the one play and the poetry of the other, but so far as any exists it is due to the common ideas of the age as to the way in which to treat the mad. The reflections in the dialogue of Palamon and Arcite,357 on the corruptions of Thebes, the neglect of soldiers, the extravagance of fashion, are allusions such as Massinger makes to contemporary English life.358 The allusions are such as any moralist might make, and if the rough and immature style in which they are expressed is not like Massingers the argument falls to the ground.

There are a good many expressions in common between The Two Noble Kinsmen and Massinger.359 This is the really serious argument; but let me repeat that similarity of thought and expression in isolated phrases does not prove unity of authorship. Let us, however, look at some of these parallels.

Reference is twice made in The Two Noble Kinsmen to the wheaten garland of brides.360 Massinger refers to the garland of a bridegroom in three passages.361 I fail to see the connexion. Notice also that Massinger does not use the epithet wheaten in these passages.



Theseus says, Troubled I am, and turns away.362 It was quite natural that he should think twice before postponing his wedding. Boyle compares a passage where Ladislas is in uncertainty363:

I am much troubled,

And do begin to stagger.

People in Massingers plays are often perplexed, and so they are in real life. Note that Theseus ends his remark with these words at the beginning of a line. When Massingers characters are in perplexity their way of expressing themselves is quite different; it is more full and rounded off.

Theseus says: Forward to the temple,364 being anxious to be married. Similar words in similar situations occur in Massinger.365 In neither case, however, is it a bridegroom who speaks.

The Two Noble Kinsmen, I., 165, 166:

1st Queen. And that work presents itself to th doing;

Now twill take form, the heats are gone to-morrow.

Boyle says this is obscure, but can be explained by Empress of the East:

That resolution which grows cold to-day

Will freeze to-morrow.366

The thought is a familiar one; and can anyone suppose that Massinger wrote line 165?

The expression our undertaker367 recalls a word used by Shakspere.368 Massinger also has it twice;369 the parallel is interesting, but the word was a cant political term of Jacobean times.



The fact that apes imitate is referred to in these lines:370

Tis in our own power — 

Unless we fear that apes can tutors — to

Be masters of our manners.

In The Emperor of the East we find:

You are master of the manners and the habit,

Rather the scorn of such as would live men,

And not, like apes, with servile imitation

Study prodigious fashions.371

Surely there is no need to assume common authorship here. The imitative ape has been common property for a long time.

A peculiarity of a sick man is referred to, thus:

I must no more believe thee in this point

Than I will trust a sickly appetite,

That loathes even as it longs.372

Massinger in A Very Woman has:

No more of Love, good father,

It was my surfeit, and I loathe it now,

As men in fevers meat they fall sick on.373

The simile is a part of ordinary experience and literary convention. You might as well argue that Massinger wrote Euphues.

The jailers daughter leaves the scene with this remark:

It is a holiday to look on them; Lord, the difference of men.374

Lidia, in The Great Duke of Florence, when Sanazarro seems to be treating her rudely, exclaims:

Oh, the difference of natures!375

But she does not leave the stage.



We might say: Oh, the difference of styles! In the one case we have a rustic maiden of low birth; in the other, a lady justly offended.

I do not deny that some of the parallels are remarkable, but they may be due to imitation or reminiscence. Take the words:

Thou, O jewel,

O th wood, o th world, hast likewise blest a place

With thy sole presence.376

In The Great Duke of Florence we find:

And what place

Does he now bless with his presence?377

The phrase is one which Massingers courtly mind would treasure and delight to use.

Theseus, addressing Artesius, says:

Forth and levy

Our worthiest instruments, whilst we despatch

This grand act of our life, this daring deed

Of fate in wedlock.378

Phrases like this are found in Massinger; thus in The Maid of Honour, Roberto says of the wedding of Bertoldo and Aurelia:

And rest assurd that, this great work despatchd,

You shall have audience.379

They may be due to reminiscence, though it is simpler to regard them as the current English of the day.

The strongest evidence for Boyles theory is contained in Palamons invocation to Venus:380



I never practised

Upon mans wife, nor would the libels read

Of liberal wits; I never at great feasts

Sought to betray a beauty.

These words certainly remind us of Leosthenes in The Bondman, both in thought and style:

Nor endeavourd

To make your blood run high at solemn feasts,

With viands that provoke; the speeding philtres;

I worked no bawds to tempt you; never practised

The cunning and corrupting arts they study

That wander in the wild maze of desire.381

I think, however, that reminiscence will suffice to account for the parallel. The man who could write the last line of this passage has no need to buttress up his fame with The Two Noble Kinsmen, though it is of course conceivable that he edited it for publication in 1634.

Lastly, the method of Massinger calls for a few words. It has been noticed by all the critics that he often repeats himself. As is the case with Plautus the same metaphors, thoughts, and words recur from time to time in similar situations. It is clear that this characteristic might help us to trace those parts of Fletchers plays in which Massinger collaborated.

One or two simple instances of this fact may be quoted: the characters in Massinger are very fond of blushing;382 references to the talkativeness of women are frequent;383 metaphors from the sea and sailing are very common;384 people are fond of saying that they mean to do something but they do not know what;385 the exact courtier kneels and kisses the robe of a lady or her foot, and is sometimes rebuked for doing so.386



As a good moralist, Massinger dislikes suicide387 and duelling.388 The latter practice is referred to in his plays as a new-fangled importation from abroad.

Let us now quote some of his favourite words: references need not be given for honour; wherever we find atheist for a bad man,389 or magnificent for munificent,390 or the Latin phrase nil ultra,391 or the Greek words apostata392 and embryon;393 wherever we find frontless394 impudence and sail-stretched wings395 and libidinous396 Caesars; wherever the moisture of the lips is compared to nectar,397 wherever we read of the centre398 or of horror,399 or of washing an Ethiop,400 there we are on familiar ground. Again, it is a characteristic of Massinger, which offends some of his readers more than others, that he is always ready with the obvious remark. Thus, when Marrall, after a career of tergiversation is finally kicked off the stage, he says:

This is the haven

False servants still arrive at.401

In The Emperor of the East, when the complications about Paulinus apple are getting rather serious, the Princess Flaccilla makes the remark, which is certainly in the mind of the reader:

All this pother for an apple!402

When Leosthenes allows himself to be intolerably coarse in his language to Cleora, we read these words:

Cleora. You are foul-mouthd.

Archedamus. Ill-mannerd, too.403

When Hilario seeks to amuse his mistress with an absurd message from the front, and she observes, This is ridiculous,404 we feel inclined to say, Not only ridiculous, but not worth writing. When Cardenes, after lying as dead for some time, gives signs of life, the Viceroy very justly observes:

This care of his recovery, timely practisd,

Would have expressed more of a father in you,

Than your impetuous clamours for revenge.405

It will be remembered that Shakspere had used this device in his day. Compare Richard II: Can sick men play so nicely with their names?406 Midsummer-Nights Dream: Lord, what fools these mortals be!407 1 Henry VI: Here is a silly stately style indeed!408

What impression do we get of Massinger from his writings? He was the intimate friend and associate of Fletcher; how far was he a man of the same stamp? Both as a poet and a stylist Fletcher is his superior; he is more tender and more varied; in isolated scenes he attains a high degree of pathos. From time to time the bursts of lovely poetry which illustrate his plays make us bow the head as though in the presence of an enchanter. The fifty plays which are currently associated with his name, with all their faults, are a veritable fairyland. Again, there is a terse piquancy about him, which expresses itself in clear-cut, vigorous lines, such as we find rarely in our poet. And he has a real vein of humour, which makes one laugh heartily.409 Nor is his direct and lucid prose style to be despised. On the other hand, he was not a great artist; his plots, though usually bustling, are often improbable; his character-drawing is constantly fickle and inconsequent. Thus, according to Boyle,410 in The Honest Mans Fortune, Tourneur and Massinger make Montague a gentleman; in Act V. Fletcher destroys all that was good in Massinger, but makes good sport for the groundlings. He maintains that the same thing happens to Buckingham in Henry VIII and to Barnavelt. Though there are many life-like characters in his works, to whom we feel attracted, such as Leon in Rule a Wife and have a Wife and Valerio in The Wife for a Month, they are too often made to do improbable things. Again, as a moralist Fletcher falls far behind Massinger. He shows from time to time a high-flown and tainted sentimentality which is far removed from real life. Indeed, the bad use to which he puts his great talent is often enough to make angels weep. He more than anyone is responsible for the Puritan reaction; he more than anyone is responsible for most of what was bad in the Restoration drama, and he has had his reward. Except by the student, his work is forgotten. It can hardly be doubted that the death of Fletcher was a gain to Massinger in emancipating him from the co-operation of a fascinating but unsafe guide.411 In standing alone he learnt to perfect all that was best in his own gifts.

It is difficult to form a clear judgment of Beaumont. The more I read what scholars attribute to him, the more I feel disposed to agree with Sir A. Ward that Beaumont and Fletcher were men of the same mind and tastes. It is plain that the author of Philaster, The Maids Tragedy, and A King and No King had a range of passion and pathos beyond Massinger. Philaster is incomparable, and as we read the other two plays we hurry on from scene to scene; when we put the book down we are perturbed. They have carried us away in spite of their grave faults. The glorious nonsense of The Knight of the Burning Pestle is equally beyond Massinger. On the other hand, such disagreeable plays as The Coxcomb and Cupids Revenge do not invite a second perusal. I do not feel that Beaumont was cleaner in mind than Fletcher, or more balanced in judgment. When we come to the department of metre we seem to be on surer ground; the metre of Beaumont has high qualities, and his decasyllabic verse reminds me of the cold purity of a waterfall. In style his lines constantly have a marked simplicity and directness which anticipate Wordsworth. He can write a line in which the words run in the order which they would have in prose, and hence his great strength. On the other hand, he is often careless about the length of his lines, possibly from a love of variety. He is fond of rhyme, and introduces prose freely into his scenes. His models appear to have been Marlowe for metre and Ben Jonson for treatment. He has a liking for burlesque, as witness The Knight of the Burning Pestle, The Woman-Hater, and Arbaces in A King and No King.412 All this is very unlike Massinger.

It may be asked, how does Massinger compare with Webster? This question naturally rises in the mind at a moment when a gifted writer, snatched from us before his time, has left us an interesting and scholarly study of Webster. Mr. Rupert Brooke makes no secret of his contempt for Fletcher, and the second-rate magic of Massinger; he regards Webster as the last of the strong school of Elizabethan dramatists.

Are we to compare Westward Ho!, Northward Ho!, and The Cure for a Cuckold with A New Way to pay Old Debts and The City Madam? They are less refined, less skilfully constructed. The stage is more crowded, and the characters are worse drawn. The same considerations apply to the Malcontent413 and The Devils Law-case. Mr. Brooke practically allows that he means by Webster, The White Devil and The Duchess of Malfi, and these plays alone. Let it be said at once that it is an ungrateful task to magnify one poet at the expense of another. We allow that in these two plays Webster comes nearer to Shakspere than any of his compeers. He has a great, a subtle, a well-stored mind; he produces isolated tragic effects of the most poignant kind; he is a master of atmosphere; he plays with the feelings of his auditors; he can dazzle them by his miraculous touches of poetic beauty.

On the other hand, he is not a clear thinker, nor are his plays skilfully planned. I should imagine that they read better than they act. For instance, the scene in The Duchess of Malfi, where Ferdinand gives the heroine the dead hand, fills us with horror. I doubt if it would be effective on the stage. Websters rhymes are poor, and his prose worse than Massingers. Sir Sidney Lee414 says his blank verse is vigorous and musical; to me it seems too often ragged and halting. But the chief objection to Webster is that he lives in a world of repulsive themes and fantastic crimes. He revels in the sinister suggestions aroused by skulls, dead hands, ghosts, echoes, and madmen. His mind was morbid, and his successes are like lightning flashes of splendid power piercing a gloomy and sullen background.

The fact that he was not a productive writer may weigh less with some critics than with others; more important is it to remember that Massingers plays held the stage much longer than Websters. This fact may fairly be taken to prove the appeal which the former has successfully made to the human heart. Webster, in short, compared with Shakspere, reminds us somewhat of the contrast between Mantegna and Raphael.

In one or two respects Webster has affinities with Massinger. Both frequently imitate Shakspere; and both repeat themselves continually, though in different ways. Whereas Massinger used the same vocabulary and terms of thought again and again, Webster quotes whole sentences from one of his plays in another, as if he felt, like some of the Greek writers of antiquity, that when he had said a thing as it should be said, he had the right to use it again.415

It is difficult to compare Massinger with Ben Jonson: both wrote Roman plays and domestic comedies; but Ben Jonson has at once a greater mind and a wider range of experiment. He was a learned man, a great figure in society, the dictator of a circle of wits, the centre of many friendships and enmities. He would probably regard Massinger as a pale-featured, gentle hack. We know more about his full-blooded personality than about any other writer of the period, and while there is much in him to offend, there is more to inspire our respect.

Our immediate object is to compare the two writers as dramatists. It is at once clear that they work on different lines. Massinger is a follower of Shakspere and Fletcher, though we can trace in some of his tragedies the influence of Webster and Tourneur. In his comedies, we see some approximation to Ben Jonson; it is instructive to compare Eastward Ho! with The City Madam. A fundamental difference of method is at once seen; Massinger deliberately eschews the use of prose. It must at once be conceded that he has left nothing on so colossal a scale as Every Man in his Humour, Volpone, Epicoene, The Alchemist, and Bartholomew Fair. Here we find skilful plot, masterly characterization, and ludicrous combinations. How heartily we laugh over the Plautine scene before Cobs house in Every Man in his Humour,416 or at the intrusion of unbidden guests at Moroses wedding, or at the deception practised on the two knights in the gallery.417 How dazzled we are with the kaleidoscopic vapours of the great Fair. On the other hand, in what Dryden calls the dotages, we find a great falling off. Ben Jonson can be very dull. Still even in The Devil is an Ass and The Staple of News there is a vein of original fancy, which reminds us that we are dealing with no imitator, but with an original and poetical mind. Nor must we forget the splendid series of Masques, into which Ben Jonson put some of his best work; to this Massinger has but little to oppose. And then, as we all know, Ben Jonson bursts out from time to time with a great lyric, whereas Massingers songs are commonplace. Lastly, in The Case is Altered, we have a plot in the manner of Fletcher which is so successful as to make us regret that Jonson did not try this type of play again. Though it has not the atmosphere of Massinger, it has something of the mellow graciousness at which he, like Fletcher, aimed.

It would be silly to deny Jonsons superiority of intellect, and of attainment when at his best. His faults are, however, very serious. Though he can draw a man of good breeding, his women are very ordinary. He is too fond of incorporating long passages from the classical authors whom he knew so well; he would have been more attractive if he had used Aristophanes and Plautus, Ovid and Libanius, as inspirations rather than as materials. The notes on Sejanus are a liberal education, but after all, the plays the thing. The use of humour and vapours, though at first brilliant and captivating, even becomes artificial and tedious; no one is the embodiment of one passion or weakness. Let us be thankful that human nature is not so simple or consistent, for in that case it would cease to interest. More serious still, Jonson has no sense of proportion; we read Knowells soliloquy in Every Man in his Humour,418 and we say, Fine! but too long; and we say this again and again as we read his works. The great length of the fifth act of Sejanus is a good instance of this fault. Indeed, it is impossible that the play was acted in the form which we now have — it would have emptied the house, like Burkes speeches. When Jonson gets on to some subject of which he knows the technical terms, such as fucuses419 or alchemy, he is almost as tedious as Kiplings Macandrew. His plots are at times too skilful; thus, even Brainworm in time gets on our nerves. His coarseness is that of a common soldier, and his puns are bad.

Are there any points of contact between the two authors? I do not wish to suggest that Massinger owed nothing to the older writer, though parallels of diction may mean little but the simultaneous use of the idioms of the day. Thus in The Staple of News we find, I do write man,420 blacks,421 kiss close,422 nectar,423 magnificent424; tossing in a blanket is referred to,425 and the saints426 at Amsterdam, while the cooks fortifications427 remind us of a passage in A New Way to pay Old Debts. In Sejanus we find passive fortitude commended.428 He puts them to their whisper,429 reminds us of The Roman Actor. Sejanus change of temper to his satellites430 when he fancies danger is past resembles that of Domitian in the same play. The City Madam has touches of plot and style which recall Volpone.

There is, however, little contact between Ben Jonson and Massinger. Their births were separated by only ten years, but a much longer period than that seems to divide them. Friend of the great as he was, Ben Jonson was yet an Aristophanic, nay, a Rabelaisian democrat; Massinger is a gentleman and a courtier. The one has the vigour and immaturity of the Elizabethan age, and in him we feel in contact with the obsolete Mystery and Morality plays;431 the other has the refinement and romance of the Caroline era. The one is a powerful satirist and a pugnacious fighter; the other lives in an ideal world. On the one side is vis consili expers; on the other, a more limited intellect with a surer artistic sense. If I may venture to say so, they differ from one another as an apple from a pear. I do not deny that Ben Jonson was the greater man, but I find him more archaic and more difficult to read than Massinger. Much of the interest of his plays is dead for us, his local colour and topical allusions, which require so many notes, are more tedious; his personal likes and dislikes, his egotism, his vanity, are wearisome; and though his blank verse is strong and manly, it is not so melodious as Massingers. The older man stands foursquare and solitary; the younger man reaches forward to posterity, and we feel him to be linked by his art and grace to ourselves. Though Dryden never mentions Massinger, there is a dignified capacity which is common to the two authors.

Massingers chief rival in the latter part of his life was Shirley. Shirleys plays are full of interest; his graceful style rises occasionally into poetry, at which the author himself seems to smile; his plots are full of ingenious turns; his female characters are more confidently developed than Massingers, nor is he unable to draw a lifelike man, as we see from Lorenzo in The Traitor and Columbo in The Cardinal. He excels in the battledore and shuttlecock of love-making; he tells us far more of the manner of well-bred contemporary society than Massinger. Indeed, it is probable that he had a greater success in his day than his rival, and was more in touch with Court circles, though even the loyal Shirley discreetly satirizes from time to time the government of Charles I. He is not devoid of humour and epigram; his dialogue is light and sprightly. He reaches back to Fletcher and forward to Dryden; we seem, as we read his plays, to be a long way removed from the labour of Jonson, the pomp of Chapman, the vernal simplicity of Heywood. On the other hand, we miss in him the breadth and strength, the dignity, the nobility, and the fire of Massinger. He is more of a photographer than a painter. Though his style has eloquence, the thought is often far from clear, and the long sentences are clumsy. There is something slight and unsubstantial about the whole thing, while the metre is continually careless and lame.

In assigning Massingers place in the drama of his age, we have to remember that the period falls into two well-defined parts. He has very little in common with Marlowe, Greene, and Peele, and still less with the charming Dresden china of Lyly. Marlowes generation breathes the freshness and vehemence of the spring, while Massinger reflects the silver lights of September. So rapid was the development of fifty years, that to pass from the one to the other is like going from the lancet windows of Salisbury Cathedral to the tracery of William of Wykeham. While we miss the purity and simplicity of Early English, it would be foolish to ignore the strength of design and proportion that maturity and experience brought. The towers and battlements, the lierne vaulting, the large windows, and generous clerestories of Perpendicular do much to atone for the spiritless detail and mechanical wall-panelling. A similar consideration applies to the Jacobean dramatists when compared with their Elizabethan predecessors.

Shall I be thought presumptuous in setting Massinger against Shakspere? The attempt may, at any rate, help to elicit a true estimate; the suggestion has often been made before. Shakspere seems to have been from his writings a man of great receptivity, unerring knowledge of human nature, profound wisdom, and infinite sweetness, the master of all the arts which we associate with a good poet. Massinger reminds us of Ben Jonson, though he is less consciously clever, less cumbered with learning, less combative.432 He is modest,433 manly, lucid, sane, and sensible, capable of just indignation, one who respects himself, a faithful friend,434 and a wide reader; he knows a gentleman when he sees him; he can pay compliments with good breeding; he has had his ups and downs in life;435 he is one who understood men better than women, and who, like Sir Thomas Browne, loved a soldier;436 a vigorous and business-like artist, he is never worsted by his theme, but makes it lifelike and interesting, with an unerring instinct for what is effective on the stage, his very faults being largely due to this useful knowledge. That there was a strain of noble melancholy in his mind can hardly be denied.437 The character which seems to me to embody Massinger himself is Charalois in The Fatal Dowry. Whether he was musical I should doubt after the perfunctory reference to the art in The Fatal Dowry.438 We find nothing in his plays like the famous idyllic description in Fords Lovers Melancholy.439 On the other hand, he knew that vocal and instrumental music were effective in a play; we need go no farther than the end of Act IV. in The Virgin Martyr for proof of this.440 And Cario uses the terms of music with great precision in The Guardian.441 On the whole we get the impression that he was an example of a rare combination, modesty with independence of mind, a fact which, considering what the circumstances of the literary life then were, is quite enough to explain the hard struggle he seems to have undergone.

It may be said that I am comparing a mighty genius with a second-rate intellect. Are there any points in which Massinger can hold his own against Shakspere? Granted that he falls short in passion, imagination,442 wit, diction, rhythm, lyric rapture, where does he shine?



It may at first hearing sound snobbish to point out that he was a University man, but a good deal of truth lies hidden in that simple phrase. Shaksperes plays are marked by many faults of construction, taste, and detail; he who never blotted a line should certainly, as Ben Jonson remarked, have blotted a good many. It always seems to me that this is a line of thought which is too much ignored by those who believe that Shakspere wrote his own plays, and that Bacon had nothing to do with them. The Baco-Shaksperians point, and very justly, to the surprising knowledge and culture shown in the plays; they refuse to believe that all this can have come from the brain of a Warwickshire rustic, forgetting the faults which are so glaring, faults which are precisely those which a learned and accurate scholar like Bacon would have avoided.

Now Massinger is a correct and artistic writer. The little tricks of style which were so dear to his mighty predecessor, the pun, the alliteration,443 the conceit, the verbal quibble,444 are far less obtrusive; he is free from that affectation and precious obscurity which are so marked in Shaksperes later style. And one small point may be noticed in passing here, as an indication of good breeding: the characters in Massinger very seldom address one another by name. It is significant that Greedy and Overreach both offend in this way.445

Though it is true that these faults were common to the age, they are so marked in Shakspere that it is impossible to ignore them in any estimate of the man. In the details of style, then, Massinger can claim credit for being more correct. In a word, what he lacks in genius and poetry he supplies to a certain extent by good taste and education. He shares this advantage with his age, which was learning to correct the errors of the past; the English language was advancing rapidly to more maturity and balance than it had in the previous generation.

I have already pointed out the careful study of Shakspere which we find in Massinger, and the copious use of his imperial vocabulary. When we take into account all the elements of the problem, when we make allowance for quantity of work done, as well as for quality, would it be too much to say that Massinger is as the pupil to the master, and that, though separated by a long interval, he comes second?446 This may seem a hard saying, unless it is explained. I allow that Ben Jonson had a greater intellect; that Beaumont and Fletcher had more genius, more pathos, more humour; that Marlowe, Webster, and Ford, each in his own way, were greater poets. I put Massinger next to Shakspere as a dramatist pure and simple, because his best work is well-constructed and interesting, his style and metre entrancing, his atmosphere charming and easy, yet ideal, his morality mature and sane. And in praising his morality, I do not lay stress on the benefits to be derived from the use of his plays as a school-book, though that consideration is not to be despised but rather maintain that in avoiding abnormal, tainted, and morbid themes he is in advance of his age; consequently he is easier for us to read and understand than other writers whose gifts were greater than his; he makes a successful and enduring appeal to the communis sensus of mankind.

I now proceed to a short critical estimate of Massingers plays. The most famous are The Virgin Martyr in tragedy, and A New Way to pay Old Debts in comedy. Opinions have differed strangely about The Virgin Martyr. It went through four editions in quarto in the seventeenth century, a fact which testifies to its immediate popularity. Davies447 considered it far inferior to any of his other productions, and Mason was equally severe. Even Hallam confessed that parts of it were far from pleasing. There can be no doubt that these parts of the play, which the critics now unanimously ascribe to Dekker, are responsible for giving Massinger a bad name for coarseness. It is hard to carry supernatural machinery through, as Fletchers Prophetess shows, and we have here an Angel, and a Devil, but they are on the whole managed successfully. The first act is admirably proportioned; the fourth and fifth also are masterly. There are a thrill and a glamour in the style of this play unlike anything else in Massinger, due perhaps to the religious problem dealt with.448 The only fault of Dorothea is that, like other good people, she is a bad judge of character. It gives us a shock to find Spungius and Hircius members of her household, and at least we feel she should not have put her charities in their hands, but should have attended to the poor herself.449 The Princess Artemia is a type common in Massinger.450

In A New Way to pay Old Debts we have an ingenious plot which never flags, adequate comedy, and characters which are appropriately, if not very carefully, drawn. The style is strong and natural; it is not far from this play to Goldsmith, and indeed the eighteenth century must have owed much to it. In its atmosphere of ease and propriety there are no harsh lights or discordant tints.

The central idea of the plot was probably borrowed from a play of admirable vivacity and dexterity, Middletons Trick to catch the Old One, which appeared in 1607. What has Massinger added to Middleton? He has made the plot more probable, refining the characters, and raising the whole thing from prose to poetry. We laugh less, but we admire more, for we feel that we are seeing something transacted which might have happened.

Sir Giles Overreach is Massingers masterpiece, a superman of colossal wickedness, with no belief in the honour or virtue of men or women.451 Though fond of money, he is not a miser, but loves to lavish his gains; power is rather his foible; repeated success has made him reckless; his aim is to increase his estates by bullying his poorer neighbours, and by employing the sharp practices of the law. But he has yet one other ambition, to see his only daughter married to a lord and to hear her styled Right Honourable. His unscrupulousness is expressed in often-quoted passages of great power; his frantic anger in the fifth act is depicted with a skill which leaves no sympathy in our minds for a father whose only daughter has treated him badly. Here Massinger is more successful than his great model in the case of Shylock and Jessica. I cannot agree that it is inconsistent with the character of Sir Giles that he should be anxious for his daughter to marry a lord — there are several passages in the earlier part of the play which show that he is not only a bully but a base-born snob.452

Where so much is admirable it is difficult to make selection, but we may point out that Wellborns character is a fine piece of work; we pity his disgrace, we rejoice in his success, we believe in his desire to do better in the future. The grief of Lady Allworth for her husband and the jealous fears of young Allworth when Lord Lovell is to meet Margaret are excellently drawn. There are, moreover, touches of poetry in the play of a high order, as, for instance:

Allworth. If ever

The queen of flowers, the glory of the spring,

The sweetest comfort to our smell, the rose,

Sprang from an envious briar, I may infer,

Theres such disparity in their conditions,

Between the goodness of my soul, the daughter,

And the base churl, her father.453



Or in Allworths speech about his love:

Add this too; when you feel her touch, and breath

Like a soft western wind, when it glides oer

Arabia, creating gums and spices;

And in the van, the nectar of her lips,

Which you must taste, bring the battalia on,

Well-armd, and strongly lined with her discourse,

And knowing manners, to give entertainment;

Hippolytus himself would leave Diana,

To follow such a Venus.454

The play which Massinger himself at one time esteemed the most highly was The Roman Actor,455 but we have to remember that much of his best work was done after 1626, the date of the play. The Roman Actor, though most admirable, is strong and hard rather than inspired. More than any other of his works it shows us an element of greatness in the authors mind, which reveals itself in many ways; in the attractive and noble character of Paris, in the mastery shown in dealing with a Roman theme, the local colour of which is put on with a light and yet sure hand, in the skill with which the story is invested with the atmosphere of tyranny, in the breathless interest with which we follow the last moments of Domitian in Act V., in the dexterity with which three smaller plays are introduced into the action without in the least confusing the construction. In making an actor the hero of the play, and in giving him so many opportunities of showing his art, Massinger no doubt felt every confidence in the genius of J. Taylor, but perhaps the chief charm of the play is due to the reflection which it inspires in the mind of the reader, that it expresses with fire and conviction the struggling authors high ideal for the theatre as a social institution, and his esteem for actors. On the other hand, there is little comic relief, and little female interest beyond the infatuation of the Empress. Indeed, the women who take part in the play are one and all unattractive, and though it might be fairly urged that they are probably adequate portraits of the originals, we cannot help feeling that the author ought to have seen that they were timid sketches. In other words, we are face to face here with an acknowledged limitation of Massingers art. Nor should it be forgotten that while the play is full of noble and even impassioned rhetoric,456 there are one or two prosy passages457 and several small improbabilities.458 In the third of the inserted plays Domitian, taking the part of an actor, avenges himself on Paris. This device by which characters in a play avenge themselves by taking parts in a subordinate play, occurs in the famous Spanish Tragedy of Kyd, and in Middletons Women, beware Women. Most successful of all is the splendid climax of Act IV., where we have the clash of interest required by the highest form of tragedy; we sympathize with Paris, and yet we feel that the Emperor, who has been wronged, must avenge himself signally and at once.

It is the tragi-comedies which give me the most pleasure, the romantic plays with a happy ending, such as The Great Duke of Florence, The Emperor of the East, The Bashful Lover (the last of Massingers plays which we possess), A Very Woman; closely allied with these is The Maid of Honour. The Great Duke of Florence is full of courtesy and grace; there are some charming passages of poetry, and the metre is liquid and easy. The whole play is bathed in the sunshine of youth, and while there is some good comedy in it, there is little for the expurgator to do. The characters are all drawn with skill and propriety, especially the Duke, the Duchess of Urbin, and Lidia. Petronella in disguise is Massingers best comic creation.

In The Emperor of the East, with a trivial plot and some improbability in details, there is much admirable work, especially at the beginning. The two courtiers get to the point at once, mentioning Pulcheria in I., 1, 10. It was a play at which the author worked hard, and of which he thought highly.459 The two good women, the sister and the wife, are well drawn, and we understand how natural it is that they should be antipathetic; we welcome the allowance they make for one another,460 we sympathize with the humiliation of each in her turn, and we rejoice in their reconciliation. Especially pleasing are the gentle dignity of Eudocia in III., 4, and her slowness to take up Chrysapius suggestion in IV., 1. The Emperor is not an attractive character, as he is at once weak and violent; but we have to remember that he is very young, and also that he has been kept in leading-strings all the earlier part of his life. I should like to believe, with many critics, that the prose scene, in which the Empiric figures, is not due to Massinger. It is a study in the manner of Ben Jonson. Another touch of the older master is The Projector,461 who is, however, on very much fainter lines than Meercroft in The Devil is an Ass. Imitation of Shakspere is prominent in The Emperor of the East. Scenes I., 1, and III., 1, remind us of Henry VIIIs courtiers. The pictures in Act II. seem to be suggested by a similar scene in The Merchant of Venice. Act IV., 5 recalls Othello, III., 4; Act V., 2, 105-8 is modelled on Othello III., 3, 330-3.462

A Very Woman or The Prince of Tarent is based, as the Prologue tells us, on an old play; the authors modesty cannot forbear saying that, good as it was before, it is much betterd now. By this he probably means that substantial additions have been made, that the plot has been put into better shape,463 and that perhaps the comic element is cut down. Boyle assigns about two-fifths of the play to Massinger, including the quarrel between Cardenes and Antonio, and the great love scene between Antonio and Almira, but excluding the careful treatment of Cardenes melancholy by Paulo the doctor.464 I should myself unhesitatingly assign the latter scene to Massinger. The only scenes which can be safely attributed to Fletcher are those of the slave-market,465 and that where Leonora seeks to console Almira.466 The sprightly vivacity of the former and the tenderness of the latter are good evidence for this assignation. A perusal of this admirable masterpiece leads us to the conclusion that if Massinger, instead of collaborating with Fletcher, had rewritten the plays of the latter, our literature would have been greatly enriched.

I would not deny that a man may have several styles, and may write in the manner of another; especially is this possible when the other has been his bosom friend. Still there are a grace and delicacy about A Very Woman which seem to suggest the hand of Fletcher. The characters are drawn with great refinement and vividness. There is a pair of devoted friends, Antonio and Pedro, and over against them two charming ladies, Leonora and Almira, the former at once sensible and kind, the latter almost worthy of a place beside Shaksperes heroines. The great love scene, though suggested by Desdemona and Othello, is not unworthy of Shakspere himself.467 Cuculo is an amusing study of the old courtier, such as we get elsewhere in Massinger. Borachia, the lady who loves wine, is drawn with a lighter hand than Massingers; yet I feel that Fletcher, unassisted or unpruned, would have made the scenes in which she appears grosser than they are. Antonio, the Prince of Tarent, reminds us of a clean-limbed, honest English public-school boy; he is slow to take offence, but brave when provoked, sorry for the mischance of which he is the innocent cause, courteous, and ready on all occasions.

The plot has been shaped with great attention to detail. Thus, when Antonio, disguised as a slave, first meets his friend Pedro, his master Cuculo does not allow him to speak,468 so that Pedro has no chance of identifying him by his voice. Later on, however, Pedro has an intuition that the slave is other than he seems to be:

I do see something in this fellows face still

That ties my heart fast to him.469

He treats him as a friend, as though his intuition pierced through the external disguise,470 and when the recognition takes place he naturally remarks:

Have I not just cause,

When I consider how I could be so stupid,

As not to see a friend through all disguises.471

Again, we have an indication at the end of the slave-market scene that the slave who followed Paulo will be an important link in the plot:

Paulo. Follow me, then;

The knave may teach me something.



Slave. Something that

You dearly may repent; howeer you scorn me,

The slave may prove your master.472

It is this slave who leads the pirates in their attempt to carry off Leonora and Almira.

When Antonio appears in his former dress473 we ask, how did he get it? The answer is, from the Captain, his fellow-slave, whose life he had saved in the past by interceding with the Viceroy.474 Lastly, the Dukes reference (V., 2, 130) to the advice which the Viceroy had given him in II., 2, is one of those careful touches making for unity of design in which Massinger delights.475

No doubt the plot is not free from improbabilities; in real life Antonio would have revealed himself to Pedro, and Pedro and Almira would both have recognized him. We have already seen that Massinger is so fond of a story that he sometimes forgets to let his characters guide it. To round off the play harmoniously, Antonio should have had a soliloquy, to explain to the audience who he was, to lament over the change of his fortunes, to express a hope that all would come right in the end, to reassert his devotion to Pedro, and to protest his loyalty in spite of everything to Almira. Perhaps something of the sort was cut out.

The Bashful Lover is the last play of the strange old fellow476 that we possess; it reminds us in several respects of Fletcher; in the romantic atmosphere,477 the overwrought devotion of the hero, the bustling action and the complexity of the plot, and in a metrical detail.478 On the other hand, the smooth and careful construction, the subordination of the comedy, the constant use of parentheses, and, above all, the vacillations of the violent Lorenzo, are characteristics of Massinger. There are many noble personages in the play, and considerable tenderness. Matildas character is drawn well at the start; in the latter part she rather tends to become a lay figure. A princess with three aspirants to her hand, of whom two are princes, while the one she loves is to all appearance of lowly birth, is awkwardly placed. The same fault, as Boyle points out,479 might be found with the hero, Hortensio; the fact is that the story rather carries the characters along in its sweep than is developed by them; moreover, Massinger seems in the last two acts to be more interested in the psychological study of Lorenzos emotions than in his heros fortunes. With all its beauties, the play betrays the advancing years of the author by a certain heaviness of touch, although the episode of Ascanio, the disguised page, is carried through with great delicacy and skill, and the varied incidents of Act II. make the battle one of the most lifelike in literature.

The Maid of Honour is well planned, and the characters well contrasted. Indeed, anyone who doubts Massingers skill in this respect will be convinced by this play. Though the end is sombre, it is, as Leslie Stephen has pointed out, dignified and inevitable. As Bertoldo was sworn to celibacy, Camiola could not have married him, even if her self-respect had allowed it.480 Here again we get an imperious lady, the Duchess Aurelia, who changes her mind too rapidly, but cannot be charged with viciousness. The comic touches, a foolish lover and a pair of effeminate courtiers, are quite good. The various moods of Adorni — his deepening devotion to Camiola, his humility at her rebuke, his fidelity in doing her commands, his temptation to commit suicide — are admirably portrayed. The King, too, is well drawn; he is a complex character, who is not wholly bad. The rough old soldier Gonzaga is a lifelike study, but the figure who dominates the play is the high-spirited and beautiful heroine. The careful skill of the author is shown in many details, among others, in the way in which Camiola, before taking the veil, persuades the King to forgive Fulgentio. For this to be possible the way is paved by the Kings change of mind as to Camiolas character in IV., 5. The end of the play shows in what way Massinger is a greater artist than Fletcher. The latter would certainly have married off the Duchess Aurelia to the King or the Duke of Urbin, and provided Gonzaga with a wife.

No student of our comic drama can ignore the brilliant vigour of The City Madam.481 The characters one and all contribute to an harmonious unity, the most lifelike perhaps being Sir John Frugal, the bluff, successful British merchant, tender-hearted, yet ashamed of being unbusinesslike, and a good judge of men. The plot moves easily, not overloaded with satire. The women remind us of Ben Jonsons women, but with less strength there is a greater art shown here than Ben Jonson had at his command. The great triumph of the play is the hypocrite Luke, to whom some splendid rhetoric is assigned. He arrests our attention from the first; though not on the grand scale like Sir Giles Overreach, he is an innate villain, who only lacks opportunity to be capable of anything, a sordid soul, who does not know what goodness is. The two prentices are of the same kidney as Quicksilver in Eastward Ho.

For sheer vitality and strength three of the plays stand out conspicuously: The Bondman, The Renegado, and The Guardian. Though they are disfigured by one or two coarse scenes, one is carried along in reading them as if one were in a sailing-boat, dancing along a fresh sea. Of The Bondman Monck Mason says: I dont recollect any play whatsoever that begins or ends in a manner so pleasing, uncommon, and striking. It contains four well-drawn characters — Timoleon, Marullo, Leosthenes, and Cleora. The plot is lively, though some critics, I think unjustly, have accused the author of cutting the knot in the fifth act. The disguised brother and sister who meet in Act III., I should perhaps indicate their relationship. Timandra does not explicitly mention her brother till V., 1, 64. A reference earlier in the play to the wrong which Leosthenes had done her would certainly make for clearness. There is much fine eloquence in the play. The one or two offensive comic scenes are not essential to the plot.

The Renegado has an Oriental setting, which alone would make it attractive on the stage. The character of Donusa is on the grand scale, one of Massingers successes; the Merchant, the Jesuit, and Grimaldi are all well drawn. There is some fine oratory and a good plot, which works up to an exciting end. There is not much in the comic line of value here.

The plot of The Guardian is more complicated than is usual with Massinger. It contains some charming banditti scenes, while Alphonsos fictitious narrative in the last act is one of the strongest pieces of writing in our author. The guardian, Durazzo, the kind-hearted but cynical and quick-tempered old man of the world, is one of Massingers most successful creations. On the other hand, it will be allowed that there is too much concession in The Guardian to a corrupt taste, due perhaps to poverty and the depression of failure. The character of Iolante is unattractive; her intrigue with a man who turns out to be her brother is odious; her repentance is cheap and unconvincing. The earlier part of the play in its movement and morals alike reminds us of Fletcher.

The Picture is full of power, and enriched with some good strokes of satire; the alternations of mood in the chief characters are represented with skill, while the magic portrait on which the plot hinges seems to take a natural place in the story. There is, however, a crudeness and hardness of texture about the play, though Mathias and Sophia are well drawn, especially the latter. Everything comes right at the last, and true love is vindicated after the display of some proper pride; but one feels that the three venture their honour too far. He comes too near who comes to be denied. The Kings faults are overdrawn; the Queen very nearly spoils the play; the young courtiers, though realistic, are unpleasant; the comic element is poor and farcical.482 In dealing with a psychological theme, Massinger was trying to adjust to the hard-and-fast concrete outlines of the drama a story which would have been easier to manage and more attractive to read if it had been cast in the form of a novel. There would then have been possible gradations of light and shade, which would have made the treatment less bald. It would have supplied Richardson with a problem worthy of his heart-breaking and long-drawn analysis.

The Duke of Milan is a gloomy play, with a somewhat intricate plot, presenting to us that strange Italianate483 world of treachery and poison with which Webster, Ford, and Tourneur make us familiar. We must remember, on the other hand, that Italy gives an atmosphere which domestic plays like The Yorkshire Tragedy and Arden of Feversham lack. As in The Bondman and The Unnatural Combat, the plot is developed late, though hints are given before. Thus, the ill-treated sister is early referred to,484 while the last words of the same act prepare us for Franciscos villainy. The finest scene in the play is Act III., 1, which is bathed in the romantic atmosphere so congenial to our author. Sforza submits to his enemy, the Emperor Charles, without forfeiting our esteem, while the Emperor shows a noble magnanimity. There is a subdued comic element in the person of Graccho, the musician.

The Duke of Milan is carefully written485 and skilfully constructed; the author has taken great pains to draw the characters of Sforza and Marcelia, though Francisco is perhaps more successful than either.486 The Dukes last words are the clue to his character:

I come: Death, I obey thee!

Yet I will not die raging; for alas!

My whole life was a frenzy: good Eugenia,

In death forgive me.487

The chief frenzy of his life was his devotion to his wife Marcelia. This peerless beauty combines pride488 with a kindly simplicity which is no match for Francisco; while she dearly loves her husband and forgives him in her last words, she is not altogether attractive. On the other hand, her anger with Sforza for leaving orders that she should be killed if he did not return safe from his hazardous enterprise is natural, and the scene in which she receives him coldly and provokes his violent anger would be effective when acted.489 We are inevitably reminded of Othello, and the comparison is most instructive as revealing the great gap which separates the pupil from the master. Marcelia is not so gracious as Desdemona, nor Sforza so strong as Othello, nor Francisco so devilish as Iago. As is usually the case with Massinger, the fifth act carries along our interest to the end. We do not weep, but we are certainly moved by the horror of the Dukes death. The princesses of the Ducal House are responsible for an improbable scene490 when they flout Marcelia in the absence of her lord. Their behaviour reminds us of the ladies in The Roman Actor. In style The Duke of Milan is marked by several passages of fine poetry and a comparative absence of the parenthetic construction.

The Fatal Dowry is a famous and much-admired play, adapted by Nicholas Rowe in the eighteenth century to form the basis of his Fair Penitent.491 There are some fine scenes here, notably the funeral, which is as effective as anything our poet has written. On the other hand, the scene in which Rochfort is robed and blindfolded, and assents to his daughters death, recalls Fletcher in its improbability; nor is it likely that Beaumelle would marry Charalois at such short notice. All we can say about this is that hurried weddings are one of the presuppositions of the Jacobean drama.492 There are an heroic atmosphere, a fine friendship, and much rhetoric of a high order in The Fatal Dowry. Moreover, as the moral lines at the end point out, there is the clash of law and natural vengeance in this play, which is a legitimate source of dramatic power. Charalois, Romont, Malotin, and Pontalier are all well drawn: the sweet and gentle nature of Charalois is particularly attractive, though he is not incapable of passionate anger,493 which makes the punishment he inflicts on his guilty wife in IV., 4 more credible. On the other hand, a story is at a disadvantage in which the father, though generous and dignified, is impulsive and quixotic, the heroine is worthless, and her lover contemptible.494 The style in places is less lucid than usual, which may be due to the co-operation of Field; moreover, the metre is more halting than Massingers is wont to be, and I think it probable that the play has been carelessly printed. There is much spirited sarcasm in Act III., and some fun in Act IV.495

The Unnatural Combat is full of splendid rhetoric; indeed, there are perhaps too many soliloquies. This early work is grim as an iron-bound coast; yet the affairs of the honest, brave, and poverty-stricken captain, Belgarde, provide a lighter element, and the moralizing of the pert page in III., 2 is both sensible and light-handed in execution. The reason for the sons antipathy to his father is hinted at from time to time in the first act; its disclosure is postponed too late. We should also have been prepared for the wrongs and treachery of Montreville, which burst upon us too suddenly in the last act. The evil passion of Malefort is powerfully depicted; here, again, we have a careful study of conflicting emotions. Though he struggles against his evil desires, we feel that a bad man must come to a bad end.496 The play would have been better rounded off if in the initial part some indication had been given that he seemed to everyone a man whose mind, for some mysterious reason, was unbalanced and unhinged.497 Once allow that such a theme can be tolerable as that which we have here, and the hints which Montreville drops from time to time are adequate to stir the suspicion of the spectator.

The style is more like rhythmical prose than that of any other of Massingers plays. Here alone in our author do children occur, and that in an unpleasing context.498 The ghosts of Maleforts victims, which appear in the last scene, seem to me a legitimate and powerful episode. It was natural to compare this violent play with Chapmans tragedies; Malefort reminding us of Bussy dAmbois and Byron; but there is little in common between the two authors. In the first place, Massinger knows how to construct a play; in the second place, there is hardly a line in The Unnatural Combat which is obscure, whereas in the last act of Bussy dAmbois, Chapmans masterpiece, there is hardly a line which is intelligible.

The Parliament of Love contains much fine poetry499 and one great forensic scene, such as our author loves.500 It is, however, in too fragmentary a state for us to judge it fairly.501 The atmosphere is unreal, the interest flags, the boisterous comedy is unattractive. There are more women than is usual in Massinger, and duelling and friendship inspire two noble scenes (III., 2; IV., 2). Though vice is humbled, we ask here, as in The Picture, does virtue gain by the way in which its opposite is portrayed? And are not the characters, male and female alike, undiscriminated? The interest, in other words, is concentrated in the triple story, and doubtless we feel some satisfaction in the punishment of Clarindore, the betrayer of secrets.502 There are a good many half-lines in the manner of Fletcher.

Though Believe as You List503 is full of dignity and poetry, it has a plot without much nexus, of the sort which Aristotle would blame as ἐπεισοδιώδης.504 We are wafted from Carthage to Bithynia, from Bithynia to Lusitania, from Lusitania to Sicily. Though Antiochus is truly a king even in his misfortunes, and excites our respect and compassion, the play can hardly have been a success. The melancholy tinge is too uniform; the improbabilities of the recognitions are too glaring. The Courtesan and Berecinthius cannot be said to have added to the gaiety of nations; of the other characters Flaminius alone has individuality. The peculiar circumstances under which the play was written may help to explain the fiasco.



The Old Law does not owe much to Massinger. As it was a favourite play, it may have owed its association with his name to revision on his part.505 There is a charming tenderness in places and a rollicking improbability about the whole scheme, both alien to the staid Massinger. The humour is not his, but better; his phraseology is markedly absent;506 the prose scenes show another conception of art; the careless metre suggests Rowley. It is clear that whoever wrote the comic parts of The Old Law was responsible for Chough, Trimtram, and the Roarers in A Fair Quarrel. The scene is laid in Epire, a region which seems to have been regarded by our ancestors as a place for strange things to happen, and a vague background like the city of Callipolis;507 it seems to have the same character in the present day. A King of Epire figures among Diocletians court in The Virgin Martyr, and in The Dumb Knight508 we find a Duke of Epire. The classical allusions and Latin phrases suggest that the author of The Old Law was a man of some culture.

My task is now ended. I shall consider myself happy if I persuade some of my readers to make the acquaintance of Massingers plays.509 We have lately been celebrating the tercentenary of Shaksperes death. The best way of honouring a great author is to read his writings; but to appreciate aright the greatness of Shakspere we should be wise to combine with our study a just estimate of his contemporaries and satellites; and, of the many dramatists of that century, none seem to me more worthy of affectionate consideration than Philip Massinger. It is especially instructive to return to his writings from the perusal of the masterpieces of his contemporaries; though from time to time they display rich gifts of pathos, poetry, and humour, they are too often marred by waywardness, unnaturalness, want of proportion, and grossness; it is a relief to resume the study of an author whose work is sober, well balanced, dignified, and lucid. While he shares with them the modern atmosphere of romance and adventure, he is the most Greek of his generation; and this is the real secret of his abiding charm. The passionate, the abnormal, the lurid, the farcical elements, in which his contemporaries revel, are not, indeed, entirely absent, but they are less conspicuous; the luxuriance of the thicket does not hinder the wayfarer from following the path; we pluck the roses without tearing our flesh on the thorns; and as we contemplate the marble splendour of his verse we almost forget that sculpture has its limitations.


Appendix I. The Small Actor In Massingers Plays
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THERE ARE SEVERAL passages in our author in which reference is made to the low stature of the actor of a female part.

Duke of Milan, II., 1, 108: Graccho, speaking of Mariana:

Of a little thing,

It is so full of gall!

II., 1, 156:

Marcelia. For you, puppet — 

Mariana. What of me, pine-tree?

172:

Mariana. O that I could reach you,

The little one you scorn so.

177:

Graccho. Forty ducats

Upon the little hen.

181:

Marcelia. Where are you,

You modicum, you dwarf?

Mariana. Here, giantess, here.

188:

Mariana. Or right me on this monster (shes three foot

Too high for a woman).

Bondman, I., 2, 3: Cleon, speaking to Corisca:

Beauty invites temptations, and short heels

Are soon trippd up.

(This passage may have another interpretation.)

Renegado, I., 2, 9: Manto, speaking of Paulina:

And though low of stature,

Her well-proportiond limbs invite affection.



II., 5, 159: Asambeg, of Paulina:

Such a spirit,

In such a small proportion, I neer read of.

V., 2, 62: Carazie, of Paulina:

I would he had sent me

To the gallies or the gallows, when he gave me

To this proud little devil.

V., 3, 174: Mustapha, of Paulina:

A terrible little tyranness!

Parliament of Love, V., 1, 86: Perigot, of Leonora:

A confident little pleader.

Roman Actor, IV., 1, 15: Domitilla, referring to Domitia:

Who no sooner absent.

But she calls Dwarf! (so in her scorn she styles me)

Put on my pantofles, fetch pen and paper.

V., 2, 5: Domitilla speaks:

Could I make my approaches, though my stature

Does promise little, I have a spirit as daring

As hers that can reach higher.

Picture, I., 1, 96: Corisca speaks:

Your hand, or if you please

To have me fight so high, Ill not be coy,

But stand a-tiptoe fort.

III., 2, 27: Ricardo to Corisca:

Pretty one, I descend

To take the height of your lip.

II., 2, 197: And Pallas, bound up in a little volume.

Emperor of the East, II., 1, 388: Theodosius to Athenais:

By thyself,

The magazine of felicity, in thy lowness

Our eastern queens, at their full height, bow to thee.

Maid of Honour, I., 2, 46: Sylli to Camiola:

Nor I, your little ladyship, till you have

Performd the covenants.

II., 2, 117: Fulgentio to Camiola:

Of a little thing

You are a pretty peat, indifferent fair too.



Maid of Honour, IV., 3, 83:

Bertoldo. Since she alone, in the abstract of herself,

That small but ravishing substance, comprehends

Whatever is, or can be wishd, in the

Idea of a woman!

The Bashful Lover, I., 1, 116:

Hortensio. My little friend, good morrow.

(Cf. III., 1, 28, where Ascanio has to be carried.)

The part of Domitilla was taken by I. Hunniman; that of Paulina by Theo. Bourne; that of Corisca (in The Picture) by W. Trigge. It would appear, therefore, that these references are not all due to the stature of any one individual actor, but that Massinger took care to have actors of different height brought into juxtaposition in his plays. He may here be copying the well-known passages in Midsummer Nights Dream (III., 2, 288-298, 324, 329). Cf. also Antony and Cleopatra, II., 5, 118; III., 3, 13; Much Ado, I., 1, 172 and 216; As You Like It, I., 2, 284; Twelfth Night, I., 5, 219; II., 5, 16; King Lear, I., 1, 201. Cf. Bradleys Shakspearean Tragedy, p. 317, n. 1.

In Dekkers Honest Whore, Pt. 2. III., 1, the heroine, Bellafront, is a little tiny woman. So are Pretiosa in Middletons Spanish Gipsy (I., 5), and Isabella in Women, beware Women (III., 2). Cf. also The Case is Altered (III., 3), Fore God, the taller is a gallant lady. We find the same idea in The Fair Maid of the West, II., 3; III., 1, 2. Celestina, in Shirleys Lady of Pleasure (III., 2), is a puppet. Spaconia in A King and no King (III., 1) is that little one; Viola in The Coxcomb (V., 3) is not high. Cf. also The Prophetess (I., 3, 59), a play which bears many marks of Massingers work:

Dioclesian. Thou knowst she is a prophetess.

Maximinian. A small one,

And as small profit to be hoped for by her.

The Spanish Curate (V., 1, 37), Jamie to Violante:

In stature youre a giantess: and your tailor

Takes measures of you with a Jacobs staff

Or he can never reach you: this by the way

For your large size.



Loves Cure (V., 3), Bobadillo to Lucio, speaking about Clara:

I put the longest weapon in your sisters hand, my lord, because she was the shortest lady.

The Sea Voyage (IV., 3): Morillat: This little gentlewoman that was taken with us, referring to Aminta. As Cleopatra in The False One (II., 3) arrives in a parcel, she must have been small. Margarita in Rule a Wife (III., 4) is of a low stature. Ismenia in The Maid of the Mill was of the lowest stature (I., 2); cf. also V., 2, 7. Evanthe in A Wife for a Month, IV., 3 is this little fort. Cf. also The Noble Gentleman, IV., 3.


Appendix II
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DID MASSINGER KNOW Greek? It is perhaps worth while collecting the scanty evidence on the subject. We find a pun on the name Philanax in The Emperor of the East,510 and Mathias plays on the name of his wife Sophia.511 The phrase κατ᾽ ἐξοήν is used in The Guardian.512 We find a Greek construction in The Emperor of the East:513

And that before he gives he would consider

The what, to whom, and wherefore.

On the other hand, we notice Theseus scanned as a trisyllable.514

There are one or two passages where the unexpected turn of the thought rather suggests a Greek original. Thus, in The Renegado515 we are reminded of The Acharnians:516

Gazet. What places of credit are there?

Carazie. Chief gardener.

Gazet. Out upont! Twill put me in mind my mother was an herb woman.

Another passage of The Renegado517 reminds us of a famous fragment of Euripides,518 often mistranslated:

Asambeg. At Aleppo

I durst not press you so far: give me leave

To use my own will and command in Tunis.

In The Virgin Martyr519 we find a parallel to The Hecuba:520

Theophilus. As a curious painter,

When he has made some honourable piece,

Stands off, and with a searching eye examines

Each colour, how tis sweetend; and then hugs

Himself for his rare workmanship.

In The Emperor of the East521 occurs a parallel quoted by Dr. Walter Headlam in his notes to Agamemnon:522

Theodosius. What an earthquake I feel in me!

And on the sudden my whole fabric totters!

My blood within me turns, and through my veins,

Parting with natural redness, I discern it

Changd to a fatal yellow.

It is the general opinion of scholars that our Elizabethan dramatists owed very little to the Greek drama directly, but we cannot forget that Massinger had had a good education at Oxford, and was a widely read man.523 His forensic skill often reminds us of Euripides; and if he did not know the works of his illustrious predecessor, he would have found in them a congenial spirit.524

The speech of Sanazarro to Giovanni in The Great Duke of Florence525 reminds us of Creons arguments in Sophocles Œdipus Tyrannus, line 596 κ.τ.λ.

The scene in The Bondman,526 when the senators frighten the mutinous slaves by shaking their whips, reminds us of the Scythians in Herodotus,527 but it is also found in Justin,528 and Gifford points out that it may really have been borrowed from a contemporary book of travels, Purchass Pilgrims.529

Massinger had a good working knowledge of mythology; thus, references in his plays to Hercules and Alcides abound, as they do in Shakspere. We find several false quantities in proper names: Caesarĕa, in The Virgin Martyr; Archidămus, in The Bondman; Eubŭlus, in The Picture; Nomothētae, in The Old Law530; Cybēle, in Believe as You List.531 We may compare Shaksperes Andronĭcus; Anthrŏpos in Four Plays in One, The Triumph of Time; and Euphānes in The Queen of Corinth.532



It seems scarcely worth while to collect the passages which show Massingers knowledge of Latin; the authors he seems to have known best are Ovid, Juvenal, and Horace. Swinburne and others have commented on his indulgence in the commonplace tropes and flourishes of the schoolroom or the schools.533


Appendix III. The Collaborated Plays
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THE PLAYS IN which Massinger is supposed to have collaborated with other authors are here set down, with the analyses made by Boyle (D. N. B., xxxvii., pp. 10-16) and the views of Mr. A. H. Bullen in his article on Fletcher (D. N. B., xix., pp. 303-311).534

1. The Honest Mans Fortune. (Field, Daborne, Massinger, Fletcher.)

M.: Act III. or part of it.

A. H. B. agrees.

A. H. C.: I doubt whether Massinger had any share in this play. There are passages of ten-syllable lines in Act III., 1 which are quite unlike him, while 2 and 3 are interspersed with prose passages, a feature which Massinger as a rule avoids.

2. Thierry and Theodoret. (Massinger, Field, Fletcher, and possibly a fourth writer.)

M: Act I., 2; Act II., 1, 3; Act IV., 2.

A. H. B. attributes largely to Massinger, assigning Act III. to an unknown author.

A. H. C. assigns to Massinger Act II., 1 and 3, and with some hesitation Act I., 2; Act IV., 2.



3. The Bloody Brother. (Massinger, Field, Fletcher, and possibly a fourth writer.)

M.: Act I., Act V., 1.

A. H. B. thinks that Fletcher and Jonson wrote the play, and that Massinger revised it for a performance at Hampton Court in January, 1636-37.

A. H. C.: There are clearly three hands at work here, one of whom writes obscurely and uses a good deal of rhyme. Act I., 1 reminds us of Massinger in several touches, especially lines 269-70. The broken lines in this scene are complete, as is Massingers unfailing practice, but the ten-syllable line is more common than is usually the case with him. While Act V., 1 has some sentences cast in the parenthetic form, the expressions used are less lucid than we expect from Massinger.

4. The Knight of Malta. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act III., 2, 3; Act IV., 1; possibly part of Act V., 2.

A. H. B. agrees, assigning Act II. and Act III., 1 to Fletcher.

Some third person wrote Act I. and part of Act V.

A. H. C.: I trace Massinger only in Act III., 2.

5. The Queen of Corinth. (Massinger, Fletcher (?), Field.)

M.: Act I., Act V.

A. H. B. assigns Act II. to Fletcher, the rest to Middleton and Rowley.

A. H. C.: Massinger wrote Act I., 1, 2, 3 from Enter Agenor, V., 2. Fletcher wrote Act I., 3; Act II., 1, 2, 3, 4; Act III., 1, 2; Act V., 3. As usual, he is responsible for the comic parts. Act V., 4 is a vigorous trial scene, not due, I think, to Massinger. The impression that I get from Act III. is that Massinger drafted it, and Fletcher worked over it.

6. Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt. (Massinger, Fletcher.)

M.: Act I., 1, 2; Act II., 1; Act III., 2, 3, 5; Act IV., 4, 5; Act V., 1 to Enter Provost.

A. H. B. agrees on the whole.

A. H. C.: Act III., 5, and Act IV., 5 seem to me unworthy of Massinger. Perhaps a third hand wrote Act I., 3; Act II., 2-7; Act III., 1, as far as will ripen the imposture; Act III., 3; Act V., 1, as far as Exeunt wife and daughter.

7. Henry the Eighth. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

A. H. B. agrees, attributing a few passages to Shakspere, notably the trial scene of Catherine.

Sir A. Ward thinks that Massinger and Fletcher wrote most of the play, Shakspere only a little (H. E. D., ii., 246).

Macaulay ascribes it to Shakspere and Fletcher, perhaps revised by Massinger.

For a fuller discussion of this problem, cf. pp. 84-91.

8. The Two Noble Kinsmen. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act I.; Act II., 1; Act III., 1, 2; Act IV., 3; Act V., 1 from line 19, 3, 4.

A. H. B. thinks that Shakspere wrote additions for the revival of an old play, Palamon and Arsett, which came into the hands of Fletcher and Massinger after the death of Shakspere. Massinger has interpolated his own work in some of the Shakspere passages.

For a fuller discussion of this problem, cf. pp. 92-104.

9. The Custom of the Country. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act II., 1, 2, 3, 4; Act III., 4, 5; Act IV., 1, 2; Act V., 1, 2, 3, 4.

A. H. B. agrees.

Macaulay adds part of Act V., 5 to Massinger.

A. H. C.: This play owes very little to Massinger. Boyle, in attributing Act II. to him, must have been guided solely by metrical considerations. There is not a trace of his style in the Act. No doubt it is true that Hippolyta is a type familiar in Massingers plays; and her sudden change of mind in the last act reminds us of him. Again, the mental treatment to which Duarte owes his cure (Act IV., 1), and the praises of the medical profession (Act V., 4), recall A Very Woman (II., 2, 26).

But we have to set a good deal against these facts. The plot is more elaborate, bustling, and improbable than we expect from Massinger. It is improbable that the young men (Act II., 2) should leap into the sea and leave Zenocia in the lurch. It is improbable that they should swim a league to shore with their swords erect in the air, though swords no doubt they must have if they are to behave as Fletchers gentlemen behave. It is improbable that Rutilio in his flight (Act II., 4) should take refuge in a palace and find himself in the bedroom of the lady of the house. Difficulties of this kind are familiar enough in Fletcher. It need scarcely be said that Sulpicia and her establishment are due to Fletcher alone.

To sum up, if Massinger had any share in this play, he may have given hints or added touches in connexion with Hippolyta and Duarte. The simplest supposition is that he edited the play for a revival. The Prologue and Epilogue at a revival contain expressions which remind us of him. The Prologue ends thus (lines 18-20):

You may allow

(Your candour safe) whats taught in the old schools,

All such as lived before you were not fools.

The parenthesis is in Massingers manner.

Again, in the second Epilogue, line 7, we find qualification, with which compare fortification in A New Way, I., 2, 25.

10. The Elder Brother. (Fletcher (?), Beaumont; probably revised generally by Massinger.)

M.: Act I., 1, 2; Act V., 1, 2.

A. H. B. thinks that Massinger revised and completed it after Fletchers death, but says nothing about Beaumont.

A. H. C.: There are traces of Massinger in Act I., 1 and Act V., 1, in which scenes we find careful metre and a good many parentheses. While Act I., 2 resembles Massinger, it seems to me to have a lighter touch than his. In Act V., 1 we find a speech or two very much in his manner, and characteristic also is the skill with which an ambiguity is prolonged for some time in this scene, and then dissipated. I doubt if he wrote Act V., 2.



11. The Sea Voyage. (Massinger, Fletcher.)

M.: Act II., 1, 2; Act III., 1, from Enter Rosellia; Act V., 1, 2, 3, 4.

A. H. B. says nothing about Massinger here. Macaulay doubts if he had any share in the play.

A. H. C.: The metre is throughout too rough for Massinger. The plot does not recall his work in any way.

12. The Double Marriage. (Massinger, Fletcher.)

M.: Act I., 1; Act III., 1; Act IV., 1, 2; Act V., 2, to Enter Pandulfo.

A. H. B. agrees.

Macaulay assigns all Act I. to Massinger.

A. H. C: I find no trace of Massinger in this improbable play.

13. The Beggars Bush. (Massinger, Fletcher.)

M.: Act I., 1, 2, 3; Act V., 1, latter part; V., 2, lines 1-110.

A. H. B. does not think Massingers part is clearly marked.

Macaulay assigns to Massinger Acts I., II., III., and V.

A. H. C.: I find no trace of Massinger. Neither the plot is lucid nor the expression. The commercial scenes and the beggars slang are both unlike anything in Massinger, and alien to his courtly mind.

14. The False One. (Massinger, Fletcher.)

M.: Act I.; Act V.

A. H. B. agrees.

A. H. C.: Massinger wrote Act I., a good deal of Act IV., and Act V. There is hardly a scene except the Masque in Act III., 4 which reads like Fletchers unaided work. The dignified rhetoric throughout the play has the stamp of Massinger; more than that, the character-drawing is like his. The outspoken Sceva reminds us of the old courtier Eubulus in The Picture. The rudeness of Eros to Septimius in Act III., 2, reminds us of Donusa in The Renegado. The continual changes of mind on the part of Septimius are an effect which Massinger loves. (Cf. also Arsinoe and Photinus in Act V., 4.)



15. The Prophetess. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Acts II., IV., V., 1, 2.

A. H. B. thinks Massingers share very considerable.

A. H. C.: Fletcher wrote Act I., 1, 2, and the Geta scenes (Act I., 3; Act III., 2; Act IV., 3, 5; Act V., 3). Perhaps some hack wrote the choruses (Act IV., 1; Act V., 1) or are they inherited from an old play? The main part of the play is due to Massinger. He certainly had a hand in Act III., 1. Maximinian is a skilfully drawn character on his lines.

16. The Little French Lawyer. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act I.; Act III., 1; Act V., 1, from Enter Cleremont, with traces of his hand in other scenes.

A. H. B. agrees.

A. H. C.: Massinger can be traced at the beginning of Act I., 1 and in Act III., 1 and Act IV., 5. The resemblances are rather slight, and it is possible that they are due to the fact that Fletcher occasionally imitated Massinger.

17. The Lovers Progress. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act I., 1, 2 (to Enter Malefort); Act II., 2; Act III., 4, 6 (last two speeches); Act IV.; Act V.

A. H. B. thinks it is by Fletcher, with large alterations by Massinger. He refers to the explicit statement in the Prologue where the reviser declares himself to be — 

ambitious that it should be known

Whats good was Fletchers, and what ill his own,

a statement in harmony with Massingers well-known modesty.

A. H. C.: Massinger wrote Act I., 1, Act II., 2. There are traces of his work in Act III., 4, 6; Act IV., 2, 4; Act V., 1, 3. The improbabilities of the plot — e.g., the action of Clarangé — are due to Fletcher. It is clear from the Prologue that the original play was too long. Massinger probably cut it down, by leaving out, among other things, scenes in which Lisander killed his two foes. The play is probably to be identified with The Wandering Lovers or The Picture, entered as by Massinger in the Stationers Register, September 9th, 1653.

18. The Spanish Curate. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act I.; Act III., 3; Act IV., 1, 4; Act V., 1, 3.

A. H. B. agrees.

Macaulay adds Act IV., 2 to Massinger.

A. H. C.: Massinger can be clearly traced in Act I., 1, Act V., 1; not in Act V., 3. The trial scene (Act III, 3), though on slighter lines than he uses as a rule, may be due to him.

19. The Fair Maid of the Inn. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act I.; Act III., 2; Act V., 3.

A. H. B. attributes to Rowley and Massinger, and thinks Fletchers share very small.

Macaulay assigns to Massinger and another (not Fletcher).

A. H. C.: Massinger wrote Act I., Act V., 3 as far as Clarissas speech. Fletcher wrote Act II., Act III., Act IV., Act V., 1, 2. The mothers device to save her son is the sort of improbability from which Fletcher does not shrink.

20. A Very Woman. (Massinger and Fletcher.)

M.: Act I.; Act II., 1, 2, 3 down to Enter Pedro; Act IV., 1, 3.

A. H. B. identifies this play with The Womans Plot, acted at Court in 1621. In its present state it is a version of a play by Fletcher, revised for a revival by Massinger in 1634.

Macaulay assigns Act III. and Act IV., 1, 2, 3 to Fletcher. For a discussion of this play cf. pp. 129-131.

21. The Second Maidens Tragedy. (Massinger, Tourneur.)

M.: Act I., Act II.

In Eng. Stud., ix. 234, Boyle, with some hesitation, regards this play as an early, anonymous, and unsuccessful attempt of Massingers. Whoever wrote it, the work is immature.

A. H. C. I find no trace of Massinger in this play, but a great deal of Tourneurs manner. Cf. Appendix XIII.



22. Loves Cure. (Massinger and (?) Middleton.)

M.: Act I.; Act IV.; Act V., 1, 2.

A. H. B. agrees that the play is due to Massinger and Middleton.

Fleay thinks that Massinger altered a play by Beaumont and Fletcher.

A. H. C.: It is to be noted that the Prologue expressly attributes the play to Beaumont and Fletcher. I find nothing like Massinger except a few touches in Act I., 1 and 3. The lightheartedness of the play reminds us alike of Fletcher and Middleton; the romantic atmosphere reminds us of the former, the inferiority of the metre of the latter.

23. The Fatal Dowry. (Massinger and Field.)

M.: Act I.; Act III. (to Enter Novall junior); Act IV., 2, 3, 4; Act V., 1, 2.

For further discussion cf. Appendix XI.

24. The Virgin Martyr. (Massinger and Dekker.)

M.: Act I.; Act III., 1, 2; Act IV., 3; Act V., 2.

For a discussion of this verdict cf. Appendix X.

25. The Old Law. (Massinger, Middleton, Rowley.)

Massingers share was slight, and can only have consisted in revision for a later performance. Cf. supra, pp. 141-2.

Other Plays attributed in Part to Massinger.

26. The Laws of Candy.

A. H. B. thinks a large part was written by Massinger, and that Fletcher cannot be traced.

Boyle (Eng. Stud., vii. 75) thinks that though the metrical treatment is like Beaumonts, the play is evidently later in date, perhaps due to Shirley. Fleay (Eng. Stud., ix. 23) assigns it to Massinger and Field.

Macaulay says probably by Massinger and another author (not Fletcher).

A. H. C.: I find no trace here of the Massinger that we know.

27. The Captain.

Macaulay: By Fletcher and another, perhaps Massinger.



A. H. C.: This is one of the many plays in the Fletcher corpus which begins admirably and falls away into improbability. I find no trace of Massinger here, though the incident in Act IV., 5 reminds one of the banquet in The Guardian, Act III., 6.

28. The Cure for a Cuckold, a pleasant comedy written by John Webster and William Rowley; London, 1661.

It has been supposed by Fleay that the first act is due to Massinger. It must be pointed out that a large part of the play is written in prose, and that the verse parts are not like Massinger. If one or two phrases remind us of his style the stage is too crowded to make it likely that it is his design. The real reason, no doubt, for the assumption is that the incident of Clare and Lessingham is similar to one in The Parliament of Love. Clare sends a letter to Lessingham in which she tells him she will marry him if he will kill his dearest friend.

Prove all thy friends, find out the best and nearest,

Kill for my sake that friend that loves thee dearest.

But even so the incident is worked out with much variety in detail.

Mr. Rupert Brooke in his Study on Webster (Appendix J) arrives at the conclusion that Websters play is subsequent to Massingers, both of them bearing a general resemblance to Marstons Dutch Courtesan. The stinging and incisive vigour of Marstons play is a great contrast to the romantic treatment of the subject in The Parliament of Love.

29. The Island Princess.

This is rather a dull play, though it contains some fine passages and isolated lines. It is well constructed, and contains one or two touches, such as I love a soldier (I., 2) and something shall be thought on (II., 7), which recall Massinger. And compare When the streams flow clear and fair, what are the fountains? (V., 2) with The Bondman, I., 3, 282. The King in gaol reminds us of Believe as You List; the attempt of the Queen Quisara to convert Armusia to her faith reminds us of The Renegado. On the other hand, the metre is singularly like Fletchers throughout; the diction in many details is unlike Massinger, and there are no parentheses. Perhaps Fletcher was helped in this play by some young man such as Brome who was acquainted with Massingers style.

30. The Double Falsehood, or The Distressed Lovers.

This play scarcely deserves serious consideration. Cf. Appendix XV.

It will at once be seen how precarious and subjective is much of this attribution. For example, to trace four styles in a play is a difficult feat, yet Boyle does this in (2) and (3). Brander Matthews, in discussing the relation of Massinger and Fletcher, has some interesting remarks, illustrated by modern parallels. He points out that collaboration may be either a chemical union or a mechanical mixture of the authors qualities, so that it is hard to decide which process has taken place in a particular play. These considerations lead him to doubt the finality of Boyles distribution of scenes.

Boyles strong points are his argument from metrical details and his intimate knowledge of the texts. I feel, however, that the metrical test is open to the charge of being mechanical when weighed against the impressions which we gain from the evidence of construction, style, and expressions. Massinger constructed his plays well, and modelled his characters carefully, whereas Fletcher, while excelling in isolated scenes, shrank from no improbability which might be necessary to carry the plot through. I am more conservative, therefore, than Professor Gayley, who says that in The Spanish Curate, The Little French Lawyer, The Prophetess, and The Beggars Bush Massingers contribution was fully as important as Fletchers. The general design appears to be the work of the former. Fletcher fills in the details of comic business;535 and that he has no doubt about Massingers part in The Knight of Malta, The Lovers Progress, and The Elder Brother.536

Next, with regard to style and expression, when we remember the intimacy of the two men, it is quite possible that Massinger imitated Fletcher consciously or unconsciously at some time of his life, and vice versa. Or we may put it in this way: there was a certain amount of conventional stock-in-trade common to the two writers, such a phrase, for instance, as, To the temple when the inevitable marriage ceremony is to take place. It would be absurd to suppose that Fletcher never used such a phrase as write nil ultra, which is no doubt a distinguishing mark of Massingers style. Again, Fletcher may have worked over drafts of scenes in the first instance written by Massinger, and there is evidence for supposing that in many cases revision for a revival rather than co-operation is the clue. Massingers good judgment would make him an excellent reviser.

It must, however, be allowed that the large amount of agreement between two experts such as Boyle and Bullen is remarkable. We cannot acquit those who produced the Folio of Beaumont and Fletcher in 1647 of negligence in omitting to give their due to Massinger and other collaborators. On the other hand, it might be argued that if Massingers share in Fletchers plays were as large as Boyle believes it to have been, the Folio would for very shame have acknowledged it; and it must be pointed out that the large mass of commendatory verses prefixed to the Folio entertains no doubt of the traditional authorship.537

Believing that the matter of first importance is to estimate Massinger from the plays which he undoubtedly wrote, I have not given above my evidence in full for the impressions which I have formed of the collaborated plays. The results of my study of these plays may be summarised as follows: Massinger wrote considerable portions of The Prophetess, The False One, and Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt. His work can be traced in Thierry and Theodoret and The Bloody Brother. He wrote the greater part of Acts I. and V. of The Queen of Corinth, and of Acts I. and V. of The Elder Brother. He wrote much of the same acts in The Little French Lawyer, The Spanish Curate, The Fair Maid of the Inn. He may have assisted in The Knight of Malta. He revised for subsequent performance The Custom of the Country and The Lovers Progress. He had nothing to do with The Honest Mans Fortune, The Sea Voyage, The Double Marriage, The Beggars Bush, Loves Cure, The Laws of Candy, The Captain, The Cure for a Cuckold, The Island Princess. In my opinion, Massingers hand can be most clearly discerned in (1) serious plays; (2) the serious parts of plays; (3) the first and last acts of a joint composition.538


Appendix IV. On The Influence Of Shakspere
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THE INSTANCES QUOTED in the text can be supplemented by many others. Compare the diction and thought of the following passages:

Maid of Honour, IV., 3, 61:

Ministers of mercy,

Mock not calamity.

Hamlet, I., 4, 39:

Angels and ministers of grace defend us!

Maid of Honour, V., 1, 133:

And I to make all know I am not shallow,

Will have my points of cochineal and yellow.

Twelfth Night, II., 5, 169:

Remember who commended thy yellow stockings.

Virgin Martyr, I., 1, 177:

All kind of tortures; part of which they sufferd

With Roman constancy.

Julius Cæsar, II., 1, 226:

Let not our looks put on our purposes,

But bear it as our Roman actors do,

With untired spirits and formal constancy.

(Cf. Duke of Milan, V., 1, 128.)

Parliament of Love, II., 2, 37:

Yet since thou art

So spaniel-like affected.

Midsummer-Nights Dream, II., 1, 205:

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me.

Two Gentlemen of Verona, IV., 2, 14:

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love,

The more it grows and fawneth on her still.

Emperor of the East, IV., 5, 105:

Methinks I find Paulinus on her lips.



Othello, III., 3, 341:

I found not Cassios kisses on her lips.

Emperor of the East, V., 2, 103:

Can I call back yesterday, with all their aids

That bow unto my sceptre? or restore

My mind to that tranquillity and peace

It then enjoyed?

Othello, III., 3, 330:

Not poppy, nor mandragora,

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world,

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep

Which thou owedst yesterday.

Othello, III., 3, 347:

O, now for ever

Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content!

Virgin Martyr, I., 1, 342:

An humble modesty, that would not match

A molehill with Olympus.

Great Duke of Florence, IV., 2, 305:

As the lowly shrub is to the lofty cedar,

Or a molehill to Olympus, if compard,

I am to you, Sir.

Roman Actor, III., 1, 3:

If you but compare

What I have suffered with your injuries

(Though great ones, I confess), they will appear

Like molehills to Olympus.

(Cf. also Duke of Milan, I., 3, 193.)539

Coriolanus, V., 3, 29:

My mother bows;

As if Olympus to a molehill should

In supplication nod.



Duke of Milan, III., 1, 204:

Thou didst not borrow of Vice her indirect,

Crooked, and abject means.

2 Henry IV, IV., 5, 184:

God knows, my son,

By what by-paths and indirect crookd ways

I met this crown.540

Great Duke of Florence, II., 2, 12:

Yes, and drink more in two hours

Than the Dutchman or the Dane in four and twenty.

Hamlet, I., 4, 18:

This heavy-headed revel east and west

Makes us traduced and taxd of other nations.

They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish phrase

Soil our addition.

(Cf. also Othello, II., 3, 78-87.)

Parliament of Love, IV., 5, 137:

Now, as a schoolboy,

Does kiss the rod that gave him chastisement.

Richard II, V., 1, 31:

And wilt thou, pupil-like,

Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod?

Two Gentlemen of Verona, I., 2, 58:

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse,

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod.

Unnatural Combat, IV., 2, 6:

Let his passion work, and like a hot-reined horse

Twill quickly tire itself.

Henry VIII, I., 1, 132-4:

Anger is like

A full-hot horse, who being allowd his way

Self-mettle tires him.

Emperor of the East, III., 1, 2:

A sudden fever

Kept me at home.



Henry VIII, I., 1, 5:

An untimely ague

Stayd me a prisoner in my chamber.

A Very Woman, II., 1, 20:

The furnace of your fathers anger.

Bondman, III., 3, 170:

Or yield up

Our bodies to the furnace of their fury,

Thrice heated with revenge.

Henry VIII, I., 1, 140:

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot

That it do singe yourself.

Virgin Martyr, V., 2, 158:

And now, in the evening,

When thou shouldst pass with honour to thy rest,

Wilt thou fall like a meteor?

Henry VIII, III., 2, 226:

I shall fall

Like a bright exhalation in the evening,

And no man see me more.

Guardian, V., 4, 115:

In this casket are

Inestimable jewels.

Richard III, I., 4, 27:

Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels.

Picture, I., 2, 17:

Since this bubble honour

(Which is indeed the nothing soldiers fight for)

With the loss of limbs or life, is in my judgment

Too dear a purchase.

As You Like It, II., 7, 152:

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannons mouth.

Picture, II., 2, 136:

It continuing doubtful

Upon whose tents plumd victory would take

Her glorious stand.

Othello, III., 3, 349:

Farewell the plumèd troops, and the big wars,

That make ambition virtue!



Virgin Martyr, V., 2, 82:

There is a scene that I must act alone.

Romeo and Juliet, IV., 3, 19:

My dismal scene I needs must act alone.

Great Duke of Florence, III., 1, 57:

What you deliver to me shall be lockd up

In a strong cabinet, of which you yourself

Shall keep the key.

Hamlet, I., 3, 85.

Tis in my memory locked,

And you yourself shall keep the key of it.

Believe as You List, I., 2, 18:

When he smiles, let such

Beware as have to do with him, for then,

Sans doubt, hes bent on mischief.

Hamlet, I., 5, 107:

Meet it is I set it down,

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain.

Old Law, IV., 1, 36:

Besides, there will be charges saved too; the same rosemary that serves for the funeral will serve for the wedding.541

Hamlet, I., 2, 180:

Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral baked meats

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.

Parliament of Love, III., 3, 133:

A hurtful vow

Is in the breach of it better commended,

Than in the keeping.

Hamlet, I., 4, 15:

It is a custom

More honourd in the breach than the observance.



Guardian, V., 1, 44:

These woods, Severino,

Shall more than seem to me a populous city.

Othello, I., 1, 77:

The fire is spied

In populous cities.

(Cf. also IV., 1, 64.)

We may infer that Massinger studied the Folio of 1623 carefully.


Appendix V. Warburtons List
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(LANSDOWNE MSS., B. M., 807.)

This volume contains three plays, the only survivors of Warburtons collection: The Queen of Corsica, by Fran. Jaques, The Second Maidens Tragedy, and The Bugbears, together with a fragment of a fourth, R. Wilds Benefice.

On the back of the first leaf of this volume is attached the list of Warburtons collection, in his own hand. The entries referring to Massinger are as follows: I preserve the spelling.

Minervas Sacrifice. Phill. Masenger.

The Forcd Lady a T. Phill. Massinger.

Antonio & Vallia, by Phill. Massinger.

The Womans Plott. Phill. Massinger.

The Tyrant, a tragedy, by Phill. Massenger.

Philenzo and Hipolito, a C. by Phill. Massenger.

The Judge, a C. by Phill. Massenger.

Fast and Welcome, by Phill. Massinger.

Believe as You List, C. by Phill. Massinger.

The Honour of Women, a C. by P. Massinger.

Alexius or the Chaste Gallant, T. P. Massinger.

The Noble Choise, T.C. P. Massinger.

The Parliament of Love is attributed to Wm. Rowley. The versification of the play which we have under that name is far above Rowleys powers, nor are there signs of collaboration in the play, as far as we can tell.

The list has been carefully discussed by Mr. W. W. Greg in his article, The Bakings of Betsy, in The Library (July, 1911).



He puts the matter thus: Warburton enters Minervas Sacrifice and The Forcd Lady as above. In the Stationers Register, Sept. 9, 1653, these titles are given as alternatives for the same play. This might mean that Moseley was trying to smuggle through two plays for a single fee. Mr. Greg is inclined to give Moseley the benefit of the doubt, and to suppose that there were plays existing in divergent versions, which would justify the double titles. If, however, Moseley was honest, Warburton cannot be correct. Mr. Greg suggests that Warburton, being interested in old plays, and having access to the Stationers Register, drew up for his own use a list, mainly based on Moseleys entries, containing the titles of such pieces as he thought it might be possible to recover, and added the names of those in his possession. The cook destroyed some of the plays, and Warburton, discovering his loss, added the famous memorandum to the text without remembering that it contained the names of plays which he did not possess. In this case the damage done by Betsy would not be so extensive as has been believed.


Appendix VI. A Metrical Peculiarity In Massinger
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OUR DRAMATIC WRITERS must have often felt that their metre required variety to relieve it from the dangers of facility and monotony. No doubt the same problem suggested itself to Homer and the Greek dramatists. In the former, the frequent pauses after the first foot or in the middle of the second foot, in the latter, the much-discussed pauses after the first foot, are as likely to be due to a desire for variety as to any special emphasis on the particular words thus singled out.542

In what ways did the Elizabethans secure variety?543



1. By the use of rhyme. This was the early solution. Massinger does not often resort to rhyme, though in some of his plays, notably in The Roman Actor, he several times employs the well-known couplet at the end of a scene.

2. By the free use of the eleven-syllable line. This was Fletchers solution. It is astonishing how the pleasure which the occasional use of this licence gives us turns to a feeling of satiety and weakness when it is too freely employed, so that many passages in Fletcher sound like a horse with a fit of roaring.

3. In the free use of trisyllabic feet. This fact has been recently brought before the public by Mr. Bayfield in connexion with Shakspere. There is no need to quote instances of this common and easy expedient.

4. By the occasional use of short lines. As has been pointed out above,544 Massinger is a strict metrist, and does not often resort to this liberty, even in rapid conversation.

5. By skilful variation of pauses, such as we find in Milton, Tennyson, and most of our modern writers of blank verse. Massingers flexible and meandering sentences contain many examples of such variation.

I believe that he had another shaft in his quiver. He occasionally suppressed a short syllable at the close of the line, and more rarely in the early part, with the result that an anapaestic lilt of some effectiveness makes its appearance. An example from The Emperor of the East will make this clear.

Pulcheria. What ís thy náme?

Athenais. The forlorn Áthenáis (I., 1, 342).

If the stresses are placed as above, it is clear that there is a syllable suppressed after the word forlorn, a three-syllable foot in the third place, and an anapaestic lilt, the forlorn.

Nor is Massinger alone in this device; instances from other poets are quoted below. This theory conflicts with the dictum of Schmidt in his Shaksperian lexicon, that words like forlorn, complete, supreme, conceald, can be stressed either on the first or second syllable, the stress being on the first syllable when the stress in the following word falls on the first syllable. Presumably Schmidt would have scanned the line in question thus:

What ís thy náme? The fórlorn Áthenáis.

Schmidts dictum, however, will not explain all the cases quoted below, and it is worth considering whether it is not a simpler solution of the problem to suppose that our Elizabethan poets combined uniformity of accent with variety in the metre, sometimes applied more than once in the same line. It is clear that lines which contain a past participle like condemned cannot be used for the purposes of this argument, as such words may have been scanned as two syllables or three.

The following cases will support my suggestion. The list does not profess to be a complete summary of the evidence.

1. The Emperor of the East, III., 4, 139:

To búild me úp a compléte^prínce, tis gránted.

2. The Duke of Milan, III., 1, 32:

Mónkeys and páraquíttos consúme^thóusands.

(Here the first foot is a trochee. Cf. infra, Nos. 6, 8, 20, 21, 36, 43, 48.)

3. The Bondman, I., 1, 65:

Of stránge and resérved párts; but a gréat^sóldier.

4. The Bondman, II., 1, 143:

Which súllied wíth the tóuch of impúre^hánds.

5. The Bondman, III., 3, 89:

Were thís sad spéctaclé for secúre^gréatness.

6. The Bondman, IV., 3, 192:

Máde for your sátisfáction, the póor^wrétch.

7. The Bondman, V., 2, 20:

All éngines tó assáult him. Indéed^vírtue.

8. The Renegado, I., 1, 81:

Ín a relígious schóol, where divíne^máxims.

9. The Renegado, I., 3, 152:

Have cálled your ánger ón, in a frówn^shów it.



10. The Renegado, II., 4, 58:

Displéasures agaínst^thóse, withóut whose mércy.

11. The Renegado, III., 2, 36:

I éer had íreful fiérceness, a stéeld^héart.

12. The Renegado, IV., 3, 79:

Forsáke a sevére,^náy, impérious místress.

13. The Renegado, V., 1, 7:

That wíll for éver árm me agaínst^féars.

14. The Great Duke of Florence, I., 1, 127:

And íf my grácious úncle, the gréat^dúke.

15. The Great Duke of Florence, I., 2, 29:

To thínk her wórthy of yóu, besídes^chíldren.

16. The Great Duke of Florence, II., 1, 133:

And máke a pláin discóvery. The dúkes^cáre.

17. The Great Duke of Florence, II., 3, 66:

The swéetness óf her bréath. Such a bráve^státure.

18. The Great Duke of Florence, III., 1, 66:

On whát desígn, or whíther, the dúkes^wíll.

19. The Great Duke of Florence, IV., 1, 102:

And píety bé forgótten. The dúkes^lúst.

20. The Great Duke of Florence, V., 2, 3:

Ín the great státes it cóvers. The dúkes^pléasure.

21. The Great Duke of Florence, V., 3, 127:

Équal offénders, whát we shall spéak^poínts.

22. The City Madam, III., 3, 78:

Relígious chárity; to sénd^ínfidéls.

23. The Bashful Lover, III., 3, 90:

And sénsual báseness; íf thy profáne^hánd.

24. The Bashful Lover, IV., 2, 60:

Tis ímpióus in mán to prescríbe^límits.

25. The Bashful Lover, V., 3, 179:

Theres nó conténding agáinst^déstiný.

26. A Very Woman, II., 3, 42:

Not fár off dístant, appéars^dím with énvy.

27. The Unnatural Combat, IV., 1, 35:

Yet wáking, I neer chérished obscéne^hópes.



28. Believe as You List, I., 1, 144:

And secúre^gréatness wíth the trúe relátion.

29. Believe as You List, I., 2, 10:

A póint of jústice, his wórds^fúll in méasure.

30. Believe as You List, II., 2, 265:

Undergó the sáme^púnishmént which óthers.

31. The Guardian, I., 1, 285:

This profáne^lánguage. Práy you, bé a mán.

32. The Guardian, I., 2, 21:

Your hónour detésts^fláttery, Í might sáy.

33. Epilogue 2:

Tó the still dóubtful áuthor, at whát^ráte.

34. The Parliament of Love, II., 3, 26:

You nów expréss yoursélf a compléte^lóver.

35. The Parliament of Love, III., 2, 149:

To háve the gréatest bléssing, a trúe^fríend.

36. The Parliament of Love, IV., 1, 95:

Cást yourself ón her cóuch. Oh, divíne^dóctor!

37. The Parliament of Love, V., 1, 69:

The módern víces. Begín;^réad the bílls.

38. The Parliament of Love, V., 1, 184:

The ápplicátion, ánd in a pláin^stýle.

39. The Parliament of Love, V., 1, 520:

Led thríce through Páris; thén at the cóurt,^gáte.

40. The Picture, I., 1, 48:

Of the sóuls^rávishing músic; the sáme^áge.

(A highly irregular line.)

41. The Picture, I., 2, 73:

Are búried in hér; the lóud^nóise of|wár.

42. The Picture, I., 2, 106:

Her kíngly cáptive abóve^áll the wórld.

43. The Picture, I., 2, 184:

Dóted on thís Semiramís, a kíngs^wífe.

(The third foot here is u u u u.)

44. The Picture, I., 2, 248:

Beyónd my júst propórtion. Abóve^wónder!



45. The Picture, II., 1, 35:

Appéar, and, whats móre, appéar^pérfect, híss me.

46. The Picture, II., 1, 66:

Their fáirest íssue to méet^sénsuálly.

47. The Picture, II., 1, 165:

My énd must bé to stánd in a córn^fíeld.

48. The Picture, II., 2, 286:

Í should fix hére, where bléssings beyónd^hópe.

49. The Picture, III., 2, 40:

They thánkd the bríngers óf it. The póor^lády.

50. The Picture, III., 5, 161:

What cán you stáke against it. A quéens^fáme.

51. The Picture, IV., 4, 64:

If thís take nót, I am chéated. To slíp^ónce.

52. The Picture, V., 3, 11:

Befóre he góes to súpper. Ha! Is my hóuse^túrnd.

(The fourth foot is u u u — .)

53. The Picture, V., 3, 40:

And néed no tútor. Thís is the gréat^kíng.

It will be noted that the rhythm often occurs in a broken line — i.e., a line divided between two speakers. Cf. Nos. 7, 20, 36, 44, 50, 51, 52, 53. (Cf. also The Emperor of the East, I., 1, 342.)

Cf. The False One, I., 1:

What néarer plédges chállenge: résign^ráther.

The False One, V., 4:

The stóry óf a supréme^mónarchý.

The Prophetess, I., 3:

Chéerful and gráteful tákers the góds^lóve.

The Prophetess, I., 3:

Nor múst I revéal^fúrther, till you cléar it.

The Prophetess, III., 1:

For ládies of high^márk, for divíne^beáuties.

The Lovers Progress, I., 1:

To Cúpid agáinst^Hýmen! Óh, mine hónour.



The Fair Maid of the Inn, I., 1:

A compléte^cóurtier! máy I livé to sée him.

Thierry and Theodoret, IV., 2:

Thou dóst throw chárms upón me, agáinst^whích.

Thierry and Theodoret, IV., 2:

Aṅd the place whére, the pálace, agáinst,^áll.

Jew of Malta, I., 2:

And extréme^tórtures óf the fíery déep.

Dr. Faustus, I., 1:

And Í that háve with concíse^sýllogísms.

Nero, I., 4:

O sevére^ánger óf the highest góds.

Rule a Wife, I., 1:

For thére I dáre be bóld to appéar^óften.

The Maid in the Mill, I., 3:

Now by the sóul of lóve, a divíne^créature.

Henry VIII, II., 1, 11:

Ill téll you ín a líttle. The gréat^dúke.

I believe that many of the rhythms from Shakespeare quoted by Schmidt and by Mr. R. Bridges in his Miltons Prosody, can be explained in this way.


Appendix VII. Believe As You List

[image: img91.jpg]

THIS PLAY WAS edited by Mr. T. Crofton Croker, with a short Preface, in the Percy Societys Publications, Vol. XXVII., 1849. The Tudor Society has published a photographic facsimile of the MS., now in the British Museum (Egerton MSS., 2828). Cf. B.M. Catalogue of Additions, 1907, p. 384. The MS. was purchased for the Museum at a sale on November 27, 1900, for £69. It is of paper. The original document, measuring 12-1/2 inches by 7-1/2 inches, comprises folios 5 to 29; folios 2 and 3 are the old vellum cover.



Mr. Crokers account of the MS. (Pref., p. ix) runs as follows:

The MS., from its commencement to the termination of the licence, was written on forty-eight pages of foolscap paper, in a small hand, sometimes not easy to be read. Of the second leaf only an inconsiderable portion remains, and the top and bottom of the paper have been injured in some places by damp. In four additional pages after the licence, the Prologue, Epilogue, and property directions are preserved. The MS. is stitched up in a parchment cover, which appears to have been a cancelled Indenture of Elizabeths reign. On the outside page of this parchment, or back of the cancelled indenture, is written the title, in what I agree with Mr. Beltz in regarding as Massingers autograph.545

From the letter of Mr. S. Beltz, given by Mr. Crofton Croker, we learn that Gifford had more than once lamented to Mr. Croker the disappearance of this MS., which Colley Cibber had seen;546 and that the MS. had formerly been in David Garricks hands. Mr. S. Beltz also says: It is well known from other sources that the play was acted on May 7, 1631.

The MS. had belonged to George Beltz, Lancaster Herald, and executor of Garricks widow. His brother Samuel found it among a mass of rubbish. It was in the possession of J. O. Halliwell Phillips at one time. This well-known Shaksperian scholar inserted a note about it on p. 1, in which he says, inter alia: This is one of the few play-house copies of any English plays before the suppression of theatres known to exist. I strongly suspect it has some corrections in Massingers own autograph.



Sir George F. Warner, in the Athenæum (January 19, 1901) discusses the MS. He believes it is in Massingers own hand, as the alterations are made currente calamo. This fact can easily be verified from a perusal of the MS. Sir G. Warner, after comparing the MS. with the Henslowe document at Dulwich, arrived at the conviction that the writing was Massingers. He considers that the title and marginal stage-directions are due to the manager, and that the Prologue and Epilogue are in a third hand. He points out that Carthage is written over Venice (Crofton Croker, p. 41), Affricque over Europe (p. 44), and Berecinthius over Sampayo (p. 79).547 He proceeds to explain the reason for these alterations, and then emends some of Mr. Crokers mistakes.

With all due deference to the great authority of Sir G. Warner, I do not feel certain that this hand is that of the appeal to Henslow. On the other hand, we must remember that seventeen years had elapsed, and that it is unlikely that a poor man like Massinger would have employed an amanuensis. Capital I, s, f, and e are alike in the two documents; but ve in have ever did not seem to me to be the same, nor did any of the rs at Dulwich resemble the hand in the play.548



There are few mistakes in the MS. beyond those which the writer has corrected himself. The corrections and additions all appear to be in the same hand. The simplest explanation of the MS. is to suppose that Massinger had before him the MS. of the play which had been condemned by the Censor, and that he copied it out again, making the necessary changes of name, etc. This would account for one or two mistakes which the writer has corrected.549 In other passages we can see his judgment at work, altering the phraseology,550 or expanding one line into two.551 Sometimes a word is repeated from a previous line and then cancelled,552 as if the writer had been tired, as he might well be. The writing combines German and Italian forms.

The play was remodelled from its original form by order of the Censor.553 Sir G. Warner has pointed out that it is derived from the strangest adventure that ever happened, either in the ages passed or present: containing a discourse concerning the successe of the King of Portugal, Dom Sebastian. London: printed for Frances Henson, dwelling in the Blackfriers, 1601.554



This book is the story of a claimant to the throne of Portugal. On p. 78 we have the markes and signes which the King of Portugall Dom Sebastian beares naturally on his body. Twenty-two in all are given. Among them are:

(1) He hath the right hand greater than the left.

(2) The right arme longer than the left.

(5) The right legge is longer than the left.

(6) The right foote greater than the other.

Compare these statements with the words erased in the MS., folio 8.555

1 Marchant:

His verie hand legge and foote, and the lefte side

Shorter than on the right.

(12) He hath little pimples on his face and hands.

Cf. 2 Marchant:

The moles upon

His face and hands556

(21) Another marke or wound upon the head.

(22) Another upon the right eye-brow.

Cf. 3 Marchant:

The scarres, caused by his hurts,

On his right browe and head.557

(14) He lackes one tooth on the right side in the neather jaw.

Cf. Berecinthius:

The hollownesse

Of his under jawe, occasiond by the losse

Of a tooth pulld out by his chirurgion.558



(18) The lip of Austriche,559 like his

Grandfather Charles the Fift, Emperor,

Father to his mother, and of his

Grandmother, Catherine, Queen of

Portugall, mother to his father, sister

To the said Charles the Fift.

Compare the original reading in the play,560 His nose! his German lippe! Over German very has been written, and underneath is traceable the A of Austrian.

These passages leave no doubt as to the derivation of the earlier part of the story which Massinger dramatised.

On p. 45 of The Strangest Adventure we read that Dom Sebastian comes to Venice very poorely, and robbed by five of his own servants, which he entertained in Cicilie. This incident occurs in Believe as You List, Act I. At Venice he was persecuted by the embassadour of Castile, whose name is not given, but whose place in the play is taken by Flaminius. On p. 49 he is said to have been beaten by the Moors in Africa in 1578, and to be now (1600) a prisoner at Venice. In Believe as You List the period of twenty-two years is referred to as the interval during which Antiochus has been travelling about the world.561 On p. 50 Dom Sebastian arrives at Venice with but one poor gazete. In the play Antiochus, after being robbed by his servants, finds a waste paper lying near him, and speaks as follows:

There is something writ more.

Why this small piece of silver? What I read may

Reveal the mystery: Forget thou wert ever

Called King Antiochus. With this charity

I enter thee a beggar.562

On p. 67 Sebastian is set free, and on p. 86 he goes to Florence, on his way to Marseilles, with some talk of trying to establish his identity in Holland. But the narrative closes abruptly, and we know no more of the claimant to the Portuguese throne from The Strangest Adventure.

The ineffectiveness of the play may be partly due to the necessity of altering the original modern setting to an ancient one. It is hard, for example, to see how the monk Sampayo was metamorphosed into Berecinthius, the fat priest of Cybele.

Mr. Crokers reprint was the cause of a very pretty literary quarrel between the Shakespeare Society and the Percy Society. A writer who signed himself A Member of both Societies published a pamphlet animadverting on Mr. Crokers abilities as an editor,563 and Mr. Croker replied in no measured terms. The documents may be seen at the British Museum.

The anonymous writer, working on the many indications given in the marginal notes, reconstructed the cast of Believe as You List.564 My cast, he says, has been a work of difficulty, and, in the case of some of the minor performers, a matter of considerable doubt, more especially as a few of them doubled or even trebled their parts; and as we here see (the only instance of the kind I am acquainted with), perhaps exchanged characters during the progress of the play.

Antiochus J. Taylor.565

Flaminius J. Lowin.

Lentulus R. Robinson.

Marcellus R. Benfield.

Berecinthius T. Pollard.

Chrysalus E. Swanston.

Demetrius W. Patrick.

Amilcar — Rowland.

1 Merchant J. Honeyman.

2 Merchant W. Penn.

3 Merchant — Curt.

Calistus T. Hobbes.

Titus R. Baxter.

Queen to Prusias — Ball.

Cornelia — Nick.

Courtesan — Boy.

With regard to the three female parts, and another of a Moorish woman,566 we are left much in the dark, and I have placed names against them with considerable hesitation.



The actors who doubled their parts were W. Penn, who was also a Jailor; Rowland, who was also King Prusias; Patrick, who was also a Captain; and Baxter, who was also an officer and a servant, besides, as well as we can judge, delivering a speech or two as Demetrius. Rowland must also have trebled his small parts. Besides these, we hear in the course of the play of W. Mago, Gascoine, Herbert, and Harry Wilson; the last was a singer.... It need hardly be added that the tragedy was got up and acted by the Company called the Kings Players, all the names being those of performers in that association in 1631.


Appendix VIII. Collation Of Ms. Of Believe As You List

[image: img91.jpg]

THIS PLAY IS accessible to the general public at present in Colonel Cunninghams edition of Massinger, and in Mr. Arthur Symonss edition in The Mermaid Series. An examination of the original MS., now in the British Museum, shows that Cunninghams text is not always correct. Though an exhaustive collation of the MS. is not necessary, several points of interest emerge from a study of the original document, which I have digested here. (C. = Cunninghams edition; MS. = Manuscript reading. Brackets signify Cunninghams conjectural additions, which he has not always taken the trouble to indicate.)

Page 595. There is no list of dramatis personae in MS.

I., 1. — C.: Enter Antiochus and a Stoic. The three servants enter after line 118.

MS.: Antiochus Stoic in philosophers habits; Chrysalus with a writing, Syrus, Geta, bondmen.

I., 1, 26. — C.: Stoic.

MS.: Stoic: Hermit (cancelled).



I., 1, 56. — C.:

Old (He) sper with his fierce beams (scorch)ing in vain

Their (wives, their sisters and their tender daughters).

MS.: The line is much damaged, being the last on the page. A mention of the old after the young (lines 52 to 55) seems to be required.

I read it thus: Olde men with sil ... in vain. There is no trace of 57, but it is required by the sense.

I., 1, 60. — MS.: The soldiers greedy lusts. Greedy deleted.

I., 1, 85. — C.: A prey so precious and so dearly purchased.

MS.: A prey so precious and dearly purchased.

Precious is scanned as a trisyllable.

I., 1, 117. — C.:

The imperious waves

(Of my) calamities have already fallen.

MS.: Of my is not in MS. The last word of 118 is Swollen. The word Marvell can be seen at the end of a line after 118.

Here comes a hiatus of two pages. No doubt Antiochus had a fairly long soliloquy. It is impossible to tell how many lines are lost here, as the characters seem to be conducting a rapid dialogue, in which it is not necessary to suppose that a whole line was assigned to each speaker at a time.

I., 1, 119. — C.:

Despair with sable wings

(Sail-stretchd ab)ove my head.

MS.: Ore my head. A verb is wanted. (?) Sail-stretchd flies oer my head.

I., 1, 121. — MS.: ... ius furnished me. The line begins with a name to which there is no clue, probably introduced in the part now lost.

I., 1, 122. — C.: (And) make my first appearance like myself.

MS.: Made ? Which made, etc.

I., 1, 123. — C.: (Have these) disloyal villains ravished from me. Addition required by sense.

I., 1, 124. — C.: (Wret)ch that I was.

MS.: ch at end of a word which has disappeared. Wretch gives the sense.



I., 1, 125. — C.: (With) such a purchase.

MS.: Such a purchase. The first word in the line has disappeared.

I., 1, 126. — C.: Without (the) gold to fee an advocate.

MS.: Without gold to fee an advocate. The first word in the line has disappeared. (?) And.

I., 1, 127. — C.: (To) plead my royal title, nourish hope.

MS.: Plead my royal title, nourish hope. The first word in the line has disappeared. To is required.

I., 1, 129. — C.: Wanting the outer gloss.

MS.: Wanting the outward gloss.

I., 1, 153. — C.:

Bids me become a beggar. But complaints are weak

And womanish. I will like a palm-tree grow

Under my (own) huge weight.

MS.: Bids me become a beggar. But complaints

Are weak and womanish. I will, like a palm-tree,

Grow under my huge weight.

I., 1, 155. — C.:

Nor shall the fear

Of death or torture that dejection bring

Make me (or) live or die less than a king!

MS. has: To make me live or die less than a king! — i.e., that in 156 is the demonstrative, not the relative.

I., 2, 2. — C.: Keeps us at such (a) distance.

MS.: Keeps us off at such distance.

I., 2, 20. — C.: Sans doubt, hes bent on mischief.

MS.: Sans doubt hes bent to mischief.

I., 2, 24. — C.:

He shall find I can

Think, and aloud too.

MS.: Chant, and aloud too.

I., 2, 53. — C.: T had perfected thy life.

MS.: It had.

I., 2, 66. — C.: (to task). Not in MS. Traces of a word in the beginning of a line now lost at the foot of 66.



I., 2, 67. — C.:

If arrogantly you presume to take

The Roman government, your goddess cannot

Give privilege to it, and youll find and feel

Tis little less than treason, Flamen.

MS.: If arrogantly you presume to tax

The Roman government, youll find and feel your goddess cannot

Give privilege to it, and youll find and feel

Tis little less than treason, Flamen.

Youll find and feel cancelled in line 68 — i.e., the author changed his mind as he wrote.

I., 2, 72. — C.: These Asiatic merchants whom you look on.

MS.: These Asiatic merchants whom you look upon.

Merchants added afterwards above the line, and the first syllable of upon deleted.

I., 2, 90. — C.: To it again.

MS.: To it again now.

I., 2, 139. — C.: Yet you repine and rather choose to pay.

MS.: Yet you repined and rather chose to pay.

I., 2, 151. — C.: And this is my last caution.

MS.: Since this is my last caution.

I., 2, 161. — C.: (On) which.

MS.: Mutilated at beginning. On makes sense.

I., 2, 186. — C.: His nose, his very lip.

MS.: His nose, his German lip. German scratched out, and underneath appears a word beginning with A, Asian or Austrian?567 Very is written above German.

I., 2, 187. — C.:

His very hand, leg and foot!

The moles upon

His face and hands.

MS.: His own (?) hand, leg and foot, and the left side

Shorter than on the right.

The moles upon

His face and hands.

His own down to the right is cancelled in MS.



I., 2, 191. — C:

1 M. To confirm us, tell us your chirurgeons name

When he served you.

A. You all knew him as I

Do you, Demetrius Castor.

2 M. Strange.

3 M. But

Most infallibly true.

MS.:

1 M. To confirm us,

Tell us his name when he served you.

A. You all know him,

As I do you: Demetrius Castor.

2 M. Strange.

3 M. But most infallibly true.

In line 192 his has been altered to the chirurgeons to the detriment of the metre.

I., 2, 196. — C.: Well pay for our distrust.

MS.: We sin in our distrust.

II., ad initium. — Stage-managers note in left-hand margin, Long.

II., 1, 6. — C: I will exact

MS.: Twill exact.

II., 1, 47. — MS.:

We hold it fit you should have the first honour notice,

That you may have the honour to prevent it.

Honour in 47 deleted.

II., 1, 51. — MS.: In the shape of King Antiochus. Under King can be seen Don Sebastian.

II., 2, 45. — C: With due invitation, and remember.

MS.: With a due invitation and remember.

II., 2, 49. — C.:

And though the Punic faith is branded by

Our enemies, our confederates and friends

And seventeen kings, our feodaries found it

As firm as fate.

MS.: And though the Punic faith is branded by

Our enemies, our confederates and friends

Found it as firm as fate, and seventeen kings

Our feodaries.



II., 2, 52. — MS.:

Our strength at sea superior upon the sea

Exceeding theirs.

At sea superior deleted. A clear case of the authors alteration as he went.

II., 2, 56. — C.:

And then for our cavallery, in the champaign

How often have they brake their piles.

MS.: And then for our cavallery, how often, in the champaign

How they brake often have they brake their piles.

How often in line 56. and the first they brake deleted. Authors alterations again.

II., 2, 59. — C.: If so we find it.

MS. If so, as we find it.

II., 2, 67. — MS.: By yielding up a man.

Written over something of which the first words are in a, the last word king.

II., 2, 98. — MS.: By the conquered Asiatics this impost in their hopes.

This impost deleted. This impostor occurs just above in line 97.

II., 2, 108. — C.: By her.

MS.: By his.

II., 2, 138. — C.: He bears him like a king.

MS.: He bears himself like a king.

II., 2, 142. — MS.: Ceutha deleted before Afric.

II., 2, 165. — C.: Cannot near you.

MS.: Cannot hear you.

II., 2, 205. — C.: Filled.

MS.: Filed.

II., 2, 209. — MS.: And hath keeps a whore in Corinth.

Hath deleted.

II., 2, 217. — MS.: In the royal monument of Hib the Asian kings.

(?) The author started to write Hiberian kings.



II., 2, 240. — MS.: Rebellion delivery or restoring.

Rebellion deleted; it occurred in the previous line.

II., 2, 253. — C.:

With reverence to

This place, thou liest.

MS.: Setting aside, with reverence to

Thy place, the state, thou liest.

Setting aside and thy place deleted.

II., 2, 255. — C.: By being ...

MS.: By being libbd, and my disability

To deflower thy sisters.

II., 2, 256. — C.: I (bow to) your goddess.

MS.: Thank your goddess.

Thy deleted under your.

II., 2, 285. — MS.:

Of brave and able men that might have stood

In opposition for the defence.

That might down to opposition inserted in same hand above the line.

II., 2, 289. — C.: For my confedrates.

MS.: For my confederates.

Required by metre.

II., 2, 328. — MS.: Word deleted before Antiochus. Sebastian would scan.

II., 2, 335. — MS.: With your accustomed clemency wisdom youll perceive.

Clemency deleted.

II., 2, 346. — MS.: Such depositions as they pleased knew would make.

Pleased deleted.

II., 2, 368. — MS.: Word deleted under Carthage. (?) Venice.

III., 1, 20. — MS.: Europe deleted under Afric.

III., 1, 22. — MS.: To the good king Hiero deleted under To the pro-consul Marcellus.

III., 1, 47. — C.: Youll find there that they.

MS.: You shall find there that.

(A nominative is wanted; unless for there we read them)



III., 1, 62. — C.: To my (aid).

MS.: To my wish.

III., 1, 91. — MS.: Theres thy reward.

Underneath theres, take deleted.

III., 1, 103. — C.:

Your travails ended, mine begins; I take my leave.

Formality of manner now is useless.

MS.: Your travails ended, mine begins, and therefore

Sans ceremonie I will take my leave.

Sans ceremonie deleted, and formality ... useless added at the end of the line. The author omitted to cancel I take my leave.

III., 2, 31. — C.: Thou thin gut!

MS.: You thin gut!

III., 2, 35. — MS.: Cancels from Jove! if thou art to 38, They come.

III., 2, 36. — C.: Change not Joves purpose.

MS.: Change not you Joves purpose.

III., 2, 106. — MS.:

I will conjure him

If revenge hath any spells.

Cancelled in MS.

III., 3, 132. — C.: Will but — I spare comparisons.

(?) Punctuate: Will — but I spare comparisons.

III., 3, 150. — MS.: Of such such as are.

Second such deleted.

III., 3, 151. — MS.: Bithynia covered with our knights armies.

Knights deleted.

III., 3, 166. — MS.: And more than my his caution to you; but now peace or war.

And more than my deleted. The previous line had begun with these words. Was the author copying a former draft of the scene?

III., 3, 229. — C.: To cross your purpose.

MS.: To cross your purposes.

III., 3, 234. — MS.: The warrant and authority of a wife your queen.

A wife deleted.



III., 3, 244. — C.: These (eyes) pulld out.

MS.: These pulled out.

Eyes is required by the sense, and these and eyes are much alike in this hand.

Ibid. — C.: Do then.

MS.: Do you then.

III., 3, 248. — C.: Born deaf.

MS.: Born dumb.

Act IV. — Stage-managers note in left-hand margin of 186, Long. Cf. Act II.

IV., 1. — C.: A street in Callipolis.

Not in MS.

MS.: Sempronius a Capturion — i.e., captain altered to centurion.

IV., 1, 2. — MS.: I heard such.

Such deleted. It begins the next line.

IV., 1, 5. — MS.: He promised me a visit, if his designs as I desire they may.

He deleted and who by his letters written above it.

For similar expansion of one line into two, cf. II., 2, 285.

IV., 1, 7. — MS.: Till he arrive you behold him.

He arrive deleted.

IV., 1, 23. — MS.: My deleted before yourself.

IV., 1, 29. — C.: Lips.

MS.: Lip.

IV., 1, 34. — C.: Tacks on he to this line.

MS.: He begins line 35.

IV., 1, 45. — Enter Flaminius.

(?) Ferdinand deleted below.

IV., 1, 90. — C.: And may prove fortunate.

MS.: And it may prove fortunate.

IV., 2, 5. — C.: (Why), the sufferings of this miserable man.

MS.: No trace of why.

IV., 2, 11. — C.: Tacks on to at the end.

MS.: It begins line 12.



IV., 2, 29. — C.: And know that not the reverence that waits.

MS.: And though I know the reverence that waits.

IV., 2, 33. — C.: Or iron.

MS.: Or fire.

IV., 2, 58. — C.: They aim at.

MS.: They aimed at.

IV., 2, 60. — C.: A few more hours.

MS.: A few hours more.

IV., 2, 66. — MS.: For the pretty tempting friend I brought; my life ont.

Under tempting, beauty (?) deleted.

IV., 2, 87. — MS.: Crack not with the weight of deer, and far-fetched dainties.

Not spoils the metre and the sense; it occurs in line 88. Dispute not with heavens bounties.

IV., 2, 90. — C.: Homely cakes.

MS.: Homely cates.

IV., 2, 96. — MS.: I have already

Acquainted her with her cue. The music ushers

Her personal appearance.

Scratched out at top of 20b, and inserted at foot of 20a.

IV., 2, 127. — C.: Pray, what are you?

MS.: Pray you, what are you?

IV., 2, 147. — C.: That, (sir), is.

MS.: Sir not visible owing to mutilation. (?) Sir, that is.

IV., 2, 158. — MS.: And met your wishes.

And met deleted before and met.

IV., 2, 226. — MS.: To pluck your eyes out.

Last half of line deleted. Last word (?) thoughtes.

IV., 2, 228. — MS.: Add a deleted line:

Dieted with gourd water.568 Oh! the furies!

C.: leaves out.



IV., 3, 1. — MS.: Officers leading in Berecinthius.

Sampayo deleted under Berecinthius.

C.: Place of execution at Callipolis.

MS.: Does not mention Callipolis.

IV., 3, 28. — MS.: My bark you see wants stowage.

Balance deleted before stowage.

IV., 3, 29. — C.: But give me half a dozen hens.

MS.: But give me half a dozen of hens.

IV., 3, 39. — MS.: Helped me bis. The first one deleted.

IV., 3, 44. — MS.: To make three sops for his three heads; may serve for a breakfast.

that inserted after heads, and something more than an ordinary after serve for. One line converted into two, as above, IV., 1, 5.

IV., 3, 46. — MS.: The cur is vengeance devilish hungry.

Vengeance deleted.

IV., 3, 48. — C.: Provided for my frame.

MS.: Provided for my fame.

IV., 3, 53. — MS.: That no covetous Roman, after I am dead.

Needie deleted under covetous.

IV., 4, 13. — C: His faults are inscribed.

MS.: His faults inscribed.

IV., 4, 22. — C.: But in one thing most remarkable.

MS.: But one thing most remarkable.

IV., 4, 45. — MS.: Of kings deposed, and some in triumph led.

Read deleted before led. It is the last word of line 44.

IV., 4, 48. — C: Is of worse condition, and Rome.

MS.: Is of a worse condition, and Rome.

V., 1, 28. — MS.: rows deleted before is chained.

V., 1, 98. — C: In the world.

MS.: Of the world.

V., 1, 102. — C: Since I am termd a soldier.

MS.: Since I am turnd soldier.

V., 1, 116. — C: Grant you like (opportunity, but why),

MS.: Grant you like;

C.s addition required by the sense.



V., 1, 137. — C.: In which, my lord being a suitor with (me).

MS.: In which, my lord being a suitor with. Addition required.

V., 1, 143. — C.: And though it needs not, for further proof.

MS.: And though it needs it not, for further proof.

V., 1, 157. — C.: They find.

MS.: May find.

May required by the sense.

V., 1, 172. — MS.: Swim down the torrent stream but to oppose the torrent.

Torrent before stream deleted.

V., 2, 14. — C.: I will make this good.

MS.: I will mock this good.

V., 2, 30. — C.: That noble Roman. By h(im you are sent for).

MS.: That noble Roman. By h.... Addition required.

V., 2, 33. — C.: Though I grand him.

MS.: Though I gracd him.

V., 2, 46. — C.: Antonius. Forbear.

MS.: Marcellus. Forbear.

V.,2, 59. — MS.: Marcell deleted before King Antiochus.

V., 2, 124. — C.: (The armlet).

Koeppel points out that in Cayet it is a ring.569

V., 2, 125. — C.: Which you wear on your sl(eeve).

MS.: Which you wear on your —— slight traces of sl.

V., 2, 125. — C.: I ack(nowledge).

MS.: I ack ...

V., 2, 155. — C.:

My power to justify the ill, and pressed

You with mountainous promises of love and service.

MS.: My power to justify the ill, and pressed you

With mountainous promises of love and service.

V., 2, 166-7. — MS.: As far as faithfully in one line, but all written at the same time.

V., 2, 173. — C.: The violence of your passion.

MS.: .... l .. ce of your passion.



V., 2, 174. — C.: Cornelia. (Do) but (expre)ss.

MS.: Cornelia has a line which has disappeared; towards the end are traces of but and ss.

V., 2, 175. — C.: Your thankfulness for his so m(any favours).

MS.: Your thankfulness for his so m ...

V., 2, 176. — C.: And labour that the senate may restore h(im).

MS.: And labour that the senate may restore h ... Addition required.

V., 2, 212. — C.: Yield an account without appeal for wha(t).

MS.: Yield an account without appeal for wha ...

V., 2, 213. — C.: You have already done. You may p(eru)se. (Does it.)

MS.: You have already done. You may p ... se.

No need for Does it.

V., 2, 214. — C.: Do you f(i)nd I ha(ve).

MS.: Do you f ... nd e I ha ... Addition required.

V., 2, 215. — C.: (The warran)t. (C)all in the Asian merchants.

MS.: ... all in the Asian marchants.

(?) The document would scan better.

V., 2, 216. — C.: 2 Merchant. Now to be hanged.

MS. has space above 216 for half a line to be said by someone else.

V., 2, 217. — C.: 3 Merchant. Him that pities thee.

MS. gives no clue to the speaker.

Ibid. — C.: Flaminius. Accusers.

MS.: ... sers. It is the last word of line 217?

V., 2, 218. — C.: ... die, and will prove that you took bribes.

I suggest as restoration of lines 215-218:

Call in the Asian merchants;

Lets hear them speak.

1 Merchant:

Tis thy turn now to be hanged.

And shame to him that pities thee.

Marc:

Th accusers

Are ready, and will prove, etc.



V., 2, 232. — C.: (Tis) a Roman.

MS.: A Roman.

(C.s addition required by the sense.)

Prologue — 1. — C.: (So far our) author.

MS.: ... author.


Appendix IX. The Parliament Of Love

[image: img91.jpg]

THE MS. (NO. 39 in the Dyce Collection, Victoria and Albert Museum) comprises nineteen leaves of the same size as those of Believe as You List. It has suffered much from damp, and is in a brittle, dilapidated state. In several passages the MS. has suffered since Giffords collation (e.g., II., 2, 15). The lacunae in the text — e.g., at I., 4, 55; I., 5, 7; and I., 5, 74 — are all caused by the mutilation of the lower edge of the MS. The hand seems to be the same throughout, but bears no resemblance to that in which Believe as You List is written, nor is it so easy to decipher. There are very few corrections in the text, and no marginal notes of any kind except the customary entrances and departures of the characters, which are duplicated as in Believe as You List, but in the same hand. The licence on folio 19a has been cut off. On folio 19b is written in a largish hand, The Parliament of Love, without any authors name. Gifford believed that this MS. was in Massingers hand, and says this has since been confirmed. He does not say how. One thing is certain; the same hand did not write The Parliament of Love and Believe as You List. One instance out of many can be give in proof of this: the letter C, small and capital, in The Parliament of Love is constantly written thus, ⊕. A marked feature of the MS. is the doubling of consonants — e.g., tollerable, vallor, quallities, cullors. It looks as if, while it was in Giffords hands, ink had been used to restore letters here and there, and towards the end of the play there are several substitutions of words in a later ink. Giffords collation where I have tested it is correct in the main but I noted one or two mistakes — e.g.:



I., 5, 87. — MS.: Sudainely.

G.: Speedily.

II., 3, 58. — MS.: The graces from the Idalian greene [sic].

G.: The Loves and Graces. This would make the line scan.

III., 2, 15. — MS.: If I compared it to an Indian slaves.

G.: with.

V., 1, 158. — MS.: Have.

G.: Had.

V., 1, 292.— To in MS. begins line 293.

The sort of mistake which we find in this MS. lends support to two hypotheses, between which, as far as I can see, there is nothing to decide; either, as we saw there was ground for supposing in Believe as You List, the author altered his diction as he composed, or he was dictating to an amanuensis. The earlier corrections are all made in the same ink. In favour of the former hypothesis are such passages as the following:

I., 4, 84: May you suc prosper. Succeed was the original word, but cancelled for one which scans better.

I., 5, 23: Clarindore cancelled at end of line, Cleremond substituted. Clarindore is mentioned in the next line.

I., 5, 66: Summers sunne: heate substituted for sunne.

II., 1. 81: That deleted after assurance; the line thereby runs more smoothly.

II., 3, 5: Thy selfe: selfe deleted before strengthe.

III., 2, 16: That with incessant labour to searche out. After labour searche is deleted. In other words, the construction is changed: the main verb being dives in the next line, instead of the original intention, searches.

III., 3, 124: Performd deleted before expird.

V., 1, 111: In hells most uglie cullors. Horrid coullors is deleted before the last two words.

V., 1, 189: Nor did I scorn: him after scorn is deleted, as if the syntax had been changed.

V., 1, 206: Acknowledged deleted before appointed.



The sort of mistake that an amanuensis might make, either in copying or by dictation, occurs in:

II., 2, 12: The scorne darts of scorne; first scorne deleted.

II., 2, 111: After Absolve me only can deleted; it makes no sense, but had occurred in the previous line.

II., 3, 16: But never thought: come, I must have thee mine.

First three words deleted: they had occurred in the previous line.

III., 1, 120: Blanque deleted before blanket.

III., 3, 37: A seeming courts: courts deleted before anger. Courtship occurs at the end of the line.

V., 1, 46: Weake weake men; first weake underlined in later ink.570

V., 1, 190: For truth is truth is truth. All deleted. The sense requires: for truth is truth.

V., 1, 505: Neglegt deleted before neglect.

I add one or two notes of interest in correction of Cunninghams edition.

II., 2, 156 should read thus, as in MS.:

then to practise

To find some means that he deserves thee best.571

C. reads in I., 157: he that, which makes no sense.

At III., 3, 8 (folio 8b) there is a considerable blank in the MS. scrabbled over, but line 8 is completed at the top of folio 9a.

V., 1, 116 should read thus, as in MS.: And not to be replied to. C. misprints: replied be.

V., 1, 129: The MS. reads thus:

For that deitie

(Such our affection makes him) whose dread power

Tooke forthe choicest arrows, headed with

Not loose but loyall flames, who aymed at mee

Ame with greedie haste to meete the shaft.



C. reads line 131: ... the choicest arrow, headed with.

line 133: Who came with greedy haste to meet the shaft.

In 131 the is obviously left out by homoeoteleuton. The grammar of the passage is defective. It is all cancelled in the old ink.

Similarly, 138 is cancelled: Of gold, nor of pale lead that breeds disdain.

178-185 down to the word matter are cancelled.

294-296 are cancelled in the old ink.

V., 1, 371: MS. to whore me. A modern hand has written above abuse.

V., 1, 531: There is an addition in the original hand which will not scan.

And gratious spectators.

Gifford in his note (II., 312) on Parliament of Love, V., 1, 129, refers to a corrected copy of The Duke of Milan, which proves the writing of the Parliament of Love to be Massingers. Cf. also Advertisement to his second edition, Vol. I., and the facsimile of the dedication of The Duke of Milan to Sir Francis Foljambe (IV., 593). Where is this copy now? It was at one time in Giffords possession.


Appendix X. The Authorship Of The Virgin Martyr
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BOYLE ASSIGNS TO Massinger, Act I., Act III., 1, 2, Act IV., 3, Act V., 2, a total of slightly less than half the play. As far as it goes, I agree with this assignation, but it does not seem to me quite satisfactory. It is true that there are serious passages in The Virgin Martyr which do not resemble the rest of Massingers work; it does not therefore follow that they are due, like the comic parts, to Dekker. In the first place, the exaltation which breathes from these passages may be due to the rapture of youth. Why should Massinger not have shown in what must have been a youthful work an emotional brilliancy which he lost later? And secondly, it is a mistake to say that Massingers style is absolutely uniform; we could only lay this proposition down positively if we had all his works in our hands, and among those we possess I am much mistaken if differences, slight though real, cannot be detected. A Very Woman and The Bashful Lover stand apart from the rest of his plays by virtue of their greater degree of romantic nobility. In the third place, the serious scenes assigned by Boyle and others to Dekker do not seem to me to resemble the serious style of that author, except that there are certain passages where rhymed couplets are employed. Here again we might argue that Massinger was making an experiment which he dropped in his later work. The fact is that, as is usually the case in these matters, we have not enough evidence to prove one thing or the other.

The ascription of the play to Massinger and Dekker on the title-page of the 1622 edition might be held to prove that the lions share in it is due to the former, especially when we remember that he was the younger and presumably the less-known author of the two. I should not, however, wish to deny the possibility that Dekker contributed some of the serious parts. I feel rather disposed to suggest that in one or two of the scenes in question both authors were at work. There is nothing impossible or improbable in this hypothesis.

Charles Lamb says about the scene between Dorothea and Angelo, beginning Act II., 1, line 224, that it has beauties of so very high an order, that with all my respect for Massinger, I do not think he had poetical enthusiasm capable of furnishing them. His associate Dekker, who wrote Old Fortunatus, had poetry enough for anything. This is one of Lambs many unfair remarks about our author; he had discovered so many treasures in the Elizabethan goldfield that he was disposed to underrate the favourite of the eighteenth century. One rises from a perusal of the works of Dekker with a feeling that he was in many respects an engaging, child-like mind, with a gift for drawing character, but with an imperfect sense of technique and structure. If he had written anything in his undoubted works as good as this scene, it would be natural to adjudge it to him.

I should be inclined to assign II., 2, to Massinger; great stress is laid in it on the lack of courtesy shown in scanty greetings, which is a familiar line of thought in our author. Theophilus speech, Have I invented tortures, sounds to me like Massinger. The structure of II., 3, reminds one of several similar incidents in Massinger, though it is clear that no poet can claim the monopoly of introducing auditors of love-scenes in the gallery above the stage. On the other hand, the ravings of Theophilus (ibid., 116-123) read like Dekker; as does the rhymed passage (ibid., 131-136). Perhaps the scene is composite.

The same remark applies to IV., 1. The first sixty lines are certainly Massingers, and much of the rest; notice especially Antoninus sudden change of mind at line 102. On the other hand, the speech of the British slave (ibid., 136-147) might be Dekkers work.

If Massinger can be accredited with Dorotheas farewell speech in IV., 3, 69-92, I do not see why he should not have written the famous passage in II., 1. They seem to me to have the same thrill of emotion.

Lastly, V., 1, seems to be constructed on the lines of a Massinger scene, and to contain traces of his vocabulary; cf. the use of horror in line 41, and of to thy centre in line 146. The conversion of Theophilus, like that of Antoninus in a previous scene, is effected rapidly, in Massingers manner.

To sum up, I should be inclined to say that Massinger had, at any rate, a considerable share in the following scenes: II., 1, II., 2, II., 3, IV., 1, V., 1.


Appendix XI. The Authorship Of The Fatal Dowry
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BOYLE ASSIGNS TO Massinger, Act I.; Act III. as far as line 315 (enter Novall, junr.); Act IV., 2, 3, 4; Act V. This amounts to about three-fifths of the play. On metrical grounds I reluctantly concede that Field wrote the famous funeral scene, Act II., 1. But there are clear traces of Massingers style in the part of Act II., 2, which follows the prose passage. Thus, Romonts speech, beginning at line 201, seems to show traces of Massinger; likewise Pontaliers, beginning at line 370. It is probable that Field wrote the prose scenes in the play, and possibly the songs; nor would I deny that the regular ten-syllable blank verse of such passages as Act II., 2, 178-187 (Rochfort. Why, how now, Beaumelle? ... nothing but good and fit), and Act II., 2, 318-328 (This is my only child ... were multiplied tenfold), is Fields work. In the two plays which have come down to us from Field there is much passable blank verse. It is important to remember, however, that we have so little of Field left that it is hazardous to base material tests on it; and secondly, the authors may have collaborated in individual scenes in such a way as to escape analysis. This is what probably has taken place in Act II., 2. Nor do I feel certain that the latter part of Act III. is wholly due to Field; lines 438-478 contain much that is like Massinger, though the ugly line 464 is not in his style.

I not accuse thy wife of act, but would

Prevent her precipice to thy dishonour.

On the other hand, the rhymed couplet (lines 375-6) is probably Fields.

The pert page in Act IV., 1, reminds us of a similar character in Womans a Weathercock, and is probably Fields handiwork. On the other hand, Pontaliers speech in the same scene (lines 119-140) reads to me like Massinger.

These instances may serve to show how hard it is to dissect the play satisfactorily.


Appendix XII. The Tragedy Of Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt
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THIS PLAY IS to be found in Bullens Old Plays, vol. ii. It was printed from B.M. Add. MSS. 18653, a folio of thirty-one leaves in a small clear hand.

Mr. Bullen thinks that Massinger wrote III., 2; III., 6; IV. (the trial scene); V., 1. He ascribes the concluding scene to Fletcher. These ascriptions seem to me correct. There is much fine poetry in the play, notably in the Leidenberg scene. But Fleay goes too far when he calls the play magnificent. It is a piece of occasion,572 written shortly after the tragic death of Barnavelt, in such a way, however, that it would not interest a later generation, who had forgotten the sensation of the time. In the second place, it has no unity, a fact no doubt partly due to the dual authorship. We do not know if we are intended to sympathise with Orange or Barnavelt. Such a specimen of the historical drama pure and simple makes us feel that more than a mere narrative of events is needed in a play; we look to the author to guide our sympathies, and have a view of his own about his theme.573


Appendix XIII. The Second Maidens Tragedy
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THIS PLAY WAS reprinted by the Malone Society in 1909.574 The writing of the original MS. in the British Museum is remarkably good. It is No. 807 in the Lansdowne Collection, and comes to us from the famous Warburton MSS. The play was licensed by Sir George Buck, October 31st, 1611, and acted by the Kings men. At the end is inscribed: by Thomas Goffe,575 George Chapman, by Will Shakspear. A tragedy indeed!



The last phrase is true. The first two names are erased; the third name has been added by a late seventeenth or eighteenth century hand.

The underplot, according to Boyle, is derived from Cervantes Curious Impertinent, and in Acts I. and II. passages are literally taken from that novel. There is an incident at the end of the play which reminds us of The Duke of Milan. The Tyrant removes the body of the heroine from her tomb, and sends for a painter to give colour to her face and lips. Govianus, her husband, comes in disguise to do the deed, and the Tyrant is killed by the poison which Govianus has put on the lips of the corpse.

Massinger may therefore have known the play, but I differ entirely from Boyles estimate. He thinks Massinger wrote Acts I. and II., Tourneur Acts III., IV., V. I see no trace of Massinger in Act I., except the reference in line 541 to a cup of nectar. The sudden repentance of the heroines father Helvetius, in Act II., 1, 253, reminds us of a trait of Massinger referred to above;576 but the style of the first two acts is too feeble and vague, and the metre too halting for him.577 I cannot suppose that at the age of twenty-seven Massinger could have taken part in writing a play where A voice from within the tomb says to the mourning husband, I am not here!578


Appendix XIV. The Powerful Favorite579
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THE POWERFUL FAVORITE, or the life of Aelius Sejanus, by P. M., printed at Paris, 1628. So runs the title in the English translation.



Two translations of Pierre Matthieus book, Histoire dAelius Sejanus, appeared in the same year. One is padded out with additions; in the shorter and more exact translation, the initials on the title-page of the Bodleian copy have been filled out thus: P. Massinger.

We know that Massingers political sympathies were against the Duke of Buckingham, and it is probable that a Life of Sejanus may have attracted attention at a time when the parallel was drawn and the unpopularity great; but it is simpler to suppose that P. M. stands for the French author. It would require some courage to publish under ones own name or initials a translation of the book.

It is noteworthy that in 1632, after Buckinghams death, a translation appeared by Sir T. Hawkins. The title which he gave his book was Unhappy prosperitie expressed in the histories of Aelius Sejanus and Philippa, the Catanian. Underneath he adds the words: Written in French by P. Matthieu.


Appendix XV. Double Falsehood
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IN 1728 THERE appeared at London a play with the following title: Double Falsehood, or The Distressed Lovers; written originally by W. Shakespeare, and now revised and adapted to the stage by Mr. Theobald, the author of Shakespeare Restord.

It was dedicated to the Rt. Hon. George Dodington, Esq. In the Preface Theobald states that one of the copies in MS. is of above sixty years standing. He goes on to say that there is a tradition that Shakspere wrote it— in the time of his retirement from the stage. The story is taken from a novel in Don Quixote, which appeared in 1611, five years before Shaksperes death. Theobald professes to allow that the colouring, diction, and characters come nearer to the style and manner of Fletcher.

Some writers580 have supposed that Theobald in compiling this play used materials from a lost play by Massinger. The first thing we notice in it is that there are a good many prose scenes. This is unlike Massinger. In the second place, the metre is unlike Massingers; it is simple and regular, and contains very few double endings or run-on lines. In Act II., 4, Leonora gives an important letter to her lover Julio, out of a window, to a citizen whom she does not know, by night. Is this improbable incident the sort of thing that Massinger would write?581

The whole play is an eighteenth-century effusion in the manner of Rowe. There is no trace of Fletcher or Massinger here.


Appendix XVI. Middletons A Trick To Catch The Old One
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A TRICK TO catch the Old One is a lively play, mainly written in prose, in which an air of plausibility is skilfully cast around a farcical plot. There can be no doubt that Massinger borrowed the idea of A New Way from Middleton, as well as a few expressions.582 In both plays there are an uncle who has strained the law to deprive his nephew of his lands, a rich widow whose supposed affection for the nephew converts the uncle to make reparation, and creditors who have to be satisfied. The servants (A Trick, IV., 4) who are to discharge their duties in Hoards new household may have suggested the group in Lady Allworths house who supply a comic element. On the other hand, the two plays are constructed on very different lines. The central point of A Trick is the hatred of the two usurers, Lucre and Hoard, for one another, both being in the end cheated by the hero Witgood. In A New Way there is only one usurer, Sir Giles. A Trick, though well constructed, has a lame and hurried conclusion; and it is overloaded with minor characters, who help the action but little — in particular, the usurer Dampit seems to be introduced for no particular reason except to fill up the time with mediocre fun. The part played by the heroine, Joyce, is small and obscure. Then again, there can be no comparison between the slight figure of Hoard and the powerful creation of Sir Giles Overreach. Wellborn does nothing in the play that misbecomes a gentleman; the ingenuity with which he frames a plan to deceive his uncle leads us to believe that when he has repented his wild life he has the capacity to make good. His prototype, Witgood, on the other hand, is merely an amusing adventurer. Indeed, Middleton seems throughout to be pursuing with his vengeance the sharp practices of those who lend money to fast young men, and we certainly sympathize with his castigation of Lucre, Hoard, and Dampit. Massingers widow is a lady of birth and title; Middletons is a courtesan in disguise. When she marries Hoard, though we feel some satisfaction at the deception which has been practised on him, we cannot help asking ourselves as the characters retire to the conventional wedding dinner of an Elizabethan comedy, whether the solution would have worked in real life. The answer is, that while we have been much amused, we have been cheated by the authors great skill and vivacity into accepting an improbable plot. Massingers play, on the other hand, contains little that might not have happened, and the conclusion is so arranged that there is every prospect of the characters living happily hereafter. While Middletons play is a charming extravaganza, Massingers has held the stage ever since. The one play can be acted now, the other cannot. This is not merely due to the fact that A New Way has more dignity and refinement than its predecessor, but it is because Massingers characters behave like real beings.583


Appendix XVII
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THESE TWO POEMS are copied from a folio MS. in the library of Trinity College, Dublin (G, 2, 21), containing compositions of Donne and other poets of the seventeenth century. They are to be found on pages 554-559. The handwriting is that of the seventeenth century. I have reproduced the original punctuation and spelling. Mr. Grosart published the poems in Englische Studien, No. xxvi. He says that the librarian of Trinity, Dr. T. K. Abbot, had grounds for supposing that the MS. had been in the possession of Trinity College for a century; he does not, however, state what the grounds are. As far as the dates go which are indicated in the volume, it might have passed into the library with other books from Archbishop Usshers collection.

From the tone of line 16 of the first poem we may assume that it was addressed by Massinger when quite young to William, the third Earl of Pembroke.

I

The Copie of a Letter written upon occasion to the Earle of Pembrooke Lo: Chamberlaine

My Lord

p. 554

Soe subiect to the worser fame

Are even the best that clayme a Poets name:

Especially poore they that serve the stage

Though worthily in this Verse-halting Age.



And that dread curse soe heavie yet doth lie

Wch the wrongd Fates falne out wth Mercurie

Pronouncd for ever to attend upon

All such as onely dreame of Helicon.

That durst I sweare cheated by selfe opinion

I were Apolloes or the Muses Mynion 10

Reason would yet assure me, tis decreed

Such as are Poets borne, are borne to need.

If the most worthy then, whose pays but praise

Or a few spriggs from the now withering bayes

Grone underneath their wants what hope have I

Scarce yet allowed one of the Company — 16

p. 555

When584 thou sighst, thou sighst not wind, but sighst my soule away

When thou weepst unkindly kind, my lifes blud doth decay

It cannot bee

That thou lovest mee as thou saiest, if in thine my life thou wast,

Thou art the best of mee.585



In some high mynded Ladies grace to stand

Ever provided that her liberall hand 30

Pay for the Vertues they bestow upon her

And soe long shees the miracle and the honor

Of her whole Sex, and has forsooth more worth

Then was in any Sparta ere brought forth

But when the Bounty failes a change is neare

And shees not then what once shee did appeare

For the new Giver shee dead must inherit

What was by purchase gott and not by merit

Lett them write well that doo this and in grace

I would not for a pension or A place 40

Part soe wth myne owne Candor, lett me rather p. 556

Live poorely on those toyes I would not father

Not knowne beyond A Player or A Man

That does pursue the course that I have ran

Ere soe grow famous: yet wth any paine

Or honest industry could I obteyne

A noble Favorer, I might write and doo

Like others of more name and gett one too

Or els my Genius is false. I know

That Johnson much of what he has does owe 50

To you and to your familie, and is never

Slow to professe it, nor had Fletcher ever

Such Reputation, and credit nonne

But by his honord Patron, Huntington

Unimitable Spencer nere had been

Soe famous for his matchlesse Fairie Queene

Had he not found a Spencer Sydney to preferr [sic]

His plaine way in his Shepheards Calender

Nay Virgills selfe (or Martiall does lye)

Could hardly frame a poore Gnatts Elegie 60

Before Mecænas cherisht him; and then

He streight conceivd Æneas and the men

That found out Italic Those are Presidents586

I cite wth reverence: my lowe intents

Looke not soe high, yet some worke I might frame



That should nor wrong my duty nor your Name. p. 557

Were but your Lopp pleasd to cast an eye

Of favour on my trodd downe povertie

How ever I confesse myselfe to be

Ever most bound for your best charitie 70

To others that feed on it, and will pay

My prayers wth theirs that as yu doe yu may

Live long, belovd and honord doubtles then

Soe cleere a life will find a worthier Penn.

For me I rest assurd besides the glory

Twold make a Poet but to write your story. 76

Phill: Messinger.

p. 557

II

A New yeares Guift presented to my

Lady and M:rs the then Lady

Katherine Stanhop now Countesse

of Chesterfield.

By Phill: Messinger.

Madame

Before I owd to you the name

Of Servant, to your birth, your worth your fame

I was soe, and twas fitt since all stand bound

To honour Vertue in meane persons found

Much more in you, that as borne great, are good

Wch is more then to come of noble blood

Or be A Hastings; it being too well knowne

p. 558

An Empresse cannot challenge as her oune

Her Grandsires glories; And too many staine

Wth their bad Actions the noble straine 10

From whence they come. But as in you to be

A branch to add fresh honor to the tree

By vertue planted, and adorne it new

Is graunted unto none or very few



To speake you further would appeare in me

Presumption or a servants flattery

But there may be a tyme when I shall dare

To tell the world and boldly what yu are

Nor sleight it Madame, since what some in me

Esteeme a blemish, is a guift as free 20

As their best fortunes, this tooke from the grave

Penelopies chastitie, and to it gave

Still living Honors; this made Aiax strong

Ulisses wise: such power lies in a Song

Wch Phaebus smiles on, wch can find noe Urne

While the Sea his course, or starrs observe their turne

Yet tis not in the power of tinckling Rime

That587 takes rash iudgments and deceive the tyme

Wth Mountebanke showes a worke that shold indure

Must have a genius in it, strong, as pure 30

But you beginne to smile, as wondring why

I should write thus much to yu now since I

Have heretofore been silent may yu please

To know

To know the course it is noe new disease p. 559

Groune in my iudgment, nor am I of those

That thinke good wishes cannot thrive in prose

As well as Verse: but that this New yeares day

All in their loves and duties, what they may

Present unto you; though perhaps some burne

Wth expectation of a glad returne 40

Of what they venture for. But such I leave

To their deceiptfull guifts given to deceive

What I give I am rich in, and can spare

Nor part for hope wth ought deserves my care

He that hath little and gives nought at all

To them that have is truly liberall. 46


Appendix XVIII. Alliteration In Massinger
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THE ART WITH which Massinger employs alliteration escapes all but the most careful perusal; but once noticed, it attracts attention as one of his favourite expedients. Perhaps the best way to exemplify its use is to give a complete collection of instances from one of the plays: I take for this purpose The Unnatural Combat.

I., 1, 150: Impartial judges, and not swayd with spleen.

 158: Not lustful fires, but fair and lawful flames.

 189: Our goods made prize, our sailors sold for slaves.

 217: He that leaves

To follow as you lead, will lose himself.

 286: Their lives, their liberties.

 308: Both what and when to do, but makes against you.

 309: For had your care and courage been the same.

 342: He may have leave and liberty to decide it.

II., 1, 14: With my best curiousness and care observed him.

 23: A sudden flash of fury did dry up.

 94: But dare and do, as they derive their courage.

 143: In a moment razd and ruind.

 157: In one short syllable yield satisfaction.

 170: With scorn on death and danger.

 177: But what is weak and womanish, thine own.

 183: As a serpent swolln with poison.

 226: Marseilles owes the freedom of her fears.

 241: That will vouchsafe not one sad sigh or tear.

 267: And with all circumstance and ceremony.

II., 3, 67: Nor should you with more curiousness and care.

III., 1, 10: It being a serious and solemn meeting.

 17: Ill undertake to stand at push of pike.

 21: When the dresser, the cooks drum, thunders,

Come on!



III., 1, 23: As tall a trencher-man.

 32: The only drilling is to eat devoutly

And to be ever drinking.

 57: Delay is dangerous.

 88: Continue constant

To this one suit.

 90: Every cast commander.

 100: And so by consequence grow contemptible.

 117: For his own sake, shift a shirt!

III., 2, 46: The colonels, commissioners, and captains.

 78: That losing her own servile shape and name.

 85: Believe my black brood swans.

 95: As I have heard, loved the lobby.

 150: Of her fair features, that, should we defer it.

 160: And serves as a perpetual preface to.

III., 3, 43: The curiousness and cost on Trajans birthday.

 78: Ive charged through fire that would have singed your sables.

 82: Such only are admired that come adornd.

 93: Does make your cupboards crack.

 114: For want of means shall, in their present payment.

 149: With my son, her servant.

III., 4, 89: And he shall find and feel, if he excuse not.

IV., 1, 53: And liked and loathd with your eyes, I beseech you.

 91: A loathsome leprosy had spread itself.

 101: Sir, you have liked and loved them, and oft forcd.

 119: My ranks of reason.

 132: Thy virtues vices.

 133: Far worse than stubborn sullenness and pride.

 206: In your fame and fortunes.

IV., 2, 47: Against my oath, being a cashierd captain.

 68: Your lords

Of dirt and dunghills.

 118: My corslet to a cradle.

 120: Or to sell my sword and spurs, for soap and candles?



IV., 2. 135: Fair France is proud of.

 148: Such as have power to punish.

V., 2, 35: Or our later laws forbid.

 38: And solemn superstitious fools prescribe.

 57: Into some close cave or desert.

 58: Our lusts and lives together.

 165: But to have power to punish, and yet pardon,

Peculiar to princes.

 248: Accuse or argue with me.

 307: To season my silks.


Appendix XIX
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BY THE KINDNESS of Mr. Edmund Gosse I have been enabled to examine and collate the manuscript notes in copies of the first quartos of the following plays in his possession: The Duke of Milan, The Bondman, The Roman Actor, The Renegado, The Picture, The Fatal Dowry, The Emperor of the East, The Maid of Honour. The dates of these quartos range from 1623 to 1632. The poet Swinburne had no doubt that the manuscript notes were due to Massinger himself; the resemblance of the handwriting is certainly indubitable, but as we have no other evidence than that of the corrections themselves, we are forced to be content with the conclusion that the insertions are of a contemporary date. I take the plays in the above order.

The Duke of Milan

I., 1, 23. — This, the last line on the page, has suffered from the binding, and is written in the margin.588

I., 1, 56. — The same thing has happened here.

In both cases the writing resembles that of the poet. It may be argued, on the other hand, that it is unlikely that the play should have suffered so soon from binding; it is, however, of course not impossible that the eight plays were bound up together shortly after the year 1632.

V., 2, 203. — Forza. S. inserted before F. (So infra, 218, 234, 256.)

At the end of the play occurs a symbol M which might represent the poets initial.

The Bondman

I., 1: Timagorus bis in stage-directions, us corrected to as

and also in

I., 1,5

I., 1, 37: I love live

I., 2, 2: I cannot brooke with this

gadding

I., 3, 83: As to the supreame Magistrates Sicilie

surely tenders

 161: And yet the chu rl added

 181: made glorious by Achon Action

 182: gave warrant to her ailes added

couns

 183: hand heard

 206: nor defence noe

 295: ? at end ? deleted

 319: of slaves our

II., 1, 71: famd fannd

 87: vayle y deleted

 144: loose both sent and th inserted after

beauty loose, and c in

sent

 153: owe awe

II., 2, 16: manners; yet this morning for

 57: cunning coḿinge

 62: ? added

III., 3, 99: too too large second too deleted

 135: leave her off stand her of

 165: during daring

III., 4, 29: Timandra Timag

 51: cares feares



IV., 1, 21: still you

IV., 2, 128: when where

 140: Pray you, leave mee

added at end to complete

the line

IV., 3, 145: tempter second t deleted

V., 3, 9: not be denide to inserted before be

 38: howsoere the fortune thy

 103: gods and fautors his

 193: ) inserted after devices

 245: Gra. inserted at beginning

of line, (i.e.,

Graccho)

All these corrections are manifestly right, except possibly III., 3, 135 and IV., 1, 21. The addition in IV., 2, 140, though not especially appropriate to the situation, presents us with a type of line much favoured by Massinger.

The Roman Actor

I., 1, 6: stocke socc (i.e., sock)

 25: parenthesis inserted

after vice

 37: gald l

 44: The Catta and the Dacie Catti ... Daci

 46: Jove hasten it ? added

 49: we obey you full stop added

 51: the sceane Scaene

 79: is to eb589 guilty bee

 115: grieve greive (give is required

by the sense)

I., 2: Enter Domitia and Parthenius with a letter added

I., 2, 33: for to be thankfull I woulde

 44: his plea its

 86: new workes that dare not Monarches. Pa: added,

do (i.e., Parthenius)

 88: Parth. Will you dispute Parth. deleted and ?

added.

I., 3, 44: ( ) added



I., 3, 53-4: ( ) added

 67: condemne condemnd

 78: which with

 78: redde (i.e., read) ) added

 86: Cancillus Camillus

I., 4, 13: Fulcinius and prisoners and deleted

led by him

II., 1, 4: yours ; added

 16: though ( added

 21: purple ! added

 22: my heyre ? added

 182-3: ( ) added

 217: promped prompted

 372: ( ) added

 386: ( ) added

III., 1, 30: words swordes

 52: retch reach

 58: the mortall powers iḿortall

 78: tyrannie tyrant

 163: steepie steep

 205: ! added

IV., 1, 8: I thinke not not deleted, and

added after respects

in 9

 95: compliant complaint

 149: ? added

IV., 2, 12: lesse; ; deleted

 27: pe bee

 28: you command to me ever you coḿand me

 39: tremele tremble

 44: geeat great

 70: Hypollitus one l substituted

 123: express thee stop added

 127: To render me that was ( ) added before

before I huggd thee that and

An adder in my bosome before, and after

thee and

bosome



IV., 2, 130: Thy pomp and pride — 163 Perpetual vexation

shall not fall.

Note at top of p. 31b: This page follows the

later.

Note at top of p. 32a: This page misplacd.

 182: would coulde

 190: the iu ice st inverted inserted

here between iu

and ice

 191: had with h inverted had

 196: if yf

 229: act are

 242: grim death grim deleted

 295: ( ) added

V., 1, 115: assure as sure

 142: stilld stild

 228: pinnd piniond

V., 2, 22: iumpe impe

 78: this murther tis

 85: to sentence her inserted after to

I have compared the Malone quarto in the Bodleian Library and find that the mistakes are identical. In other words, The Roman Actor was carelessly printed. Nearly all the corrections made, alike of sense and punctuation, are improvements. The emendation at IV., 2, 28 reads like one made by the author. On the other hand, a careful study of IV., 2, 127 will reveal the fact that the writers sense has been mistaken, and the omission of grim in IV., 2, 242 spoils the rhythm. The curious thing is that the play is full of misprints, which have not been corrected — e.g., III., 2, 143, Anaxerete (and in several other lines); line 154, Epethite, for epithet; 258, Heccuba. Take again IV., 2, 181: An e is inverted and not corrected; 188, bttchered stands for butchered; and 189, lacriledge for sacrilege.

The Renegado

I., 3, 159: receive least losse the inserted after

least. It spoils the

metre



II., 5, 46: up to the bre a c breache

 ? added

III., 3, 1: I will Twill

 89: like a neighing gennet to mare to her proud

her stallion stallion

III., 5, 114: well made galley mannd

IV., 1, 114: witnesse of my change of deleted: good

inserted after my

V., 2, 79: Franci. inserted (=

Francisco)

V., 3, 111: Vitelli inserted

III., 3, 89 reads like an authors emendation. On the other hand, the alteration in IV., 1, 114 is not in Massingers style.

The Picture

Line 37, Poem by T. Jay:

of to heare or

 38: write neere writ

 40: admird admire

I., 1, 31: satisfie satietie

 40: ( ) added

 53: If I am so rich or Sir

 120: wone him o inserted after o

 154: wracke w deleted

 190: ere the fight begun s added after fight

(=is)

I., 2, 13: bravel ye added

 71: but deleted and added

again in margin

 170: examp le added

II., 1, 82: A post. deleted

 83: Aside. A Post.

added in margin

II., 2, 98: In one here printed In one here deleted

in a separate line after (vide Gifford)

this line

 103: resolve s added



II., 2, 103: lords of her, like acres

 174: fierce dame n inserted before m.

dame=dam

 255: solder soldier

 260: tosses trifles

Here it will be noted that two good emendations are made — I., 1, 53 and II., 2, 103. On the other hand, no notes are made on the last three acts: such a misprint as ijgobobs in V., 3, 161 escaping comment.

The Fatal Dowry

Nil.

The Emperor of the East

I., 1, 83: musicke? ? deleted, and Sir?

added

I., 2, 169: too to

 178: Constantinople courte

 242: them feare their

 291: care feare

 323: Nimph Umph

 347: wooned d deleted

II., 1, 114: in knowledge the inserted after

in

III., 2, 62: ( ) added

 93: heaven is most gratious to you deleted

to you, madam

 111: with a kinde impotence of inserted after

kinde

 138: I speak it ) added

 139: I I (so III., 4, 145, 163;

IV., 1, 13)

 199: ransone m

III., 4, 19: how .sister: !! added

 29: str stirre

 44: beg pardon a inserted after beg

 60: my pity t added above t

 80: ? added



III., 4, 132: observe handle

 146: royall sir comma added

IV., 1, 14: Princesse Empresse

IV., 3, 36: they hee

 43: fraide defrayd

 62: camer cancer

 132: this admiration thie

V., 3, 47: flights s deleted

 85: niggle iuggle

 111: I fever if ever

 190: my grace on all cancelled

The corrections in this play are nearly all good: thus the metre is restored at I., 2, 178, and III., 2, 93, and improved in III., 4, 132. V., 3, 85 is an excellent emendation. On the other hand, I do not think the author would have made such a stupid mistake as the one found at IV., 1, 14, for Chrysapius is there addressing the Empress, about Pulcheria.

The Maid of Honour

Nil.

Note by Mr. Edmund Gosse.

In 1877, when he was breaking up his home at Clifton, and disposing of his books, John Addington Symonds gave Mr. Edmund Gosse a thick volume containing eight first editions of plays by Massinger. The book was bound in worn old calf of the period, and had stamped on the back the authors name. Symonds, in giving the book to Mr. Gosse, called his attention to the contemporary corrections in ink, and said there was a tradition that they were in the handwriting of Massinger himself. Mr. Gosse, unfortunately, broke up the volume and had the eight plays separately bound, but the old binding had contained no further indication. In 1882 Swinburne made a careful examination of the corrections, and again in 1883, when he urged that they should be published. He became persuaded that they were made by Massinger himself. Nothing, however, has until now been done with them. The volume came from the Harbord library at Gunton in Norfolk, and was sold, with other old books, at the death of the fourth Lord Suffield in 1853. Symonds bought it of an Oxford bookseller when he was an undergraduate.
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ENDNOTES.
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1

It is much to be wished that someone would essay the same task for Beaumont and Fletcher, though there the work would be less easy, partly from the looseness of the metres, partly from the corruption of the text, but chiefly from the presence of prose-passages bordering on verse.

2

A. à Woods Fasti Oxonienses, p. 313.

3

Herein he resembled F. Beaumont. G. Langbaine, on the other hand, says that the Earl sent Massinger to Oxford, where he closely pursued his studies. But we must be careful how we believe Langbaine; his account of our poet begins thus: This author was born at Salisbury, in the reign of King Charles the First, being son to Philip Massinger, a gentleman belonging to the Earl of Montgomery. Here are three gross blunders at once.

4

Boyle (N. S. S., xxi., p. 472) says that Massingers inveterate habit of repeating himself arose probably from his profession as an actor. I know of no evidence for this hypothesis. Cf., however, p. 6, note 1.

5

Cf. Mommsens History of Rome, English translation, vol. ii., p. 440.

6

Thus in the play of Lady Jane, of which The Famous History of Sir T. Wyatt is a fragment, we find five authors concerned. It will be remembered that Eupolis contributed to the Knights of Aristophanes.

7

For some account of Field see Appendix XI.

8

Dabornes letters bulk large in the Henslowe Correspondence. We have two plays of his: A Christian turnd Turke, based on the story of the pirate Ward; and The Poor Mans Comfort, a tragi-comedy. Like Marston, he abandoned the stage in middle life and took orders, before 1618. It is therefore unlikely that he collaborated with Massinger in any of the plays which we possess.

9

Such a reference to Acta Sanctorum as is contained in these lines might be made by an Anglican:

Antoninus. It may be, the duty
And loyal service, with which I pursued her,
And sealed it with my death, will be rememberd
Among her blessed actions. — V. M., IV., 3, 28.

More stress might be laid on the metaphor contained in these lines:

Theophilus. O! mark it, therefore, and with that attention, As you would hear an embassy from heaven, By a wingd legate. — V. M., V., 2, 103.

10

No doubt it required courage to present a Jesuit in this way so soon after Gunpowder Plot; and the curious argument in The Renegado, V., 1, 28-41, in favour of lay-baptism certainly shows a mind interested in ecclesiastical problems.

11

The Renegado, I., 1, 24-32.

12

Two Gentlemen of Verona, V., 1.

13

Friar Paulo takes an important part in The Maid of Honour, ad finem. Octavio, disguised as a priest, elicits Alonzos repentance in The Bashful Lover, IV., 2. The same expedient occurs in The Emperor of the East, V., 3, where Theodosius, disguised as a friar, convinces himself of his wifes innocence. Shakspere disguises the Duke as a friar in Measure for Measure, II., 3, III., 1, 2, IV., 1, 2, 3.

14

See the photograph at the beginning of the book. Cf. also Gregs Henslowe Papers, article 68. Fleay identifies the play referred to in the document as The Honest Man of Fortune, acted in 1613. In the first Dublin poem, after referring to the patronage which had befriended Jonson and Fletcher, Massinger goes on thus:

These are precedents
I cite with reverence; my low intents
Look not so high; yet some work I might frame
That should not wrong my duty, nor your name;
Were but your lordship pleased to cast an eye
Of favour on my trod-down poverty.

15

Cf. W. W. Gregs Henslowes Diary, vol. ii., pp. 110-147. Mr. Greg points out (p. 113) that there is no record of any speculations of Henslowes own as far as the evidence of the Diary is concerned. The accounts are company accounts — i.e., of The Rose and Fortune Theatres.

We have also at Dulwich a bond from R. Daborne and P. Massinger to Philip Henslowe for payment of £3, dated July 4th, 1615. Cf. Gregs Henslowe Papers, article 102.

16

Licensed March 4th, 1631.

17

Licensed May 6th, 1631.

18

See poem Sero sed serio (Cunningham, p. 628); Picture, II., 2, 37; City Madam, I., 2, 116; Emperor of the East, II., 1, 45. Cf. Catiline; II, 1.

19

Aubrey, in his Natural History of Wiltshire (ed. J. Britton, 1847, p. 31), distinctly says that the poet had a pension of twenty or thirty pounds per annum, which was payed to his wife after his decease.

20

Younger brother of William Herbert, Earl of Pembroke.

21

The dedication begins thus: However I could never arrive at the happiness to be made known to your lordship, etc.

22

No doubt he knew some foreign languages. His plays come from various sources, French, Italian, and Spanish, some of which, however, had been translated into English. The Renegado is traceable to a comedy of Cervantes, Los Baños de Argel, printed in 1615. The Emperor of the East is derived from a French translation of Zonaras. If, which is doubtful, The Duke of Milan owes anything to Guicciardini, his history had appeared in an English translation by Sir Geoffrey Fenton in 1579. Fleay has a curious theory that where French scenes are found in Fletcher they are due to Massinger.

Much interesting information on the great debt which Fletcher and other dramatists owed to Spanish literature will be found in F. E. Schellings Elizabethan Drama, vol. ii., pp. 205-218 and 530. Schelling comes to the conclusion that Fletcher did not know Spanish; but he quotes an unpublished dictum of his friend Dr. Rosenbach, who holds it as certain that Massinger knew Spanish. The Island Princess is based on a Spanish play, of which no translation is known, Conquista de las islas Malucas, by De Argensola, 1609. Rosenbach attributes the play to Massinger! It is clear, however, that a translation may have been in circulation from which Fletcher took his materials, or somebody may have seen the play acted in Spain, and reported it to him. Further, Loves Cure is based on the Comedia de la Fuerza de la Costumbre, by Guillen De Castro, licensed at Valencia, February 7th, 1625, and published three months later. Fletcher died in August, 1625, and Stiefel thinks that he read Spanish, and that this is his last work. Rosenbach and Bullen assign the play to Massinger (cf. Appendix III., No. 29). It is highly desirable that the grounds which led Rosenbach to believe that Massinger knew Spanish should be made public.

23

Lines 39-45 run thus:

Let them write well that do this, and in grace.
I would not for a pension or a place
Part so with over candour: let me rather
Live poorly on those toys I would not father;
Not known beyond a player or a man,
That does pursue the course that I have ran.
Ere so grow famous.

Lines 41-42 are interesting as seeming to hint that Massinger preferred to waive publicity as to his collaboration with Fletcher and others. The poem was published by A. B. Grosart in Englische Studien, xxvi., pp. 1-7, and will be found with the original spelling and punctuation in Appendix XVII.

24

A. O., ii., 654-656. A. à Wood includes in the list of Massingers plays Powerful Favourite, or the Life of Sejanus. As Massinger was but nineteen in 1603 he cannot have been the happy genius referred to in the address to the readers of Ben Jonsons play. For the explanation of the mistaken attribution of The Powerful Favourite, cf. Appendix XIV.

25

Gifford was right as to the date and Cunningham wrong. The entry in question is as follows: March 18th, 1639 [i.e., old style], Philip Massenger, a stranger. The entry about Fletcher runs thus: Aug. 29, 1625, John Ffletcher [sic], a man, in the church. Entries such as a man, a boy, a girl are not unusual in the book, and the practice of burial in the church was comparatively common at the time.

26

The stone inscribed with his name in the chancel of St. Saviours does not mark the place of his burial, which is unknown.

27

By a charming if undesigned coincidence the Massinger window stands next to that of Shakspere. It represents two scenes from The Virgin Martyr, and, unfortunately, repeats the erroneous date (1639) of the poets death, and gives 1583 as the year of his birth.

28

Contemporary Review, August, 1876.

29

II., 2, 140.

30

Intercourse with the Low Countries is referred to in the New Way (I., 2, 75). The monastery to which Sir John Frugal retires is at Lovain (City Madam, III., 2, 58). Cf. also for the University of Lovain The Elder Brother, II., 1.

31

III., 1, 38. Cf. also Frank Wellborns petition, V., 1, ad finem. Compare the part played in Sir John Barnavelt by the English mercenaries in Holland; and especially IV., 2.

Orange. I have sent patents out for the choicest companies
Hither to be removd, first Colonel Veres
From Dort, next Sir Charles Morgans, a stout Company.

IV., 3. Barnavelt (to his daughter):

What! wouldst thou have a husband?
Go marry an English Captain, and hell teach thee
How to defy thy father and his fortune.

II., 1. Barnavelt:

But have you tried by any means (it skills not
How much you promise) to win th old soldier
(The English Companies in chief I aim at)
To stand firm for us?

32

Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 243, 278; Great Duke of Florence, I., 2, 62; II., 1, 145; Picture, I., 1, 3-5; Guardian, II., 1, 84; V., 4, 160; Very Woman, V., 5, 28. Cf. in Marlowe, Tamburlaine, Pt. I., III., 3; Pt. II., I., 2; Jew of Malta, I., 1; II. 2. For a Christian pirate cf. Decameron, II. 4.

33

Bondman, IV., 3, 77; Renegado, IV., 1, 99-102; II., 6, 32.

34

A Very Woman, III., 1.

35

Cf. The Unnatural Combat and The Renegado.

36

Guardian, II., 1, 84. Similarly in The Bashful Lover, V., 3, 110, Matilda warns Lorenzo that Heavens liberal hand has designed him to fight rather against the Turk than a Christian neighbour-king. Compare The Devils Law-case (p. 138b).

Ercole. When our bloods
Embracd each other, then I pitied
That so much valour should be hazarded
On the fortune of a single rapier
And not spent against the Turk.

37

Renegado, II., 5, 24 and 64-73. Bertoldo, the Knight of Malta, is the hero of The Maid of Honour. Cf. also Fletchers play of that name; and Guardian, V., 4, 143-145.

38

Unnatural Combat, V., 2, 230. We find a similar emphasis on the Turk and pirates in Websters White Devil and Devils Law-case.

39

The zealous coblers and learned botchers who preach at Amsterdam are mentioned in Renegado, I., 1, 30-32. In The Unnatural Combat, III., 1, 75, the Hugonots are referred to as using the word mortified. Geneva print is mentioned in Duke of Milan, I., 1, 11; precisians in New Way, I., 1, 6, use the word verity.

40

Fair Maid, IV., 2.

41

Very Woman, III., 1, 124:

Merchant. They have a city, Sir — I have been in it.
And therefore dare affirm it — where if you saw
With what a load of vanity tis fraughted,
How like an everlasting morris-dance it looks,
Nothing but hobby-horse and Maid Marian,
You would start indeed.

42

Old Law, IV., 1, 20; New Way, III., 2, 169; Very Woman, III., 5, 29 and 70; Renegado, I., 3, 74. Cf. Decameron, II. 5.

43

For the influence of the masque on Massinger, cf. Picture, II., 2; City Madam, V., 3; Guardian, IV., 2.

44

Cf. the characters of Simonides in The Old Law and young Novall in The Fatal Dowry, II., 2; Emperor of the East, I., 2, 21; Picture, II., 2, 29-36; Very Woman, III., 1, 131-2. Compare also Henry VIII., I., 3.

45

Renegado, III., 1, 57; Guardian, II., 1, 81. Cf. Merchant of Venice, I., 2, 78-81; As You Like It, IV., 1, 34-40.

46

The play ends thus:

Make you good
Your promised reformation, and instruct
Our city dames, whom wealth makes proud, to move
In their own spheres, and willingly to confess,
In their habits, manners, and their highest port,
A distance twixt the city and the court.

Cf. also Maid of Honour, III., 1, 84; City Madam, III., 2, 153; IV., 4, 43; New Way, II., 1, 81 and 88. In The Renegado, I., 2, distinctions are drawn between the county ladies, the city dames, and the court ladies of England. Compare also the epilogue to Henry VIII:

Others, to hear the city
Abused extremely, and to cry thats witty.

Rape of Lucrece, II., 1; II., 3; The Devil is an Ass, III., 1; Westward Ho! I., 1; I tell thee, there is equality enough between a lady and a city dame if their hair be but of a colour. Ford contrasts the ladies of the city and the court in The Broken Heart, II., 1. In Dekkers Shoemakers Holiday, I., 1, the Lord Mayor says:

Too mean is my poor girl for his high birth,
Poor citizens must not with courtiers wed.

Cf. also A Chaste Maid in Cheapside, I., 1:

Maudlin. Besides, you have a presence, sweet Sir Walter,
Able to dance a maid brought up in the city;
A brave court-spirit makes our virgins quiver.

Eastward Ho! deals with the same contrast. Cf. also the Induction to The Knight of the Burning Pestle, and ib., IV., 5; Induction to Four Plays in One.

47

Renegado, I., 3, 92-94; City Madam, I., 2, 34. Cf. Henry VIII., V., 4; Shoemakers Holiday, V., 2; The Honest Whore, Pt. I., III., 1; Sir Thomas More, II., 1.

48

Parliament of Love, IV., 5, 12; New Way, II., 1, 142. Cf. Epicoene, V., 1 bis; Elder Brother, IV., 3; Honest Mans Fortune, V., 3; Thierry and Theodoret, II., 3.

49

Unnatural Combat, III., 3, 35; IV., 2, 35; Parliament of Love, IV., 5, 125, 126; Bondman, V., 3, 245-252; Guardian, III., 3, 8; City Madam, IV., 1, 74; Duke of Milan, III., 2, 18. Cf. 1 Henry IV., II., 2, 49; III., 1, 130; 2 Henry IV., IV., 3, 52-54; Winters Tale, IV., 3, 181-263; V., 2, 25-27; Antony and Cleopatra, V., 2, 215; Queen of Corinth, III., 1; Spanish Curate, IV., 7; False One, I., 1; Elder Brother, IV., 4; The White Devil, p. 23b; The Devils Law-case, pp. 131b and 143b; Loves Sacrifice, III., 1; IV., 1; The Honest Whore, Pt. I, I., 1; Bartholomew Fair, Induction; II., 1; and III., 1; Rape of Lucrece, II., 1; Edward II., II., 2; Orlando Furioso, IV., 1; George a Greene, IV., 2; Parliament of Bees, ch. v.

50

Renegado, II., 4, 1. Cf. Much Ado about Nothing, V.,1, 295-297; A King and No King, I., 2; IV., 2; Four Plays in One; Triumph of Love, 4; Little French Lawyer, III., 2; The False One, III., 2; IV., 3; Lovers Progress, I., 1; III., 4; V., 3; Cupids Revenge, II., 4; James IV., 1, 2.

51

New Way, especially II., 1; for the difficulty of getting justice done for the poor, cf. Unnatural Combat, I., 1; Fatal Dowry, I., 1, especially lines 67-80.

52

II.; 4, 79-106. The reference to the mills is as follows:

Builders of iron mills, that grub up forests
With timber trees for shipping.

Cf. Volpone, I., 1, 33-36.

53

I., 1, 290-340.

54

E.g., in The New Way and The Guardian.

55

City Madam.

56

Thus Ford, in an interesting passage in Loves Sacrifice, I., 1, refers to the national love of self-depreciation among the English. Cf. also Rape of Lucrece, III., 5.

57

I., 2, 22-49. Cf. also Very Woman, III., 1, 133-135; and Websters Westward Ho! I., 1, and III., 3.

58

Cf. The Honest Whore, Pt. II., IV., 1:

Matheo. England is the only hell for horses, and only paradise for women. Also Lamiras words in The Honest Mans Fortune, III., 3.

59

Cf. Duke of Milan, Picture, and Roman Actor. The Duke of Pavy in Fords Loves Sacrifice is a slighter sketch of the same type. The worthlessness of Bianca in the same play is a measure of the moral gap between Massinger and Ford.

60

Renegado, IV., 2, 116-143.

61

Oxford Lectures on Poetry, pp. 363-365. Cf. also pp. 392-3.

62

Cf. op. cit., p. 381. Cf. Prologue to Henry VIII., line 13; Prologue to Romeo and Juliet, line 12, and Chorus to Act I. in The Mayor of Queensborough.

If all my powers
Can win the grace of two poor hours,
Well apaid I go to rest.

Also Prologues to Two Noble Kinsmen, lines 28, 29; Alchemist, line 1; Loves Pilgrimage, line 8; Lovers Progress, line 18 (three short hours); and Shirleys Preface to the Folio of Beaumont and Fletcher.

63

Cf. Malones Shakspere (edition 1790), vol. i., pt. 2, p. 226. Believe as You List probably represents an adaptation of this play, with classical names and setting substituted for the original plot. Cf. Appendix VII.

64

Chapman had to suppress a considerable part of The Tragedy of Byron, which referred to quite recent events in France. But the censorship seems to have become much more stringent in Massingers days.

65

The King and the Subject; now lost. The play was performed, after alterations had been made, under another title. Sir H. Herbert wrote, Received of Mr. Lowens for my paines about Massingers play called The King and the Subject, 2nd June, 1638, £1.

66

Malones Shakspere (ed. 1790), vol. i., pt. 2, p. 235.

67

Bondman, I., 3.

68

I., 1, 49-56. Cf. also Great Duke of Florence, I., 1, 75-84. Sanazarro is one of the better type of favourites.

69

I., 1, 23-36.

70

III., 1, 10-17.

71

III., 3, 135.

72

IV., 5, 52. Cf. also Great Duke of Florence, I., 1, 73-84.

73

Cf. especially the offer made by the Informer to Paulinus, I., 2, 69-89.

74

1st quarto, pole.

75

I., 2, 236-257.

76

IV., 1, 136-147.

77

I., 1, 220-233.

78

Middleton refers to the great Armada in A Trick to Catch the Old One, III., 4; Dampit: In Anno 88, when the great Armada was coming. Cf. The Alchemist, IV., 2.

79

Cf. Champernal in The Little French Lawyer, and Alberto in The Fair Maid of the Inn. Notice too the zest with which Valerio (A Wife for a Month, V., 3) describes the sea-action with the Turks.

80

The question whether Massinger knew Greek is discussed in Appendix II. To take one play only, The Maid of Honour, we find classical allusions in I., 1, 240; I., 2, 36, 107-128; II., 1, 48; II., 2, 23; II., 3, 26; II., 4, 17; II., 5, 13, 28; III., I, 29; III., I, 194; IV., 4, 13; IV., 4, 97, 108, 109; IV., 4, 140-145.

81

N. S. S., xxvi., p. 581.

82

Englische Studien, V., 93.

83

I., 2, 27.

84

Also called The Prince of Tarent. It would have been easier for Fletcher to imitate Massinger than for Massinger to imitate Fletcher. The pathos and comedy of the latter were alike out of our authors range.

85

III., 1, 39.

86

See discussion on p. 141.

87

Cf. Appendix III.

88

The question suggests itself at once: Did Massinger ever collaborate with Beaumont? Mr. Macaulay does not face this problem in his interesting monograph on Beaumont; indeed, he ignores Massingers undoubted claims to have collaborated with Fletcher, though he makes full amends for this omission in his article in the Cambridge History of English Literature. Boyle at one time thought that Massinger worked with Beaumont and Fletcher in The Honest Mans Fortune and The Knight of Malta (N. S. S., pp. 589-590).

89

From the nature of the case the idea is not new; thus Weber, in the Preface to the 1812 Edinburgh edition of Beaumont and Fletcher, attributes the completion of The Lovers Progress, Loves Pilgrimage, and the character of Septimius in The False One to Massinger. Fleay (Shakespeare Manual, p. 152) makes out a list of ten of Fletchers plays in which he traces Massingers hand. Cf. Appendix III.

90

Eng. St., VII., 75.

91

Reprinted 1877. Congleton. A copy of the original book is to be seen at Shaksperes birthhouse, Stratford-on-Avon.

92

An inauspicious date for such a publication!

93

There are many touches in Henry VIII which remind one of Massinger; and not a few passages in Massinger remind one of Henry VIII. Take as an example City Madam, III., 2, 111.

Luke. O my lord!
This heap of wealth, which you possess me of,
Which to a worldly man had been a blessing,
And to the messenger might with justice challenge
A kind of adoration, is to me
A curse I cannot thank you for; and, much less
Rejoice in that tranquillity of mind
My brothers vows must purchase. I have made
A dear exchange with him: he now enjoys
My peace and poverty, the trouble of
His wealth conferrd on me; and that a burthen
Too heavy for my weak shoulders.

Lord Lacy. Honest Soul,
With what feeling he receives it!

Or this from The Bashful Lover, IV., 2, 87.

Alonso. She cause, alas!
Her innocence knew no guilt, but too much favour.
To me unworthy of it; twas my baseness,
My foul ingratitude — what shall I say more?
The good Octavio no sooner fell
In the displeasure of his prince, his state
Confiscated, and he forced to leave the Court,
And she exposed to want; but all my oaths
And protestation of service to her,
Like seeming flames, raised by enchantment, vanishd;
This, this sits heavy here.

Cf. also City Madam, I., 2,126-134. I feel inclined to say that Massinger knew Henry VIII by heart. Cf. infra, pp. 84, 85.

94

The Two Noble Kinsmen is a remarkable play, full of fine poetry and lofty thought. On the other hand, its technique is very immature. The Gaolers daughters soliloquies are inartistic, and at times ludicrous. The play has at once the dignity of an early period and the complexity of style with which we are familiar in Shaksperes later manner. One thing is clear: Act I. is by a different hand from the rest. Perhaps Shakspere and Fletcher touched up an old anonymous play.

See, however, discussion infra, pp. 84-104.

95

Cf. Appendix V.

96

Mr. Halliwell Philipps, in his MS. note to Believe as You List, now in the British Museum, expresses himself as sceptical of the Warburton legend. Cf. Gregs Bakings of Betsy (Library, July, 1911).

97

Shakspere, III., p. 275. Cf. Downes Roscius Anglicanus, pp. 18, 52.

98

Diary, 1848 edition, I., p. 192; IV., p. 373.

99

Gayleys Representative English Comedies, p. 319.

100

Giffords edition of Massinger, in four volumes, is one of the classics of our literature, though careless in details.

101

To Hazlitt, however, we owe, in his estimate of Sir Giles Overreach, one of the most brilliant pieces of English prose that we possess.

102

(E. D. L., iii., p. 42) In Massinger we seem to recognize a man who firmly believes in the eternal difference between right and wrong, and never consciously swerves aside from the canon he acknowledges.

103

N. S. S., xxvi., p. 586.

104

Iphigenia auf Tauris, IV., 4: Ich untersuche nicht, ich fühle nur.

105

Dr. Bradley (Oxford Lectures, p. 383) points out that the average play of Shaksperes day has great merits of a strictly dramatic kind, but it is not well-built, it is not what we mean by a good play.  He traces this fault to the multiplication of scenes, which the absence of scenery in those days made easy.

106

Gayley points out (R. E. C., p. xci.) that, Shakspere and Fletcher excepted, Massinger has been adjudged by posterity the most successful of the practical dramatists of the early seventeenth century. He suggests (R. E. C., p. xcv.) that with slight and judicious modification an enterprising actor-manager might successfully produce A New Way, The Maid of Honour, The City Madam, and perhaps The Bondman.

107

Aristotle, Rhetoric, III., p. 1404b.

108

IV., 2. On the other hand, we should remember that our author did not invent this incident, but took it from Byzantine history. Cf. Gibbons Decline and Fall, chapter xxxii.

109

Bondman, II., 1, 187. Cf. ὁ ἄφωνος in Ar. Poetics, 1460 a. 32.

110

Cf. The Sea Voyage and The Double Marriage.

111

Roman Actor, III., 2, 71; Virgin Martyr, V., 2, 206. Cf. Dr. Bradleys remarks (Oxford Lectures, p. 366, note) on the blinding of Gloucester in King Lear. When the Duke in Fords Loves Sacrifice (V., 3) stabs himself and cries aloud:

Sprightful flood,
Run out in rivers! O, that these thick streams
Could gather head, and make a standing pool,
That jealous husbands here might bathe in blood;

the words can only produce an anticlimax in the spectators mind, however effective they may be to the reader. Massinger is more dexterous in The Fatal Dowry, IV., 4, 154: Yes, sir; this is her hearts blood, is it not? I think it be. There is a similar difficulty about DAmville in The Atheists Tragedy (V., 2) knocking out his brains with the executioners axe; and about Scaevola in The Rape of Lucrece (V. 4) burning off his hand. Cf. also Bajazet and Zabina in Tamburlaine, Pt. I., V., 1, and Tamburlaine himself in Pt. II., III., 2.

112

Needless to say, the idea is not original; it is already a marked feature of Marlowes Tamburlaine and Faustus; but the device does not often work so smoothly as in Massinger.

113

II., 2, 59-77. Cf. The Virgin Martyr, I., 1 (the three kings); Emperor of the East, II., 1 (Theodosius and his courtiers); A New Way, I., 3, 43 (the servants); City Madam, IV., 1 (Luke and the three creditors); IV., 2 (Luke and the two apprentices); Bashful Lover, I., 1 (Matilda and the waiting-women); V., 1 (Octavio and three friends); Bondman, I., 3 (Timoleon and four senators); Unnatural Combat, II., 2 (Theocrine and three attendants); Great Duke of Florence, I., 2 (three councillors); II., 2; V., 2 and 3 (Cozimo and courtiers); Guardian, IV., 4 (Severino and four banditti); Maid of Honour, I., 1 (Bertoldo and the two heirs city bred); Roman Actor, IV., 1, 98; V., 1, 213 (the three tribunes); V. 2, 1-19 (the conspirators); Duke of Milan I., 3, ad init. (three gentlemen). We find this method again and again in Webster; cf. The Duchess of Malfi, p. 63a; p. 78b; p. 80b; The White Devil, p. 56; p. 42a; The Devils Law-case, p. 111b; p. 116a. Cf. also Cymbal and Fitton in The Staple of News, I., 2; and the three courtiers in Cupids Revenge.

114

The exact cause of the sons anger is the murder of his mother by his father. The secret is not revealed until Act V., 2, 122, though it is hinted at in II., 1, 118-120. The son knows nothing of the other terrible charge.

115

In The Renegado the brother and sister are not revealed until V., 4.

116

IV., 3.

117

I., 1.

118

The best instance of Euripidean art is the scene in The Emperor of the East (II., 1), where all the arguments for the Emperors speedy marriage are cleverly amassed. Cf. also Lukes appeal for mercy to the creditors in The City Madam, I., 3; the long preparation which Sforza makes in The Duke of Milan, I., 3, 268; the skill which leads up to the disclosure of Marullos name in The Bondman (IV., 3, 124), and the way in which he persuades the slaves to revolt (II., 3). For other instances of what we may call the gradual method, compare The Virgin Martyr, I., 1, 294, and A Very Woman, V., 4, 91.

119

Cf. Fatal Dowry, I., 2; IV., 4; V., 2; Roman Actor, I., 3; Bondman, I., 3; Parliament of Love, V., 1; Great Duke of Florence, V., 3.

120

Here he incurs the censure of Milton on such plays (Preface to Samson Agonistes): This is mentioned to vindicate tragedy from the small esteem, or rather infamy, which in the account of many it undergoes at this day with other common interludes; happening through the poets error of intertwining comic stuff with tragic sadness and gravity; or introducing trivial and vulgar persons, which by all judicious hath been counted absurd, and brought in without discretion, corruptly to gratify the people!

121

Cf. Shaksperes Julius Caesar, where the hero dies in the third act; but the plot is not felt to have exhausted itself until Brutus and Cassius are disposed of.

122

Massinger is very sparing in his use of prose in his plays, though Fleay goes too far when he says: Neither Fletcher nor Massinger admits prose (Shakespeare Manual, p. 71). The grace of Massingers dedications is very marked when compared with the stilted and obscure style of Fords.

123

C. Lamb.

124

Lines referring to Massinger quoted by Langbaine.

125

Bondman, IV., 2, 51-88.

126

I., 2, 147.

127

I., 3, 268-30 6.

128

I., 3, 49-142.

129

II., 4, 22-35.

130

I., 3, 51-74.

131

IV., 3, 124-138.

132

V., 1, 42-60.

133

Cf. Prologue to Henry V, line 4, a passage imitated and expanded in The Virgin Martyr, V., 2, 98-102.

134

We have a Somersetshire rustic in The Emperor of the East, IV., 2. Cf. Schmidts Shakespeare Lexicon, Appendix II., p. 1424. In general it can be said that Shakspere abstains from the use of provincial dialects, as characteristic of his dramatical persons.... It is only on one occasion that he seems to imitate the peculiar speech of a certain dialect: King Lear, IV., 6, 239-251. Concerning the particular county there referred to English scholars have been of different opinions. Steevens pleads for Somersetshire, in the dialect of which rustics were commonly introduced by ancient writers; Collier inclines to decide in favour of the North. Cf. Mr. H. Bradleys remarks in Shaksperes England, II., p. 570. In Bartholomew Fair, IV., 3, a contrast is drawn between the dialect of a rustic from the West and one from the North. Uranias dialect in Cupids Revenge cannot be pronounced a success, or Antonios Irish in The Coxcomb.

135

City Madam, II., 2, 128. Among the things which Anne demands from her suitor, is:

A fresh habit,
Of a fashion never seen before, to draw
The gallants eyes, that sit on the stage, upon me.

Cf. also Induction to The Malcontent; Induction to The Staple of News; Induction to Cynthias Revels; Fitzdottrel in The Devil is an Ass, I., 3; Induction to Knight of the Burning Pestle; Woman-Hater, I., 3; Prologue to All Fools; and Dekkers The Guls Horne-booke, Chapter VI.

136

Hours in a Library, ii., p. 171. Leslie Stephen elsewhere (pp. 167-171) does justice to Massingers romantic tendency. The chivalrous ideal of morality involves a reverence for women which may be exaggerated or affected, but which has at least a genuine element in it. The same vein of chivalrous sentiment gives a fine tone to some of Massingers other plays; to The Bondman, for example, and The Great Duke of Florence, in both of which the treatment of lovers devotion shows a higher sense of the virtue of feminine dignity and purity than is common in the contemporary stage.

137

The Virgin Martyr, IV., 3, 72-92. Cf. Believe As You List, IV., 2, 183-204.

138

I., 1, 103-114. The whole play exhibits this element of grace more than any other of our author. It should be acted by Lysis and Charicles, Glaucon and Adeimantus.

139

IV., 3, 175. It is to be noted that great courtesy is observed and expected in greetings and leave-takings in Massingers plays. Thus in The Virgin Martyr, II., 2, Macrinus gets into trouble for the curtness of his salutation; similarly, Wellborn in A New Way, V., 1, 114. Compare also Roman Actor, IV., 1, 67; A Very Woman, I., l, 147.

140

I., 1, 246.

141

I., 2, 36.

142

II., 2, 71.

143

I., 1, 77.

144

IV., 2, 96.

145

III., 2, 92.

146

V., 2, 51.

147

I., 2, 162-175.

148

II., 3, 28-32.

149

I., 2, 136-141.

150

IV., 2, 46.

151

I., 2, 17.

152

I., 5, 44. The longest series of parentheses in Massinger is to be found in Cardenes speech in A Very Woman (I., 1, 240-256). For clumsy periods see Fatal Dowry, IV., 2, 99-104; V., 2, 23-34; Roman Actor, IV., 2, 123-128.

153

Our Debt to Antiquity, Eng. trans, by Strong and Stewart, p. 75.

154

It is needless to say how common this idiom is in Shakspere, Webster, Shirley, and other authors of the period. I only mention it because it lends itself in a peculiar way to the suppleness of Massingers style.

155

I., 1, 18-32.

156

I., 3, 339.

157

V., 1, 25.

158

III., 3, 4.

159

V., 2, 22.

160

Contemporaries of Shakespeare, p. 183. Though I do not accept all Mr. Swinburnes estimates, I am at once pleased and humiliated at the thought that he has expressed so much better than myself many of my conclusions about Massinger.

161

V., 1, 51.

162

III., 1, 302.

163

The Renegado, III., 1, 30-39.

164

Oliphant (Englische Studien, xiv., 60) notes this feature as Fletcherian.

165

Boyle, N. S. S., Trans., p. 378.

166

Op. cit., p. 403.

167

E. S., vii. 70.

168

N. S. S., xxvi. 584. The run-on line ends with a preposition or other word which syntactically requires the next line. Take as an example Fatal Dowry, V., 2, 255:

For the fact, as of
The former, I confess it; but with what
Base wrongs I was unwillingly drawn to it,
To my few words there are some other proofs
To witness this for truth.

The double or feminine ending is the outstanding feature of Fletchers verse. Cf. Fatal Dowry, V., 2, 137:

Rochfort. You say you are sorry for him;
A grief in which I must not have a partner.
Tis I alone am sorry, that when I raised
The building of my life, for seventy years,
Upon so sure a ground, that all the vices
Practised to ruin man, though brought against me,
Could never undermine, and no way left
To send these grey hairs to the grave with sorrow,
Virtue, that was my patroness, betrayed me.

(Gifford inserts when in that third line.)

Five instances in nine lines. Fleay (Shakespeare Manual, p. 171) points out that in Shaksperes part of Henry VIII the proportion of double endings to blank verse is 1 to 3; in Fletchers, 1 to 1·7. The weak and sugary effect of double endings is very apparent in Rowes Fair Penitent, the eighteenth-century play, based on The Fatal Dowry.

Boyle (E. S., v. 74) takes six of Massingers plays: The Unnatural Combat, The Duke of Milan, The Bondman, The City Madam, The Bashful Lover, and The Guardian. These are his conclusions: The plays show in general a high percentage of double endings, generally 40 per cent, or more. The percentage of run-on lines is a little lower, but seldom sinks for more than a scene below 30 per cent. The light and weak endings together make 5 to 7 per cent. The versification is exquisitely musical. There are very few rhymes. The corresponding figures for Fletcher are: double endings, over 50 per cent.; run-on lines, under 20 per cent.; and light and weak endings almost negligible; rhyme, rare. Shakspere in his later manner (e.g., The Tempest) has 33 per cent. double endings. (E. S., vi. 71.)

169

Fleay (Shakespeare Manual, p. 123) takes a piece of Drydens All for Love, and rewrites it, as far as metre (and metre only) is concerned, in the styles of Fletcher, Beaumont, Massinger, Greene, and Rowley.

170

IV., 3, 5-24.

171

I., 2, 49-71.

172

In this respect Massinger resembles Beaumont and Ford, whose metre in divided lines, unlike Websters and Fletchers, is very regular. Shirleys plays are full of lame lines. For strict division cf. City Madam, I., 3, 44; II., 1, 109; V., 1, 4 and 70; V., 2, 66; V., 3, 126; Guardian, I., 1, 80, 221, 308; II., 3, 116; III., 2, 61; IV., 3, 16; New Way, I., 2, 48 and 63; II., 2, 151; III., 2, 241; V., 1, 233; Very Woman, I., 1, 26 and 147; V., 6, 31; Bashful Lover, I., 1, 114, 163, and 207; II., 2, 36, 37; II., 3, 9; II., 4, 42; III., 1, 99; III., 3, 71 and 80; V., 1, 39, 40, 48, 50, 176; Roman Actor, I., 3, 32. Instances can be given of lines divided between four speakers — e.g., Very Woman, V., 3, 23; V., 4, 167; Bashful Lover, II., 7, 20; Roman Actor, I., 4, 50; IV., 1, 83; Guardian, V., 4, 209. The carelessness of the metre in The Old Law is in itself proof that Massinger had little to do with it.

173

An instance of emphatic double-ending (Oliphant, E. S., xiv., 71), common in Fletcher, rare in Massinger.

174

I., 5, 38.

175

V., 1, 226.

176

Cf. also Matilda in The Bashful Lover (IV., 3, 170), and Olinda in The Lovers Progress.

177

Frogs, l. 1413.

178

Cf. the dialogue in A Very Woman, I., 1, 1-24. Heavens greatest blessings (line 21) is a very characteristic phrase. Cf. also Emperor of the East, II., 1, 216.

179

Boyle (N. S. S., 385-88) is severe but not, to my mind, convincing. Reading between the lines, one arrives at the conclusion that Boyle admired Massinger enormously, and would have allowed none else to abuse him except himself. Cf. his spirited attack on Charles Lambs unfair judgment (pp. 371-2).

180

Rubens took his wives as models for his art; let us hope that Massingers portrait of the imperious woman was not drawn from his wife. We happen to know that he was married.

181

I., 1. Cf. also Matilda in The Bashful Lover (III., 3, 147), and Donusa in The Renegado (II., 4).

182

IV., 1; V., 4. Cf. also Thamasta in Fords Lovers Melancholy (III., 2), Calanthas request to her father in The Broken Heart (IV., 3), Fiormonda in Loves Sacrifice (I., 2), Hidaspes in Cupids Revenge (I., 3).

183

Act I., 3.

184

III., 1, 161. Cf. also Romeo and Juliet, I., 5, 95.

185

The situation is not unknown in modern fiction; take, for example, Dr. Breens Practice and The House of Lynch. Cf. Jebbs Bentley, p. 197.

186

Op. cit., p. 317.

187

A favourite phrase of Massingers — e.g., Emperor of the East, II., 1, 345; V., 2, 83; Great Duke of Florence, II., 3, 112; Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 312; IV., 1, 110; Parliament of Love, II., 3, 77.

188

B. Matthews, p. 318.

189

Especially Sir A. W. Ward (English Dramatic Literature, iii., pp. 41-42). Cf. also G. C. Macaulay in Cambridge History of English Literature, vol. vi., p. 121, and Schellings verdict.

190

The Venetian in The Renegado.

191

Dr. Bradley (Oxford Lectures, pp. 373-4) minimizes the objections to this custom, without, however, dwelling on the moral problem. Cf. also Mr. Percy Simpsons remarks in Shaksperes England, ii., p. 246. Prynne deals with it (Histriomastix, ed. 1633, pp. 214-216). He allows, reluctantly, that men actors in womens attire are not altogether so bad, so discommendable as women stage-players, but goes on to say: since both of them are evill, yea extremely vitious, neither of them necessary, both superfluous as all playes and players are; the superabundant sinfulnesse of the one, can neither justifie the lawfulnesse, nor extenuate the wickednesse of the other.... This should rather bee the conclusion, both of them are abominable, both intolerable, neither of them laudable or necessary; therefore both of them to bee abandoned, neither of them henceforth to be tollerated among Christians.

Ford, in Loves Sacrifice (III., 2), refers to the novelty of women-antics — i.e., of women acting in masques. It is clear that Queen Henrietta Maria, with her passion for appearing on the stage in masques, however much she may have been before the times, must have caused great scandal to the Puritan party. The complications which sometimes arise from the use of men for female parts may be illustrated from Middletons amusing play, The Widow, where Martia is disguised as a man, Ansaldo, and, to escape further complications, is subsequently disguised as a woman, being a boy all the time. We find the same thing in the second Luce in The Wise Woman of Hogsdon.

192

Supra, p. 38.

193

Though Massinger does not owe much to Chapman, it is to be noted that this trick of repeating a phrase occurs several times in Chapmans popular play, Bussy dAmbois. Cf. III., 1., He shall confess all, and you then may hang him, and towards the end of the same Act, Ay, anything but killing of the King; and in The Conspiracy of Byron, Act II., in La Fins speech, I can make good four times at the end of the line. Cf. Behold the Turk and his great Empress in Tamburlaine, pt. I., V., 1; I love my lord; let that suffice for me in Greenes Orlando Furioso, I., 1.

194

A Very Woman, III., 4.

195

A few instances of γνῶμαι may be given from Massinger; his debt to Shakspere will be clear:

Fatal Dowry, I., 1, 20:

There is a minute
When a mans presence speaks in his own cause
More than the tongues of twenty advocates.

Guardian, I., 1, 241:

For a flying foe
Discreet and provident conquerors build up
A bridge of gold.

Guardian, IV., 1, 99:

O dear madam,
We are all the balls of time, tossd to and fro,
From the plough unto the throne, and back again;
Under the swing of destiny mankind suffers.

(Cf. Plautus Captivi, Prologue, 22, Enimvero di nos quasi pilas homines habent; Pericles, II., 1, 63; and The Duchess of Malfi, p. 99a; Parliament of Bees, char, vii.)

Bashful Lover, IV., 1, 69:

Fortune rules all;
We are her tennis-balls.

(Cf. also Gregs Henslowe Papers, p. 143.)

Bashful Lover, III., 2, 3:

A diamond,
Though set in horn, is still a diamond
And sparkles, as in purest gold.

Very Woman, IV., 1, 90:

Revenge, that thirsty dropsy of our souls,
Which makes us covet that which hurts us most,
Is not alone sweet, but partakes of tartness.

Duke of Milan, I., 1, 60:

Dangers that we see
To threaten ruin, are with ease prevented;
But those strike deadly that come unexpected.

Great Duke of Florence, III., 1, 138:

Love
Steals sometimes through the ear into the heart,
As well as by the eye.

Picture, II., 1, 79:

Ill news, madam,
Are swallow-wingd, but whats good walks on crutches.

Virgin Martyr, IV., 1, 103:

Pleasures forcd
Are unripe apples; sour, not worth the plucking.

A New Way, IV., 1, 187:

Though I must grant
Riches, well-got, to be a useful servant,
But a bad master.

Bondman, I., 3, 100:

He that would govern others, first should be
The master of himself, richly endud
With depth of understanding, height of courage,
And those remarkable graces which I dare not
Ascribe unto myself.

Bondman, III., 1, 6:

But turbulent spirits, raised beyond themselves
With ease, are not so soon laid; they oft prove
Dangerous to him that calld them up.

196

Hours in a Library, i., p. 167.

197

Poetics, 1460b, 4.

198

Cf. Appendix VI. and the discussion in Robert Bridges Milton, Appendix D, pp. 56-57. The same thing is found again and again in Shirleys Lady of Pleasure.

199

For a rhymed passage cf. A Very Woman, IV., 1, 141-152.

200

We have a few unimportant poems in rhyme from his pen, which show the same characteristics of style as his blank verse, though fettered by the restraints of the couplet. Some of his songs are not at all bad; cf.; for example, Emperor of the East, V., 3: Why art thou slow, thou rest of trouble, Death? Guardian, IV., 2, The songs of Juno and Hymen; V., 1, the entertainment of the Forests Queen. Picture, II., 2, the song of Pallas; III., 5, song beginning, The blushing rose and purple flower. It must, however, be conceded that these songs are commonplace.

201

Maid of Honour. The same name is found in Ben Jonsons unfortunate New Inn, produced in 1629. Cf. also City Madam, II., 2, 182:

Mary. Whose sheep are these, whose oxen? The Lady Plentys.

Plenty. A plentiful pox upon you.

New Way, IV., 2, 2:

Did not Master Marrall
(He has marrd all I am sure) strictly command us?

New Way, IV., 2, 68:

No, though the great Turk came, instead of turkies
To beg any favour, I am inexorable.

202

Belgrade in The Unnatural Combat.

203

Boyle (N. S. S., pp. 588-9) points out that Massinger succeeds admirably in depicting the witty pertness of a saucy page. It does not, therefore, follow that he had been one himself, as has been supposed by some.

204

In The New Way and City Madam.

205

Mr. Ben Greets Company has from time to time given a charming alfresco performance of The Great Duke of Florence.

206

Preface to Sir John V. O. Barnavelt (Old Plays, vol. ii., p. 204).

207

Op. cit., p. 405.

208

Op. cit., p. 312.

209

Cf. Sforza in The Duke of Milan; Theodosius in The Emperor of the East; and especially, Leosthenes in The Bondman.

210

The first quarto of Othello appeared in 1622, The Duke in 1623.

211

Perhaps Macbeth and Lady Macbeth are the only instances. Notice in Henry VIII various rapid changes of mind — e.g., III., 2, 336: Surrey. I forgive him; V., 2, 172: Gardiner. With a true heart and brother love I do it. Henry V and Antony are other instances which will occur to everyone. In the case of the former, at any rate, I for one feel that Shakspere cuts the Gordian knot.

212

The soliloquy of Luke over his brothers wealth is one of the most splendid efforts of eloquence in English. (City Madam, III., 3.)

213

Guardian, I.

214

I., 1.

215

I., 2.

216

V., 2, 129.

217

IV., 3, 133:

Vitelli. Your intent to win me
To be of your belief, proceeded from
Your fear to die. Can there be strength in that
Religion, that suffers us to tremble
At that which every day, nay hour, we haste to?

Donusa. This is unanswerable, and theres something tells me
I err in my opinion.

218

Virgin Martyr, III., 1, 186.

219

IV., V. Cf. especially IV., 1, 138:

Lorenzo. Stay, I feel
A sudden alteration.

Martino. Here are fine whimsies.

220

Poetics, 1454a, 33.

221

III., 3; V., 3, 33. After all, Corisca does not repent of her worst faults, only of her luxury and cruelty to her slaves. Cf. also The Projector in The Emperor of the East, I., 2, 257. On the other hand, the conversion of the courtiers in the same play (II., 1, 154) is according to character.

222

Poetics, 1454a, 26.

223

Poetics, 1454a, 28.

224

Leslie Stephen has anticipated me here. The truth seems to be that Massinger is subject to an illusion natural enough to a man who is more of the rhetorician than the seer. He fancies that eloquence must be irresistible. He takes the change of mood produced by an elevated appeal to the feelings for a change of character (Hours in a Library, ii., p. 164).

225

Here again I find myself in agreement with Leslie Stephen. Massingers plays are a gradual unravelling of a series of incidents, each following intelligibly from the preceding situation, and suggestive of many eloquent observations, though not developments of one master thought. We often feel, that if external circumstances had been propitious, he would have expressed himself more naturally, in the form of a prose romance than in a drama (Op. cit., ii., p. 157). Cf. also Coleridges remark that Massingers plays are as interesting as novels. How much character-drawing is there in Boccaccio or Paynter?
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Mr. Nichol Smith (Shaksperes England, ii., p. 202) doubts the association of Pembroke with Shakspere.
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Sir Sidney Lee (Life of W. Shakespeare, 1915, p. 441) notes the almost magical success with which Massinger echoes Shaksperes tones.
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In a mock romance published at London in 1656, Wit and Fancy in a Maze (Book 2, chapter iv.), the Enchantress Lamia and the hero Don Zara del Fogo go to Elysium and find everything in an uproar. Ajax and Ulysses are quarrelling; Homer and Hesiod; Statius and Virgil. Last of all Ben Jonson had openly vaunted himself the first and best of English poets. This is much resented by Chaucer, Chapman, and Spenser; last of all Shakspere and Fletcher appear with a strong party to claim the first place. Among their life guard are mentioned Goffe, Massinger, Dekker, Webster, Suckling, Cartwright, Carew. Did Ben Jonson dislike Massinger as Mr. Phelan conjectures?
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II., 1, 100.
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IV., 2.
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IV., 3.
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I., 3.
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III., 1, 261.
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III., 1.
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II., 4. The good brigand goes back beyond Robin Hood to Herodotus, VI. 16.
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IV., 1.
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Compare especially V., 2, 104 with Midsummer Nights Dream, II., 2, 145.
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II., 1, 22.
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II., 4.
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III., 1, 24.
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Unnatural Combat, III., 2, 13.
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IV., 3.
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IV., 1.

246

IV., 5.

247

III., 4.
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II., 2, 93.
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Othello, III., 3.
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V., 1, 376. Cf. also Security in prison in Eastward Ho (Act V.); Grimaldi in The Renegado (IV., 1, 4).
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III., 4, 148. On the other hand, Paulo in A Very Woman (III., 3, 5) observes:

To choke up his spirits in a dark room,
Is far more dangerous.

252

II., 3.
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V., 2.
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V., 1.
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I., 3, 49. Rowley uses the metaphor in the dedication of A Fair Quarrel.
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II., 7.
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III., 1, 49.
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IV., 1. The language of Dingem in The City Madam (IV.; 1, 15) takes us back to Pistol:

Thy words a law,
And I obey. Live, scrape-shoe, and be thankful,
Thou man of muck and money, for as such
I now salute thee; the suburbian gamesters
Have heard thy fortunes, and I am, in person,
Sent to congratulate.

Cf. also A New Way, I., 2, 59:

Furnace. I am appeased, and Furnace now grows cool.
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I., 2, 318. Cf. Prophetess, I., 2, 31:

I presently, inspired with holy fire,
And my prophetic spirit burning in me,
Gave answer from the gods.

Double Marriage, II., 4, 30:

Who stole her? Oh! my prophetic soul!
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I., 5, 40.
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IV., 2, 39.
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Virgin Martyr, III., 3, 46.
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III., 1, 118.
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V., 1, 170.
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II., 1, 99. Cf. also Roman Actor, III., 2, 35.
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IV., 1, 1.
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III., 2, 18.
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Coriolanus, I., 1, 99.
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I., 2, 40. Cf. also A New Way, I., 3, 88, and Emperor of the East, V., 2, 83:

I am flesh and blood, as you are, sensible
Of heat and cold, as much a slave unto
The tyranny of my passions as the meanest
Of my poor subjects.
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III., 1.
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IV., 1, 103.
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II., 1, 54.
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II., 5.
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IV., 3, 131-137.
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II., 1, 38. Cf. Bradley, Shakspearean Tragedy, p. 268.
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Thus, to take an instance at random, the madness of the Englishman is referred to in Websters Malcontent (III. 1).
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Cf. also Appendix IV.
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IV., 1.
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IV., 1, 1. The last line shows how prosaic Massinger could on occasion be. In judging our older writers, however, it is important to remember that words change their poetical value with time; it is clear, for example, that in James I.s age, undertaker, proceedings, punctually, aunt, were regarded as legitimate in poetry.
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V., 2, 49-54.
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II., 2, 23.
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A Very Woman, II., 2, 96.
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IV., 4.
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V., 2.
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II., 1.
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II., 2, 84-98; cf. also A Very Woman, II., 2, 2; Bondman, I., 3, 216; Emperor of the East, III., 2, 54; Guardian, III., 1, 23; Parliament of Love, I., 4, 23; Believe as You List, V., 1, 69; Unnatural Combat, IV., 1, 131 and 231.
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III., 1, 12-16.
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Cf. also Bondman, II., 2, 36; IV., 4, 22; Bashful Lover, V., 1, 72-156; Emperor of the East, IV., 3, 39; Duke of Milan, IV., 3, 97; Unnatural Combat, IV., 1, 199; Parliament of Love, V., 1, 526-7; Guardian, I., 1, 13; II., 5, 56; Picture, III., 4, 21.
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New Way, II., 2, 17-22; Picture, IV., 2, 26-33.
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Picture, I., 2, 30; IV., 2, 79; Bondman, I., 2, 36; IV., 2, 44; IV., 4, 21; A New Way, II., 2, 20; IV., 2, 99; Emperor of the East, I., 2, 223; Parliament of Love, IV., 1, 49; Guardian, I., 1, 297.
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III., 1, 26; III., 1, 32.
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Cf. New Way and City Madam, passim.
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Cf. Churton Collins Studies in Shakspere: No. V., Was Shakspere a lawyer? Mr. Arthur Underhill, in Shaksperes England, Vol. i, No. xiii., decides that Shaksperes knowledge of law was neither profound nor accurate.
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A Very Woman, II., 2, 60-64. It is to be noted that doctors are common also in Fletcher, the reason being that there are so many duels, and unexpected recoveries, in that author. Thus, the surgeon diets the Duke of Sesse in The Double Marriage (II., 4); and in the same play the doctor plays tricks on Castruccios food (V., 1). In The Sea Voyage (III., 1) the surgeon is introduced merely to make fun of his apparatus. Doctors, chirurgeons, and apothecaries appear in fifteen of the plays of Beaumont and Fletcher. The same remark applies to Webster; cf. The Duchess of Malfi, The White Devil, and especially The Devils Law-case.
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Henry VIII, I., 1, 75; I., 2, 42; III., 2, 171.
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II., 3, 42 and 72; III., 2, 305, 307, 353.
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II., 3, 93.
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III., 2, 37; cf. III., 4, 69. Beaumont observes a similar strictness.
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E.g., I., 1; III., 2.
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E.g., III., 2, 336; IV., 2, 73; V., 4, 172.
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II., 1, 88-94.
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III., 2, 297-8.
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III., 2, 365.

305

E.g., I., 1, 39-44; II., 3, 13-16, 18-22, 32; II., 4, 70-73, 78, 79, 129, 130; IV., 1, 56-59; V., 1, 2-5, 11-16, 36; V., 3, 1012, 20-31, 43-45.
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307

V., 3, 10.
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III., 2, 447.
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IV., 1, 103.
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Cf. II., 3, 77; III., 2, 50 — both instances of the method of anticipation referred to above.
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II., 1, 88.
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III., 2, 393.
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Thus Gardiners dislike of Anne Boleyn (V., 1, 22) is true to history, though artistically a blemish on the play, because redundant.

The way in which in IV., 1, and elsewhere, historical details are dragged in is quite unlike Massinger, and very like Shakspere. Cf. lines 17-19, 24-29, 38-42, 47-49, 51, 52, 101-103.
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See Discussion on January 16th, 1885.
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Ibid., p. 447.
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For other instances see II., 4, 208; III., 2, 39-42, 55-56, 96, 159; V., 1, 22-3, 36, 109-11; V., 3, 43-45.
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The same remark applies to V., 3, 8.
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Compare such a line as V., 3, 94.
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See p. 87, n. 4.
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For catalogue lines, cf. I., 2, 33; II., 1. 116; II., 3, 29; III., 2, 342; V., 5, 48. For assonances, cf. I., 3, 25, 27, 31, 35, 41; II., 1, 126; II., 2, 28, 48; II., 3, 86; II., 4, 92; III., 2, 125, 129, 213, 214, 236, 255, 259; V., 2, 32; V., 3, 23, 60, 72, 103; V., 4, 94; V., 5, 30. For repetitions of words, cf. III., 1, 110; III., 2, 29; V., 1, 98, 138. Passages which remind us of Massinger are I., 4, 101; II., 3, 93; V., 1, 62, 70, and 71; Epilogue, 5.
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V., 1, 1-7.
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I., 1, 124. My numeration in The Two Noble Kinsmen is Mr. Tucker Brookes.
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III., 2, 14.
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Op. cit., p. 143.
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The Two Noble Kinsmen, I., 3, 8.
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V., 1, 161.
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II., 1 reads to me like Shakspere.

332

A Danish scholar, Dr. Bierfreund, maintains this thesis (Tucker Brooke, Introd., p. xlv).
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II., 3; III., 5.
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This is perhaps what Mr. Bullen believes about the play.
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I., 1, 209.
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III., 1, 74.
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H. E. L., iv., p. 361.
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Page 381.

344

I., 1, 76.
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E.g., Roman Actor, I., 4, 41; Picture, II., 2, 112; Bondman, I., 1, 13. Cf. Tamburlaine, pt. II., III., 2; Orlando Furioso, V., 2.
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Macbeth, I., 1, 54.
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Page 387.
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Page 394.
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I., 3, 76.

352

II., 4, 134.
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Notice in passing that Beaumont is fond of using intransitive verbs transitively. He also has the phrase twinning cherries.
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I., 1, 195-206.
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I., 1, 209-213.
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Page 395.
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I., 2.
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Page 397.
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Pages 380-391.
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I., 1, 165; V., 1, 160. Shakspere has the wheaten garland of peace in Hamlet, V., 2, 41.
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Bashful Lover, I., 1, 279; IV., 3, 164; Maid of Honour, I., 2, 116.
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I., 1, 82.
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Picture, III., 4, 61.
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I., 1, 141. The exact phrase occurs in Merchant of Venice, II., 1, 44. The temple is part of Fletchers stock-in-trade.
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Maid of Honour, V., 2, 45; Picture, I., 2, 306.

366

II., 1, 13.

367

I., 1, 77.
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Twelfth Night, III., 4, 349.
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Renegado, III., 3, 78; New Way, V., 1, 27.
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1., 2, 47, 48.
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I., 2, 275-278.
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I., 3, 91.
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IV., 2, 50.
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II., 1,66. Cf. Margaret in Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay, I., 3, ad finem.
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II., 3, 151.
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III., 1, 10.

377

I., 1, 49. Cf. Bashful Lover, I., 1, 54; III., 3, 132.
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I., 1, 178-181.
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V., 2, 51. Cf. also Unnatural Combat, III., 2, 157; Duke of Milan, V., 2, 82; Bondman, IV., 2, 75; City Madam, V., 3, 108; Guardian, I., 1, 191. In these last instances marriage is not referred to, nor is the word despatched used.
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V., 1, 106.

381

II., 1, 128.
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Picture, II., 2, 159, 163; Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 4; III., 2, 70; IV., 1, 103; Great Duke of Florence, I., 2, 75 and 155; II., 1, 186; IV., 2, 88; V., 3, 40; Guardian, I., 2, 142; II., 3, 47; III., 5, 34: IV., 1, 86; Maid of Honour, I., 1, 175; III., 3, 214, 221 and 234; Duke of Milan, I., 3, 30; Parliament of Love, II., 2, 23; III., 3, 150; A Very Woman, II., 2, 28; IV., 3, 99; Bashful Lover, III., 3, 68; New Way, I., 1, 31; III., 1, 17; III., 2, 49; Virgin Martyr, I., 1, 321; Fatal Dowry, I., 1, 85; II., 2, 107 and 313; Emperor of the East, Prol., 2, 14; II., 1, 324; Bondman, I., 3, 290; Renegado, II., 1, 66. It is true that blushing plays a great part in all our old dramatists. Compare in Fletcher, False One, II., 3, ad finem; II., 6, 22; Leandro, in The Spanish Curate, I., 1; and in Shakspere, Henry V, V., 2, 253; Much Ado, IV., 1, 35, 160-163; Antony and Cleopatra, I., 1, 29; V., 2,149. Cf. also Eastward Ho, I., 1. Give me a little box on the ear, that I may seem to blush; II., 1. As I am a lady, if he did not make me blush so that mine eyes stood awater. Every Man in his Humour, V., 1. Nay, Mistress Bridget, blush not. The Devil is an Ass, I., 3; Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay, I., 2; James IV., III., 3.
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Guardian, III., 6, 55; IV., 2, 52; Old Law, III., 1, 272; Emperor of the East, IV., 5, 202.
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Picture, I., 1, 43; II., 1, 71-75; Maid of Honour, I., 1, 157; II., 2, 119; V., 2, 267-270: Unnatural Combat, II., 1, 135 and 220: II., 3. 29; Bondman, III., 3, 98-102; III., 4, 65; Renegado, II., 1, 31-34; IV., 1, 147; V., 3, 76-81; Guardian, III., 1, 8-10 and 42: III., 6, 6; IV., 1, 13 and 21; Emperor of the East, IV., 1, 59; IV., 3, 22; V., 3, 137; New Way, III., 2, 220; IV., 3, 4; A Very Woman, V., 3, 21; Bashful Lover, V., 2, 12; V., 3, 146; Duke of Milan, II., 1, 420: Believe as You List, I., 1, 117; IV., 3, 27.

385

Picture, II., 2, 336:

Honoria. I am full of thoughts,
And something there is here I must give form to,
Though yet an embryon.

Bondman, I., 3, 315; II., 1, 74-77; V., 2, 103; Renegado, III., 3, 97; The Virgin Martyr, III., 2, 98; Guardian, II., 3, 140; Emperor of the East, V., 1, 129; Bashful Lover, IV., 1, 200; Roman Actor, IV., 2, 105. Cf. also Emperor of the East, III., 3, 13; Thierry and Theodoret, I., 2.

It is a touch which goes back to Ovids Metamorphoses, vi. 619: Magnum quodcumque paravi: quid sit, adhuc dubito.
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Believe as You List, V., 1, 129; V., 2, 143; Picture, I., 2, 127-129 and 152-153; III., 6, 34; IV., 1, 104; IV., 4, 16; V., 3, 48; Maid of Honour, V., 1, 20; Roman Actor, I., 2, 14; Great Duke of Florence, II., 1, 44; IV., 1, 38; Bondman, III., 2, 59; III., 3, 26; Parliament of Love, II., 3, 82; Emperor of the East, I., 1, 95; I., 2, 148; II., 1, 158 and 334; New Way, II., 2, 84; Bashful Lover, V., 1, 39; City Madam, III., 1, 67. Cf. also Duke of Milan, IV., 1, 46; Renegado, III., 3, 79; IV., 2, 104. Hortensio kisses the ground in Bashful Lover, III., 3, 124. This may merely mean to kneel (cf. ibid., IV., 1, 168, and Thierry and Theodoret, II., 3); but cf. Roman Actor, III., 2, 193.

387

Old Law, I., 1, 565; Believe as You List, IV., 2, 58-60, 90-92; Guardian, II., 4, 11-13; Bashful Lover, II., 6, 13; Maid of Honour, II., 4, 18; IV., 3, 127; A Very Woman, II., 1, 71; IV., 2, 151. Donusa, the Turkish princess, recommends it in The Renegado, III., 2, 83. Cf. also Duke of Milan, I., 3, 210-212.

388

Guardian, II., 1, 79-85; A Very Woman, V., 6, 40-54. Fletcher is full of duels; thus the plot of The Little French Lawyer in largely concerned with a duel. In Loves Progress we have a duel in which the seconds fight; they want to do so in The Honest Mans Fortune. In Loves Cure, V., 3, a duel with seconds is commanded by the State. The illegality of duels is referred to in The Maids Tragedy, V., 4.

389

It is true that this use is not confined to Massinger, being a common idiom of the day. I quote the passages where the word is not used in a religious sense: Maid of Honour, IV., 3, 81; Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 356; City Madam, I., 3, 126; V., 3, 135; Guardian, I., 1, 176; New Way, IV., 1, 154. For Websters similar use of the word cf. The Duchess of Malfi, p. 61a; The White Devil, pp. 29b and 47a.
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Maid of Honour, III., 3, 142; Roman Actor, I., 1. 87; II., 1, 186; IV., 2, 85; Great Duke of Florence, I., 1, 135; III., 1, 14; V., 3, 10; Fatal Dowry, V., 2, 187; Parliament of Love, IV., 1, 8; IV., 4, 18; Guardian, II., 1, 53; III., 4, 6; A Very Woman, II., 2, 60; Picture, I., 3, 176; II., 2, 158, 307; V., 3, 47; Duke of Milan, I., 1, 74; III., 1, 221; V., 4, 18; Emperor of the East, II., 1, 73, 147; III., 1, 28; III., 2, 82; V., 3, 189; Renegado, I., 2, 78; II., 4, 95. Cf. also Beggars Bush, V., 2. Ford uses royal magnificence in the same way in Perkin Warbeck (II., 1). In Ben Jonsons Staple of News (IV., 1) we find very communicative and liberal, and began to be magnificent. In Greenes James IV, I., 1:

Your mightiness is so magnificent,
You cannot choose but cast some gift apart.

The word munificent occurs in New Way, IV., 2, 109.
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Maid of Honour, IV., 3, 100; Unnatural Combat, II., 3, 49; Renegado, IV., 3, 42; Parliament of Love, II., 3, 70; Guardian, V., 4, 231; New Way, IV., 1, 103; Bashful Lover, I., 1, 217; cf. Prophetess, IV., 6, 57.
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Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 251, 393; Virgin Martyr, III., 1, 28; IV., 3, 62; V., 2, 52; Renegado, I., 1, 138; IV., 3, 159; Believe as You List, II., 2, 107 and 325; V., 1, 8.
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Great Duke of Florence, III., 1, 358; Guardian, II., 3, 141; Bashful Lover, IV., 1, 200; Picture, II., 2, 337; Believe as You List, I., 2, 44. Cf. Thierry and Theodoret, II., 3.
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Unnatural Combat, V., 1, 37; Parliament of Love, V., 1, 115; Guardian, IV., 1, 77; Duke of Milan, II., 1, 138; Believe as You List, IV., 4, 30. Cf. Cupids Revenge, II., 2, ad finem.
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Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 283; Bondman, I., 3, 23. Cf. Prophetess, II., 3, 1.
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Unnatural Combat, V., 2, 234; Bondman, III., 2, 17; IV., 3, 34; Parliament of Love, V., 1, 221; Guardian, I., 1, 192; III., 6, 17; V., 2, 132; Bashful Lover, III., 3, 88; Picture, III., 4, 46; Duke of Milan, II., 1, 288.
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Maid of Honour, IV., 4, 93-95; V., 1, 14; Roman Actor, I., 2, 64; II., 1, 198; Duke of Milan, I., 3, 206; V., 2, 212; Parliament of Love, II., 3, 94; Guardian, II., 5, 59; V., 2, 52; Emperor of the East, II., 1, 355; IV., 5, 106; New Way, III., 1, 75; Bashful Lover, III., 3, 33; Picture, I., 3, 128; III., 5, 71. Cf. Loves Cure, I., 3.
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Maid of Honour, IV., 4, 107; Roman Actor, IV., 1, 121; Parliament of Love, III., 2, 17; Guardian, III., 6, 29; Virgin Martyr, V., 2, 238; Emperor of the East, V., 3, 109; Renegado, II., 5, 159; Unnatural Combat, V., 2, 266. Cf. Hamlet, II., 2, 159; Troilus and Cressida, I., 3, 85. Cf. also Prophetess, II., 1; V., 2; Spanish Curate, I., 2; Atheists Tragedy, IV., 4; Honest Whore, IV., 1; Parliament of Bees, char. vii.
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City Madam, I., 2, 75; Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 223; II., 1, 145; V., 2, 293; Great Duke of Florence, II., 1, 142; III., 1, 13; V., 3, 113; Parliament of Love, V., 1, 102; Believe as You List, I., 1, 73; I., 2, 147; II., 1, 65; III., 3, 143; Bondman, III., 2, 1; III., 3, 162; IV., 3, 6; V., 3, 156; Renegado, III., 5, 44; Picture, I., 1, 79; II., 2, 130 and 155; IV., 1, 65; Guardian, III., 6, 31; Emperor of the East, III., 4, 55; V., 3, 105; A Very Woman, IV., 3, 210; Bashful Lover, II., 6, 19, and 50; IV., 2, 58; Roman Actor, II., 1, 178; III., 2, 116; V., 2, 67; Duke of Milan, I., 1, 49; I., 3, 374; II., 1, 411; V., 2, 117.

400

Roman Actor, III., 2, 94; Bondman, V., 3, 144; Parliament of Love, II., 2, 70. Bunyan has the phrase in The Pilgrims Progress, pt. ii.: They saw one Fool and one Want-Wit washing of an Ethiopian with intention to make him white, but the more they washed him, the blacker he was. Warner, in his translation of The Menaechmi (1595), line 247, has This is the washing of a Blackamore. The expression goes back to Lucian adv. Indoct., 28, Αἰθίοπα σμήχειν. It occurs in Loves Cure, II., 2.
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New Way, V., I, 349.

402

Emperor of the East, IV., 5, 213.

403

Bondman, V., 3, 95. Cf. Maid of Honour, II., 2, 180; The Bashful Lover, IV., 1, 138; V., 1, 56; A New Way, I., 1, 52; III., 1, 81; Emperor of the East, III., 3, 25.

404

The Picture, II., 1, 123.

405

A Very Woman, I., 1, 404. Cf. also Parliament of Love, V., 1, 149. We cannot but remember poor Valentines prolonged but vocal agony in Gounods opera.

406

II., 1, 84.

407

III., 2, 115.

408

IV., 7, 72.

409

Take as an example the death-bed scene in The Spanish Curate, IV., 5.

410

E. S., VIII., 2.

411

Some idea of the way in which the two poets collaborated may be obtained from the facts collected in Appendix III. Diderot, in a passage quoted by Twining, in his edition of Aristotles Poetics (p. 253), recommends collaboration: On seroit tenté de croire quun drame devrait être louvrage de deux hommes de génie, lun qui arrangeât, et lautre qui fit parler (De la Poés. Dram., p. 288). What Euripides thought of the arrangement will be seen in The Andromache, lines 476-77:

τόνων θ᾽ ὕμνου συνεργάταιν δυοῖν
ἔριν Μοῦσαι φιλοῦσι κραίειν.

It is clear that the early death of Beaumont was a disaster to Fletcher.

412

Massingers only attempt at burlesque — Hilario in The Picture — though ludicrous, is dramatically impossible.

413

It is generally believed now that Marston wrote this play. He was an author of surprising vigour, and a master of strong English, but his taste is bad, and all his work lacks finish.

414

D. N. B., s.v.

415

Dorotheas story of the King of Egypt (Virgin Martyr, III., 1, 163-182) reminds us of an expedient familiar in Webster.

416

IV., 8.

417

Epicoene, IV., 2.

418

II., 3.

419

The Devil is an Ass, IV., 1. Cf. the light touch of Massinger when dealing with the toilet of a lady in A Very Woman, I., 1, 30-59.

420

Staple of News, I., 1; III., 1 — Emperor of the East, I., 1, 118; III., 2, 58.

421

Ibid., I., 2 — Fatal Dowry, II., 1, 51.

422

Ibid., II., 1 — Roman Actor, IV., 2, 103. Cf. The Alchemist, IV., 2.

423

Ibid., IV., 1 — passim in Massinger.

424

Ibid., IV., 1 — passim in Massinger.
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Ibid., IV., 1 — Parliament of Love, IV., 5, 12.

426

Ibid., IV., 1 — Renegado, I., 1, 31.

427

Ibid., IV., 1 — New Way, I., 2, 25. (Cf. also Prologue to A Wife for a Month.)

428

IV., 5 — A Very Woman, IV., 1, 155; Believe as You List, V., 2, 17.

429

III., 2 — Roman Actor, I., 3, 95.

430

Sejanus, V., 7 — Roman Actor, V., 2, 61.

431

Courthope lays far too much stress on Massingers imitation of the Morality (History of English Poetry, vol. iv., p. 352). It only appears in The Virgin Martyr.

432

There are no signs in Massinger of literary or other private quarrels. One or two passages seem to be inspired by sarcasm directed on the gossip of the day — e.g., Duke of Milan, III., 2, 18-55.

433

Stress is laid more than once on Massingers modesty in the commendatory verses from his friends. Cf. Sir Thomas Jays verses prefixed to A New Way, and Prologue to A Very Woman, lines 5, 6; Prologue to The Bashful Lover, line 4. This feature may account for a lack of worldly wisdom and self-assertion, which prevented him from reaping the full fruits of the fame which he deserved as Fletchers collaborator in so many plays. Gerard Langbaine, in his Account of the English Dramatic Poets (Oxford, 1691), pp. 353-60, deals thus with Massinger: He was extremely beloved by the poets of that age, and there were few but what took it as an honour to club with him in a play — witness Middleton, Rowley, Field, and Dekker, all which joind with him in several labours. Nay further, to shew his excellency, the ingenious Fletcher took him in as a partner in several plays. He was a man of much modesty and extraordinary parts. In The New Years Gift to his patroness, to be found in MS. in the library of Trinity College, Dublin, we have an indication that Massinger was ashamed of the profession of author; we read (lines 19-21):

Nor slight it, Madam, since what some in me
Esteem a blemish, is a gift as free
As their best fortunes.

The last lines of the poem (43-46) show the familiar combination of modesty and independence:

What I give I am rich in, and can spare;
Nor part for hope with aught deserves my care;
He that hath little and gives nought at all
To them that have, is truly liberal.

434

There are some fine friendships in Massinger — e.g., Charalois and Romont in The Fatal Dowry; Farnese and Uberti in The Bashful Lover; Cleremond and Montrose in The Parliament of Love; Antoninus and Macrinus in The Virgin Martyr; Pedro and Antonio in A Very Woman.

435

Cf. the Prologues to The Guardian and The Emperor of the East. He speaks with feeling of the ungratefulness of courtiers. (Bashful Lover, V., 1, 52; Maid of Honour, II., 2, 110.)

436

Cf. Picture, II., 2, 255; Bondman, I., 3, 300; Unnatural Combat, I., 1, 404; Bashful Lover, I., 1, 34; Great Duke of Florence, II., 1, 138; Sir J. V. O. Barnavelt, I., 1 (p. 215, Bullens Old Plays); also the character of the Captain in A Very Woman. Cf. Knight of Malta, III., 2.

437

Very significant are the words of Paulo in A Very Woman (IV., 1, 153):

Who fights
With passions, and oercomes them is endued
With the best virtue, passive fortitude.

Cf. Roman Actor, I., 1, 118; III., 1, 113; Duke of Milan, III., 1, 73; and Renegado, I., 1, 79:

All that I challenge
Is manly patience.

Cf. Sejanus, quoted above, p. 115, n. 11. Queen of Corinth, III, 2:

Euphanes. To shew the passive fortitude the best.

And Lovers Progress, IV., 4:

alcidon. With all care put on
The surest armour, anvild in the shop
Of passive fortitude.

This point is emphasized in Swinburnes excellent sonnet on Massinger.

438

IV., 2, 17-31, where Charalois declares, I never was an enemy to t [i.e., music], Beaumont, and ends by saying: I love it to the worth of t and no further.

439

I., 1.

440

Cf. also V., 2, 130-37.

441

IV., 2, 1-14.

442

Massinger has some notable compound epithets from time to time; take as examples, pale-cheekd stars in Parliament of Love, IV., 2, 61; on black-saild wings of loose and base desires, Parliament of Love, V., 1, 215; Such is my full-saild confidence in her virtue, Picture, II., 2, 318; the brass-leaved book of fate, Believe as You List, I., 2, 136.

Your must and will
Shall in your full-sailed confidence deceive you,

A Very Woman, II., 2, 21.

443

We find not a few assonances and alliterations in Massinger, generally contained in two words: Emperor of the East, I., 2, 16, gallows and galleys; (Cf. Renegado, V., 2, 162, the gallies or the gallows, and Websters White Devil, p. 11a); Believe as You List, Prologue 14, tossd and turned; A New Way, I., 1, 109, sue and send; Emperor of the East, IV., 1, 37, sway and swing (so in Great Duke of Florence, II., 2, 46); Fatal Dowry, IV., 1, 193, confessor and confounder; Old Law, III., 2, 45, die and dye; ibid., 157, venues in Venice glasses; IV., 1, 61, Siren and Hiren; City Madam, I., 1, 36, hole and hell; V., 2, 77, lords or lowns; Guardian, I., 1, 60, house and home; II., 2, 23, board and bed; II., 5, 46, fair and free; III., 5, 76, page or porter; Picture, IV., 1, 65, horns and horror; Bondman, II., 1, 119, hell and horror; Roman Actor, I., 4, 63, graced and greased; II., 1, 376, carke and caring; Renegado, III., 4, 54, toss and touse; Parliament of Love, II., 1, 8, tractable and tactable; Duke of Milan, III., 1, 199, palm or privilege; III., 2, 46, curvet or caper.

444

Cf. Johnsons Preface to Shakspere (p. 19), A quibble is to Shakspere what luminous vapours are to the traveller; he follows it at all adventures; it is sure to lead him out of his way, and sure to engulf him in the mire. The whole paragraph is worth reading.

445

A New Way, I., 3, 22; II., 1, 31, etc. The repetition of Gracchos name in Duke of Milan, V., 1, is intentional and effective. Cf. Kitelys repetition of Thomas in Every Man in His Humour, III., 2; Sir Michael in 1 Henry IV, IV., 4, and Sir Thomas in Henry VIII, V., 1.

446

Boyle (N. S. S., 371-372), severe as he is on Massingers characters, both male and female, agrees with this verdict. He traces the unjust depreciation of Massinger in part to Charles Lambs unfair judgment. The hard fate that accompanied the stage poet through life has clung to him up to the present time, and in spite of warm advocates, like Gifford and Cunningham, prevented him from occupying his legitimate position as a dramatist immediately after Shakspere.

447

Preface, p. lvii. of Monck Masons edition.

448

For another explanation, see Appendix X.

449

Alinda, the heroine of Fletchers Pilgrim, is equally indiscriminate in her bounty (Act I., 1, 2). We may compare J. Taylors Holy Living, Sec. VIII., Alms: Trust not your alms to intermedial uncertain and under-dispensers.

450

Where did he get her name from? A lady of the name is a subordinate character in Hroswithas Gallicanus. The plays of Hroswitha have obvious affinities with The Virgin Martyr, but I cannot trace any other indications of borrowing.

451

Brander Matthews, as a fellow-countryman of Jay Gould and Rockefeller, is well qualified to estimate Sir Giles Overreach; he points out that he is an instance of what the French call, lhomme fort. The part has been taken by many of our great actors, notably Garrick, who revived it in 1745. Cf. W. Hazlitts Dramatic Essays for the performances of Kean and Kemble in 1816 (pp. 78-80, 91-92, 97-100). The two great actors had a different conception of Sir Giles; and Hazlitt is very severe upon Kemble. Kean was at Drury Lane, Kemble at Covent Garden.

452

Cf. II., 1, 81 and 88.

453

I., 1, 146.

454

III., 1, 72.

455

See the Dedication: I ever held this the most perfect birth of my Minerva. It was printed in 1629. It is interesting to compare it with The Cardinal, for which Shirley had a similar affection.

456

Cf. Domitians speech in II., 1, 160-168; and that of Rusticus in III., 2, 59-68.

457

As, for instance, Paris speech in I., 1, 21-26, and Stephanos words in V., 1, 99-101.

458

I., 4, where the Imperial princesses push one another about in seeking for a front place in the street as Domitian passes, is an example of this fault. We have already referred to the difficulties which are involved in the infliction of torture on the stage, as in III., 2. Again, it is improbable that the actors should have been waiting, as in IV., 1, outside the private gardens, ready to perform the very play which suited Domitians purpose. We are also disconcerted to find the ghosts in Act V., 1, stealing the bust of Minerva. (Cf., however, Virgil Æneid, II., 294.)

459

Prologue 2, 7:

In each part,
With his best of fancy, judgment, language, art,
Fashiond and formd so, as might well, and may
Deserve a welcome, and no vulgar way.

460

Cf. IV., 1, 28, and IV., 5, 216.

461

I., 2.

462

The way in which the apple circulates reminds us of the Umbrana in Beaumonts amusing Woman-Hater.

463

The reference to an architect in IV., 2, 178, suggests that in the first draft of the play Paulo had appeared in that character.

464

IV., 2.

465

III., 1.

466

III., 4.

467

IV., 3.

468

III., 2, 69.

469

IV., 1, 17.

470

IV., 3, 196; V., 3, 53.

471

V., 5, 42.

472

III., 1, 162.

473

V., 5.

474

II., 1, 35.

475

Cf. The Virgin Martyr, I., 1, 405 and V., 2, 4.

476

Epilogue, line 9.

477

There is too much kneeling in this play; Hortensio kneels, I., 1, 200; Matilda, III., 3, 60 and 123; Lorenzo, IV., 1, 167; Matilda again, IV., 1, 184; Alonzo and Pisano, V., 1, 180; Matilda again, V., 3, 101; the Ambassador, V., 3, 169.

478

I.e., the emphatic double ending. Cf. II., 4, 21; II., 6, 51; II., 7, 69: III., 1, 114; IV., 3, 81; IV, 3, 155.

479

N. S. S., p. 393.

480

The disappointment which we feel at Camiolas lot may be paralleled by Bellario in Philaster.

481

The City Madam was printed in 1658. Perhaps this accounts for Colley Gibbers statement that Massinger died in 1659. The editor of the play, Andrew Pennycuicke, one of the actors, being, as the name would seem to imply, a canny Scot, dedicated the first edition to the truly noble John North Esquire, and the second, totidem verbis, to the truly noble and virtuous Lady Anne, Countess of Oxford. I owe this fact to the kindness of Mr. P. Simpson. It is to be noted that both editions read out-conquered, whereas Cunningham has printed not-conquered.

482

Hilario is Massingers one attempt at the Shaksperian fool; but what a contrast there is between Hilario and Touchstone or Feste!

483

Dekkers word.

484

II., 1, 20.

485

Notice the skill with which Sforza, in I., 3, works up to his unexpected and terrible request.

486

A clever passage is that where Francisco points out that nothing succeeds like success (IV., 1, 16-36).

487

V., 2, 256. Cf. IV., 2, 75:

Hold but thy nature, Duke, and be but rash,
And violent enough.

Cf. also I., 2, 30; I., 3, 369; III., 3, 252.

488

I., 1, 111-125.

489

III., 3.

490

II., 1, 121.

491

Though Rowe behaved badly in concealing his theft from Massinger, the critics have been unfair to his play. It is very instructive to compare the simple structure of The Fair Penitent, written on French lines, with the larger scheme and wealth of incident in The Fatal Dowry. We are reminded of the contrast between an English and a Dutch garden. After all, some people prefer their yew-trees cut into cocks and hens, while others do not. I can imagine a being who would prefer Gounods Romeo and Juliet to Shaksperes. In The Fair Penitent, the law-court scene, the fathers funeral, and the music-master disappear. We get the gay Lothario from this once popular play. Mr. Phelan (p. 60) has properly pointed out that for Lothario we entertain a latent regard, for his elegant and gallant bearing, whereas Novall, junr., is not calculated to gain love. In other words, while Massingers moral is superior, Rowe is more true to life. Cf. some interesting remarks by Hazlitt (Dramatic Essays, pp. 93-95) on Rowes play and Miss ONeill as Calista.

492

Cf. Unnatural Combat, III., 2, 144, and Fletcher, passim.

493

Cf. I., 1, 203.

494

Novall never meant to marry Beaumelle. Cf. IV., 1, 100; V., 2, 264.

495

For a discussion of the authorship of the play, see Appendix XI.

496

There is much in Act III. of A King and No King which reminds us of Maleforts passion; but Massinger is a better moralist than the authors of that brilliant play.

497

Beaufort seniors words in III., 2, 32-41, should, however, be carefully observed.

498

IV., 2, 87. Cf., however, Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt, III., 2.

499

E.g., Charless speech about Cupid, V., 1, 33-60.

500

Act V. We must allow that Cleremond and Leonora are too long-winded.

501

We may conjecture that the missing part of Act I. contained (a) a scene in which three citizens described the situation, and the absence of the King; (b) a scene of love-making between Cleremond and Leonora, containing the incident referred to in II., 2, 93-100; (c) a scene in which Beaupré obtained Chamonts protection, and asked for an introduction to Bellisant (cf. V., 1, 470). Bellisant may also have appeared before I., 4, as her denunciations of the gallants are referred to in II., 1, 23. And Bellisant knows in III., 3, 145, that Clarindore had cast off Beaupré. Clarindore is the sort of man who might have boasted of this.

502

V., 1, 520. Massinger did not like people who cannot keep a secret. Cf. A Very Woman, IV., 2, 142.

503

For a fuller discussion of this play and the MS., see Appendixes VII. and VIII.

504

Poetics, 1451a, 16, 1451b, 34.

505

Touches which remind one of Massinger occur, but they are few and far between — e.g.:

I., 1, 30-70, reminds us of him here and there. (The same applies to Cleanthes speech, I., 1, 323-345.)

I., 1, 248: personal opposition. (Cf. Believe as You List, IV., 2, 98.)

I., 1,362:

Cleanthes. How do you fare, sir?

Leonides. Cleanthes, never better.

(In the Henry VIII manner.)

II., 1, 41-61: The first courtiers speech.

II., 2, 73-94: Lysanders speech.

IV., 2, 1-130: see especially lines 3, 41, 72, 109.

V., 1, 54-82.

V., 1, 119-132: Lysanders speech.

V., 1, 156-175.

V., 1, 232-250: Cleanthes speech. (Notice the parenthesis in lines 246-7.)

The play is usually assigned to 1599, on the strength of the passage where Gnotho gets the clerk to alter the Parish Chronicle (III., 1). Gayley thinks the mention of 1599 purely dramatic (R. E. C., III., p. lv). He says the style is not like that of Middleton in 1599, and points out that Rowley was only fourteen years of age in that year. If Massinger had any share in the play, it was in revision, after Middletons death in 1627. Gayley dates the play 1614-16. It must be pointed out, however, that it is not easy to alter 40 to 39. The author could have chosen a date whose figures were more easy to deal with. I therefore think the usually accepted date is right, though it does not, of course, settle the question of authorship.

Massinger was fond of scenes in courts of justice, and it is highly probable that he elaborated the details of Act V.

506

We find horror in IV., 2, 72 and 160; a certain number of the alliterations referred to above (p. 121), I., 1, 66; II., 1, 210, 265; II., 2, 119; V., 1, 546, 550, 605, 650; and words doubled (I., 1, 67, 88, 206, 220, 268, 354, 389; II., 1, 154, 275; II., 2, 91; III., 1, 304, 363).

507

Believe as You List, IV., 1; Loves Triumph through Callipolis; Peeles Battle of Alcazar.

508

Dodsleys Old Plays, vol. x. (Hazlitt).

509

There is a good edition of A New Way to pay Old Debts by K. Deighton (G. Bell, 1893). Brander Matthews has also edited the play, prefixing a valuable estimate of the poet.

510

V., 3, 148:

O Philanax, as thy name
Interpreted speaks thee, thou hast ever been
A lover of the King.

511

Picture, I., 1, 6.

512

III., 1, 7. Cf. Ben Jonsons Staple of News, IV., 4 Pennyboy junior:

Thou appearst
κατ᾽ ἐξοχήν, a canter.

513

III., 1, 102-3.

514

Emperor of the East, II., 1, 278 and 294.

515

III., 4, 40.

516

σκάνδικά μοι δός, μητρόθεν δεδεγμένος. (l. 478).

517

II., 5, 96.

518

Telephus frag., 722:

Σπάρταν ἔλαχες, κείνην κόσμει;
τὰς δὲ Μυκήνας ἡμεῖς ἰδίᾳ.

519

V., 1, 5.

520

ὡς γραφεύς τ᾽ ἀποσταθείς.

521

IV., 5, 61.

522

ἐπὶ δὲ καρδίαν ἔδραμε κροκοβαφὴς σταγών (l. 1121).

523

Cf. Shaksperes England, Vol. I., ix., Scholarship, by Sir J. E. Sandys.

524

It may be noted that the end of The Knight of Malta is modelled on the last scene of the Alcestis. The play has been attributed in part to Massinger, but the fact cited, though interesting, does not prove acquaintance either on the part of Fletcher or Massinger with Greek at first hand.

525

III., 1., 92-106.

526

IV., 2.

527

IV., 3.

528

II., 5.

529

I have not succeeded in finding the passage referred to.

530

I., 1, 47. (Chreocopia, in I., 1, 54, may be scanned with the accent on the penultimate.)

531

I., 2, 21 and 29; III., 2, 110. Eudocia in The Emperor of the East is more doubtful. Cf. IV., 5, 83; V., 1, 122; V., 2, 105; V., 3, 170.

532

Notice that in all these false quantities the stress is laid on the syllable which bears the Greek accent; that is to say, the words are scanned as a Byzantine Greek of the time would have pronounced them. Cf. in Marlowes Tamburlaine, Pt. II., IV., 4: As in the theoria of the world. A similar suggestion is anonymously made in The Times Literary Supplement, March 20th, 1919, for another line of Marlowe: Our Pythagôras Metempsýchosis.

Academy, in The Emperor of the East, I., 1, 45, seems accented on the last syllable.

533

Cf. p. 19, n. 2.

534

Boyles ascription is in each case printed first; M. signifies the portions of each play which he allots to Massinger. A. H. B. = Mr. Bullen, A. H. C. = the writer. Macaulays views will be found in The Cambridge History of English Literature, vol. vi., Appendix to Chapter V.

535

R. E. C., p. lxxxii.

536

R. E. C., pp. lxxxiii-lxxxiv.

537

In particular G. Hills poem deserves attention.

538

I have read with interest and care E. H. C. Oliphants articles in Englische Studien (xiv., xv., xvi.). He finds more work of Beaumont in the plays than other scholars. Though his knowledge of the whole subject is great, his analysis seems to me too subtle; thus in The Fair Maid of the Inn we find, according to Mr. Oliphant, scenes written by (1) Massinger, (2) Massinger and Rowley, (3) Beaumont and Massinger, (4) Beaumont, Fletcher, and Massinger. Fletchers part in the play is ultimately reduced to a few lines in IV., 1! I cannot agree with him that Massinger wrote any of The Coxcomb, The Faithful Friends, or Loves Pilgrimage. In The Faithful Friends the metre is very careless, and the occasional bursts of bombast are not like Massinger. There are touches of his style in the play, which suggest that a pupil may have helped Fletcher. The Coxcomb and Loves Pilgrimage seem to me very characteristic works of Beaumont and Fletcher. Mr. Oliphant has also discovered (Modern Language Review, III., pp. 337-355) that Massinger wrote a considerable portion of The Tempest and Cymbeline. It is not long since that we were reminded, in other departments of art, of Lucas and Leonardo, of Ozias Humfrey and Romney. The critical scent which Mr. Oliphant requires of his readers postulates a super-dog careering through the literary thickets of the English language. Let us rather read and enjoy our composite plays, without meticulous analysis.

539

Cf. A Woman killed with Kindness, III., 1:

And in this ground, increased this molehill
Unto that mountain which my father left me.

The Maid in the Mill, V., 2, Bustopha:

Oh mountain, shalt thou call a molehill a scab upon the face of the earth?

540

Cf. False One, III., 1, 28:

Let indirect and crooked counsels vanish.

541

Compare also Eastward Ho! Act II.: Golding. Let me beseech you, no, sir: the superfluity and cold meat left at their nuptials will with bounty furnish ours. — Act III., 2: Quicksilver. Your father, and some one more, stole to church with them in all the haste, that the cold meat left at your wedding might serve to furnish their nuptial table.

542

For this frequent effect in Homer cf. Iliad, I., lines 100, 103, 132, 139, 144, 160, 184, 195, etc. In the Agamemnon and Alcestis, to take no other plays, note the following: Agamemnon 15, 1047, 1079, 1123; Alcestis, 154, 181, 203, 339, 347, 619.

543

The quadrisyllabic scansion of such a word as remission (Parliament of Love, II., 2, 107) has not, in my opinion, any metrical significance in Massinger. It is, indeed, very frequently found, so frequently as to be no criterion of his style. I fancy that it may be more often found in passages which he wrote against time, or when his head was tired.

544

Page 59, n. 1.

545

The autograph and Herberts Imprimatur are reproduced in facsimile in the Percy Society volume. But would Massinger have referred to himself as Mr. Massenger [sic]?

546

Apology, ii. 203. C. Cibber, in a list of dramatic authors, makes reference to Massingers plays. He says: Mr. Massinger, I believe, was author of several other dramatic pieces: one I have seen in MS., which I am assured was acted, by the proper quotations, etc. The title runs thus: Believe as you list, written by Mr. Massinger, with the following licence: This play, called Believe as you list, may be acted this 6th of May, 1631. Henry Herbert.   Malone (Shakspere, vol. iii., p. 230) gives the date (i.e., of the actual performance as May 7th, 1631.

547

The references are as follows: II., 2, 368; III., 1, 20; IV., 3, initial stage direction.

548

Beside the Henslow document there are to be seen at Dulwich College four signatures of Massinger, in a beautiful clear hand; three of these are attached to leases of Alleyns, and the fourth is added to Dabornes signature to the document mentioned by Cunningham in his Preface (p. xii.). The poem Sero sed serio is to be found in B.M. Royal MSS. XVIII., A. 20. The signature is identical with the Dulwich signatures. The poem itself is in another hand, with many flourishes.

The only reason for supposing it to be the poets, besides his poverty, is an erasure in line 14, which runs thus:

then
Being,^silent then,

which looks like a correction made by the author himself, currente calamo. The hand of The Second Maidens Tragedy does not resemble that of Believe as You List. The hand of Sir John Van Olden Barnavelt is uniform throughout. It is neat and full of flourishes, especially in the letter L. It is, of course, possible that Massinger wrote this in 1619. The stage directions are in a bolder hand and deep black ink. They are plainly part of the MS., and not later insertions like those in Believe as You List. I incline to think the writing is all due to an amanuensis. There is very little correction in the play, except that several long passages are very thoroughly scrawled out.

549

Cf. Appendix VIII.: I., 1, 26; I., 2, 186; II., 1, 51; II., 2, 217; II., 2, 368; III., 1, 20; IV., 3, stage direction.

550

Cf. Appendix VIII.: I., 1, 60; I., 2, 67; I., 2, 72; II., 2, 52; II., 2, 56; III., 3, 151; III., 3, 234; IV., 1, 7.

551

Cf. Appendix VIII.: II., 2, 285; IV., 1, 5; IV., 3, 44.

552

Cf. Appendix VIII.: II., 2, 98; II., 2, 240; III., 3, 166; IV., 4, 45.

553

Cf. p. 15, n. 1.

554

Koeppel (Quellen-Studien) traces the story to P. V. P. Cayets Chronologie Septenaire, Paris, 1605. He does not seem to have consulted The Strangest Adventure, a copy of which may be seen in the British Museum. The True History of the Late and Lamentable Adventures of D. S. (London, 1602) begins with the imprisonment at Naples, and agrees with Cayet almost verbally until the latter part. The Continuation of the Lamentable Adventures (London, 1603) is very dull, and contributes nothing except the advice of an old man to Sebastian, which may have suggested the first scene of the play. The two tracts are to be found in Harleian Miscellany (iv., 403; v., 443). Cf. also Scott-Saintsburys Dryden, vii., p. 309, n. The English pamphlets are based on the Aventure Amirable, published in 1601. (Cf. Bullens Peele, i, 227.) Massinger must have used Cayet for the incidents in the latter part of the play.

555

After Berecinthius says His stature! speech! in I., 2, 186.

556

I., 2, 187.

557

I., 2, 188.

558

I., 2, 189.

559

The Austrian lip is one of the features Mistress Carol ascribes to Fairfield in Shirleys Hyde Park (III., 2).

560

I., 2, 186.

561

I., 1, 64.

562

I., 1, 135.

563

Shakespeare Societys Papers, vol. iv., art. xiv.

564

Shakespeare Societys Papers, p. 138.

565

Famous names. Taylor acted Hamlet incomparably well. Colley Cibbers Apology, 2, 142

566

V., 2, 139.

567

See p. 180, n. 1, and cf. The Alchemist, IV., 1.

568

Cf. The Sea Voyage, III. 1.

569

Cf. 178, n. 6.

570

For repetition of a word cf. II., 3, 51; III., 2, 31; III., 3, 105; IV., 5, 27, 45, 85, 98, 142.

571

The line would make better sense if it were emended thus:

Ill have no other penance than to practise,
To find some means that he deserves thee best.

572

Mr. Bullen (vol. iv., App., p. 381) shows that the play was produced in August, 1619, after some objections had been raised to it by the Bishop of London.

573

Old Plays, vol. ii., App. 2, contains much information from Boyle about Massingers style. Inter alia, he says, Fletcher as usual spoiled Massingers fine conception of Barnavelt, and made him whine like Buckingham in Henry VIII.

574

It is also to be found in Dodsleys Old English Plays, ed. W. C. Hazlitt, 1875, vol. x.

575

The name Goffe is so carefully obliterated that it is uncertain; but it is curious to note that Goffe and Massinger are in juxtaposition in the passage of Don Zara del Fogo referred to supra, p. 77 n. 3.

576

Supra, p. 74.

577

Mr. Phelan (pp. 48-49) argues that this play is really the lost play by Massinger, entitled The Tyrant. Tieck translated the play as being by Massinger. Mr. P. Simpson has pointed out to me that The Second Maidens Tragedy is entered on the Stationers Register for September 9th, 1653, immediately after several of Massingers plays. He justly observes that the juxtaposition is fortuitous.

578

Act IV., 4.

579

Cf. Phelan, op. cit., p. 3.

580

Sir A. W. Ward (II., 5282) seems disposed to assign it to Shirley.

581

Compare this with the scene in Fords Tis Pity Shes a Whore where Annabella gives the Friar a letter from an upper window.

582

Compare A Trick, I., 1:

What trick is not an embryon at first?

Embryon is a favourite word of Massingers.

I., 1: Witgood. I shall go nigh to catch that old fox, mine Uncle; though he make but some amends for my undoing, yet theres some comfort int, he cannot otherwise choose, though it be but in hope to cozen me again, but supply any hasty want that I bring to town with me.

II., 1: Lucre. There may be hope some of the widows lands too may one day fall upon me if things be carried wisely.

A New Way, IV., 1, 77:

Overreach. Tis not alone
The Lady Allworths land, for these once Wellborns,
As by her dotage on him I know they will be,
Shall soon be mine.

A Trick, I., 2: Witgood. Thou knowest I have a wealthy uncle, i th city, somewhat the wealthier for my follies.

A Trick, I., 3: Hoard. Thou that canst defeat thy own nephew, Lucre, lay his lands into bonds, and take the extremity of thy kindreds forfeitures.

A New Way, I., 1, 48:

Tapwell. Which your uncle, Sir Giles Overreach, observing
(Resolving not to lose a drop of them)
On foolish mortgages, statutes, and bonds,
For a while supplied your looseness, and then left you.

II., 1, 81:

Overreach. And tis my glory, though I come from the city,
To have their issue whom I have undone,
To kneel to mine as bondslaves.

A Trick, II., 1: Lucre. Youve a fault, nephew; youre a stranger here; well, heaven give you joy.

A New Way, III., 2, 276:

Overreach. My nephew!
He has been too long a stranger; faith you have!
Pray, let it be mended.

A Trick, III., 1: I would forswear ... muscadine and eggs at midnight.

A New Way, IV., 2, 84:

Creditor. Your worship broke me
With trusting you with muscadine and eggs.

A Trick, IV., 4: Hoards anticipations of his future pomp may have suggested the thoughts which Sir Giles entertains about his daughters future estate when married to Lord Lovel.

Cf. A New Way, IV., 3, 130-141.

A Trick, IV., 5:

Sir Launcelot. I would entreat your worships device in a just and honest cause, sir.

Dampit. I meddle with no such matters.

A New Way, II., 1, 23:

Overreach. The other wisdom,
That does prescribe us a well-governed life,
And to do right to others, as ourselves,
I value not an atom.

583

Compare the way in which Massinger, in The Great Duke of Florence, transfers to Italy A Knacke to Know a Knave. (Hazlitts Dodsley, vi.)

584

Lines in another hand inserted in a space left blank at the top of p. 555.

585

Marginal note in a third hand.

586

I.e., precedents.

587

To take.

588

In the Malone copy in the Bodleian line 23 has disappeared, and at the end of line 22 rather less of the letters is preserved than at the beginning.

589

The misprint is in the original.

590

Add references in Letters, edited by C. Ainger, vol. i., pp. 23, 24, 136, 154.


Glossary of Jacobean Language

By using the links below, readers can view a glossary of Elizabethan and Jacobean words and meanings not used in English today.

CONTENTS

A B C D E F G H 
I J K L M N O P Q 
R S T U V W X Y Z




A

[image: img91.jpg]

ABANDONED - BANISHED, kept away from

ABATE - to lessen, shorten; to blunt; to bar

ABATEMENT - reduction, diminution

ABHOR - to horrify, disgust; to protest

ABIDE - remain, make only a brief stay (Winters Tale 42); to face or encounter

ABILITY - wealth, means

ABJECT - adj an object of contempt

ABJECTLY - basely, horribly

ABODE - to bode; ie, an evil omen (3KH6, 56)

ABORTIVE - born prematurely; unnatural

ABRIDGEMENT - a short play

ABROAD - apart from ones own body; away from ones home

ABROOK - abide, bear

ABSEY-BOOK - an ABC book

ABSOLUTE - positive, certain

ABUSE - to deceive

ABUSE - deception

ABY - to atone for

ABYSM - abyss

ACCITED - summoned (Titus Andronicus, 11)

ACCUSE - accusation

ACHIEVE - to obtain

ACKNOWN - acknowledge

ACQUITTANCE (1) - a receipt or discharge

ACQUITTANCE (2) - to acquit, clear

ACTION-TAKING - wanting satisfaction through the law

ACTURE - action, performance

ADDITION - title, attribute

ADDRESS - to prepare oneself

ADDRESSED - prepared

ADVANCE - to prefer, promote to honour

ADVERTISEMENT - admonition

ADVERTISING - attentive

ADVICE - consideration, discretion

ADVISE - sometimes neuter, sometimes reflective, to

ADVISED - considerate

ADVOCATION - pleading, advocacy

AFEARED - afraid

AFFECT - to love

AFFRAY - frighten

AFFY - to affiance

AFRONT - in front

AGAZED - looking in amazement

AGLET-BABY - the small figure engraved on a jewel

AGNIZE - to acknowledge, confess (Othello, 13)

A-GOOD - a good deal, plenteously

A-HOLD - a sea-term

AIERIE - the nest of a bird of prey

AIM - a guess

ALDERLIEFEST - dearest of all

ALE - alehouse

ALLAYMENT - abatement; antidote (Cym 1522)

ALL HID - the game of hide and seek

ALLIGANT - a corruption of either elegant or eloquent, used in Wiv 2269

ALLICHOLLY - a corruption of melancholy

ALLOW - to approve

ALLOWANCE - approval

ALMAIN - a German

ALMS-BASKET - public charity (to live on public charity - LLL 5142)

ALMS-DEED - act of charity

ALMS-DRINK - remains of drink set aside for the poor

ALMS-MAN - a person supported by charity

ALOES - a bitter drug

ALONE - unique

ALTER - to exchange

AMAIN - with force

AMAZE - to bewilder, confound

AMBLE - to move around with ease; to move affectedly

AMBUSCADO - ambush

AMES-ACE - two aces, the lowest throw of the dice

AMERCE - punish by fining

AMISS - misfortune; disaster

AMORT - dejected; dispirited

AN - if

ANCHOR - an anchorite, hermit

ANCIENT - an ensign-bearer

ANGEL - a coin, so called because it bore the image of

ANIGHT - by night

ANON - soon

ANSWER - retaliation

ANTHROPOPHAGINIAN - a cannibal

ANTICK - the fool in the old plays

ANTRE - a cave

APPARENT - heir-apparent

APPEAL - accusation

APPEAL - to accuse

APPEARED - made apparent

APPLE-JOHN - a kind of apple

APPOINTMENT - preparation

APPREHENSION - sharp wit

APPREHENSIVE - quick to understand

APPROBATION - probation

APPROPRIATION - special attribute or excellence

APPROOF - trial, proof; approbation

APPROVE - to prove, demonstrate to be true, confirm; to convict; to put to the test; to commend

APPROVER - one who orders a trial

AQUA-VITAE - ardent spirits

AQUILON - the north wind

ARABIAN BIRD - phoenix

ARABIAN TREE - the tree of the phoenix

ARCH - chief, prime, principal

ARGAL - a corruption of Ergo

ARGENTINE - silver

ARGIER - Algiers

ARGOSY - a vessel of Ragusa in Sicily - hence a ship of large size

ARGUMENT - proof, evidence; subject of debate; subject matter of discourse

ARMIGERO - a mistake for Armiger, the Latin for Esquire

AROINT - get thee out of the way

A-ROW - one after another

ARRAS - hanging screen of tapestry

ARREST - to seize; an order or decree

ARTICULATE - to enter into articles of agreement; to set forth in articles

ASKANCE - to turn aside

ASPECT - look, glance

ASPEN - of the asp tree

ASPERSION - sprinkling (of dew)

ASPIC - an asp

ASPIRE - to be ambitious; to rise; to mount up to (obs)

ASSAIL - to address with offers of love

ASSAY - attempt; to learn by experience; to accost (with words of love); to challenge to a trial of skill

ASSAY - to attempt, test, make proof of

ASSINEGO - an ass

ASSUBJUGATE - to subjugate

ASSURANCE - deed of assurance

ASSURED - betrothed

ASTRAE - goddess of justice

ATOMY - an atom; tiny being (insect)

ATONE - to reconcile, unite

ATTACH - to seize, lay hold on

ATTASKED - taken to task, reprehended

ATTEND - to listen to

ATTENT - attentive

ATTORNEY - an agent

ATTORNEY - agent, deputy; advocate or pleader

AUDACIOUS - spirited, daring

AUGUR (1) - carpenters tool for creating holes in wood

AUGUR (2) - a prophet; to prophesy (vb)

AUGURE - augury

AUGURER - religious official among the Romans

AUNT - old woman; a gossip

AURICULAR - perceived by the ear

AUTHENTIC - of authority

AUSPICIOUS - favourable; spreading happiness

AVAUNT - order to be gone

AVE - shout of welcome (Latin for hail)

AVE-MARY - recited in saying the Rosary

AVERRING - confirming

AVOID - get rid of

AVOUCH - guarantee; an assurance

AWELESS - fearless; that inspires no awe

AWFUL - respectful; law-abiding

AWKWARD - adverse (invented by Shk), unfavourable; uncouth

AY - yes

AYE - ever


B
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BABE - BABY; a childs rag doll

BACCARE - stand back!

BACCHUS - the god of wine and the son of Zeus and Semele

BACCHANALS - drunken dance to Bacchus

BACKWARD - what lies behind; in the past

BACK - sound all the way through; rear of an army; support, backing; to mount (invented by Shk)

BACK-FRIEND - a bailiff (usually the bailiff approached from the back to arrest the criminal); false friend

BACKWARD - the past; behind

BACKWARDLY - perversely

BACON - a man from the country

BACON-FED - country-bred (the modern form is chaw-bacon); also slang for fat

BAFFLE - to disgrace

BAG - to retreat without surrender of any goods

BAIT - to harass (ie bear-baiting)

BAKED-MEATS - meat-pies, pastry

BALD - naked; bare; bare-headed

BALDRICK - a belt

BALE - evil; mischief; injury

BALK (1) - to let slip; to dispute logic

BALK (2) - a little mound or heap

BALKED - heaped up

BALLOW - syn for cudgel

BALM - to anoint with oil; to sooth, heal (used 3 times in Shk)

BALMY - fragrant and soothing (invented by Shk)

BALSAM - balm

BAN - to curse

BAND - bond; obligation; agreement or promise

BANDY - to strike or throw; to fight; to beat to and fro like a tennis ball

BANE - poison; murder, destruction, cause of death of another

BANK - to coast, skirt

BARM - yeast

BARN (1) - a child

BARN (2) - to store in a barn

BARNACLE - species of goose supposed to be hatched from sea shells

BASE (1) - a boys game, sometimes called prisoners base

BASE (2) - reason

BASE (3) - dark-coloured; low-lying

BASE-COURT - outer court of a mansion or castle

BASES - pleated skirt of cloth, brocade, or velvet, reaching from waist to knee

BASE-VIOL - an early version of a modern cello

BASILISK - a reptile, said to kill with its breath; large cannon, made of brass

BASIMECU - negative term for a Frenchman

BASTARD (1) - sweet Spanish wine

BASTARD (2) - counterfeit; false

BATE (1) - strife

BATE (2) - a birds beating wings

BATE (3) - to blunt; to reduce or diminish

BAT-FOWLING - catching birds in the dark with a bright light

BATLET - a small bat, used for beating clothes

BATTLE - army

BAVIN - brushwood

BAWCOCK - a fine fellow

BAWD - procurer

BAY - deep barking; to pursue with barking

BEADSMAN - one paid to pray for others (see hermits)

BEARING-CLOTH - childs christening robe

BEAT - to flutter; to think deeply or ponder

BEAVER - face guard of a helmet

BEDLAM - the Hospital of St Mary of Bethelem in London, used as an insane asylum

BED PRESSER - lazy person

BEEF-WITTED - thick-headed

BEETLE (1) - a kind of mallet

BEETLE (2) - overhang threateningly

BEETLE-BROWS - bushy eyebrows

BEING (1) - life, existence

BEING (2) - abode; dwelling

BELDAME - grandmother; hag

BELLONA - the goddess of war (Macbeth is Bellonas bridegroom)

BE-METE - to measure

BE-MOILED - to befoul with dirt

BENDING - submissive

BENVENUTO - welcome

BESHREW - curse

BERGOMASK - a rustic dance (named after the people of Bergamo, Venice)

BESTRAUGHT - distracted

BETEEM - to grant

BETIDE - to happen

BEZONIAN - a beggar; rascal

BIDING - abiding-place

BIGGEN - a night-cap

BILBERRY - the whortleberry

BILBO - a sword Comes from the sword Bilbao, known for its amazing blade

BILBOES - shackles on an iron bar locked to the floor

BILL - a bill-hook, a weapon

BIN - been, are

BIRD-BOLT - a bolt to be shot from a crossbow at birds

BIRDING - part hawking at partridges

BIRTH-STRANGLED - killed at moment of birth

BIS COCTUS - twice cooked

BISSON - blinding

BLANK - the white mark in the middle of a target

BLENCH - to move; flinch

BLENT - blended

BLIND-WORM - small, venomous snake

BLOOD-BOLTERED - hair matted with blood

BLOOD-DRINKING - blood-drinking sighs - reference to the belief that every sigh causes the heart to lose a drop of blood

BLOW - to inflate

BOARD - to make advances to; accost

BOB (1) - to taunt

BOB (2) - to cheat

BOB (3) - to bang or thump

BODGE - to give way

BODKIN - dagger; long pin for the hair

BOLD - to embolden

BOLLEN - swollen

BOLTED - sifted, refined

BOLTER - a sieve

BOLTING-HUTCH - a hutch in which meal was sifted

BOMBARD - a barrel, a drunkard

BOMBAST - padding

BONA-ROBAS - a harlot

BOND - that to which one is bound

BOOK - learning; writing on a tablet

BOOT - help, use

BOOT - advantage

BOOTLESS - without advantage, useless

BOOTS - bots, a kind of worm

BORE - calibre of a gun

BOREAS - the north wind

BORES - stabs

BOSKY - covered with underwood

BOSOM - wish, hearts desire

BOTS - worms which infest horses

BOTCHER - cobbler

BOTTLE - a bundle of hay

BOURN - a boundary

BRACE - armour for the arm, state of defence

BRACH - a hound bitch

BRAID - deceitful

BRAVE - handsome, well-dressed

BRAVE - boast

BRAVERY - finery

BRAWL - a dance

BREAST - voice (Twelfth Night, 23)

BREATHE - to exercise

BREATHING - exercising

BREECHING - liable to be whipt

BREED-BATE - a breeder of debate, a mischief-maker

BREESE - the gadfly

BREWAGE - brewed drink

BRIBE-BUCK - a stolen buck

BRING - to attend one on a journey

BRINDED - striped

BRING - to attend one on a journey

BROCK - a badger, a term of contempt

BROKE - to act as a procurer

BROKEN - having lost some teeth by age

BROKEN MUSIC - the music of stringed instruments

BROKER - a sly and crafty knave

BROTHERHOOD - trading company

BROWNIST - a follower of a sect of Puritans

BRUIT (1) - noise, report, rumour

BRUSH - rude assault

BUBUKLES - pimples

BUCK - suds or lye for washing clothes in

BUCK-BASKET - the basket in which clothes are carried to the

BUCKING - washing

BUCK-WASHING - washing in lye

BUG - a bugbear, a spectre

BULLY-ROOK - a bragging cheater

BURGONET - a kind of helmet

BURST - to break

BUSKY - bushy

BUTT-SHAFT - a light arrow for shooting at a target


C
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CABIN - TEMPORARY shelter; a cave; the den of an animal

CABIND - to imprison or confine

CABLE - scope (a nautical metaphor used in Oth 1217)

CACODEMON - evil spirit

CADE - small barrel or keg (a barrel of herrings in 2kh6 4236)

CADDIS - worsted tape or binding used for garters

CADENT - falling

CADMUS - son of Agenor, King of Phoenicia, and the founder of Thebes

CADUCEUS - the wand of Mercury, around which two snakes are twined

CADWALADER - last king of the Welsh Known for his feats of valour against the Saxons

CAESAR - supreme ruler; emperor

CAGE (1) - a prison

CAGE (2) - a wicker-work basket

CAIN-COLOURED - red (supposed color of Cains hair)

CAITIFF - a wretch (used to express pity)

CALCULATE - prophesy

CALIVER - a hand-gun, lighter than a musket

CALLET, CALLAT, CALLOT - a woman of bad character

CALLING - appellation; title

CALM (1) - to becalm

CALM (2) - confused with qualm in 2KH4 3439

CAMEL - derrogatory name for an awkward person

CAMELOT - the court of King Arthur

CAN - to know, be skillful in

CANAKIN - small can or drinking vessel

CANARY (1) - a wine brought from the Canary Islands

CANARY (2) - lively Spanish dance

CANARY (3) - mistaken for quandary by Mrs Quickly in Wiv 2261

CANCER - the fourth sign of the zodiac

CANDIDATUS - candidate for Roman office, named after the white gown worn by Roman senators

CANDLE - a light made of wax and a wick; the stars; the light of the human spirit

CANDLE-CASE - case to store candles

CANDLE-HOLDER - one who lights others while they work

CANDLE-MINE - a mass of tallow

CANDLE-WASTER - one who wastes candles by studying late into the night

CANKER - a worm that destroys leaves; a spreading sore or ulcer

CANSTICK - a candlestick

CANTLE - a corner piece; part

CANTON - a song

CANVASS - to deal with severely; to toss

CANZONET - a short song

CAP - a head-covering; give up for lost; top, chief

CAPABLE - able to take in much; sensible; capable of; gifted

CAP-A-PE - from head to foot

CAPER - the flower of the caper-bush, used for pickling

CAPET - Hugh Capet, the first French king of the Capetian dynasty

CAPITULATE - propose terms; draw up a contract or agreement

CAPRICCIO - caprice

CAPRICIOUS - fantastic; whimsical

CAPTIOUS - capacious

CARACK - a large ship of burden

CARBONADO - meat scotched for broiling

CARD - playing-card; to mix with something foul

CAROUSE - a toast

CARKANET - a necklace

CARL - a churl

CASSIBELAN - King of Britain during Caesars reign

CASTILIAN - a native of Castile; used as a cant term

CATAIAN - a native of Cathay; a scoundrel

CATLING - catgut

CAUTEL - deceit

CAUTELOUS - deceitful

CAVALERO - a cavalier, gentleman

CAVIARE - roe of sturgeon pressed and salted (an acquired taste)

CEASE (1) - cessation

CEASE (2) - silence

CENSURE - judgment

CENSURE - to judge, criticise, blame

CENTURY - one hundred years or men

CEREMONY - an external accessory or a symbol of the state; a portent or omen (used thus in Shk only)

CERTES - certainly

CESS - rate, reckoning

CHACE - a term at tennis

CHAMBER - a species of great gun

CHAMBERER - an effeminate man

CHANSON - a song

CHARACT - affected quality

CHARACTER - a letter, handwriting

CHARACTER - to carve or engrave

CHARACTERY - handwriting

CHARE - a turn of work

CHARGE-HOUSE - a boarding-school

CHARNECO - a type of wine

CHAUDRON - entrails

CHEQUIN - sequin, gold coin of Turkey and Italy

CHEQUES - perhaps intended for ethics

CHEER - fortune, countenance

CHERRY-PIT - a game played with cherrystones

CHEVERIL - kid leather

CHEWIT - cough

CHILDING - pregnant

CHILL - I will

CHIRURGEONLY - like a skilled surgeon

CHOPINE - a high shoe with a cork sole, worn in Renaissance Italy and Spain

CHRISTENDOM - the state of being a Christian

CHRISTOM CHILD - child in its christening garment

CHUCK - chick (term of endearment)

CHUFF - avaricious person

CINQUE-PACE - a lively dance

CIPHER (1) - zero, a mere nothing

CIPHER (2) - to decipher

CIRCUMSTANCE - a condition; the state of affairs

CITAL - mention, recite

CITE - to call or arouse

CLACK-DISH - a beggars wooden dish

CLAW - to seize; to scratch; to flatter or cajole

CLEPE - to call

CLIFF - clef, the key in music

CLING - to starve

CLINQUANT - glittering

CLIP - to embrace, enclose

CLOUT - the mark in the middle of a target

COAST - to advance

COBLOAF - a big loaf

COCK (1) - a cockboat

COCK (2) - a spout to release liquor

COCK-AND-PIE - an oath

COCKLE - tares or darnel

COCKNEY - a cook

COCK-SHUT-TIME - the twilight, when cocks and hens go to roost

COG - to cheat, dissemble

COGNIZANCE - badge, token

COIGN - projecting corner stone

COIL - tumult, turmoil

COLLECTION - drawing a conclusion

COLLIED - blackened Othello;

COLOUR - pretence

COLOURABLE - specious

COLT - to defraud, befool

CO-MART - a joint bargain

COMBINATE - betrothed

COMBINE - to bind

COMMODITY - interest, profit

COMMONTY - used ludicrously for comedy

COMPACT - compacted, composed

COMPARATIVE - drawing comparisons

COMPARATIVE - rival

COMPARE - comparison

COMPASSIONATE - moving comparison

COMPETITOR - one who seeks the same thing

COMPLEMENT - accomplishment

COMPLEXION - passion

COMPOSE - to agree

COMPOSTION - composition

COMPTIBLE - tractable

COMPTER - counter

CON - to learn by heart

CONCAVE - hollow

CONCEIT - conception, opinion, fancy

CONCEPTIOUS - fruitful

CONCUPISCIBLE - lustful

CONCUPY - concubine

CONDITION - temper, quality

CONDOLEMENT - grief

CONDUCT - escort

CONFECT - to make up into sweetmeats

CONFOUND - to consume, destroy

CONJECT - conjecture

CONSANGUINEOUS - of the same blood

CONSCIONABLE - conscientious

CONSIGN - to sign a common bond, to confederate

CONSORT - company

CONSORT - to accompany

CONSTANCY - consistency

CONSTANT - settled, determined

CONSTANTLY - firmly

CONSTER - to construe

CONTEMPTIBLE - contemptuous

CONTINENT - a container; earth; summary or sum

CONTINUATE - uninterrupted

CONTRACTION - the marriage contract

CONTRARY - to oppose

CONTRIVE - to conspire

CONTROL - to confute

CONVENT - to convene, summon

CONVERT - to change

CONVERTITE - a convert

CONVEY - to represent oneself; euphemism for to steal

CONVEYANCE - theft, fraud

CONVICT - convicted

CONVICTED - overpowered, defeated

CONVINCE - to conquer, subdue

CONVIVE - to feast together

CONVOY - escort

CONY-CATCH - to cheat

CONY-CATCHING - poaching, pilfering

COOLING CARD - used metaphorically for an insurmountable obstacle

COPATAIN HAT - a high-crowned hat

COPE - to reward, to give in return

COPESMATE - companion

COPY - theme

CORAGIO - courage!

CORAM - possibly a mistake for quorum

CORANTO - lively dance

CORINTH - a cant term for a brothel

CORINTHIAN - a wencher

CORKY - dry like cork

CORNUTO - a cuckold

COROLLARY - a surplus

CORPORAL - bodily Corporals of the field were army officers who acted as assistants to the sergeant-major

CORRIVAL - rival or partner

COSTARD - the head

COSTER-MONGER - peddling, mercenary

COTE - a cottage

COTE - to quote, instance

COTE - to come alongside, overtake

COT-QUEAN - an effeminate man, molly-coddle

COUCHINGS - crouchings

COUNT CONFECT - a nobleman composed of affectation

COUNTENANCE - fair shew

COUNTERFEIT - deceitful; portrayed (rare)

COUNTERPOINT - a counterpane

COUNTERVAIL - to equal or counterbalance

COUNTRY - traveller

COUNTY - count

COUPLEMENT - union or coupling

COURT HOLY-WATER - flattery

COVENT - a convent

COVER - to lay the table for dinner

COWISH - cowardly

COWL-STAFF - the pole on which a basket is supported between two people

COY (1) - to stroke or caress

COY (2) - to disdain

COYSTRIL - a knave; base fellow

COZEN - to cheat

COZENAGE - cheating

COZENER - a cheater

COZIER - a tailor

CRACK - to boast

CRACK - a loud noise, clap

CRACKER - boaster

CRACK-HEMP - a gallows-bird

CRANK - a winding passage

CRANKING - winding

CRANTS - garlands A doubtful word

CRARE - a ship of burden

CRAVEN - a dunghill cock

CREATE - formed, compounded

CREDENT - believing; credible

CREDIT - report

CRESCIVE - increasing

CRESTLESS - not entitled to bear arms, lowborn

CRISP - curled, winding

CROSS (1) - a piece of money, coin

CROSS (2) - passing from side to side

CROSS (3) - across

CROSS (4) - to meet, face; to pass

CROW-KEEPER - one who keeps crows away from corn-fields

CROWNER - a coroner

CROWNET - a coronet

CRY (1) - the yelping of hounds

CRY (2) - to appeal; to beg

CRY (3) - public report or rumour

CRY AIM - to encourage

CUISSES - armour to cover the thighs

CULLION - a base fellow

CUNNING (1) - skill

CUNNING (2) - bashful

CUNNING (3) - to be strange

CURB - to bend, truckle

CURRENTS - occurrences

CURST -

CURSTNESS - shrewishness

CURTAIL - a cur

CURTAL - a docked horse

CURTAL-AXE - a cutlass

CUSTALORUM - a ludicrous mistake for Custos Rotulorum

CUSTARD-COFFIN - the crust of a custard-pie

CUSTOMER - a common woman

CUT - to slash; to carve; to preclude (from)

CYPRESS (1) - a kind of crape

CYPRESS (2) - tree of durable wood (symbol of mourning)

CYTHEREA - Venus


D
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DAEDALUS - MYTHICAL figure in Greek history, said to have created the saw, the axe, the augur, and glue He created a pair of wings and flew safely over the Aegean sea

DAFF - to put off; to push; to thrust aside

DAISIED - full of daisies

DALLIANCE - procrastination; idle delay

DAMASK - the color of the damask rose

DAME - mistress of a household; woman of rank; mother

DAMN - to condemn

DAMP - fog, mist

DAN - lord, master

DANGER - reach, control, power

DANKISH - dank, humid

DANSKERS - Danes (Hamlet, 21)

DAPHNE - a beautiful nymph loved by Apollo and Leucippus The gods turned her into a laurel tree

DARE - to challenge; boldness

DARKING - eclipse

DARK HOUSE - a mad house

DARKLING - in the dark

DARKNESS - nighttime; death

DARRAIGN - arrange

DARTING - shooting darts

DASH - to frustrate; to set aside

DAUB - to disguise, cover; to smear; to color

DAUBERY - imposition

DAY-WOMAN - a dairy-maid

DEAD-KILLING - mortal; deadly

DEADLY - death-like; mortally

DEADLY-HANDED - murderous

DEAD-STANDING - eyes fixed and staring like the dead

DEAR - dire

DEARN - lonely

DEBOSHED - debauched, drunken

DECK (1) - to bedew This is probably a form of the verb

DECK (2) - a pack of cards

DECLINE - to incline or lean; to bend

DECLINED - fallen

DEEM - doom, judgment

DEFEAT (1) - to undo, destroy

DEFEAT (2) - destruction

DEFEATURE - disfigurement

DEFENCE - art of fencing

DEFEND - to forbid

DEFENSIBLE - having the power to defend

DEFICIENT - failing; fainting

DEFTLY - dexterously

DEFY - to challenge; to reject

DEFUSE - disorder (King Lear, 14)

DEFUSED - deformed; shapeless

DEGREES - a step

DELAY - to let slip by delaying

DEMERIT - merit, desert

DEMURELY - solemnly

DENAY - denial

DENIER - the 12th part of a French sol coin

DENY - to refuse

DEPART - departure

DEPART - to part

DEPARTING - parting, separation

DEPEND - to be in service

DERIVED - born, descended

DERIVATIVE - inheritance (Winters Tale, 32)

DEROGATE - degraded

DESCANT - a melody

DESIGN - to draw up articles

DESPATCH - to deprive, bereave

DESPERATE - determined, bold

DETECT - to charge, blame

DETERMINE - to conclude

DEVEST - to undress

DICH - a corruption of do it

DIET (1) - course of life; regimen; food

DIET (2) - to feed; to prescribe a diet for

DIFFUSED - confused

DIGRESSING - transgressing, going out of the right way

DIGRESSION - transgression

DIG-YOU-GOOD-DEN - give you good evening

DILDO - the chorus or burden of a song

DINT - stroke

DIRECTION - judgment, skill

DISABLE - to disparage

DISAPPOINTED - unprepared

DISCASE - to undress

DISCONTENT - a malcontent

DISCOURSE - power of reasoning

DISDAINED - disdainful

DISEDGE - to reduce the appetite

DISLIMN - to disfigure, transform

DISME - a tenth or tithe

DISPARK - to destroy a park

DISPITEOUS - pitiless

DISPONGE, DISPUNGE - to squeeze out as from a sponge

DISPOSE (1) - disposal

DISPOSE (2) - to conspire

DISPOSITION - maintenance

DISPUTABLE - inclined to dispute

DISPUTE - to discuss; to resist

DISSEMBLY - Dogberrys misuse of the word assembly (Much Ado 421)

DISTAIN - to soil; to stain; defile

DISTANCE - disagreement; hostility; not close

DISTASTE - to have no taste for; cause disgust

DISTEMPERED - discontented

DISTRACTION - division, detachment

DISTRAUGHT - distracted, mad

DIVERTED - turned from the natural course

DIVISION - a phrase or passage in a melody

DIVULGED - published, spoken of

DOFF - to put off

DOG-APE - a male ape

DOG-DAYS - hottest days of the year, corresponding to the rising of the Dog-star

DOIT - a small Dutch coin

DOLE - share, portion; destiny

DONE - agreed!; ruined, lost

DOTANT - one who dotes, a dotard

DOUT - to do out, quench

DOWLAS - a kind of coarse sacking

DOWLE - the swirl of a feather

DOWN-GYVED - hanging down like gyves or fetters

DRAB - a harlot

DRABBING - whoring

DRAUGHT - a privy

DRAWN - having his sword drawn

DRAWN - drunk, having taken a good draught

DRIBBLING - weak

DRIVE - to rush impetuously

DROLLERY - a puppet-show

DRUMBLE - to dawdle

DRY - severe, hard; dull, stupid; thirsty

DUC-DAME - perhaps the Latin duc-ad-me, bring him to me, but usually regarded as a nonsense word

DUDGEON - a dagger

DULL - not quick or sharp; slow, heavy, drowsy; gloomy; blunt

DULL-EYED - having the eyes dimmed; wanting

DUMP - mournful melody; tune in general

DUN - an old Christian game in which a heavy log was carried by the players; the color of a mouse

DUP - to open

DURANCE - confinement

DUST - particle of dust

DUTEOUS - dutiful; submissive

DWELL - to remain; to stand on

DWINDLE - to become smaller and smaller; waste away; shrink (invented by Shk, Macbeth 13)
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EAGER - PUNGENT; sour; ardent

EAGLE - an ensign of the Roman army; an emblem of Jupiter

EAGLE-SIGHTED - having sight strong enough to stare into the sun without going blind

EAN - to yean; to bring forth young

EANLING - a young lamb

EAR - to plough

EAR-KISSING - private; whispered

EASEFUL - restful

EASILY - without difficulty; smoothly, freely

EAVES - the clipt edge of a thatched roof

EBB - to decline, decay

EBON - black, ebony

EBREW - common spelling of Hebrew in the Renaissance

ECHE - to eke out

ECHO - mountain nymph (from Greek mythology)

ECSTASY - state of frenzy; extreme delight; madness

EER - contraction of ever

EFFECT (1) - end result; drift, tenor; expression; intimation

EFFECT (2) - (vb) to produce; to give effect

EFFUSE - pouring out

EFT - ready, convenient

EFTSOONS - shortly, soon

EGAL - equal

EGLANTINE - sweet-briar

EGMA - used mistakenly for enigma in LLL 3175

EGREGIOUS - very great

EISEL - vinegar

EKE (1) - to increase; to add; to supplement

EKE (2) - (avb) also

ELD - old age

ELF - to mat the hair together

EMBALLING - the ceremony of carrying the ball at a coronation (invented by Shk)

EMBASSADOR - ambassador

EMBASSAGE - errand

EMBATTLE - to engage in combat

EMBOSSED - swollen; foaming at the mouth

EMBOWELLED - disembowelled, emptied

EMBRASURE - embrace

EMBRUE - old spelling of imbrue

EMINENCE - exalted station

EMPERY - empire

EMULATION - jealousy, mutiny

EMULOUS - jealous

ENCAVE - to place oneself in a cave

ENCHAFED - excited, irritated

END - conclusion, close; death, destruction

ENFEOFF - to place in possession in fee simple

ENGINE - a machine of war

ENGLUT - to swallow

ENGROSS - to write out in legal hand; to collect; to monopolize

ENGROSSMENT - quantity collected

ENKINDLE - to make keen

ENLARD - to fatten

ENMEW - to shut up, as a hawk is shut up in a mew

ENSCONCE - to cover as with a fort

ENSEAMED - fat, rank

ENSHIELD - hidden

ENTERTAIN - to keep up; to treat; to occupy (time)

ENTERTAINMENT - way of spending time; reception of guests (treatment of guests)

ENTREATMENTS - interviews

EPHESIAN - a toper, a cant term

EQUIPAGE - attendance

EREWHILE - a short time since

ERCLES - Hercules

ESCOT - to pay a mans reckoning, to maintain

ESPERANCE - hope, used as a war-cry

ESPIAL - a scout or spy

ESTIMATION - conjecture

ESTRIDGE - ostridge

ETERNE - eternal

EVEN - coequal

EVEN - to equal

EXAMINE - to question

EXCREMENT - outgrowth (of hair)

EXECUTOR - an executioner

EXEMPT - excluded

EXERCISE - a religious service

EXHALE - to hale or draw out

EXHIBITION - allowance, pension

EXIGENT - death, ending

EXION - mistakenly used for action by Mrs Quickly in 2KH4 2134

EXPECT - expectation

EXPEDIENCE - expedition, undertaking

EXPEDIENT - expeditious, swift

EXPIATE - to end

EXPOSTULATE - to expound, discuss

EXPOSTURE - exposure

EXPRESS - to reveal

EXPULSE - to expel

EXSUFFICATE - contemptible

EXTEND - to seize

EXTENT - a seizure

EXTERN - outward

EXTIRP - to root out, extirpate

EXTRACTING - distracting

EXTRAUGHT - extracted, descended

EXTRAVAGANT - foreign, wandering

EXTREMES - extravagance of conduct

EYAS - a young hawk taken from the nest for training

EYAS-MUSKET - nest-bird, used to mean sprightly child

EYE - the organ of sight; attributed to the heavenly bodies; sight, a slight shade or tinge

EYE - (vb) to appear to the eye

EYE-WINK, EYE-BEAM - look, glance

EYE-GLASS - the lens of the eye

EYESTRINGS - the nerves and tendons of the eyes
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FACINOROUS - WICKED

FACT - guilt

FACTIOUS - instant, importunate

FACULTY - essential virtue or power

FADGE - to suit

FADING - a kind of ending to a song

FAIN - glad

FAIN - gladly

FAIR - beauty

FAITOR - a traitor

FAll - to let fall

FALLOW - fawn-coloured

FALSE - falsehood

FALSING - deceptive

FAMILIAR - a familiar spirit

FANCY -

FANCY-FREE - untouched by love

FANG - to seize in the teeth

FANTASTIC - a fantastical person

FAP - drunk

FAR - farther

FARCED - stuffed

FARDEL - a burden

FARTUOUS - used ridiculously for  virtuous

FAST - assuredly, unalterably

FAT - dull

FAVOUR - countenance

FEAR - the object of fear

FEAR - to affright

FEARFUL - subject to fear, timorous

FEAT - dexterous

FEAT - to make fine

FEATER - comp degree more neatly

FEATLY - nimbly, daintily

FEATURE - beauty

FEDERARY - confederate

FEEDER - agent, servant

FEERE - a companion, husband

FEHEMENTLY - used ridiculously for vehemently

FELL - the hide

FENCE - art or skill in defence

FEODARY - confederate, accomplice

FESTER - to rankle, grow virulent

FESTINATELY - quickly

FET - fetched

FICO - a fig

FIELDED - in the field of battle

FIG - to insult

FIGHTS - screen hung around a ship to conceal the men in battle

FILE - a list or catalogue

FILE - to defile

FILL-HORSE - shaft-horse

FILLS - the shafts

FILTH - a whore

FINE - end

FINE - to make fine or specious

FINELESS - endless

FIRAGO - ridiculously used for Virago

FIRE-DRAKE - Will o the Wisp

FIRE-NEW - with the glitter of novelty on, like newly-

FIRK - to chastise

FIT - a canto or division of a song

FITCHEW - a polecat

FIVES - a disease incident to horses

FLAP-DRAGON - raisins in burning brandy

FLAP-JACK - a pan-cake

FLAT - certain

FLATNESS - lowness, depth

FLAW - a gust of wind

FLAW - to make a flaw in, to break

FLECKED - spotted, streaked

FLEET - to float

FLEETING - inconstant

FLESHMENT - excitement resulting from a first success

FLEWED - furnished with hanging lips, as hounds are

FLIGHT - a particular mode of practising archery

FLIRT-GILL - a light woman

FLOTE - wave, sea

FLOURISH - an ornament

FLOURISH - to ornament, disguise with ornament

FLUSH - fresh, full of vigour

FOIL - defeat, disadvantage

FOIN - to fence, fight

FOISON - plenty

FOND - foolish, foolishly affectionate

FOOT-CLOTH - a saddle-cloth hanging down to the ground

FOR - for that, because

FORBID - accursed, outlawed

FORBODE - forbidden

FORCE - to stuff, for farce

FORCED - falsely attributed

FORDO - to kill, destroy

FOREIGN - obliged to live abroad

FOREPAST - former

FORESLOW - to delay

FORFEND - to forbid

FORGETIVE - inventive

FORKED - horned

FORMAL - regular, retaining its proper and essential

FORSPEAK - to speak against

FORSPENT - exhausted, weary

FORTHRIGHT - a straight path; forthright

FORWEARY - to weary, exhaust

FOSSET-SELLER - one who sells the pipes inserted into a vessel

FOX - a sword; a cant word

FOX-SHIP - the cunning of the fox

FRAMPOLD - peevish, unquiet

FRANK - the feeding place of swine

FRANKED - confined

FRANKLIN - a freeholder, a small squire

FRAUGHT - freighted

FRAUGHTAGE - freight

FRAUGHTING - to fraught; foarming the cargo

FRESH - a spring of fresh water

FRET - the stop of a guitar

FRET - to wear away

FRIEND - to befriend

FRIPPERY - an old-clothes shop

FROM - prep contrary to

FRONT - to affront, oppose

FRONTIER - opposition

FRONTLET - that which is worn on the forehead

FRUSH - to break or bruise

FRUSTRATE - frustrated

FUB OFF - to put off

FULFILL - to fill full

FULL - complete

FULLAM - a loaded die

FULSOME - lustful

FURNISHED - equipped

FURNITOR - furnitory, an herb
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GABERDINE - A loose outer coat, or smock frock

GAD - a sharp spike

GAIN-GIVING - misgiving

GAIT - going, steps

GALLIARD - a kind of dance

GALLIASSE - a kind of ship

GALLIMAUFRY - a ridiculous medley

GALLOW - to scare

GALLOWGLASS - soldiers formerly maintained by Irish chiefs

GAMESTER - a frolicsome person

GARBOIL - disorder, uproar

GARISH - gaudy, staring

GARNER - to lay by, as corn in a barn

GAST - frightened

GAUDY - festive

GAZE - an object of wonder

GEAR - matter of business of any kind

GECK - a fool

GENERAL - the generality, common people

GENERATIONS - children

GENEROSITY - noble birth

GENEROUS - noble

GENTILITY - good manners

GENTLE - gentlefolk

GENTLE - noble

GENTLE - to ennoble

GENTRY - complaisance, conduct becoming gentlefolk

GERMAN - akin

GERMEN - seed, embryo

GEST - period

GIB - a he-cat

GIFTS - talents, endowment

GIGLOT - a wanton girl

GILDER - a coin

GILT - money

GIMMAL - double

GIMMOR - contrivance

GING - gang

GIRD - to gibe

GIRD - a sarcasm or gibe

GLEEK - to scoff

GLEEK - a scoff

GLOSE - to comment; hence, to be garrulous

GLUT - to swallow

GNARL - to snarl

GOOD-DEED - indeed

GOOD-DEN - good-evening, contracted from Good-even

GORBELLIED - corpulent

GOURD - a species of game of chance

GOUT - a drop

GOVERNMENT - discretion

GRACIOUS - abounding in grace Divine

GRAINED - engrained

GRAMERCY - int grand mercy, much thanks

GRANGE - the farmstead attached to a monastery

GRATILLITY - used ridiculously for gratuity

GRATULATE - to congratulate

GRAVE - to bury

GREASILY - grossly

GREEK - a bawd

GREEN - immature, fresh, unused

GREENLY - foolishly

GREET - to weep

GRIZE - a step

GROSSLY - palpably

GROUNDLING - one who sits in the pit of a theatre

GROWING - accruing

GUARD - decoration

GUARD - to decorate

GUARDAGE - guardianship

GUINEA-HEN - the pintado, a cant term

GULES - red, a term in heraldry

GULF - the throat

GUN-STONE - a cannon ball

GUST - taste, relish

GYVE - to fetter
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HA - SHORTENED form of have

HABITUDE - condition of the body

HACK - to become cheap or vulgar (really of uncertain meaning, used in Wiv 2152)

HAGGARD (1) - a wild hawk

HAGGARD (2) - unprincipled; wild (adv)

HAG-SEED - seed or offspring of a hag

HAI, HAY - a thrust in fencing Rom 2427

HAIR - course, order, grain

HALBERD - battle-axe fastened to a long pole

HALCYON - a bird The Elizabethans believed that the halcyon had the power to calm the sea - hence the term halcyon days

HALF-CAPS - a hat tipped slightly as a greeting

HALF-CHEEK - side-face

HALF-FACE - thin face

HALF-KIRTLE - jacket; petticoat

HALF-PART - half

HALFPENCE - little pieces

HALF-SUPPD - half-satisfied

HALF-SWORD - within half the length of a sword

HALF-WORLD - hemisphere

HALIDOM - holiness, salvation, Christian fellowship

HALL - an open space to dance in

HALLOWMAS - All Hallows Day

HAP - chance, fortune

HAPPILY - accidentally

HANDSAW - perhaps a corruption of Heronshaw; a hern

HARDIMENT - defiance, brave deeds

HARLOCK - charlock, wild mustard

HARRY - to annoy, harass

HAUGHT - haughty

HAUNT - company

HAVING - property, fortune

HAVIOUR - behavior

HAY - a term in fencing

HEADBOROUGH - a parish officer (an officer for the church) having the same functions as a petty police constable

HEADY - violent, headlong

HEAT - of to heat, heated

HEBENON - henbane

HEFT - a heaving

HEFT - furnished with a handle

HELM - to steer, manage

HENCE - henceforward

HENCHMAN - a page or attendant

HENT - to seize, take

HERMIT - a beadsman, one bound to pray for another

HEST - command

HIGH - used in composition with adjectives to heighten

HIGHT - called

HILD - held

HILDING - a paltry fellow

HINT - suggestion

HIREN - a prostitute with a pun on the word iron

HIT - to agree

HOISE - to hoist, heave up on high

HOIST - hoisted

HOLP - to help; helped

HOME - to the utmost

HONEST - chaste

HONESTY - chastity

HONEY-STALKS - the red clover

HOODMAN-BLIND - the game now called blindmans-buff

HORN-MAD - probably, harn-mad, that is, brain-mad

HOROLOGE - a clock

HOT-HOUSE - a brothel

HOX - to hamstring

HUGGER-MUGGER - secresy

HULL - to drift on the sea like a wrecked ship

HUMOROUS - fitful, or, perhaps, hurried

HUNT-COUNTER - to follow the scent the wrong way

HUNTS-UP - the name of a song used in hunting

HURLY - noise, confusion

HURTLE - to clash

HURTLING - noise, confusion

HUSBANDRY - frugality

HUSWIFE - woman who manages a household
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ICE-BROOK - AN icy-cold brook

IFECKS - int in faith, a euphemism

IGNOMY - ignominy

IMAGE - representation

IMBARE - to bare, lay open

IMMEDIACY - close connexion

IMMOMENT - unimportant

IMP - to graft to splice a falcons broken feathers

IMP - a scion, a child

IMPAWN - to stake, compromise

IMPEACH - to bring into question

IMPEACH - impeachment

IMPEACHMENT - cause of censure, hindrance

IMPERCEIVERANT - duff of perception

IMPETICOS - to pocket

IMPORTANCE - importunity

IMPORTANT - importunate

IMPORTING - significant

IMPOSE - imposition, meaning command or task imposed

IMPOSITIONS - command

IMPRESE - a device with a motto

IMPRESS - to compel to serve

INCAPABLE - unconscious

INCARNARDINE - to dye red

INCENSED - incited, egged on

INCH-MEAL - by inch-meal, by portions of inches

INCLINING - compliant

INCLINING - inclination

INCLIP - to embrace

INCLUDE - conclude

INCONY - fine, delicate

INCORRECT - ill-regulated

IND - India

INDENT - to compound or bargain

INDEX - a preface

INDIFFERENT - ordinary

INDIGEST - disordered

INDITE - to invite

INDUCTION - introduction, beginning

INDURANCE - delay

INFINITE - infinite power

INGRAFT - to engraff, engrafted

INHABITABLE - uninhabitable

INHERIT - to possess

INHOOPED - penned up in hoops

INKLE - a kind of narrow fillet or tape

INLAND - civilized, well-educated

INLY - inward

INLY - inwardly

INQUISITION - enquiry

INSANE - that which causes insanity

INSCONCE - to arm, fortify

INSTANCE - example

INTEND - to pretend

INTENDING - regarding

INTENDMENT - intention

INTENTIVELY - attentively

INTERESSED - allied

INTERMISSION - pause, delay

INTRENCHMENT - not capable of being cut

INTRINSE - intricate

INTRINSICATE - intricate

INVENTION - imagination

INWARD - an intimate friend

INWARDNESS - intimacy

IRREGULOUS - lawless, licentious

ITERATION - reiteration
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JACK - A mean fellow

JACK-A-LENT - a puppet thrown for fun at Lent

JACK-AN-APES - Jack o lantern

JACK GUARDANT - a jack in office

JADE - to whip, to treat with contempt

JANUS - two-headed

JAPE - rude joke

JAR (1) - the ticking of a clock

JAR (2) - to tick as a clock

JAUNCE - to prance

JERKIN - sheriffs coat

JESS - a strap of leather

JEST - to tilt in a tournament

JET - to strut

JOHN-A-DREAMS - a daydreamer

JOURNAL - daily

JOVIAL - appertaining to Jove

JUDICIOUS - critical

JUMP - to agree

JUMP - hazard

JUMP - exactly, nicely

JUSTICER - a judge, magistrate

JUT - to encroach

JUTTY - a projection

JUTTY - to jut out beyond

JUVENAL - youth, young man
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KAM - CROOKED

KECKSY - hemlock

KEECH - a lump of fat

KEEL (1) - to skin

KEEL (2) - cool

KEEP - to restrain

KEISAR - Emperor

KENNEL - to restrain

KERN - the rude foot soldiers of the Irish

KIBE - a chilblain

KICKSHAW - a made dish

KICKSY WICKSY - a wife, used in disdain

KILN-HOLE - the ash-hole under a kiln

KIND - nature

KINDLE - to bring forth young; used only of beasts

KINDLESS - unnatural

KINDLY - natural

KIRTLE - a gown

KNAP - to snap, crack

KNAVE - a boy; serving-man

KNOT - a figure in garden beds

KNOW - to acknowledge
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LABRAS - LIPS

LACED-MUTTON - a courtesan

LAG - the lowest of the people

LAG - late, behindhand

LAKIN - ladykin, little lady, an endearing term applied

LAND-DAMN - perhaps to extirpate

LAPSED - taken, apprehended

LARGE - licentious, free

LARGESS - a present

LASS-LORN - deserted by a mistress

LATCH - to smear

LATED - belated

LATTEN - made of brass

LAUND - lawn

LAVOLTA - a dance

LAY - wager

LEAGUE - besieging army

LEASING - lying

LEATHER-COATS - a kind of apple

LEECH - a physician

LEER - countenance, complexion

LEET - a manor court

LEGE - to allege

LEGERITY - lightness

LEIGER - an ambassador resident abroad

LEMAN - a lover or mistress

LENTEN - meagre

LENVOY - the moral at the end of a tale

LET - to hinder

- to binder

LET - hindrance

LETHE - death

LEVEL - to aim

LEVEL - that which is aimed at

LEWD - ignorant, foolish

LEWDLY - wickedly

LEWDSTER - a lewd person

LIBBARD - a leopard

LIBERAL - licentious

LIBERTY - libertinism

LICENCE - licentiousness

LIEF - dear

LIFTER - a thief

LIGHT O LOVE - a tune so called

LIGHTLY - easily, generally

LIKE - to please

LIKE - to liken, compare

LIKE - likely

LIKELIHOOD - promise, appearance

LIKING - condition

LIMBECK - an alembick, a still

LIMBO - or Limbo patrum, the place where good men under

LIME - bird-lime

LIME - to entangle as with bird-lime

LIMN - to draw

LINE - to cover on the inside

LINSTOCK - a staff with a match at the end

LIST - a margin, hence a bound or enclosure

LITHER - lazy

LITTLE - miniature

LIVELIHOOD - appearance of life

LIVERY - a law phrase, signifying the act of delivering

LIVING - lively, convincing

LOACH - a fish so called

LOB - a looby

LOCKRAM - a sort of coarse linen

LODE-STAR - the leading-star, pole-star

LOFFE - to laugh

LOGGATS - the game called nine-pins

LONGLY - longingly

LOOF - to lull, bring a vessel up to the wind

LOON - a low contemptible fellow

LOT - a prize in a lottery

LOTTERY - that which falls to a man by lot

LOWT - a clown

LOWT - to treat one as a lowt, with contempt

LOZEL - a spendthrift

LUBBER - a leopard

LUCE - n the pike or jack, a fresh-water fish

LUMPISH - duff, dejected

LUNES - fits of lunacy

LURCH - to defeat, to win

LURCH - to shift, to play tricks

LURE - something stuffed to resemble a bird

LUSH - juicy, luxuriant

LUSTIG - lusty, cheerful

LUXURIOUS - lascivious

LUXURY - lust

LYM - a slow hound
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MACE - STAFF carried by a sergeant

MACHINE - bodily frame

MACULATE - stained, polluted

MAD-BRED - produced by madness

MADE-UP - accomplished (Tim51103)

MADRIGAL - short lyrical poem

MAGNIFICO - the chief magistrate at Venice

MAGOT-PIE - a magpie

MAHU - name of a daemon

MAID-PALE - white-complexioned

MAIL - covered as with a coat of mail

MAIN-COURSE - a sea-term for the mainsail

MAINLY - forcible, violently

MAINTENANCE - bearing, demeanour

MAKE - to do up, bar

MALKIN - untidy servant-woman, slut

MALLECHO - mischief

MALMSEY - a sweet fortified wine originally made in Greece

MALMSEY-BUTT - a cask of sweet wine containing the heads of two hogs

MALMSEY-NOSE - red-nosed

MALT-HORSE - heavy kind of horse - used as a term of abuse

MAMMERING - wavering, hesitating

MAMMETS - a doll or puppet; womans breasts

MAMMOCK - to break into fragments

MAN - to tame a hawk

MANAGE - management

MANDRAGORA - mandrake, the poisonous plant

MANDRAKE - poisonous plant known for its narcotic properties

MANE - used to describe the crests of waves

MANKIND - having a masculine nature

MAN-QUELLER - murderer

MANTLE (1) - vegetable coating on the surface of stagnant water

MANTLE (2) - vb to cover, envelope

MAPPERY - map-making

MARBLE (1) - metamorphic rock formed by alteration of limestone or dolomite

MARBLE (2) - hard-hearted

MARCANTANT - corruption of merchant

MARCHES - frontiers, borders

MARCHPANE - a kind of sweet biscuit made of almond-paste

MARGENT - margin; edge, border

MARISH - marsh, swamp

MARL - clay, earth

MARMOSET - small monkey

MARRY (1) - vb to join closely

MARRY (2) - name of the Blessed Virgin used as an oath

MARRY TRAP - an oath

MARSHALSEA - prison in Southwark

MART - meeting of people to exchange goods; traffic; bargain

MARTLEMAS - the Feast of St Martin

MARTLET - swallow or house-martin

MASTERDOM - absolute control

MATCH - an appointment

MATE - to confound, dismay

MEACOCK - tame, cowardly

MEALED - mingled

MEAN - instrument used to promote an end

MEAN - the tenor part in a harmony

MEAN - opportunity, power

MEASURE - distance of a fencer from his opponent; limit; moderation; metre; dance; to judge; to tread

MEAZEL - a leper, spoken in contempt of a mean person

MEDAL - a portrait in a locket

MEDICINE - a physician

MEED - reward, hire

MEHERCLE - by Hercules

MEINY - retinue

MELL - to mix, to meddle

MEMORISE - to cause to be remembered

MEPHISTOPHILUS - the name of a familiar spirit

MERCATANTE - a foreign trader

MERELY - simply, absolutely

MESS - a company of four

METAPHYSICAL - supernatural

METE-YARD - measuring-wand

MEW UP - to confine

MICHER - a truant

MICKLE - much

MILK-LIVERED - cowardly

MILKY - timid, weak

MILL-SIXPENCE - a milled sixpence

MIMIC - burlesque actor

MINCE - to do any thing affectedly

MINCING - affected

MIRTH - fun; object of merriment

MISCREATE - illegitimate

MISDOUBT - to suspect

MISERY - avarice

MISPRISE - to despise

MISPRISION - mistake

MISSIVE - messenger

MISTEMPERED - angry

MISTHINK - to think ill of

MISTRESS - the jack in bowling

MOBLED - muffled

MODERN - commonplace

MODULE - a model, image

MOE - and more Of frequent occurrence

MOIETY - a portion; small part, lesser portion

MOME - a stupid person

MOMENTANY - momentary

MONTHS-MIND - a monthly commemoration of the dead

MOOD - anger

MOON-CALF - a nick-name applied to Caliban

MOONISH - inconstant

MOP - nod

MORISCO - a Moor

MORRIS-PIKE - Moorish-pike

MORT - death; sound of the horn signalling the slaughter of game

MORT-DU-VINAIGRE - a ridiculous oath

MORTAL - fatal, deadly

MORTIFIED - ascetic

MOSE - a doubtful word, applied to some disease

MOTION - solicitation

MOTION - a puppet

MOTIVE - one who moves

MOTLEY - or the many-coloured coat of a fool

MOTLEY-MINDED - foolish

MOUSE-HUNT - a weasel

MOW - to make grimaces

MOY - imaginary name of a coin in Hen V

MUCH - approximately

MUNITION - military stores

MURE - a wall

MURRAIN - plague

MUSCADEL - strong sweet wine

MUSET - a gap in a fence or shrub

MUST - a scramble

MUTINE - to mutiny

MUTINE - a mutineer

MYRMIDON - from the warlike race of Thessaly
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NAPKIN - A handkerchief

NATURAL - an idiot

NAYWARD - towards denial

NAYWORD - a catch-word, by-word

NEB - the beak

NEELD - a needle

NEIF - hand

NEPHEW - a grandson

NETHER-STOCKS - stockings

NEXT - nearest

NICE - foolish

NICK - score or reckoning

NICK - to brand with folly

NIGHTED - black as night

NIGHT-RULE - nightly solemnity

NINE MENS MORRIS - a place set apart for a Moorish dance

NINNY - a fool, jester

NOBILITY - nobleness

NOBLE - a coin, worth 6s 8d

NODDY - a dolt

NONCE - for the nonce, corrupted from for then once,

NOOK-SHOTTEN - indented with bays and creeks

NOURISH - a nurse

NOVUM - a game at dice

NOWL - head

NUTHOOK - a hook for pulling down nuts, hence a thief

NUZZLING, pr p nosing
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O - A circle

OAR - to row as with oars

OBSEQUIOUS - behaving as becomes one who attends funeral

OBSEQUIOUSLY - funereally

OBSTACLE - ridiculously used for obstinate

OCCUPATION - persons occupied in business

OCCURENT - an incident

ODS BODY - Gods body

OEILLIAD - an amorous glance

OERPARTED - having too important a part to act

OER-RAUGHT - overreached

OFFERING - challenging

OFFICE - benefit, kindness

OLD - a cant term for great

ONCE - some time

ONEYER - a banker A doubtful word

OPE - open

OPE - to open

OPEN - plain

OPEN - to give tongue as a hound

OPERANT - active

OPINIONED - used ridiculously for pinioned

OPPOSITE - adversary

OPPOSITION - combat

OR - before

ORDER - measures

ORDINANCE - rank, order

ORGULOUS - proud

ORT - leaving, refuse

OSTENT - show, appearance

OSTENTATION - show, appearance

OUNCE - a beast of prey of the tiger kind

OUPHE - a fairy

OUSEL-COCK - the blackbird

OUT - all out, fully

OUT-LOOK - to face down

OUTWARD - not in the secret of affairs

OUTWARD - outside

OWE - to own
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PACK - TO conspire; a gang

PACK - to depart; load

PADDOCK - a toad

PAID - punished

PALE - to enclose

PALL - to cover as with a pall

PALLED - impaired

PALLIAMENT - white gown of a Roman official

PALMER - one who bears a palm-branch

PALMY - victorious

PARCELLED - belonging to individuals

PARD - the leopard

PARITOR - an apparitor

PARLE - talk

PARLOUS - perilous

PARTED - endowed, gifted

PARTIZAN - a pike

PASH - the face

PASH - to strike violently, to bruise, crush

PASS - to practice

PASSANT - a term of heraldry, applied to animals

- represented on the shield as passing by at a trot

PASSING - surpassingly, exceedingly

PASSION - to have feelings

PASSIONATE - to suffer

PASSY-MEASURE - a kind of dance

PASTRY - the room where pastry was made

PATCH - a mean fellow

PATCHED - dressed in motley

PATCHERY - trickery

PATH - to walk

PATHETICAL - affected, hypocritical

PATIENT - to make patient, to compose

PATINE - the metal disc on which the bread is placed

PATTERN - to give an example of

PAUCA VERBA - few words

PAUCAS - few, a cant word

PAVIN - a dance

PAX - a small image of Christ

PAY - to despatch

PEAT - a term of endearment for a child

PEDASCULE - a pedant, schoolmaster

PEER - to peep out

PEIZE - to balance, weigh down

PELTING - paltry

PERDU - lost

PERDURABLE - durable

PERDY - a euphemism for Par Dieu

PERFECT - certain

PERFECT - to inform perfectly

PERIAPTS - charms worn round the neck

PERJURE - a perjured person

PERSEVER - to persevere

PERSPECTIVE - a telescope, or some sort of optical glass

PEW-FELLOW - a comrade

PHEEZE - to comb, fleece, curry

PIA-MATER - the membrane covering the brain, the brain

PICK - to pitch, throw

PICKED - chosen, selected

PICKERS - (and stealers), the fingers, used ridiculously

PICKING - insignificant

PICKT-HATCH - a place noted for brothels Merry Wives

PIED - motley-coated

PIELED - shaven

PLIGHT - pitched

PILCHER - a scabbard

PILL - to pillage

PIN - a malady of the eye

PINFOLD - a pound, a place to confine lost cattle

PIONED - digged

PLACKET - a petticoat-front

PLAIN SONG - a simple air

PLAITED - intricate

PLANCHED - made of boards

PLANTATION - colonizing, planting a colony

PLAUSIVE - plausible

PLEACHED - interwoven

POINT - a lace furnished with a tag by which the

- breeches were held up

POINT-DE-VICE - faultless

POISE - balance

POLLED - bare

POMANDER - a perfumed ball

POMEWATER - a kind of apple

POOR-JOHN - a herring

POPINJAY - a parrot

PORT - pomp, state

PORT - a gate

PORTABLE - bearable

PORTANCE - conduct, behavior

POSSESS - to inform

POTCH - to push violently

POTENT - a potentate

POUNCET-BOX - a box for holding perfumes

POWER - forces, army

PRACTISE - wicked stratagem

PRACTISANT - a confederate

PRANK - to dress up

PRECEPT - a justices summons

PRECIOUSLY - in business of great importance

PREGNANCY - fertility of invention

PREGNANT - fertile of invention

PRENOMINATE - to name beforehand, to prophesy

PRE-ORDINANCE - old-established law

PRESENCE - the presence-chamber

PREST - ready

PRETENCE - design

PRETEND - to portend

PREVENT - to anticipate

PRICK - the mark denoting the hour on a dial

PRICK - to incite

PRICK-SONG - music sung in parts by note

PRICKET - a stag of two years

PRIDE - heat

PRIG - to steal

PRIME - rank, lecherous

PRIMER - more-important

PRIMERO - a game at cards

PRINCIPALITY - that which holds the highest place

PRINCOX - a coxcomb

PRISER - a prize-fighter

PROCURE - to bring

PREFACE - interj much good may it do you

PROFANE - outspoken

PROGRESS - a royal ceremonial journey

PROJECT - to shape or contrive

PROMPTURE - suggestion

PRONE - ready, willing

PROOF - strength of manhood

PROPAGATE - to advance, to forward

PROPAGATION - obtaining

PROPER-FALSE - natural falsehood

PROPERTIED - endowed with the properties of

PROPERTIES - scenes, dresses, &c used in a theatre

PROPERTY - to take possession of

PROPOSE - to suppose, for the sake of argument

PROPOSE - conversation

PROROGUE - to defer

PROVAND - provender

PROVISION - forecast

PUCELLE - a virgin, the name given to Joan of Arc

PUDENCY - modesty

PUGGING - thieving

PUN - to pound

PURCHASE - to acquire, win

PURCHASE - gain, winnings

PUT - to compel

PUTTER-ON - an instigator

PUTTER-OUT - one who lends money at interest

PUTTING-ON - instigation

PUTTOCK - a kite
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QUAIL - TO faint, be languid, be afraid

QUAINT - curiously beautiful

QUAKE - to cause to quake or tremble

QUALIFY - to moderate

QUALITY - those of the same nature

QUARREL - a suit, cause

QUARRY - game, a heap of game

QUART DECU - a quarter crown

QUARTER - the post allotted to a soldier

QUAT - a pimple; used in contempt of a person

QUEASY - squeamish, unsettled

QUELL - murder

QUENCH - to grow cool

QUERN - a hand-mill

QUEST - enquiry, search, inquest, jury

QUESTRIST - one who goes in search of another

QUICK - living, alive; running; hasty

QUICKEN - to come to life

QUIDDIT - a subtle question

QUILLET - quidebet, a subtle case in law

QUINTAIN - a post for tilting at

QUIP - sharp jest, a taunt

QUIRE - to sing in concert

QUIT - to requite, respond

QUIT - past tense of the verb to quit, quitted

QUITANCE - requital

QUIVER - active

QUOTE - to note
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RABATO - A ruff

RABBIT-SUCKER - a weasel

RACE - breed; inherited nature

RACK - wreck

RACK - to enhance the price of anything

RAG - a term of contempt applied to persons

RAKE - to cover

RAPT - transported with emotion

RAPTURE - a fit

RASCAL - a lean deer

RASH - quick, violent

RATE - opinion, judgment

RATE - to assign, to value

RATOLORUM - a ludicrous mistake for Rotulorum

RAUGHT - past tense of reach

RAVIN - ravenous

RAVIN - to devour

RAWLY - inadequately

RAWNESS - unprovided state

RAYED - arrayed, served

RAZED - slashed

REAR-MOUSE - the bat

REBATE - to deprive of keenness

REBECK - a three-stringed fiddle

RECEIPT - money received

RECEIVING - capacity

RECHEAT - a point of the chase to call back the hounds

RECORD - to sing

RECORDER - a flute

RECURE - to cure, recover

RED-LATTICE - lattice painted red, usually outside an ale-house

RED-PLAGUE - erysipelas

REDUCE - to bring back

REECHY - smoky, dirty

REFELL - to refute

REFER - to reserve to

REGIMENT - government

REGREET - a salutation

REGREET - to salute

REGUERDON - requital

RELATIVE - applicable

REMEMBER - to remind

REMORSE - pity

REMORSEFUL - full of pity, compassionate

REMOTION - removal

REMOVED - sequestered, remote

RENDER - to describe you

RENDER - account

RENEGE - to renounce, to deny

REPAIR - to renovate, comfort

REPEAL - to reverse the sentence of exile

REPROOF - confutation

REPUGN - to resist

REQUIEM - mass for the dead

RESOLVE - to satisfy

RESPECT - consideration

RESPECTIVE - respectful, thoughtful

RESPECTIVE - corresponding

RESPECTIVELY - respectfully

RETAILED - handed down

RETIRE - retreat

RETIRE - to draw back

REVERB - to echo

REVOLT - a rebel

RIB - to enclose as within ribs

RID - to destroy

RIFT - to split

RIFT - a split

RIGGISH - wanton

RIGOL - a circle

RIPE - drunk

RIVAGE - the shore

RIVAL - a partner

RIVALITY - equal rank

RIVE - to fire

ROAD - the high road, applied to a common woman

ROISTING - roistering, violent

ROMAGE - unusual stir

RONVON - a term of contempt applied to a woman

ROOD - the crucifix

ROOK - a cheater

ROPERY - roguery

ROPE-TRICKS - tricks such as are played by a rope-dancer

ROUND (1) - circle; circular movement

ROUND (2) - to finish off; to hem

ROUND (3) - to whisper

ROUNDEL - a dance or song

ROUNDURE - an enclosure

ROUSE - carousal

ROYNISH - mangy

RUBIOUS - ruddy

RUDDOCK - the redbreast

RUSH - to push

RUSHLING - rustling
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SA - REPEATED, incites to sudden action

SACRIFICIAL - reverent, as words used in religious worship

SACRING-BELL - a bell rung at mass

SAD - serious

SADLY - seriously

SADNESS - seriousness

SAFE - to make safe

SAG - to hang down

SALT - lascivious

SALT - taste

SANDED - marked with yellow spots

SANS - without

SAUCY - lascivious

SAW - a moral saying

SAY - silken

SAY - assay, taste, relish

SCAFFOLDAGE - the gallery of a theatre

SCALD - scurvy, scabby

SCALE - to weigh in scales

SCALL - a scab, a word of reproach

SCAMBLE - to scramble

SCAMEL - probably a misprint for sea-mel, sea-mew

SCAN - to examine subtly

SCANT (1) - to cut short, to spare

SCANT (2) - to put, to reduce; to limit

SCANTLING - a small portion

SCAPE - to escape

SCAPE - a sally

SCATHE - injury

SCATHE - to injure

SCATHFUL - destructive

SCONCE - the head

SCOTCH - to bruise or cut slightly

SCRIMER - a fencer

SCROYLE - a scabby fellow

SCULL - a shoal of fish

SCURVY - scabby; metaph mean

SEAL - to set ones seal to a deed; hence, to confirm

SEAM - fat

SEAMY - showing the seam or sewing

SEAR - scorched, withered

SEAR - to stigmatise

SEARCH - to seek; to probe; to penetrate

SEATED - fixed, confirmed

SECT - party, faction; rank, class of people

SECURELY - inconsiderately

SEEL - to close

SEELING - closing, blinding

SEEMING - seemly, becomingly

SEEMING - outward manner and appearance

SEEN - versed, instructed

SELD - seldom

SELF-BOUNTY - native goodness

SEMBLABLY - alike

SENIORY - seniority

SENNET - a flourish of trumpets

SEPULCHRE - to bury

SEQUESTRATION - separation

SERE - dry

SERJEANT - a bailiff

SERPIGO - a cutaneous disease

SERVICEABLE - active in service

SERVILE - subject to

SETEBOS - the name of a fiend

SETTER - one who decoys people who are to be robbed

SEVERAL - land which is not common but appropriated

SHAME - to be ashamed

SHAME - modesty

SHARDS - shreds, broken fragments of pottery

SHARDS - the sheaths of the wings of insects; patch of dung; fragment of pottery

SHARKED - snatched up, as a shark does his prey

SHEEN - brilliancy

SHEER - pure, clear

SHENT - rebuked, blamed

SHERIFFS-POST - a post at the door of a sheriff

SHIVE - slice

SHOT - the reckoning at an ale-house

SHOUGHS - shaggy dogs

SHOULDERED - plunged

SHOVEL-BOARD - game played with sliding metal pieces

SHREWD - mischievous

SHRIFT - confession

SHRIVE - to confess

SHRIVING-TIME - time for confession

SHROUD - to enshroud oneself, cover oneself up

SIDE-SLEEVES - loose hanging sleeves

SIEGE - seat; rank; excrement

SIGHT - an aperture in a helmet

SIGHTLESS - invisible

SIGN - to give an omen

SILLY - simple, rustic

SIMULAR - counterfeit, feigned

SINGLE - feeble

SIR - a title applied to a bachelor of arts at the

SITH - since

SITHENCE - since

SIZES - allowances

SKAINS-MATES - scapegraces

SKILL - to be of importance

SKILLESS - ignorant

SKIMBLE-SKAMBLE - rambling, disjointed

SKINKER - a drawer of liquor

SKIRR - to scour

SLACK - slacken

SLAVE - to turn to slavish uses

SLEAVE - floss-silk

SLEDDED - sledged

SLEIDED - untwisted, raw, applied to silk

SLEIGHTS - artifices

SLIPPER - slippery

SLIPS - a kind of noose, or leash

SLIVER - to slice

SLIVER - a slice

SLOPS - loose breeches

SLUBBER - to slur over

SMIRCHED - smeared, soiled

SMOOTH - to flatter

SMOOTHED - flattered, fawned upon

SNEAP - taunt, sarcasm

SNEAPED - pinched

SNECK-UP - go hang!

SNUFF - anger; to take offence

SOFTLY - gently

SOIL - spot, taint

SOLICIT - solicitation

SOLIDARE - a small coin

SOLVE - solution

SOMETIMES - formerly

SOOTH - truth

SOOTH - true

SOREL - a buck of the third year

SORRIEST - most sorrowful

SORRY - sorrowful, dismal

SORT - a company

SORT - to choose

SOT - fool

SOUL-FEARING - soul-terrifying

SOWL - to lug, drag

SOWTER - name of a dog

SPECIALLY - a special contract

SPED - settled, done for

SPEED - fortune

SPERR - to bolt, fasten

SPIAL - spy

SPILL - to destroy

SPILTH - spilling

SPLEEN - the bodily organ; fiery temper; haste; impulse

SPRAG - quick

SPRING - shoot, bud

SPRINGHALT - stringhalt, a disease of horses

SPRITED - haunted

SPURS - roots of trees

SQUANDERED - scattered

SQUARE - to quarrel

SQUARE - the front part of a womans dress, stomacher

SQUARE - equitable

SQUARER - quarreller

SQUASH - an unripe peascod

SQUIER - a square or rule

SQUINY - to squint

STAGGERS - a disease in cattle, attended by giddiness, hence, giddiness

STAIN - to disfigure

STALE - a decoy

STALE - to make stale

STAND UPON - to be incumbent on

STANIEL - an inferior kind of hawk

STARK - stiff

STARKLY - stiffly

STATE - a canopied chair

STATION - attitude

STATIST - a statesman

STATUA - a statue

STATUE - image, picture

STATUTE - security, obligation

STATUTE-CAPS - woollen caps worn by citizens

STAY - a cheque

STEAD - to profit

STEELED - set or fixed

STERNAGE - steerage, course

STICKLER - an arbitrator in combats

STIGMATIC - a deformed person

STIGMATICAL - deformed

STILL - constant

STILL - constantly

STILLY - softly

STINT - to stop

STITHY - a smiths forge

STITHY - to forge

STOCCADO - a stoccata, or thrust in fencing

STOCK - a stocking

STOMACH - courage, stubbornness; angry temper; inclination

STONE-BOW - a cross-bow for throwing stones

STOUP - a cup

STOUT - strong, healthy

STOVER - fodder

STRACHY - A word of doubtful meaning

STRAIGHT - immediately

STRAIN - lineage

STRAITED - straitened

STRANGE - foreign

STRANGENESS - coyness, reserve

STRANGER - foreigner

STRAPPADO - a kind of punishment

STRICTURE - strictness

STROSSERS - trowsers

STUCK - a thrust of a sword

STUCK IN - corruption of stoccata

STUFF - baggage

STUFFED - filled, stored

STY - to lodge as in a sty

SUBSCRIBE - to yield

SUCCESS - issue, consequence

SUCCESSIVE - succeeding

SUCCESSIVELY - in succession

SUDDEN - hasty, rash

SUDDENLY - hastily

SUFFERANCE - suffering

SUGGEST - to tempt, entice

SUGGESTION - temptation, enticement

SUITED - dressed

SULLEN - doleful, melancholy

SUMPTER - a horse that carries provisions on a journey

SUPPOSE - a trick, imposition

SUPPOSED - counterfeit

SURCEASE - to cease

SURCEASE - cessation, end

SURPRISE - to capture by surprise

SUR-REINED - over-worked

SUSPECT - suspicion

SUSPIRE - to breathe

SWABBER - a sweeper of the deck of a ship

SWARTH (1) - dark-complexioned

SWARTH (2) - heap

SWASHER - swaggerer

SWASHING - dashing, smashing

SWATH - The same as swarth

SWATHLING - swaddling

SWAY - to move on

SWEAR - to adjure

SWEAR OVER - to out-swear

SWIFT - ready, quick

SWINGE-BUCKLER - a bully
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TABLE - A tablet, note-book

TABLE-BOOK - note-book

TABLES - backgammon

TABOUR - a small side-drum

TABOURER - a player on the tabour

TABOURINE - tambourine, drum

TAG - the rabble

TAINT - tainted

TAINTURE - defilement

TAKE IN - to conquer

TAKE OUT - to copy

TAKE UP - raise, levy

TAKING - malignant influence; state of agitation

TAKING UP - buying on credit

TALE - counting, reckoning

TALL - strong, valiant

TALLOW-CATCH - a lump of tallow

TANG - twang, sound

TANG - to sound

TANLING - anything tanned by the sun

TARRE - to excite, urge on

TARRIANCE - delay

TARTAR - Tartarus

TASK - to lay a tax upon; to occupy fully

TASKING - challenging

TASTE - to try

TAWDRY-LACE - a rustic necklace

TAXATION - satire, sarcasm

TAXING - satire

TEEN - grief

TELL - to count

TEMPER - to mix

TEMPERANCE - temperature

TEMPERED - mixed

TEND - to attend to

TENDER - to offer; regard, care

TENT (1) - bed hangings

TENT (2) - to lodge

TENT (3) - to probe

TENT (4) - roll of lint usd to clean a wound

TERCEL - the male of the goshawk

TERMAGANT - a ranting character in old plays

TESTED - pure, assayed

TESTERN - to reward with a tester, or six-pence

THARBOROUGH - a constable

THEE - you

THEORICK - theory

THEWES - sinews, muscles

THICK - rapidly

THICK-PLEACHED - thickly intertwined

THIRD-BOROUGH - a constable

THOU - you

THOUGHT - anxiety, grief

THRASONICAL - boastful

THREE-MAN BEETLE - a wooden mallet worked by three men

THREE-MAN-SONG-MEN - singers of songs in three parts

THREE-PILE - three-piled velvet

THRENE - funeral song

THRID - thread, fibre

THROE - to put in agonies

THRUM - the tufted end of a thread in weaving

THRUMMED - made od coarse ends or tufts

THY - your

TICKLE - ticklish

TIGHT - nimble, active

TIGHTLY - briskly, promptly

TIKE - a cur

TILLY-VALLY - int an exclamation of contempt

TILTH - tillage

TIMELESS - untimely

TINCT - stain, dye

TIRE (1) - head-dress

TIRE (2) - to feed upon like a bird of prey

TIRED - dressed, clothed

TANG - twang, sound

TOD - to yield a tod of wool

TOKENED - marked with plague spots

TOKENS - plague spots

TOLL - to exact toll; to strike

TOPLESS - supreme, without superior

TOUCH - stroke; trait or feature; dash, spice; touchstone for testing gold

TOUCHED - pricked

TOUSE - to pull, drag

TOWARD - nearly ready

TOWARDS - nearly ready

TOYS - trifles, foolish tricks

TRADE - beaten path

TRANECT - a ferry

TRANSLATED - transformed

TRASH - to cheque, as a huntsman his hounds

TRAVAIL - labour, toil

TRAY-TRIP - an old game played with dice

TREACHERS - traitors

TREATIES - entreaties

TRENCHED - carved

TRICK - custom, habit; art, knack; characteristic expression; touch

TRICK - to adorn, dress up

TRICKED - blazoned

TRICKING - ornament

TRICKSY - elegantly quaint

TRIPLE - third

TROJAN - a cant word for a thief

TROL-MY-DAMES - a game using balls and arches

TROTH-PLIGHT - betrothed

TROW - to trust, think

TRUE - honest

TRUNDLE-TAIL - a long-tailed dog

TUCKET-SONANCE - a flourish on the trumpet

TUNDISH - a funnel

TURLYGOOD - a name adopted by bedlam-beggars

TURN - to modulate

TWANGLING - twanging

TWIGGEN - made of twigs, wicker

TWILLED - Retained by woven branches

TWINK - a twinkling

TWIRE - to peep, twinkle


U
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ULLORXA - LUSTFUL persons (a puzzling word to all editors)

UMBER - brown pigment

UMBERED - darkened, as with umber

UMBRAGE - shadow

UNABLE - weak, impotent

UNACCOMMODATED - not furnished with what is necessary

UNANELED - not having received extreme unction

UNAVOIDED - unavoidable

UNBACKED - unridden

UNBANDED - without a hatband

UNBARBED - unarmed

UNBATED - unabated, undiminished

UNBEND - to relax; make slack

UNBID - unwelcome

UNBITTED - unbridled

UNBOLT - to disclose

UNBOLTED - unsifted, unrefined

UNBOOKISH - unskilled

UNBORN - non-existent

UNBRACED - unbuttoned

UNBRAIDED - not soiled or faded

UNBREATHED - unpractised

UNCAPE - to throw off the hounds

UNCHARGED - undefended, applied to the gates of a city

UNCLEW - to unravel, unwind

UNCOINED - unfeigned, natural

UNDERGO - to undertake

UNDERTAKER - one who takes up anothers quarrel

UNDER-WROUGHT - undermined

UNEATH - hardly

UNEXPRESSIVE - inexpressible

UNFAIR - to deprive of beauty

UNHAPPILY - censoriously

UNHAPPY - mischievous

UNHATCHED - undisclosed

UNHOUSELED - without receiving the sacrament

UNIMPROVED - unreproved

UNION - a pearl

UNJUST - dishonest

UNKIND - unnatural

UNLIVED - bereft of life

UNMANNED - untamed, applied to a hawk

UNOWED - unowned

UNPREGNANT - stupid

UNPROPER - common to all

UNQUESTIONABLE - not inquisitive

UNREADY - undressed

UNRESPECTIVE - inconsiderate

UNSISTING - unresting

UNSTANCHED - incontinent

UNTEMPERING - unsoftening

UNTENTED - unsearchable

UNTRADED - unused, uncommon

UNTRIMMED - spoiled of grace or ornament

UNTRUE - untruth

UNVALUED - invaluable

UPSPRING REEL - a boisterous dance

URCHIN - the hedge-hog

USANCE - usury

USE - interest

UTIS - from huit, eight in French - signifies the eighth day after any festival

UTTER - to expel, put forth

UTTERANCE - extremity


V

[image: img91.jpg]

VACANCY - EMPTY space; unoccupied time

VACANT - devoid of

VADE - to fade

VAGABOND - moving to and fro

VAGROM - vagrant

VAIL (1) - going down

VAIL (2) - to let fall, lower; to pay homage

VAILFUL - advantageous

VAILING - lowering

VAIN - foolish; false; for nothing

VAINNESS - vanity

VALANCED - hidden in a beard

VALIDITY - value; strength

VANTAGE - advantage

VANTBRACE - armour for the front of the arm

VARLET - a servant, valet

VASSAL - base, wretched fellow

VASSALAGE - vassals (collective)

VAST - properly a waste-place, metaphorically, the dead

VASTIDITY - immensity

VASTLY - far and wide

VASTY - vast, waste

VAUNT - the van, that which precedes

VAUNT-COURIERS - forerunners

VAWARD - vanguard

VEGETIVES - vegetables

VEIN - disposition, humor; lifestyle

VELURE - velvet

VELVET-GUARDS - wearers of velvet trimmings

VENEW - a thrust in fencing

VENEY - a thrust in fencing

VENGE - to avenge

VENTAGES - vent-holes in a flute

VERBAL - wordy

VERBATIM - by word of mouth

VERY - true, real; complete

VEX - to annoy, disturbe, agitate

VIAL - bottle or flask

VICE (1) - to screw

VICE (2) - sinful act

VICEGERENT - deputy

VIE - to challenge; to compete

VIEWLESS - invisible

VILLAIN - a serf, servant; evil person

VINEWED - mouldy

VIOL-DE-GAMBOYS - a bass viol

VIRGINALLING - playing as on the virginals (from harp family)

VIRTUE - bravery, merit; essence, essential part

VIRTUOUS - excellent; essential

VIZAMENT - advisement

VOIDING-LOBBY - waiting-room

VOLABLE - quick-witted

VOLUBLE - fickle

VOLUNTARY - volunteer

VOTARIST - votary, one who has taken a vow

VULGAR (1) - common people; vulgar tongue

VULGAR (2) - of the common people

VULGARLY - publicly


W
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WAFT - TO wave, beckon; to turn away

WAFTAGE - passage by water

WAFTURE - wave

WAGE - to renumerate; to lay as a wager; to venture, hazard

WAGGISH - roguish

WAGGON - chariot, carriage

WAGGONER - charioteer

WAGTAIL - an obsequious person

WAINROPE - cart-rope

WAILFUL - lamentable

WAIST - girdle; the middle of a ship

WAIT - to be expecting something; to be in attendance

WALK - a persons way or course; a tract of garden or park; to withdraw

WALL-EYED - glaring, fierce-looking

WALL-NEWT - small lizard

WAN - to turn pale

WAND - withered

WANNION - with a vengeance

WAPPENED - withered, stale

WARD - to guard

WARDEN - a large pear used for baking

WARDER - staff held by one presiding over a combat

WARM - well off, comfortable

WARN - to summon

WASP-STUNG - irritable

WASSAIL - revelry

WAT - a common word for a hare

WATCH (1) - clock

WATCH (2) - being constantly awake

WATCH (3) - to be or lie awake; to look out for

WATER - consumable liquid; tears; the lustre of a diamond

WATER-FLY - fly that hovers over water; idle person

WATER-GALL - a secondary rainbow

WATER-RUG - a kind of dog

WATER-WORK - painting in distemper

WAX - to grow

WAXEN - perhaps, to hiccough

WEALTH - weal, advantage

WEAR - fashion

WEATHER-FEND - to defend from the weather

WEB AND PIN - the cataract in the eye

WEE - small, tiny

WEE - to think

WEED - garment

WEET - to wit, know

WEIGH OUT - to outweigh

WELKIN - the sky

WELKIN - sky-blue

WELL-LIKING - in good condition

WELL SAID - int well done!

WEND - to go

WESAND - the wind-pipe

WHELK - a weal

WHELKED - marked with whelks or protuberances

WHEN - an exclamation of impatience

WHEN AS - when

WHERE - whereas

WHERE - a place

WHIFFLER - an officer who clears the way in processions

WHILE-ERE - a little while ago

WHILES - until

WHIP-STOCK - handle of a whip

WHIST - hushed, silent

WHITE - the centre of an archery butt

WHITELY - pale-faced A doubtful word

WHITING-TIME - bleaching time

WHITSTER - bleacher

WHITTLE - a clasp knife

WHOO-BUB - hubbub

WHOOP - to cry out with astonishment

WICKED - noisome, baneful

WIDOW - to settle a jointure upon; to become a widow

WIDOWHOOD - the estate belonging to a widow

WIGHT - man, person

WILD - weald

WILDERNESS - wildness

WIMPLED - veiled, blindfolded

WINDOW-BARS - lattice-work across a womans bodice

WINDRING - winding

WINTER-GROUND - to protect (a plant) from frost

WIS - I

WISH - to commend

WISTLY - wistfully

WIT - knowledge, wisdom; sound judgement

WITHOUT - beyond

WITS - five, the five senses

WITTOL - a contented cuckold

WITTY - intelligent

WOMAN-TIRED - hen-pecked

WONDERED - marvellously gifted

WOOD - mad

WOODCOCK - a simpleton, fool

WOODMAN - a hunter

WOOLWARD - shirtless

WORD - to flatter or put off with words

WORLD - life, condition of existence; to go to the world is to get married

WORM - a serpent

WORSER - worse

WORSHIP - to honour

WORTH - wealth, fortune

WORTS - cabbages

WOT - to know

WOUND - entwined

WREAK - vengeance

WREAK - to avenge

WREAKFUL - revengeful, avenging

WREST - an instrument used for tuning a harp

WRIT - gospel, truth

WRITHLED - shrivelled

WROTH - calamity, misfortune

WRUNG - twisted, strained

WRY - to swerve

WRY-NECKD - head awkwardly turned sideways


X

[image: img91.jpg]

XANTHIPPE SOCRATES SCOLDING wife
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YARE - READY, nimble, brisk

YARELY - adv readily

YAW - unsteady

YCLAD - clad, clothed

YCLEPED - called, named

YCLIPPED - do

YE – you

YEARN - to grieve, vex

YEDWARD - a form of Edward

YELLOWNESS - jealousy

YELLOWS - jaundice in horses

YEOMAN - a sheriffs officer

YERK - to thrust or push

YEST - foam on disturbed water

YESTY - foamy; frothy

YEW - a tree frequently planted in churchyards The wood is poisonous

YIELD - to bring forth; to reward

YORE - once upon a time

YOKE - pair of oxen; to be combined, coupled

YOND - yonder

YOUNKER - novice

YRAVISH - to ravish

YSLAKED - to silence; to renender inactive


Z
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ZANY - A buffoon who imitates fools and jesters

ZEAL - zeal of

ZENITH - highest point of ones fortune

ZODIAC - used for year

ZONE - path of the sun (see Hamlet Vi304)

ZOUNDS - Gods wounds (Swounds)
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Massinger was buried in the churchyard of St. Saviours, Southwark, on 18 March 1640. He is buried in the same tomb as his fellow playwright John Fletcher, who died of plague 15 years before, close to the grave of William Shakespeares younger brother Edmond. The grave can be seen in the chancel of what is now Southwark Cathedral, near London Bridge on the south bank of the Thames. 
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View inside of Southwark Cathedral, leading up to the chancel 
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A 1616 drawing of Old London Bridge with Southwark Priory (now the Cathedral) in the foreground
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Massingers tomb
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